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When young Alexandra Tempest went alone to the wilisad

regions of the Amazon to look for her father shepared to find life
very different from the security of her English hmnBut she hadn't
expected to find it downright unpleasant and damggrso at first she
was grateful to the masterful Declan O'Rourke wihenvhisked her
out of a difficult situation and proceeded to tdiken charge of her,
But Declan was devastatingly attractive, and it waslong before
Alexandra had exchanged one danger for anothersthitiling in

love with him. For Declan was far too old and exgmced for her, he
though of her, and treated her, as a child-anchénsophisticated
Clare Forman he had a more than willing woman efdwn sort

anyway...



CHAPTER ONE

ALEXANDRA awoke with the familiar sensation of apprehensic
which came from knowing that any one of a dozemifiorcreatures
might have entered the hut during the night. Skeequedown warily
from her hammock with the alertness which came fexperience
and saw to her relief that the mud-packed flooowehppeared free
from invaders. On her first morning there over a&kvago, she had
climbed down carelessly and almost trodden on anneous spider
which her host had calmly informed her was merelgking refuge
from the dampness of the tropical forest outsidd ams quite
harmless so long as she didn't attempt to toudn attack it. As
Alexandra was totally incapable of doing anything &tanding there
with every hair on her head assuming a life of atsn, either
alternative was beyond her.

Now she slithered in a rather ungainly fashiorh@ftoor and looked
about her drearily, stretching her aching back. 8as not used to
sleeping in a hammock, but that was the least ofwweries. This

bare hut with its thatched roof and mud floor hadribher home for
the past eight days and would continue to be stmrgpas the rivers
remained in flood and her guide refused to takaupstream. And as
each day passed, the conviction grew within hdritbafather would

not be pleased to see her.

She sighed. It had seemed such a great advenitineg $n the
common room, discussing the idea of coming to Brazih her
friends, but her pitiful knowledge had not prepdnedfor the savage
reality of the Amazon basin. Until then, it had bder father's place
of work, and ihe more she was warned against daimgthing
impulsive, the more determined she became. Alllifier she had
rebelled against her father's resolution that sloelsl acquire a good
education while he went off to all the most exgtrountries of the
world and only saw his daughter for brief perioti$h@liday times.
When she was younger, she had not minded so mheth&l tried to



understand that because her mother had died wintaanying her
father on one of his expeditions to some outlangisitce, he had
naturally wanted to protect his only offspring fr@nsimilar fate. But
as Alexandra grew older, she had begun to doubtahdity of this.
Her mother had always been a rather delicate wofodawing her
husband more faithfully than enthusiastically, whihlexandra
possessed her father's strength and determing@orso she had
thought...

She couldn't deny that most of the time she had bappy at school.
She was a popular girl and as the school accommddatys as well
as girls, she had grown up accepting a certain atmoti male
admiration as her due. She was not conceited hHauvas aware that
she was attractive to the opposite sex. Tall amd, skith straight
corn-coloured hair, she possessed the kind ofriseeauty much
sought after by less fortunate females, and evemtbst casual of
attire looked elegant on her.

But she didn't feel very elegant now. The thin@othirt was creased
and so, too, were the tight-fitting jeans which h&gtome her usual
sleeping attire. She had almost forgotten how déligit was to shed

one's clothes and climb between the sheets of Aedaand how soft
and relaxing an interior sprung mattress could be.

It was all her own fault, of course, but that diagnake it any'easier to
take. And how was she to know that she was to leeyel in this
godforsaken spot indefinitely?

She had flown up to Manaus ten days ago, ten dgysvhen the Rio
Negro had been in full flood, its black, crashingters swollen by the
storms of the rainy season. She had, until that emymever seen
such a tremendous volume of water shoulderingatgte the sea, but
even then she had not really considered its passfiect on her
journey. And it had been comparatively easy obtgra passage to



Los Hermanos, but no one had told her that Los lderos was
nothing like Manaus...

Manaus was a civilised port, founded in the midesg®enth century,
but owing most of its architecture to the rubbesrnavhich occurred
at the turn of the twentieth century. Then a tmgviEnglish

corporation had built a stone quay, with warehouaed floating
wharves that were unaffected by. the tremendouBl efwhe river in

the wet season. In consequence its public buildifmgsked

reassuringly European despite their tropical bantkcl Alexandra
had stayed at a reasonably good hotel, partakemaofly European
dishes, and decided that all the stories aboutGiteen Hell of the
Amazon basin were untrue. But that was before di@mpy to Los
Hermanos.

Manaus was surrounded on three sides by tropicafgeest and on
the fourth by the surging waters of the Rio Negnag indeed it had
rained most of the time she was there. But viewungh scenery from
the security of a hotel room was utterly differédrdm the actual
experience of penetrating further into this wategze of rivers and
forests. It had been a shock to learn that thergiveere the only
navigable highways in the area, but she had reftsd deterred
even though the knowledge that beyond the steamalgof giant
trunks that flanked the river-bank there was nahout trees and
creepers and rotting vegetation was shattering.tfdes themselves
were a fantastic sight, towering upwards for ovdmuadred feet,
creating an illusion of lushness from the air whigds never visible
from the ground. The trees, the vines, the creepgesything strove
upward, and above the canopy of greenery that edvdhe
underworld in cathedral gloom, blossoms flourisheekes flowered,
and there was an abundance of life and colour.

Travelling upstream to Los Hermanos in a smalltesddich seemed
totally inadequate to withstand the forces of tmentlering waters,
Alexandra had still been in the grip of excitemeager to get on to



Paradiablo and find her father. His delight at sgeher would
outweigh his annoyance that she had not obeyedstisictions and
gone to Cannes with Aunt Liz as planned, she waes and it was not
until later that the doubts set in.

Her father was a bacteriologist, working for thentlon- based Haze
Institute, and was presently researching the plesases of the rare
fungi found in the Amazon basin in the curing oftam tropical
diseases. It was through the Institute that Alexaméd managed to
gain the necessary documents and injections to cut® Brazil in
the first place, and she had had no qualms abaang user not
inconsiderable charm to persuade Bob Haze thafdtleer would
have no objections. The fact that Aunt Liz had imad she was
spending a few days with a girl friend until thdleashe had sent her
from Rio de Janeiro arrived had caused her somegspaf
conscience, but by then it had been too late te lsacond thoughts.

She had not given a great deal of thought to the &f conditions her
father might be living under either, and she hashsealised that a
camping expedition could be a terrifying prospdeirantulas were
common enough, albeit harmless if left alone ash&ttebeen told,
but there were other equally disturbing creaturéiss, of all kinds,

ticks and fleas and centipedes, and mosquitoes hwheemed
impervious to the insect repellent she used sodilye

Her arrival in Los Hermanos had been a revelatiomad proved to
be little more than a landing point along the rjweith a collection of
thatched-roofed huts, and a store' and warehouse.gdide, a
wizened, monkey-faced little man provided by theit authority in
Manaus, deposited her there with the storekeeper tleen, by the
means of much gesticulation, went on to explairt thare were
rapids upstream and until the vastly swollen rsgosided he would
go no further. They had left the Rio Negro somgy frhiles above
Manaus, and had followed this tributary, the Vahijor almost a
hundred miles. It had been a strange journey. &juhction between



the mighty Negro and the narrower Velhijo, theinparaft had been
forced upstream by the weight of the waters betowl, to Alexandra,
who had never seen a river run against the cubefare, it was a
frightening phenomenon. Further upstream they emeoed a
stagnant pool, strewn with dead insects and lidtesgth leaves,
which her guide had endeavoured to explain wapdtivg where the
descending waters of the Velhijo balanced the pressf the water
being forced upstream. After that, the river rannmaly again, but
Alexandra couldn't help but shiver at the thoudihnegotiating that
turbulent current on her way back.

Now she pushed aside the curtain of vine leavesiwiiave the hut a
little privacy and emerged into the sunlight. Thernings were the
best time of day. Apart from the fact that each loiepught her a little
nearer to seeing her father, she had the reassknimgledge inside
her that it would be several hours before she badimb into that

precarious hammock once more.

She looked round, aware of the speculative gazagyofup of Indian
women sitting cross-legged around a camp- firehia tlearing.
Naked children, some of them adorably sweet, plagethe dirt,
occasionally standing and staring at Alexandra witdir thumbs
stuck in their mouths. She had grown accustomdxkitag an object
of curiosity, and as she was the only wholly wiptrson in the
settlement she was doubly so. The storekeeperp§amas of mixed
Indian-Mexican origin, while her guide, Vasco, spdortuguese but
looked more Indian than anything else.

Alexandra's gwn knowledge of foreign languages ivaged to a
fair grounding in French and German, and the mesasittering of
Spanish, gleaned during holidays abroad. Santasiiately, spoke
guite good English, but Vasco littered his speedth \Wortuguese
words that quite often completely confused herll,Sshe had
managed to communicate with both of them and theakthe time
she had sweated and waited restlessly, growinyg ohale convinced



that she should not have come. But if anyone hdd&r how remote
Paradiablo was she would probably not have belidvesgh...

The hut she had been given to occupy was set saydack from
the river but within sight and sound of the stard aarehouse on the
landing. What food she ate was provided by Santms&, Maria,
and now she walked slowly across the clearing tdsvéine shaded
verandah of the store. Here Santos had bamboadraira table, and
Alexandra had grown accustomed to sitting therehfimrrs on end,
flicking away the flies and watching the constardvement of the
river.

Maria was putting out some of the starchy mandioead on the
table which was the Indian's staple diet, and sblkdd up and smiled
when Alexandra appeared. She was an Indian giriddterminate
age, although Alexandra suspected she was no tider herself.
Indian women aged more quickly and Alexandra hawh ke way
Santos treated her. She was pretty sure he kepgithér other

reasons than cooking, but Maria didn't seem to miirgbre was a
certain acceptance of her lot about her, and Aldrearwondered
rather grimly how Women's Lib would make out here.

Santos appeared as Alexandra was drinking her dexxgnof coffee.
Of all things the coffee here was excellent, arelfsh quite sure that
without it she would have found it difficult to reim resolute.

Santos was not very tall,-but he was immenselydat] Alexandra
could never completely quell the surge of disgust felt at the idea
of he and Maria together. He had a long moustaahd,thinning

black hair which he combed across his bald patewékeinvariably

smoking a cigar, and this morning was no exception.

'‘Ah, good morning, Mees Tempest!' he greeted henddy,
scratching the hairs on his chest visible betwéeropen buttons of
his shirt. 'Is a lovely morning, yes?'



‘Lovely," agreed Alexandra without enthusiasm.
The river—she is subsiding, yes? Yes,' he nodded.
Alexandra's head jerked up. "You think so?’

He shrugged in typically Mexican fashion. 'l thirtke chuckled. 'We
will get that lazy—good-for-nothing moving, yes?'

'Oh, | hope so." Alexandra was fervent. She putrdber coffee cup.
‘How long will it take us to get to Paradiablo?"

‘You ask this many times, Mees Tempest. | cannot sa
He shrugged again. 'Two days--' He spread his hands
‘Three days.'

'So long?' Alexandra tried not to feel perturbedioTnights alone
with Vasco were not absolutely acceptable to Hewnalsn't that she
was prudish; in other circumstances the idea dinfgany alarm at
the prospect would not have occurred to her. Brg-havith nowhere
to escape to except the jungle—that was somethseg And there
were still the rapids ...

Santos was studying her expressive face and nosaide 'You are
worried about Vasco?' He shook his head.

*You will not be alone.'
“What do you mean?'
'l will send two Indian bearers with you.'

'‘Bearers?' Alexandra frowned. 'l don't understand.’



Santos lowered his bulk on to one of the cane slaaid Alexandra
watched the narrow legs buckle a little. It alwagsazed her that they
didn't snap altogether beneath his weight.

‘The rapids, Mees Tempest.' He raised his eyebaod st her look of
iIncomprehension, he went on: 'Not all rapids arew-klo you say
it?—negociavel?'

'‘Negotiable?' offered Alexandra, and he nodded.

'Sim, negotiable.' He stretched out his legs. "@&vé the boat and
walk around—yes?'

'‘Leave the boat?' Alexandra's mouth felt dry. 'Anevalk through
the jungle?'

'For short distance only.'

1 see.’

"You will need these men to carry your cases.'
'‘And—and the boat?'

'It is hauled along the river-bank above the rapids

'I—didn't realise." Another anxiety, Alexandra tigbti sickly,
contemplating in imagination the scores of insectd snakes they
might encounter in the forest. She had an intendecawardly desire
to turn back.

'‘And—we sleep in the boat, is that right?'

‘Safest,’ nodded Santos, chewing at the end afidas, and while she
pondered this he turned and shoutktérial' at the top of his voice.
When the Indian girl appeared, he grasped her iayilabout her



hips, dragging her close against him and sayingu ‘¥éll thatinutii
Vasco | want to see him, yes?'

Maria pulled away and went to do his bidding whileexandra
poured herself another cup of coffee. She wishedsafioked. Right
now she would have appreciated something to cainméeres. On
her first evening she had sampled some of Sarsjoisitalcohol in an
impulsive effort to appear sophisticated, but shd Bpent several
hours afterwards being violently sick and she hadrapeated the
experience. Indeed, she had avoided almost evegytfood as well
as drink, that did not come out of a tin and insgmjuence she had
avoided any further gastric disturbances.

But now she could have done with some stimulatireyvito dispel
the sense of chilling apprehension she was feeling.

Vasco arrived with Maria, looking more than evéela monkey as
he loped along beside her. He had long arms ahdralsody, and a
shaggy mat of black hair which Alexandra supposedniist comb
but which never looked as though he had. Shendityaterical sense
of the ridiculous overwhelming her. To think—shedhizft the
comfort of an exclusive boarding school, or the adiguexclusive
luxury of her father's house in a fashionable sguat.ondon, to live
in @ mud hut in the heart of the Amazonian raire$br She must be
mad!

Santos's conversation with Vasco was conductedrtuguese and
Alexandra understood little of it. But what did ege was that
Santos had accused the other man of delaying lema@ube he was
paid by the day and the longer he took to delivlaxandra to her
destination the more money he made. Until then #&belxa had
hardly considered that aspect of it, and somehaivtalking about
money made everything seem a little more normal.



The wrangle continued, but Alexandra turned hegndéittn to the
river. In truth, it looked very little different tay than it had done the
day before, but for all his obesity and his disongsaffair with Maria,
she trusted Santos more than the wizened Vascoh&hwished it
was he, and not the other man, who was to escodrhthe final leg
of her journey.

Eventually Vasco went away muttering to himself apparently
persuaded that the waters were subsiding. Santpsmeding and
nodding, and when Alexandra looked at him, he said:

You will go now, Mees Tempest. Santos will see gauwour way.'

'You mean—we're leaving today?' Alexandra was ssggrto find

how little enthusiasm this aroused in her now thatmoment had
actually come. Although perhaps after her anxietjier she could
be forgiven for losing the determination with whisie had initially
begun this journey.

'Is right,’ agreed Santos, lighting another cigantf the stub of the
first. 'Santos will see that you have everything yeed.'

Alexandra got to her feet. 'I'd better get my tisiag

Santos yelled for Maria, and when she came hehetdto go and
collect thesenhoritas cases from her hut. Alexandra began to prote
that she was perfectly capable of getting her dvimgs, but Santos
interrupted her, saying:

‘Maria will do it. Leave her. The Indians like terge. Hadn't you
noticed?'

Alexandra made no response to this. If she hadrsglet have been
tempted to tell Santos exactly what she thoughthef kind of
servitude in which he held Maria, and she had nshwb make
enemies here. So she merely smiled and walkedet@edlge of the



landing, looking down in to the amazingly clear ratof the Velhijo.
She could see the sandy, bottom lying beneath #iterythe bleached
rocks and curious dark red tinging of the watgslates which from a
distance made it appear almost black. She reatises the mineral
deposits in the river, swept down by the forcehef ¢lements, and it
was mostly iron which gave it its curious coloum @e opposite
bank, what had appeared to be a log moved, ansbsi& her horror
that it was one of the grey alligators, called cags) which she had
seen from time to time on the river-bank on hempey to Los
Hermanos. Its narrow beady eyes and raised nostritsh enabled it
to swim almost completely submerged sent a shivapprehension
up her spine and she took an involuntary step bakwVhat would
they do if they encountered something like thathay tramped past
the rapids? She had little confidence in Vascasgation.

But by the time the boat was loaded with sleepiagsband extra
blankets, cans of water and supplies, and twasrifbed been added to
the pile of equipment in the bottom of the boat &t a little more
relaxed. The two Indians who were to accompany tiseemed
cheerful enough, although Alexandra had to avertkes from their
apparent disregard for clothing of any sort. Thaltegether in the
prow of the boat, chewing the tobacco which hadkdaed their
teeth, and talking in some language of their owme 8ied not to
think about the fact that apart from Vasco's, theiere to be the only
other human faces she was likely to see for twolevbdays. She had
too much imagination, she decided.

Santos waved them off. He had shown little surprate her
adventurous journey to see her father, and Alexamduld only
assume that like the Indians he considered alleyople slightly
eccentric. And, too, he had displayed little ing¢iia her destination,
and she hoped this was not because he never edexteo reach it.

A bend in the river hid the trading post from viamd the boat's small
motor chugged steadily upstream. There was a cararaypy rigged



at the rear end of the craft and Alexandra satdt@rtais, glad of the

respite from the glare of the sun which was jugiti@ng to make the

heat unbearable. In fact, it was a little bettetrmriver. There was a
slight breeze as the boat moved through the watet, Alexandra

fanned herself with her sunglasses.

Well, she thought, trying to be philosophical, sfees at least moving
again, and who knows, maybe in less than fortytelgiurs she
would see her father again. It seemed an unregalositon.

They didn't stop at lunch-time, but Vasco cheweHduak of the
maiidioca bread and drank some beer while Alexaodesed a tin of
Coke and peeled two bananas. The fresh fruit wiasitely more
delicious than any she had tasted in England, fatiet iCoke was a
little warm, it couldn't be helped. The Indians mexdhing to eat, but
grabbed the tins of beer Vasco threw to them wabee fingers,
tearing open the tops and drinking greedily, thaitl dripping out of
the corners of their mouths in their haste. Alexarnided not to watch
them, aware that her interest might be misconstrioed their
behaviour both repelled and fascinated her.

She fell asleep after lunch. She had not intendéd so, but she slept
so fitfully at night that it was almost impossilitestay awake during
the heat of the day. She was awakened by the soluad aircraft
overhead, but by the time she had pulled hersegiétter it had
disappeared. At least the intense heat had lessenaglvhat, and she
had been long enough in the river-basin to knowahaight it could
be bitterly cold. She yawned and stretched her, legaing up the
trouser cuffs to allow the air to get at her bags| and then rolled
them down again at the awareness of having an reelie

Late in the afternoon, Vasco turned off the baatgine and secured
the craft to the jutting stump of a long dead togethe means of a
thick rope. 'We stay,' he announced, mainly forxaledra's benefit.
'‘Go or—amanhé.



‘Tomorrow?' Alexandra licked her dry lips. 'Coutdwe go a little
further today?'

Vasco shook his headRapidos, senhorita. Nao caminho.’

Alexandra wished she had a Portuguese phrase &bakhad the
distinct suspicion that Vasco knew more Englismtha let on. It
made it simpler for him if she couldn't argue whim.

Now she was forced to acquiesce, and watched witimshment as
the two Indians dived over the side to swim and ptathe water.
Alexandra was almost sure there were piranhasamitier and she
waited in horror for something terrible to happBut nothing did.
The two Indians swam to the river-bank, climbedoashand soon
began gathering twigs to make a fire.

Dragging her attention from them, Alexandra becamare that
Vasco was rigging up a kind of fishing line. He gk it over the
side, and before too long he caught an enormots fiauling it
inland killing it mercilessly.

"Tucunare,observed Vasco, with evident satisfaction. 'Y&e™H

Alexandra shook her head vigorously. 'No, thank,\she declined
politely. A tin of beans or corned beef might bssl@ppetising, but
definitely safer. Even so, when Vasco started a ifir a kind of

brazier and barbecued the fish he had caught, thell svas

irresistible. It was almost dark 6y this time, ahé towering trees
around them seemed to be pressing in on them. Atadelt very

much alone, and when Vasco again proffered sontbeofish she
found herself accepting.

It was absolutely delicious, and Alexandra ate mausly, enjoying it
more than anything she had had since leaving Magighs days ago.
Licking her fingers afterwards, she looked towardsriver-bank and
saw the glow of the fire the Indians had lightede®ingly they did



not find the forest frightening, and were equaliyable of providing
for themselves when it came to food.

Vasco doused the fire and lighted a lamp. Therahersss-legged in
the bottom of the boat, poking his teeth with aesliof wood.
Alexandra wished he would stare at something elstead of her all
the time, but as he had been kind enough to prok&tewith a
delicious supper perhaps she ought to try and Behaturally.

'‘Do—er—do you have any children, Vasco?' she vedtur
tentatively.

The wizened face grimaceétilhos? Nag senhorita’ He pointed to
his face.Me? Me—repugnant@Vho like Vasco?'

Alexandra felt a surge of compassion. 'Why—why{'shaonsense,
Vasco. |—I'm sure there are lots—of girls who woh&l—be proud
to marry you.'

Vasco's eyes narrowed to slits. "You theenk so@sked, shuffling a
little nearer to her.

Alexandra quelled the urge to shift her legs fromt of his reach.
'I—I'm sure of it.'

‘And you,senhorit® You havemuitos namoradosim?'

Alexandra understood what this meant. 'l—I havefib@yds, yes,'
she admitted.

'Naturalmentethesenhorita esta muita formosa

Alexandra gave what she hoped was a deprecatoky and forced a
glance towards the camp-fire glowing among thesti@e the bank.
‘The—the—er—Indians seem quite at home in the fpdes't they?'
she said hurriedly.



'Is their home,' replied Vasco, without interesell me, senhorita
tell me about your boy-friends, sim? Do they— touau? Do
they—make love to you?'

Alexandra was revolted by the perversion of hisasity. Pressing
her lips together, she said coldly: 'Where are going to sleep,
senhor?'

Vasco was unperturbed. 'Where would femhoritalike Vasco to
sleep?'

Alexandra gasped. 'l—I beg your pardon?'

Vasco got to his knees, grasping her ankles withyhtingers. 'The
senhorita need not be afraid with Vasco,' he said, his Ehgli
improving all the time. '"Vasco will not leave yoloie.'

‘The senhoritais not afraid," snapped Alexandra, struggling resef
her ankles, and trying to squash the feeling oig#rat was rising
inside her. 'Please let go of me, or—

'‘Or what will you do?' Vasco's face twisted inte gtemblance of a
smile. 'Will you shout for help? From whom? Who dasar you
here?' He flicked a contemptuous glance towarddrttians' fire.
‘They?Nao.They would like to take their turn.’

‘You're—you're disgusting!'

Alexandra wrenched her feet out of his hands angdd to one side.
She had no clear idea of what she was about t®ing into the
river or escaping into the forest were two equalypossible
alternatives, but she had to do something or shddascream. She
fell against the equipment in the well of the baatl something
scraped painfully along her hip. It was a rifle.



Grasping it like a lifeline, she swung round on keees pointing the
barrel towards Vasco. 'lf—if you move, I'll shoadhe declared in a
ridiculously tremulous voice, but Vasco sat backhm heels and
roared with laughter. 'l—I mean it,' she addedcidy. 'l have used a
gun before.’

'Have yousenhorita?Vasco shook his heat.eja—you have me in
fear and trembling!" And he held out one hand aglibdrately shook
it in front of her face.

Exactly what Vasco might have done next Alexandes wever to
know, because almost simultaneously they heardsthmd of an
engine throbbing on the still night air. It was aab coming
down-stream, Alexandra thought, and her heart leamt then
subsided again. What now?

Sounds carried a tremendous distance in the uncsitfemce of this
watery maze and it was some time before the goaktared round the
bend in the river. There were lights on board d&@dsound of men's
voices, but it was impossible to tell yet what laage they were
speaking. Alexandra sat in frozen apprehensiomiyaware of the
rifle still in her hands.

The occupants of the other boat saw them. It wddde been
Impossible for them not to have seen the lighthed lamp, and
Alexandra tensed as the craft drew nearer. It veamaler vessel and
a tall man was profiled near its bow, standing ingkowards them,
saying something to the other men in the boat deeiv alongside.
Then he hailed Alexandra's companion:

'‘Bern, Vasco,tu velhopatife, como esta?'

The boats ground gently together and the othet'smabtor was cut
as Vasco scrambled to his feet, completely disceggrthe possible
menace of the rifle Alexandra was holding.



A stream of Portuguese issued from his throat agrketed the
stranger, shaking his hand warmly as the othervaated into their
boat, glancing back at Alexandra and then contouio talk
excitedly.

Alexandra got unsteadily to her feet, holding orthe rifle. If this

man was a friend of Vasco's, what possible assistaould she
expect from him? She stared intendy at him. It wagossible to
distinguish his features as he was still in thedsiass, but his height
seemed to negate his being an Indian. He keptigitms head in her
direction, however, and she wondered with increpalarm whether
he imagined she was easy game, too.

Eventually he seemed to take command, for he skMasco with
an unmistakable gesture and then stepped acrosspikheof
equipment in the bottom of the boat into the light.

Alexandra took a step backward, her eyes widersrgha realised he
looked almost European. He was deeply tanned, wfsep no one
could be otherwise who lived in this area, andhaiis was very dark
and longer than Vasco's, but his lean, harshlygambfeatures and
thin mouth were almost patrician in cast. Evenlsere was a certain
sinuous quality about the way he moved that fewopeans
possessed, and his eyes were amazingly as pdigeas®. He was a
handsome brute, Alexandra had to concede thaframdthe way his
eyes were assessing her with almost insolent agbréie was
perfectly aware of it.

'‘Boa tarde, senhorita,he greeted her politely, with a faint bu
perceptible bow of his head, which went rather pddith the
close-fitting denim pants he was wearing and themdeshirt which
was opened almost to his waist. 'Isn't that riflétle heavy for you?'



He spoke English without any trace of an accend, Alexandra
stared at him in amazement. Her fingers slackeneda fmoment
round the rifle and then tightened again.

'Who are you?' she demanded tautly.

The stranger cast a mocking glance back at Vasubtlen, while
Alexandra was off guard, he stepped forward andtésli the rifle
effortlessly out of her hands. 'That's better,tiaat?' he enquired,
examining the weapon expertly. '‘Now—as to who | Bsaiggest you
tell me your name first.'

Alexandra was rubbing her fingers where his deteechiremoval of
the rifle had grazed them, and she stared at hifie desperately.
'Look," she said unsteadily, 'l don't see why | ehdo tell you
anything. |—I—this man here--'

'‘Who? Vasco?'
‘Yes, Vasco. He—he was threatening me.'

'‘Nao!" Vasco was openly indignant. 'l did not haespingarda,
senhorita...’

The stranger ignored the other man's outburst asmt wn calmly:
'‘With what was he threatening you?'

Alexandra looked down at her hands. 'l'd realljeatot talk about
it.

The stranger's lips twisted sardonically. 'l sdddpaused. 'A
woman—or should | say, a girl?—who is prepared ravdl
unescorted must be prepared to look after herbiftossed the rifle
carelessly back to her and she managed to cdieffoite it fell on the
deck at her feet. 'Look at it," he commanded. thdy is it not loaded,
but the safety catch is still on.’



Alexandra looked rather warily down at the gunen hands. She had
never handled a rifle before this evening, not gaw if it came to

that, in spite of her vain boast to Vasco. Anchistman had known
that, Vasco, with his awareness of its lack of dtsll must have
known it, too.

'Please,' she said, suddenly feeling that it wagalmuch for her.
‘Just go away and leave me alone.’

The stranger dropped the butt of his cigar ovesitie of the boat and
she heard the faint plop as it hit the water ansl @dinguished. Then
he leant forward and removed the rifle from heregisting fingers,
and stood it against the other equipment beside him

'I'm afraid | can't do that,"' he remarked quiefibygling his arms. "You
see, | came here to find you. Miss Tempest.'



CHAPTER TWO

THERE was a minute of complete silence when all Alexancbuld
hear was the heavy beating of her own heart. $&e tio recollect
whether she had heard Vasco mention her name initigd outburst
and then decided he must have done, for how elglel ¢bis man
know who she was? And yet he had said he had cemafind her.
It didn't make sense!

'‘Who are you?' she asked at last, unable to findharg more
original to say.

'My name is Declan O'Rourke, Miss Tempest. Vasdbwouch for
that, | am sure. | live—some distance up- river.'

Declan O'Rourke!

Alexandra felt more than ever confused. Apart fribra pale blue
eyes between the thick black lashes there was tiftlindicate his
Irish heritage.

'‘But--' She sought for words. 'How did you know wééo find me?
And how did you know | was here?'

'‘Explanations of that sort can wait." He glancednob at Vasco's
expectant face. 'l will escort Miss Tempest frommehe’ou can go
back to Los Hermanos and tell Santos--'

'‘No! | mean—wait!" Alexandra bit her lower lip hatdow do | know
who you are? | mean, you can't just come along aatd-take me
over!’

'‘Would you rather stay with Vasco?' O'Rourke's ayese mocking.
'Did | misunderstand that scene | interrupted?'



'No, no, of course you didn't." Alexandra wrung hands. 'But—but
you can't expect me to go with you just like thatithaut any kind of
an explanation.'

'I'm afraid you don't have much choice, Miss Tempég returned
politely, and she stared impotently at the sweained shoulders of
his shirt as he turned away.

Vasco sidled up to him and said something in anetode and
Alexandra wished desperately that she understootliqRese. She
had no liking for Vasco, nor any real trust, buhlagl brought her this
far. How was she to be sure that this man O'Row&g not some
kind of thief or adventurer who, the minute they@veut of Vasco's
sight, would ditch her and take what little moneg @ossessions she
had brought with her. Her fingers encountered #reaw gold watch
on her wrist. Her father had bought it for her setith birthday just
over a year ago, and it was insured for almosthtuwadred pounds. It,
at least, was worth stealing. Perhaps even Vassamwi@ague with
him. Perhaps this was some crooked sort of dewlhhd cooked up
between them.

Declan O'Rourke was beginning to manhandle hecasass into the
other boat and his actions inspired retaliatiore &ished forward and
grasped his arm, preventing him from slinging otlee pigskin
holdall that contained her heavier clothes. HisHlevas hard and
warm beneath her fingers, and there were hairs isratm that
roughened the skin. This close she could smelh#a of his body,
but it was not an unpleasant smell, and the arofrtab@acco still
lingered about him.

He was turning at the moment she grabbed his adrhanelbow
caught her in the rib-cage so that she gasped @edsed him,
collapsing awkwardly on to the pile of blankets.



'I'm sorry.' There was a faint smile on his facé@asauled her to her
feet at once, making sure she was not hurt by hgldier for a

moment until she drew free of him. That was casetdsne. I'm sure
you want to help, but | can manage.’

Alexandra glared at him frustratedly. "You knowfpetly well that
was not my intention!" she exclaimed. 'Oh —thisdsculous! What
are you doing with my belongings? What do you idtém do with
me?'

Declan O'Rourke regarded her mockingly. "You reabn't trust
anyone, do you?'

'l haven't had much encouragement!' retorted Aldsamninsteadily,
her momentary anger dissipating beneath other teie

‘Very well. —heard—there was a young woman waitatgLos
Hermanos, waiting to come to Paradiablo.’

'‘How did you hear that?’

"You would call it a—grapevine, | think. We haveitquan efficient
one, believe me.’

‘Senhor O'Rourke lives at Paradiablo,' put in Vaaod was silenced
by a piercing look from those chilling blue eyes.

'l see.' Alexandra was trying to make sense of s you know my
father, Mr. O'Rourke?’

'‘Professor Tempest? Yes, | know him.'

Alexandra breathed a sigh of relief. 'Then you knbe is at
Paradiablo, too.'



'Professor Tempest has been working at Paradiaifoséveral
months, yes.'

Alexandra's warm mouth curved into a smile. 'Thaelavens for
that! Oh—does he know I'm here, to0?"'

'‘No.' Declan O'Rourke sounded quite definite alboat. He bent and
completed his transference of her belongings tather boat. Then
he straightened. 'l presume you are prepared t@ @ath me now?'

Alexandra hesitated. 'But | thought—oughtn't we diay here
overnight? Vasco said something about—rapids?’

Declan O'Rourke cast a wry glance in Vasco's doectDid he?
Yes—well, there are rapids further upstream, butwilé not be
negotiating them this evening.'

Alexandra frowned. 'l don't understand.’

'You will." Declan O'Rourke indicated his boat. 'Bou need any
assistance to climb across?"

Alexandra shook her bead and then looked uncontfigrtawards
Vasco. How did he feel about losing his passenger?

'‘Er—how much—how much do | owe you?' she began.
'I'll attend to that.'

Declan O'Rourke spoke before Vasco's greedy litttauth could
voice a figure, and Alexandra had no choice bilgdawe him to it. She
scrambled over into the adjoining boat, flinchingag from the
Indian hands which reached to help her, and stgmdither uneasily
in the well of the vessel watching the two men clate their
business. She was still not entirely convinced shat was doing the



right thing. There-were still a lot of question$t lenanswered. But
she had made her decision and she had no choite stk to it.

A few moments later, Declan O'Rourke vaulted batk his own

boat again and with a raised hand to Vasco he mbtidais Indian

pilot and they began to move away. In no time lahal darkness had
sucked them into its waiting void and Alexandra ded) herself

closely, huddled on the plank seat, wondering wdratearth her
father was going to say when she saw him. She hadubeasy
conviction that lie was not going to be at all slec.

Declan O'Rourke did not speak to her as the snesdsel moved
steadily upstream and apart from an occasional Wwetdieen him
and the Indian pilot the only sounds were the sfagpmovements of
the water against the bows of the boat.

They travelled for perhaps half an hour and theexahdra realised
they were pulling across to the bank. Her nervglténed. What
now? Was this where they were going to abandon heibe eaten
alive by alligators or crushed to death by the garaconda of her
nightmares?

The boat crunched against the spongy roots of dedergrowth, and
Declan O'Rourke sprang across on to marshy gronddsacured a
rope. Then he came back to where Alexandra wasgsdhd said:

'‘Have you got boots?' in a curt, uncompromisinggton
Alexandra blinked. 'Boots? Oh—yes, of course.'
'‘Put them on then. We're going ashore.'

'‘Ashore?' Alexandra looked in horror at the mergtielt of tropical
forest. 'But--:"'

'‘Don't argue right now. Just do as | say.'



Declan turned away with the air of one accustomezbtmmand and
what was more, accustomed to being obeyed. Alezamond

herself fumbling for her boots and pushing her fe&t them. When
they were fastened she stood up and Declan camie tbaber

shouldering a load of blankets and carrying a pavéorch.

'‘Come along," he said, indicating that she shanlldw him and with
a reluctant look at her belongings strewn in thiedoo of the boat she
obeyed.

The two Indians who were accompanying him were epyby
remaining in the boat and Alexandra forced herngetf a fatalistic
frame of mind. Whatever happened now, she was pesgrno
prevent it.

Declan leapt on to the marshy river-bank and letiaad as she
jumped across the lapping shallows to land beside Her boots
sank into the soggy ground and squelched as Deuldached on the
torch and went ahead, urging her to follow him.

There was a path worn through the jungle at thistpand it was

surprisingly easy walking. Of course, all arounénthwere the
poisonous liana creepers that fought their way ugwaa strangling
spiral round the trunks of trees, and there mightatby number of
minor monsters underfoot, but Alexandra refusethiok of them.

The uncanny silence created an illusion of compsetiation, and the
thought crossed her mind that these forests haeeikxhere longer
than man had peopled the earth. It was a shattexaipation.

An unearthly roar that echoed and re-echoed ardlech caused
Alexandra to gasp and stumble, but she manageghtohrerself with
resorting to clutching at her escort. All the sasit®ge glanced back
rather fearfully over her shoulder, half expectiogind a jaguar with
dripping jaws panting malevolently behind her, th#n her head
jerked forward again as her companion said calmly:



'‘Don't be alarmed. It's miles away. But sound earim the forest.'

Alexandra nodded, not trusting herself to say angtrand then
walked into him without realising he had stopped aas pointing to
a light a few yards away.

'‘Our destination,' he observed dryly, propelling &&ay from him
again. 'lIt belongs to a friend of mine and his fgrhi

Alexandra's eyes widened. 'You mean—people actuadéy out
here?'

'‘Why not?' His voice had cooled perceptibly.

'‘But—I mean—how can they?' She spread her handsann
encompassing movement.

He looked down at her and even in the faint ligbtrf the torch she
could sense his displeasure. 'To live means diffethings to
different people, Miss Tempest. | realise thatonrysociety material
things are the criterion by which success in kfpudged, but here we
have a more basic appreciation of happiness.'

Alexandra coloured and was glad he could not s&hi¢ wanted to
retaliate, to tell him that he knew nothing abdwé kind of society
she moved in. How could he, living here in this o¢epart of the
world, the rivers his only link with civilisationBut to stand arguing
with him in the middle of the jungle with the dadgs of night
pressing all around them seemed the height of ditguiso she
remained silent.

He walked away towards the hut from which the liglsts coming
and Alexandra stumbled after him. She was begintongeel the
coldness that came from too much exposure to tpateght air and
the shivering that enveloped her was as much tovitto that as



nervousness. Even so, she was nervous, althoudimempanic had
left her.

A man emerged from the hut as they approachedyicgra lamp.
Alexandra saw to her relief that he was at leastring a pair of torn,
but adequately covering, shorts, although his appea was not
encouraging. His brown Indian features were batftemed scarred,
and his teeth were blackened by the usual chewinigbacco root.
Behind him clustered his wife and a group of clatdof varying ages
from two to teenage. He greeted Declan O'Rourkevasnly as
Vasco had done, but their conversation was conduntene of the
Indian dialects Alexandra had heard since comirigpHermanos.

His wife and the children were more interested iexandra. Clearly
they had seen Declan O'Rourke before, but a whilewgs a
different matter. Alexandra, shivering in her shahd jeans,
wondered however they managed to keep warm in gauamimum
amount of clothing.

They were invited inside. The hut was larger thae bad at first
Imagined, but it soon became apparent that theg aexpected to
share the same sleeping area. In the light of #mep] Declan
O'Rourke's eyes challenged her to find some fauth wvthis
arrangement, and rather than create any unpleassntexandra
made no demur. She supposed she ought to feeludrihiat she was
at least warm again, even though the charcoalbiirming in one
corner of the hut filled the air with smoke bef@&scaping out of a
hole in the thatched roof, but it was infinitelyttee than sleeping in
the open boat as she had expected to do.

Declan O'Rourke introduced her to their host arsl viiife, who,

although they could not speak her language, madevékeome by
smiles and gestures. Their names Alexandra knewvsid never
remember, but their children, amazingly, had Emnghsmes, and
Declan explained in an undertone that a missiomatize area had



converted them to Christianity. In consequence,tfa younger
children had names taken straight out of the Bible.

The clear spirit which Santos had offered her tist night at Los
Hermanos was proffered and when she tried to rddestan put the
mud-baked utensil into her hands.

'‘Drink!" he commanded harshly, and she starednatnmitinously.
'l don't like it,' she protested, but his eyes weithout sympathy.

'Learn to do so,' he said, swallowing the liquichld been given with
evident relish. 'Or would you like me to force dvah your throat?'

Alexandra's lips parted. 'Look, | realise this rsexample of their
hospitality--'

‘Just drink it,' said Declan, with resignation, l@ges hard and
unyielding, and with a helpless shrug of her sherddhe raised the
cup to her lips.

" In fact it wasn't half as bad as she had antieghalt burned her
throat, but it did create a warm glow inside herchtbanished a little
of her tension. Declan O'Rourke spoke to their indsle they drank
and then after the dishes were cleared away it s@@xpected that
they should now retire.

The Indian and his family had the usual kind of haks to sleep in,
and already the children were curling up togethgh & complete
disregard as to age and sex. Declan politely refuise use of the
Indian's hammock and spread a ground-sheet ovehdhe floor,
covering it with a blanket. Then he indicated t@»dndra that she
should sit down on it.



After a moment's hesitation, Alexandra did as slees wilently
bidden, and watched in amazement when he came beside her,
spreading the other blankets over their legs.

'‘Now wait a minute ..." she began, but he integdter impatiently.

‘This is no time for maidenly modesty, Miss Tempéstthe jungle
one abides by the law of survival. What is it tsay about Rome and
the Romans? Right now, all I'm interested in, igiigg you safely to
Paradiablo, for your father's sake.'

It was the first time he had voluntarily made angnton of their

eventual destination, and her spirits rose. But kep was

extinguished at that moment and only total darknes®ined, which
disconcerted her again. She felt Declan stretclehigth beside her
and closed her eyes before moving as far away fiomas possible
on the rough blanket. She was loath to lie dowmléme herself in
such a vulnerable position, but she could hardlysiall night, could

she? And besides, what had she to be afraid of?

She lay down cautiously. She had never shared aniibdanyone

before, and except at boarding school she had alWwag a room of
her own. Of course, now she was growing older < thought

about sleeping with boys, and at school her gidnfiis found the
topic infinitely interesting. But although she wasare that that sort
of thing did go on, she had never allowed her i@iahips with the

opposite sex to get that far. On the contrary astogded promiscuous
situations, and it was a totally new experiencégaown beside a
man.

Her nails curled into her palms. She could imagiteecomments she
would arouse if she went back to school and told fhends the
details of this little expedition. And she wouldti@ exaggerating if
she told them that Declan O'Rourke was one of thstmattractive
men she had ever encountered. Attractive, phygicdakt is. She was



not so sure about his personality. But then shehaddittle to do with
mature men of ... how many years? She frowned.tyfhiGhe
supposed he might be younger. But no doubt thénéféed here did
not lend itself to lengthening the period of onexsstence. On the
contrary. Anyone who lived here deserved a medaridurance, she
decided ironically.

She drew the blankets up to her chin. She was twoldpite of the
ground-sheet, the dampness of the earth seemekéoup at her and
she wished she had had the sense to bring a wanlleater with her
from the boat.

Declan O'Rourke stirred. 'Relax,’ he mumbled slggepi
misinterpreting her movements. 'l won't touch yoprefer to sleep
alone, but as we have only one ground-sheet..

Alexandra rolled on to her side away from him, réseg the fact that
he had been the one to voice his dissatisfactitimtive situation, and
a few moments later she heard his steady breat8mgghunched her
shoulders miserably, trying not to shiver. She was used to the
hardness of the floor, or the snuffling sounds cmirom one of the
smaller children. And there was a catarrhal snesing from
someone's throat. What an awful place this wastrgheght, sniffing.
She felt hot tears pressing at her eyelids. It sedpity, she knew,
but she couldn't help it. At least at Los Hermasbe had had a
hammock to sleep in, up and away from the possililesion of ants
or spiders. Oh, God, she thought sickly, what#rantula entered the
hut during the night as one had at Los Hermanos&t\Wit crawled
across the blanket on to her face?

She caught her breath on a sob, shuddering undlabtyo and

almost jumped out of her skin when a warm arm alireeer her
waist, drawing her back against a hard musculay ®be struggled
automatically until his mouth beside her ear sattler resignedly:



'I'm not about to rape you, but you are cold—andified too, |
guess. I'm not completely without sensitivitiesy ymow."

Alexandra stopped struggling, but she held hestéffy. 'You said
you wouldn't touch me!' she accused him in a whispe

‘You want | should let you go?' His voice had haete

All of a sudden Alexandra gave in and relaxed agamm. His
warmth was enveloping her like a comforting shieddd she no
longer wanted to resist him.

'‘No,' she admitted huskily, overwhelmingly awaretlod masculine
hardness of his thighs against hers. 'l—I'm sdmwas frozen!'

His hand on her stomach drew her closer into timeecof his body. 'l
can feel that,’ he observed quietly. 'Now, | sugyesl get some
sleep. You're perfectly safe.’

But it was easier said than done. Although she moag warm, she
was also disturbed by his nearness. She had neweerthis close to
any man before and she moved against him rest|dsslyng every
movement he made.

At last he said: 'For God's sake, lie still, ordnit be responsible for
the consequences!" in a curiously rough tone, hadharsh words
caused her to remain motionless until sleep canstatm her.

The sounds of the children woke her. She blinkedl @mened her
eyes warily, and then became conscious of the weifgbeclan's arm
across her breasts. He was still asleep, she thobghwhen she
made a tentative move to escape from his holdeyes opened and
looked into hers. She felt herself flushing. Sheldo't help it. But he



merely gave her a half mocking smile before rollogto his back
and rubbing his hand over the darkening stubblaso€hin.

Alexandra sat up, smoothing a hand over the heasighw of her
hair, feeling its tangled disorder. The hut doorsvapen and the
children were running in and out. The wife of tHeast was sitting in
one corner of the hut suckling the youngest childhexr drooping
breasts, while from outside came the smell of fomakting over a
fire. She looked down at Declan, as relaxed as Had just spent the
night in a comfortable bed, and her colour deepeagaih as his eyes
moved to the rounded outline of her breasts bertaatthin material
of her blouse.

‘You'd better button your shirt,” he remarked drj\¢yomen’s Lib
may be all right for the natives, but | don't som&lihink you're that
emancipated.’

Alexandra's lips parted and she looked down in erabament to
find a couple of the buttons of her blouse had beranfastened
during the night. Her fingers fumbled them intoitheles and then
she got to her feet, brushing down her denim jearen effort to
assure herself that they at least were decent.

Declan sat up, running his fingers through thekifgss of his straight
hair. "'There are' no washing facilities here,'did,sbut you can wash
in the river if you wish. As to the other..he graah 'there are plenty
of trees for cover.'

Alexandra gave him an impatient look and then weblcethe door of
the hut. Outside their host was spit-roasting sbimgtover his fire. It
looked like meat and it smelt like meat, but wheeclan came to
stand behind her he said it was fish. Alexandrasat®e, sitting
cross-legged like Declan, and found it amazinglgdydOr maybe it
was that she had had so little to eat the day beforything would
have tasted good.



After the meal, Declan collected the blankets dmelytbade their
hosts goodbye. Then they walked back through thgl¢uto the river
where the boat was rocking gently on its mooringclan slung the
blankets into the boat and then began unbuttonisgshirt and
trousers. Alexandra stared at him in alarm.

‘What are you doing?' she exclaimed in horror.

Declan threw off his shirt and with a mild grimaeeamined a tick
which had embedded itself on his chest during ihletnThen he bent
to take off his trousers, saying: Tm going for amwwWant to join
me?'

'In the river?' Alexandra gasped. 'But aren't there piranhas en t
water?'

'‘Probably," he agreed, looking down at the pumlekis which were
his only piece of underwear. Then he smiled. 'l Warrify you by
stripping to the raw. But | don't mind if you do.’

Alexandra shook her head, turning away apprehelysagehe dived
cleanly into the water, and then glanced back beershoulder, half
expecting him to appear minus a limb. However,draeup, shaking
his hair back out of his eyes, and swam acrossctineent with

powerful strokes.

Alexandra remained on the bank until he emergedcathed,
brushing the water from his body and drying himseth one of the
blankets thrown to him by the Indians in the boat.

‘That's better," he said, reaching for his pantdspatiing them on over
the wet trunks. 'Are you sure you wouldn't likerpit?'

'‘No, thank you." Alexandra watched him covertlyticiag how broad
his shoulders were and how the muscles of his chded beneath
the curls of black hair. There was hair on his stom too, but she



found him watching her and quickly looked away. ke, she was
aware that she was trembling a little, and herth@arnded loudly in

her ears. She had never felt this way before, &edtsld herself
severely that it was the complete lack of inhimteround here that
caused the moistening of her palms and the cuneeakening

sensation in the pit of her stomach. She was net us seeing
half-naked men, or women either if it came to that.

'You'd better check that you don't have any bugkimgetheir home
beneath your skin,' he advised, leaving the topohatof his shirt
unfastened and tucking the bottom into his pantd wo apparent
sense of embarrassment at her scrutiny.

'‘Bugs?' Alexandra stared at him.

'‘Bugs, ticks—what's the difference? You don't ledvem alone.
Want me to look?"

'‘No!" Alexandra was horrified. Shaking her head vigorgushe
turned away, and unbuttoned her blouse, examinangreasts for
any horrible little insects like the tick he hadkled off his own chest.
But to her relief there was nothing to be seen slr@lwas about to
fasten her blouse again when her fingers brushathstgsomething
warm and bulging fastened to the skin that covéeddiaphragm.
With a little gasp she twisted herself to see whatas and almost
fainted when she realised it was a leech.

'‘Oh, God!" she moaned, and at once he was besid¢gHang her
round to face him, his eyes darkening when he shatwt was that
had caused her despair.

'‘Don't panic,' he muttered, going down on his haes@nd taking out
his knife. 'Now—I'll try not to hurt you, bikeep still"’

Alexandra nodded, her fists clenched. She felstimging pain as the
revolting creature dropped to the ground, and tBewclan leant



forward and put his mouth to the place where it hadn, sucking
hard. That hurt, more than the removal of the wbaa done, but she
stood motionless until he spat away the blood hiednawn and rose
to his feet. Then, with trembling fingers, she ga¢id her blouse
protectively about her and burst into tears.

Declan studied her woebegone face with wry compasdihen he
said: 'lt's not as bad as all that, you know. Baridhon. I've got some
antiseptic in my kit. | think it needs somethingeowt.’

He swung himself across and into the boat, and daewc& a few
minutes later with a bottle and an elastic plastae antiseptic stung
abominably, but Alexandra was too distraught tdgsb

However, by the time he had secured the plasterbattdned her
blouse for her she was beginning to feel a lithaamed of her
outburst. She rubbed her eyes with the backs oh&eds, smearing
dust across her cheeks.

'l suppose you think I'm a fool,' she said.

Declan shook his head. 'Why should | think that@ds a normal
reaction. Better to get it over with than bottlimgip. | thought you
behaved rather well in the circumstances. At lgastdidn't scream
when | used the knife.'

Alexandra bit hard on her lower lip. 'Will it—I meait's not
poisonous or anything, is it?'

Declan pushed her gently but firmly towards thetbtdo. You'l
survive. But I'll have another look at it tonight, you've no
objections?'

Alexandra hunched her shoulders. 'There's not mpaimt in
objecting now, is there?'



Declan helped her into the boat. ‘My dear child,gight of the naked
female form is no novelty around here, believe ialamused quirk
to his mouth made her feel rather silly and unsstptated. 'And
besides, you've got a beautiful body. Why be asldaohet? You'l
have to shed those stupid trivial inhibitions ibywant to enjoy your
time out here.’

Her terror was subsiding and Alexandra felt moraaoged than
anything. Annoyed with herself for giving in to mdi panic, and
annoyed with him for assuming that because he Iha@ its ways
necessarily had to be acceptable to all.

'If you imagine you can persuade me to go native, ™Rourke,
you're mistaken,' she declared shortly.

His expression was derisive. 'l wouldn't dreamugfgesting such a
thing, Miss Tempest.' His lips twisted. 'But dandke the mistake of
thinking that these people would be interestedheeitvay. We may
not be as-eivilised—as you like to think you are, but at least w
don't have a percentage of the population gettiagy tkicks from
leering at lewd books, or getting hot under théacakatching some
female take off her clothes! And if you strippedénand now, you'd
arouse nothing more than a mild curiosity! Your tetskin isn't at all
appealing to them.'

'l suppose you're going to tell me that Vasco--'

Declan gave her an impatient look and then noddebéd pilot that
they were ready to cast off. 'Vasco is a mulatbal as far as | know
he has no Indian blood in his veins. Besides, hoedoubt he was
only trying to frighten you. You're a little yourad inexperienced
for his tastes!’

Alexandra clenched her lips tightly together anthéd sideways on
the plank seat away from him. It seemed that wleatelie said he



was always able to take control of the conversat®ine stared
impotently towards the mist rising from the trees tbhe opposite
bank. The mornings could be quite beautiful, betdidn't appreciate

that now. All she could think was that the sooresyt reached
Paradiablo, and her father, the better she wokadii



CHAPTER THREE

AFTER about half an hour Alexandra began to hear thexdmf

rushing water and her nerve ends tingled as sliseédahey must be
approaching the rapids Vasco had spoken aboutabe&glRourke
had said nothing more to her and had seated hinms#ie forward
part of the boat where he could talk to the Indiddes had lit a cigar
and looked completely at his ease. Obviously th&lsheld no fears
for him.

She sighed. She couldn't help but envy his comgoshobthing
seemed to disconcert him. He was at home here eadnthans
themselves. He shared their food, their homes;, tlo@iversation. He
swam in their rivers with a complete disregard o dangers of
piranhas and alligators, as they did, while she...

She shook her head. It was an unfair comparisoa.v&s English.
She had had a comparatively sheltered upbringungi. lecause he
chose to live in some dank hole in the forestdtmbt mean that his
way was best. Perhaps he had never had the opjprtondo
anything else. No doubt her father had a totalfiecent outlook.

Her father!

She cupped her chin in her hands. Surely he wdlénangry with

her for making this journey. Surely he would se& tthe had only
done it because she loved him and wanted to behanth wouldn't

he? She frowned, remembering occasions when addastie had

disobeyed him in the past. He wasn't always the evaen-tempered
of men, and it was quite possible that he would ateinthat she
return home to England immediately.

She squared her shoulders. Well, she wasn't a nbidd She was
seventeen. She would be eighteen soon. At eighaaenacquired
maturity, it was said. So what difference did a feanths make?



They inevitably reached that stretch of the rivdrere the water
churned and bubbled over ugly black rocks thateckdheir heads
above the spume. Alexandra sat on the edge ofdagy waiting for
them to pull over to the side. But they didn't.

The Indians produced paddles, the engine was ssdtoff, and the
boat was manhandled through the swirling torreréxandra held
the wooden seat so tightly that the wood bit irgo imgers, but she
was so intent on their negotiation of the rapids 8he scarcely felt
the self- inflicted pain. Declan O'Rourke had adgtadtoo, and inch
by inch they climbed the dangerous hissing cauldrdi they finally
thrust themselves into the comparatively smootlergadibove.

A weak sigh escaped her as the paddles were pytawkihe engine
was re-started, but she saw to her surprise thahae@Ise seemed the
least concerned. Declan left the Indians and ceawk to where she
was sitting, looking down at her with mocking eyes.

'‘Well?' he said. 'Did you enjoy that?"
She made an involuntary gesture. "You must knoiar'd'
'‘No? I'd have thought you'd have appreciated ticgearent.’

Alexandra brushed an insect off her knee. 'Sardms—s we would
have to walk round the rapids.’

'Did he? Yes, well, that does happen on the lostyetches. This was
comparatively simple to negotiate." He glanced douhNot much
further now," he added with satisfaction.

Alexandra clasped her hands. 'Isn't it?' She mditilleamovement of
her shoulders. 'Thank heavens for that!'



Declan seemed about to say something else andtbeght better of
it. With another wry raising of his dark eyebroWws,turned and went
back to his earlier position.

Towards midday, when the heat was becoming intagam, Declan
brought the boat in to the bank. To Alexandra'speeienced eyes it
seemed that they had reached nowhere in particlitere was not
even a landing, only a cleared pathway through ttkes. Was
Paradiablo to be a clearing in the forest like thatthey had stayed at
the night before? Alexandra's heart sank.

Declan moored the craft and collected his haversackher cases
from the bottom of the boat. The Indians climbeHdaas, too, this
time and took charge of the heavier luggage. Dediaiped

Alexandra on to the river-bank and then indicateat she should
follow the Indians along the path between the tréesenormous
black bird, about the size of a game bird back hawse out of the
underbrush in front of them, squawking frighteningind Alexandra
had to be urged onward as her footsteps begag.to la

Presendy, however, they emerged into a wide clgavimere some
attempt at cultivation had been made. There wasall snandioca
plantation, and the beginnings of a crop of whaghnibe sweet
potatoes, tilled no doubt by the occupants of thiection of huts that
edged the forest and who had come out to obseevadivcomers.
But what attracted Alexandra's instant attentions weot the
unexpectedly thriving community, or the remarkagbod looks of
the children, but a gleaming silver aircraft stagdon a mudbaked
strip.

She swung round to look at Declan with uncompreimgndyes. 'Is
that—are we to—fly?'

He half smiled. 'I'm afraid so."



A faint measure of comprehension came to her. éfday—there
was an aircraft flying around. Was that you?'

Declan nodded. The Velhijo is quite a long rivedidn't just happen
upon you, if that's what you mean. These men--irdecated the
Indians who had been his crew. 'They come from tiliage. It's

useful for me to have transport to teach Los Heomaiihere is no
landing strip there.’

Suddenly it was all beginning to make sense, blliske hesitated.
‘Do we—have much further to go, then?'

‘About three hundred miles,' he stated calmly, strelgasped.
'‘But that would have takestaysby boat!" she protested.
'‘Didn't you know that?'

'‘No."' She shook her head dazedly. 'Santos was alwaysvegue
when | asked about the length of the journey.’

'I'll bet he was.' Declan pushed her forward. '@bTthe head man of
the village is waiting to greet us.’

They were invited to share a meal with the comnyumiefore
continuing their journey and Alexandra looked ratheeasily at
Declan when he explained this.

'‘Don't worry," he remarked dryly, as rush mats wsgpeead out for
their use. '"You won't get food poisoning.'

In fact the meal of roasted venison was remarkabipyable and
Declan explained that they were honoured in beffeyed meat. The
forests were not teeming with game, and the Indiaas source of
protein came from fish.



Afterwards they were escorted to the aircraft atekandra., felt a
surge of excitement as Declan loaded their luggagkhelped her
inside. It was a beautiful little machine and slendered to whom it
belonged. There was room for the pilot and thregs@agers and
Delcan strapped her into the seat directly behiad h

‘All right?' he enquired, levering himself behime tcontrols, and she
nodded eagerly.

'‘Okay. Here we go!'

Declan put on headphones and Alexandra heard #uo&lerof static
as he contacted air control at Manaus. There vimgehinterchange
of Portuguese and then the powerful little engipeasg to life
sending the propellers spinning wildly. Declan asked his brakes
and taxied |l slowly to the end of the narrow rupaad then turned
to make the take-off.

It was a hair-raising experience. The trees seetoeoe rushing

towards them as they sped down the strip and Abieanvas

convinced they would never clear those toweringopass of leaves.
But just as she was closing her eyes, sure thagrieehad come, the
small aircraft lifted and surged upward and ovdoréessly. She

breathed a | sigh of relief and Declan glanced doatrher.

‘You're going to give yourself heart trouble befgoai're thirty if you
don't stop anticipating the worst," he remarkedyihg back to his
observation of the open sky ahead of them. "Youtdomppose that's
the first time I've lifted off there, do you?'

Alexandra felt weak. 'No, | suppose not. It wag-jdall those trees!’

Declan cleared himself with air control and pusheatck the
headphones. 'You're a mass of nerves,' he saolisbl! 'l don't know
what they teach you at that school of yours, bsitirely isn't helping
you none.'



Alexandra looked down at the thick carpet of trbesow them,
intersected by the winding maze of rivers. She miléad that anyone
could navigate the area without getting totallyt.|dfiere seemed few
landmarks that she could see and even fewer sigmsbttation. But
it was possible from the air to see the undulationthe landscape
and thevarzealakes she had read about, trapped in the foldkeof
hills after the flooding of recent weeks. She wgmg not to let what
he had said upset her. They were almost to theirr@ggion, and the
last thing she wanted was for her father to finehtrhostile towards
one another. She had still to discover who this mas, what his
occupation was, and exactly how well he knew hirefia

They flew low over one of the larger lakes and Aledra tensed
again until Declan said: 'Can you see the heronhershore there?
They nest in the trees at night. It's quite an ualsight.’

‘They have such long legs!" she exclaimed, quiigsfiting her earlier
annoyance, and Declan nodded.

'l imagine they consider the safety of the uppa@anbhes worth the
effort,’ he commented dryly, and eased back orstick so that the
small plane rose higher again.

Clouds were lowering ahead of them, and Alexandomdered
where they would eventually land. At least it waslaup here, away
from the moist heat of the valley floor, and hadadat been for the
tropical forest beneath them they could have béanst anywhere.

'l think we're going into rough weather,"' Declardsauddenly, as his
headphones crackled and he lifted them to hear wiaat being
relayed. 'There's a pretty bad storm up aheadjthan't forcing

aircraft down yet, so I'm going to try and beanit

Alexandra's mouth felt dry, but she refused tohiet know how
terrified she felt. Instead, she concentrated diead the back of his



head and when the first purple streak of lightnoagne out of the
leaden sky she hardly flinched. The worst thinglbfwas the rain
which fell in a grey unyielding sheet, obliteratiegerything beneath
its savage shroud. Declan flew on steadily, sonmegtitaking them a
little higher when the small craft was buffetedtbg wind that swept
and swirled around them, and the noise was deajedilexandra
had never in her life experienced anything so tegng.

But as quickly as it had appeared, the storm ateaveay leaving a
washed blue canopy above them. Declan glanced ratinger,
noticing the paleness of her cheeks and the guagei her lips, but
all he said was: 'Not much further now. Tightennybelt. I'm taking
her down.’

Below them the character of the land had changkdrelwere still
trees and rivers, but it was a much hillier area, Alexandra realised
they were in the foothills of the mountains.

She couldn't help the way her heart leapt into rheuth as they
skimmed the treetops on the slopes of rocky h#lsadd closed her
eyes as they came in to land on what appearedliti®enore than a
shelf projecting from the mountainside. She opemadeyes at the
feeling of solid ground beneath the plane and &avih fact it was a
tiny airport with white-painted buildings and a peo airstrip.

Declan taxied up to the buildings and after a fiward with airport
control, took off the headphones. He undid histgdbelt and then
turned, saying: 'You can stop praying. We're hendbzily derisive
tones.

Alexandra refused to look at him, busying hersathwnfastening
her seat belt, and he shrugged before swinging tpemoor and
climbing out. Immediately, a dark- skinned man wegoil-stained
overalls came over to him, shaking his hand andaging him in
conversation and Alexandra was left to make her aswangements.



Thrusting her legs forward, she grasped the da@ndrand levered
herself out of her seat. Then she turned and sloliviyoed down on
to the tarmac.

But the effects of the journey had been greatar he& had imagined.
As her feet touched the ground everything— the gldhe airport
buildings, even Declan O'Rourke and the man taltongm—began

to spin round dizzily and a wave of nausea swepmr dwer. She
pressed a hand weakly to her throat and saw tlogmémn of her

symptoms in Declan's eyes. She turned away, oslyigutime. She
was violently, and ignominiously, sick, just behthe plane.

She wanted to die, she thought miserably. How cehtgl ever face
him again? She rested one hand against the fusaladjdelt the
"world begin to subside once more.

‘Take it easy!" Declan's hands descended on hernddre and his
voice was almost gentle. 'You've had a pretty rodgjn Come on!
The station wagon's over here.'

Alexandra wanted to draw away from him, to show himat she
didn't need his pity, but there was something itdly reassuring
about his arm across her shoulders. The man white overalls had
tactfully moved away, but at a word of command frbmclan he
hurried forward to unload their gear from the plane

As they walked towards a dust-smeared station wagoked at the
edge of the strip, Alexandra got a brief impressabnhe accuracy
which must have been needed to land here. In tbkeatermath of
the storm the air was fresh and clear for miled,sdre could see how
the thickly foliaged sward fell away to the righto the river basin.
To their left rose the granite-hard slopes of thmintains, reaching
up to form jagged peaks against the skyline. Elilemtountains had
an alien quality about them, a remoteness, asyffiflt secure within
their walls of impenetrable forest.



But now Declan was swinging open the door of taé@t wagon and
helping her inside, and she felt a sense of rali¢hie normality of it
all after the holocaust she had just experiencedldd went back to
help the other man with their luggage and presentiyas stowed in
the back of the vehicle and he had bidden the nwodlyye. He
swung open his own door and climbed in beside basting a
speculative glance in her direction before startir@gmotor,--*

'How do you feel?' he enquired, and she endeavoloresppear
composed.

'I'm all right, thank you.'
‘Not feeling sick again?'
Alexandra pressed her lips together. 'Must yougpbttrat up?’

A smile lifted the corners of his mouth. 'l thoughiat was your
prerogative!

Alexandra made an involuntary exclamation. 'Must gtways score
points, Mr. O'Rourke?’

He flicked the ignition. 'Don't make it so easy foe.'

The station wagon began to move, and determinim¢gorargue with
him, Alexandra tried to pay attention to her sundings. Her
stomach did still feel rather queasy, but she wasmg to give him
that satisfaction. She had a strong suspicionitiats all due to that
revolting liquid he had made her drink the nightoloe, but such an
accusation would be bound to arouse further derisso she said
nothing.

It was late afternoon already and the sun hadnhosit of its venom.
Here in the mountains the air was much cooler agywaad the
breeze coming through the open windows was mosggieihg. The



track that led away from the small air-strip washitay more than a
series of muddy potholes after the storm, and wastno wider than
the width of the station wagon, Alexandra livedfear of their
meeting another vehicle head-on. It was hair-rgignough driving
on the very edge of a precipice which fell awaythe river basin
below them without the added hazard of tyres shkigidon the
slippery surface.

However, after a while Alexandra gave herself upht realisation
that nothing she could do would improve matters dnealefore, as
Declan had pointed out earlier, there was no sengaickening her
heartbeats by puerile panic. The trees and shhabsprawled up the
mountainside were recognisable as pines and gasseeb, and once
there was the spectacular sight of a carpet ofieand amaryllis
growing beside a tumbling waterfall. It was suchuaexpected scene
that she could not stifle the gasp of delight #staped her, and for a
moment she forgot her own discomforts in the puesgtt of
discovery.

'It's not all the ugliness and deprivation you imag, is it?' observed
Declan wryly, glancing sideways at her. 'Here oae pass through
all the seasons in a single day. Flowers blossathewand die all in
the space of twenty-four hours.’

'‘How sad!" She caught her breath.

'‘Not necessarily. Who decides the length of aslifgban? For
man—beast—or plant? Would you gather them and lpertin a
vase and allow them to eke out an existence intallyoalien
environment just so that you could appreciate thesuty a little
longer?’

Alexandra frowned. 'You make it sound selfish.’



'Isn't it? Do you honestly believe that you canfiarally extend the
life of anything if such an undertaking were nadained?'

'‘What are you saying? That you don't believe in rajens,
transfusions—transplants, even?'

'No.' He shook his head. 'I'm no purist. On theti@y, | find such
techniques extremely interesting. But that's youwn@nment, your
life, your expectation of deliverance. From the mtéyou're born
you are programmed to accept that kind of envirartm@&ut
everything, every person, has a different programame | don't
believe you should attempt to impose your lifeestyh anyone else
just because you believe in it implicitly.'

Alexandra was intrigued, in spite of herself, argldonversation had
had the effect of temporarily banishing her naudesuppose what
you mean is—Ilet nature take its course. Let hunadara develop at
its own pace. But surely, if you believe this, therould never have
been any progress made in technological things.'

'‘On the contrary, progress is an inborn capaditg. hot cultivated.’

Alexandra shook her head. 'l think that some peopé=d
assistance...'

‘Do you? Why?' His thick lashes shaded his eyese You so
convinced that what you want is right? And whatalifor anyway?
Do you realise that those forests down there hawstesl for a
hundred million years? Can you grasp that? Can yomy mind
encompass the limitlessness of such a span? | doubtvould be
impossible. We all tend to imagine that our livall go on for ever,
that there could have been nothing of importanéerbeve appeared
on the scene. But it's not true. Life went on befaur advent and will
continue to do so after we are dead, so why stoiazhieve the kind
of material success we're talking about? Ultimatelgphan's life is



judged on its quality. Has he had a happy life—lled existence?
And surely people are the most important thing. Arely cannot be
bought—at least, the people who matter can't.’

Alexandra stared at him. 'That's a fascinating gsiophy !" she
exclaimed eagerly.

His expression was wry. 'Yes. Well, | guess thatwt comes of
living in a world where time has lost all meanifgrhaps one day
you'll understand what | mean. What was it Gray3&omething
about many a flower being born to blush unseen ...

'... and waste its sweetness on the desert nish&d Alexandra, with
a smile. 'Yes, | think | understand that now. Biststill a shame!'

The road was descending quite steeply now, andridergrowth on
each side gave an illusive sense of security whidappeared
entirely when they emerged on the rim of a gorglevbevhich a
narrow torrent seethed and surged over ragged blacks.
Alexandra cast a horrified look in Declan's direatiand he said:

'‘Don't be alarmed. We don't have to go down thatd.least, not
intentionally!

'‘But aren't we nearly there?' she asked appealingly

'Oh, yes,' he nodded. 'This place is called Raga®iablo—Devil's
Ravine. You realised, of course, that Paradiablams® the devil!"

'‘No. No, | didn't." She shrugged. 'l didn't thinkoat it." She looked
round. 'What a lonely place. Where is the village?'

'‘Across the gorge.' His mouth mocked her. 'Rel#ig. ot much
further.'



Alexandra wished she could relax, but her earlmmsion had
returned and with it her nausea. How on earth \trezg to cross the
gorge? There didn't appear to be any bridge. Anahin case, who
could build a bridge here, so many miles from @wailion? Her nails
curled into her palms. And where was her fatherd what kind of
accommodation was she expected to occupy? Shehhtmngingly
of a bath and a change of clothes, such simplespiea which now
appeared the height of luxury. And somehow thep®oisof sleeping
again in a hammock filled her with despair.

She fought back the intense weariness which wamatining to
overwhelm her. She was tired, that was all, steherself, and it had
been an exhausting day. She would feel entirelfiemint after she
had spoken with her father and had some sleep.

The station wagon was slowing perceptibly and apsband in the
track brought them to the very brink of the ravit@vas narrower at
this point, two jutting wedges of rock providingpatform above the
chasm, and connecting the two there was slung @ wak, wide

enough for a man to cross.

Alexandra turned to look at Declan in the fadimgpti her lips parting
in dismay. 'Do we—have we to cross that?' she aiskbdrror.

Declan brought the car to a halt beside a roughdenduilding that
stood like a sentinel beside the primitive briddjea afraid so,' he
agreed, switching off the engine. 'But | promise ybe journey is
over.'

Alexandra pushed open her door and climbed outngtanpotently

across the gorge. In the fast invading gloom it wagossible to

distinguish anything beyond a thick belt of treest tseemed to form
a wall at the far end of the rope walk and theesrs no possible
sign of a village at all.



Declan was unloading their gear and she had, werfdo go round
and help him. However, all he would permit her &org was his
haversack which he helped her to sling on her badkle he
shouldered her cases and hand luggage.

'‘Gome on,' he said, 'follow me. If you hold onhe sides you'll be all
right. If you're nervous don't look down!

Alexandra was nervous, but of course she had todown, and her
legs trembled violently. The bridge had been madedb plaited

creepers worn smooth by the passage of time, asdwung and
swayed above the chasm like a pendulum. Declamiasusly used
to its unsteady motion and he measured his stefis twscillating

rhythm, progressing much more quickly than Alexan@he moved
slowly, clinging tightly to the ropes, terrified icase her earlier
dizziness returned.

Halfway across she heard a dog begin barking, gereexcited
sound that caused her brows to draw together unadrapdingly.
What was a dog doing here, apparently miles frogwaere? She
didn't even know the villagers kept dogs.

Declan reached the opposite bank and turned tolgvea hand to
make the final leap from bridge to reassuringlyssadck. 'All right?’
he enquired, and she nodded without enthusiasm.

But then she realised that what she had imaginecawampenetrable
wall of trees was in fact a high wooden fence, andn as she
absorbed this startling fact Declan was openingite g the fence
and urging her forward.

The source of the barking was soon evident when rvessive
wolfhounds confronted them, growling suspicioustyAdexandra.
She checked, her whole system freezing before thmeinacing
attitudes, but at a word from Declan their hacké#isand they fussed



about him, wagging their tails and licking his hendnd generally
showing him how pleased they were to see him.

He closed the gate and Alexandra looked rathertéidlypbabout her.
They were standing, amazingly, on a paved footfethdisappeared
between hedges of flowering shrubs whose perfunseintexicating
on the night air. They could almost have been igaaden, she
thought, were such a thing not ridiculous out here.

Declan gave her a wry smile before going ahead thi¢hdogs and
leaving her to follow him along the path. He hadtslned on his

torch and she was glad of that small pool of ligiaving ahead of
her. Darkness had fallen swiftly as it always didhe tropics and the
coolness of the air was accentuated by their éndrght above sea
level.

She was so intent on looking down to see wherenstsegoing that
she was not conscious of the lights ahead of hirthey emerged
into a clearing. And even then she was totally appred for the
brooding beauty of the rambling, log-constructedud® that
confronted her. It was a one- storeyed dwellingkbd by trees, with
a sloping roof and overhanging eaves that shadedtrandah.
Shallow steps led up to a mesh door, while all whedows had
shutters, bolted against the onslaught of moths @hér flying
insects attracted by the light. Tubs of clemat®dtbeside the posts
that supported the eaves, and clustered in clungielen the
woodwork. Light spilled through the mesh doorwag awen as they
approached an elderly woman wearing a long aprpeaped at the
top of the steps and came hurrying down to gresnhtlfshe was small
and dark, a mixture of Indian and Portuguese, Aldra guessed,
and she spoke to Declan in that language untitegrupted her.

'‘English, Consuelopor favor,' he enjoined quietly. 'This is Miss
Tempest. She is to be our house guest. She is dhghter of
Professor Tempest, you understand?’



As the little woman nodded and turned to her, Atela's startled
brain registered what Declan had just said —that\gas to bénis
house guest! She swallowed convulsively. What édidriean? Was
this beautiful house his? And if so, was her fatiaying here?

It was hard to take it all in after the anxietiédlee journey, and as
though sensing this Declan put his hand beneatblbhew and urged
her up the steps.

‘You have prepared a room?' he was asking Consaradicshe replied
that she had, and that she would have a meal geépamnext to no
time.

Alexandra- looked helplessly up into Declan's falgly. father...' she
began, but he shook his head.

'‘Not yet," he said, and his statement brooked goraent. 'Consuelo
will show you to your room, you can bathe and clearagnd then we
will discuss your father, right?"

Alexandra gave in. His words—the prospect of baibig to wash the
dirt of the journey from her body had become thestmmportant
thing, and she couldn't suppress a certain cuyitsisee more of the
house.

Inside the mesh door was an enormous living arba.uhpolished
log walls were a fitting backcloth to the huge broleather couch
and armchairs which flanked the wide stone fireplag log fire

burned brightly in the grate, glinting on the ormantal shields and
hunting spears that adorned the walls. There wiarerags on the
floor, and shelves of books filled the spaces leesite chimney
breast. The lighting was provided by two hangimgpa of burnished
copper that gleamed from hours of patient polishikgow table

before the hearth supported a solid-looking gadtkr, shaped like a
small cannon, and an opened box of Havana cigdrsteTwas a



cupboard displaying an elaborate choice of spiatg] a bureau at
which someone had obviously been working and Had @isarray of
papers. At the opposite end of the room there wasating area with
dark wood chairs and a polished table where a lodwlotic calla
lilies provided a brilliantly vivid splash of colou

Altogether it was one of the most attractive rodiexandra could
ever remember seeing, and her brow furrowed asfclmved
Consuelo over to a heavy door which opened inbmg hallway. She
was conscious that Declan had followed them indorttom and was
presently helping himself from the cupboard contgrthe alcohol
with the familiarity of long use. She shook her de@/ho was he?
This man who, because of his rapport with the Imglisshe had
assumed was an adventurer of some sort? And whathwaloing
living here in such state miles from people ofdws kind?

Her thoughts were interrupted when Consuelo hdlé=ide a closed
door some distance along the hall. She indicatatl Alexandra
should wait outside for a moment and a few sectatdsshe had lit a
lamp and was beckoning the girl to enter.

It was another attractive apartment, very much ik living room
but without the shields and spears on the wall addredurse there was
no fireplace. The furniture was huge and old-fasédy but the wide
bed looked wonderfully comfortable beneath its quei tapestry
spread. A faint scent of beeswax mingled with thgdring smell of
the spirit Consuelo had used to light the lamp, sand\lexandra,
expecting to spend the night slung in a hammockatrthe thatched
roof of a native hut, it looked like heaven.

'‘See!' Consuelo picked up the lamp after assurergdif that their
guest had shown a fitting amount of enthusiasm tath@isleeping
arrangements. 'You wash in here.' .



Alexandra followed her across to an inner dooraltwved herself to
be propelled into what appeared to be the bathré@mnsuelo held
the lamp high and smiled her satisfaction at Alekals surprise at
finding an enormous porcelain bath and basin, fea dpas boiler, and
a thronelike lavatory.

'‘Senhor O'Rourke make this for the guest,’ saidsUelo, with
evident pride. "Your bathroom. No one else's.' Stawok her head.

'It's—marvellous!" Alexandra made a helpless gestlidon't know
what to say.'

Consuelo seemed to find her reaction satisfactoryshe said: 'The
senhoritawould like a bath, eh? Consuelo will bring yougband
unpack them for you while you wash, yes?'

'Really, that's not necessary--' Alexandra begamlifg slightly
dazed, but Consuelo had set down the lamp in tie®ben again and
had disappeared out of the door.

Left alone, Alexandra moved across and closede¢ddedom door and
then looked about her. This whole affair was asagmthe

proportions of a rather extravagant dream and shedf it hard to
assimilate the events of the past twenty- four fiowith any

coherency. What was it Declan O'Rourke had said®® ®he could
pass through all the seasons here in one day?eBhesfif she had
passed through the whole gamut of emotions durimg past
twenty-four hours.

A long mirror in the heavy wardrobe revealed herstdears. She
looked an absolute mess! Her hair had not beeméduthat morning,
and hung in rats'-tails about her shoulders, hes faas weary and
streaked with dirt, her shirt and jeans lookedfashe had slept in
them, which in fact she had, and her hands werghreumd grubby.
What must her host have thought of her? In spitéhefprimitive



conditions he had managed to appear clean andnaalgdidy, only
the stubble on his chin bearing witness to his Ecéhaving.

With an exclamation of disgust, she thrust off beots and picking
up the lamp marched into the bathroom. The plugal@ady in the
bath, so she turned on the taps and watched tlg sphot water
with real pleasure. Huge, soft bath sheets wemetbineatly on a
cork-topped stool and there was plenty of soapspoages.

Without waiting for Consuelo to come back with twavn things,
Alexandra closed the door and 'stripped off hethels eagerly.
Climbing into the warm water was a pleasure todw®sred and she
sank down luxuriously into the depths, uncaring ther hair was
getting wet in the process. It was so good to fleelsweat seeping
away from her and to relax completely without fetintrusion.

Her new-found freedom from tension was shattereamdtically

when the bathroom door opened and Consuelo cameitad into

the room. Alexandra jack-knifed into a sitting fimsi, pressing a
huge sponge protectively against her breast, leublith woman took
no notice of her embarrassment.

'l have found your toothbruskenhorita | thought you would like to
use it." She smiled down at the girl. 'Is good;?yes

‘Yes, thank you." Alexandra didn't know what to.say
Consuelo looked well pleased. 'Come," she samdll'help you.'
Alexandra gasped\Nb—really, it's all right--

Consuelo ignored her, shaking her head in that kmpway as
though assuming that Alexandra's protest was a foemality. She
reached for a sponge, soaped it liberally and begfaining the girl's
back.



‘You will feel better after thissenhorita’ she said determinedly,
pushing Alexandra's hair aside. 'Ay, ay, this smeeding the wash,
too." Without warning, she scooped up a handfwater and soaked
the crown of Alexandra's head. 'Come, Consuelowakh hair and
then she must go and get supper ready, yes?'

It was no good protesting, Alexandra had realised. tAnd in any

case, it was quite pleasant feeling the old womaargls massaging
her scalp, rubbing at her hair until it was squeelean. Then she
produced an elastic band, secured it on the toplefandra's head
and left her to finish alone.

It was not until Alexandra began soaping her midhét her fingers
encountered the elastic plaster and a wave of rémesd horror
swept over her. She was glad Consuelo had noteubtitat. She
might have insisted on examining it for herself.

By the time she was ready to climb out, Alexandzth infinitely
better. The bath had removed some of the wearin@ssher limbs,
and the knowledge that she could expect a good'sigjeep for once
had done wonders for her.

As she rubbed her hair with the towel, she wondeseeh she would
see her father. She had the suspicion that he wffare at the
moment, and she couldn't help but feel a senselief that she was
going to have the opportunity to meet him on e¢esahs instead of
dirty and dishevelled as she had been when shesdrishe had no
doubt now that had he met her on her arrival heldvbave been
absolutely furious.

Carrying the lamp back into the bedroom, a towapdd sarong-wise
about her body, she found that Consuelo had ogsgrechses but had
only unpacked fresh underwear and a nightdressafldra put the
nightdress aside and opened up the other cas@gollit a cream
caftan which she used about the house at homeadtarsimple but



expensive garment, long and straight with slitkrtee level at either
side and a low dipping neckline.

By the time she had smoothed a moisturising credonhier skin and
stroked her lids with eyeshadow her hair was drtiay sufficiently
so to allow her to separate it into two bunchestvishe secured with
thick hair-slides. She looked very young, she tlinbirgpatiently, but
it couldn't be helped, and quite honestly she weairfg so hungry
she didn't care much about her appearance right now

Consuelo had told her to leave the lamp in thedmedr so she turned
it low before going out of the room and along tivald lit hall to the
living room. Delicious odours of food drifted alotlye passageway,
and her earlier nausea disappeared completely.

When she entered the living room she thought at thrat it was
deserted, but as she turned to close the dodrfagtak rose from his
lounging position on the couch before the crackliirg. It was

Declan O'Rourke, bathed and shaved, the wateghstening on his
dark hair. He had changed, too, and was now weaxidgrk red
velvet jacket over close-fitting black suede paats] although his
white shirt was open at the neck it was evidentygenof fine silk. He
looked totally different from the casually indoleescort she had
become used to, and it made the years betweent¥@much more
obvious somehow. She felt childish and unsophisea her simple
gown, and the faintly mocking twist to his moutkl diothing for her
confidence. He had a glass between his fingers hendaised it
towards her in a sardonic salute before swallowiegremainder of
its contents in a single gulp.

He looked down at the glass for a moment, befoymga'Can | offer
you an aperitif, Miss Tempest? Some fruit juiceshpps—iced, of
course.’



Alexandra moved across the room. 'I'd prefer a iliarf it's not too
much trouble,” she declared, refusing to be intated by the
brooding quality of those pale blue eyes. 'lced;afrse!’

He shrugged and walked over to the cabinet comgithe bottles
and glasses. 'Sit down,' he directed over his sleoulit can be very
cold at night here.’

'l had noticed.' Alexandra was pleased with hegimeer. It sounded
right, just mildly sarcastic.

He poured her Martini, added ice, and broughtdklda her. She had
seated herself on the edge of one of the masstlediearmchairs and
she looked up at him coolly and thanked him pglitelis eyebrows
raised just a fraction and then he turned backh& dabinet and
poured himself another drink. It looked like Scotitfat he was
taking, and she wondered how many he had had. iaezame to
stand before the fire, his back to the flames.

‘Salud.' he remarked, raising his glass, and she made tabkui
response. 'Tell me," he want on, '‘Consuelo didnitisyour back too
hard, did she? She gets a little carried awayrsddi’

Alexandra's lips parted. 'How--' she was beginnargl then stopped
herself. She had been about to fall into the teajmdd set for her by
stating something so disconcerting. Instead, stike ‘€0 you speak
from experience, Mr. O'Rourke?' in remarkably colied tones.

He smiled, inclining his head in acknowledgementhef small

victory. 'As a matter of fact, | do, Miss Tempeaslthough, as I've
known Consuelo since | was a very small boy, peshibpt excuses
me somewhat.' He chuckled. 'Not that anything woleligtr Consuelo
if she set her mind to it.'



Alexandra found her cheeks turning pink in spitdeiself, and she
sighed impatiently. 'Don't you think it's about ¢énwe started
discussing the reason I'm here, Mr. O'Rourke?'

Declan considered the liquid in his glass. 'If yike.'

Alexandra waited for him to go on and when he didhé gave an
exasperated exclamation. 'Where is my fathkr, O'Rourke?' she
demanded. 'He's not here, is he?'

Declan hesitated. Then: 'No, I'm afraid not.’
Alexandra drew a deep breath. 'But he has beer'here
'Yes.'

‘Then where is he? This was the only address hHevssgh

Declan swallowed some of his Scotch and looked davrher
broodingly. 'As a matter of fact, your father ishaspital,’ he said,
slowly. 'In Bogota. | flew him there myself fourygaago.'



CHAPTER FOUR

ALEXANDRA'S hand shook so much that she almost spilled
Martini into her lap. Declan reached down and reeabthe glass
from her fingers, placing it on the stone mantdfdbeside him.

'I'm sorry," he said quietly, 'but | thought it best to burden you with
it until we were here.’

Alexandra swallowed convulsively. 'But—but why hawei brought
me here? Why didn't you simply fly me to Bogotao

Declan's mouth turned down at the corners. "YoalteHiked me to
do that? In the state you were in?"

Alexandra hunched her shoulders, looking down ehheds. He was
right, of course. She had not been fit to take dmgre, and certainly
not to a hospital!

She looked up. "You haven't told me why my fatlsemi hospital.
What's wrong? Is—is it serious?"

Declan finished his Scotch and stood his empty sglas the
mantelshelf beside hers. 'That depends,’ he saidysl

‘What do you mean?'

"Your father has contracted a certain kind of blpooning from the
experiments he's been conducting.'

'‘Blood poisoning!" Alexandra moved her hands helgie 'l see.
‘Do you know anything about blood poisoning?’

Alexandra shrugged. ‘A little. Do you?'



‘A little, as you say,' he commented mildly.
'So how is he? Is he responding to treatment? Vgaerhsee him?'

Declan thrust his hands into the pockets of hiseteglacket. "Your
father will no doubt recover in time. There is reed for alarm.'

‘Then why is he still in hospital? You said youkdum to Bogota
four days ago.'

'So | did." Declan nodded. 'However, septicaenmd &gways simple
to diagnose, and the kind of work your father hesrbdoing didn't
help matters.'

‘Septicaemia?’
‘The medical term for blood poisoning.' 'Oh!’

'In septicaemia, an exact diagnosis of the badtegjical cause is
essential. In your father's case, it was diffiatlfirst to isolate the
particular bacillus involved.'

Alexandra shook her head. 'Are there many types?’

‘Several. The most virulent being the streptocoarganism which
can enter the system through a mere scratch otwmthevictim may
be totally unaware. Such was the case with yourefatand that
happens to be the type of poisoning he developed.’

Alexandra's throat felt dry. 'l see.' She felt alweense of relief that
all was apparently to be well. What on earth walld have done if
Declan O'Rourke had not appeared on the scene heithfather
hundreds of miles away in the hospital at Bogota®ak to be hoped
that no message had been cabled to Aunt Liz owsliéd be terribly
anxious about her. 'l—could | have my drink?' skleed jerkily, and



after it was handed to her: 'l—I suppose | mushkhgou, for—for
rescuing me and bringing me here.’

Declan gave her a fleeting look. 'Yes. Well, déedl too obliged. I'd
have done the same for anyone in the circumstdnces.

'‘Perhaps. But nevertheless, | am grateful.'" Shshiea the Martini.
‘Do you—do you think | could have that fruit juinew? | am—uvery
thirsty.'

With a brief inclination of his head he took hesgg and turned away
and as he did so the door opened and Consuelo icawigeeling a
trolley. Alexandra now saw that the polished tadtie¢he end of the
room had been set with raffia place mats and stwlery, and the
old woman wheeled the trolley of food towards itldregan putting
out the dishes.

‘You will please come and eaenhor? Senhorita®he asked, and
Declan nodded.

'Indeed we will, Consuelo,’ he affirmed lightly, for one, am
starving!'

Although Alexandra's appetite had waned somewhahetnews
about her father, the tantalising smell of currgught her obediently
to her feet and Consuelo indicated the chair slséed her to sit in.
Declan brought the glass of iced lemon juice hegmaded for her to
the table and seated himself opposite, puttingglass within her
reach.

The meal was absolutely delicious. Iced pineappkcerled the
tangiest of curries, served on a bed of flaky rése] for dessert there
was a concoction of fruit and nuts that was vergkgtand very
sweet. Declan had a bottle of white wine with theam but
Alexandra refused to take any of it, preferringitiezl lemon juice he
had given her. In consequence, he drank mostromself, and she



tried not to watch, him refilling his glass. Thefee which Consuelo
served on the low table before the fire afterwawds the finishing
touch to the first real meal Alexandra had hadesieaving Manaus,
and she lay back in one of the leather armchaesntg sleepily
replete.

Declan occupied the couch, lighting a cigar andéhlimig with evident

enjoyment. He had poured himself a balloon- shabess of brandy
to drink with his coffee, and cradling the glassi@®en his fingers, he
said: 'Don't hurry up in the morning. | shall beagwor most of the

day, and the rest will do you good."

His words had the effect of banishing her tiredn&&su'll be away?'
she echoed. 'Oh, but when will | see my father?’

Declan lounged back against the soft upholsteryat Trather
depends,’ he remarked, savouring a mouthful of dyafAs he
doesn't know you're here, | suggest we don't tell At least, for the
time being.'

Alexandra sat up. 'Why not?'

‘Your father is a sick man, Miss Tempest. Would yacrease his
anxieties by letting him know that you're here? yom think that
information will please him? Because | don't.'

She knew that, as usual, he was right. But shedmdujjive in that
easily. 'l should have thought that seeing me migeted his
recovery,' she said. 'After all, he must be feelagy isolated in
Bogota, away from everyone he knows. | can boak ia hotel--'

'l shouldn't," he interrupted coolly. "Your fathemot isolated at all.
His research assistant from the laboratory in Rowith him.
Naturally, as she was involved, she felt a certamount of
responsibility, and as her family live in Bogota...



'A woman assistant?' Alexandra felt blank.
'Yes. Juana de los Vargos. Didn't you know aboutliker?’

Alexandra pressed her lips tightly together. Shiedhthe small smile
that was tilting the corners of his firm mouth. St never even
heard of Juana de log Vargos, and he knew it. \Whg,hadn't even
known that her father had taken a research asssigmhim.

'Even so---' she began defensively, but again bekshis head.
‘Look, Alexandra--'
'l don't recall giving you permission to use my Gtian name!'

His smile deepened. 'Look, Alexandra,' he said mgaimay not
know your father as well as you think you do, Bdthazard a guess
that your appearance out here won't exactly engmato him.'

'What do you mean? How dare you suggest--'

'I'm not suggesting anything. I'm telling you. Yoplace was in
school--'

‘School has finished for the summer holidays. Andny case, | shall
be leaving school at Christmas---'

‘Nevertheless, other arrangements had been madit treey?'
‘Yes,' she admitted reluctantly. 'l was to go to@&s with my aunt.’

‘There you are, then. Why didn't you go? Insteacbofing trekking
out here, putting yourself within reach of all manrof horrible
diseases, tempting fate to set you down far maughly than | am
doing!



Alexandra rose to her feet. 'l don't think anyla$ thhas anything to do
with you, Mr. O'Rourke!’

He looked lazily up at her. 'Don't you?"

'No.' She coloured suddenly. 'Just because youyeu+e providing
me with accommodation for the night--'

'Oh, honey, it'll be much longer than one night!'
‘What's that supposed to mean?'

'l have my work to do. | can't waste time takingiyto Bogota for
your father to send back again!" His lips twitch@that is, providing
he doesn't order you straight back to England.’

Alexandra drew herself up to her full height, andl@avoured to
appear composed. 'Then | shall find some otherataetting there.
And until I do I'll find other lodgings—atfter toring!'

‘Do you mind telling me where?' His voice had haste

Alexandra shrugged. 'l imagine there are otheravp#ople about
here, aren't there?'

Two,' he agreed, nodding. 'The missionary and Ifes at the village
some distance down the track; but as their househky one room
beside the bedroom | hardly think they could accoaate you.'

Alexandra moved restlessly. Til manage somehow.’

‘No, you won't.' He rose to his feet now and altfioshe was a tall

girl he was still a great deal taller. "You wilagthere, as | have said,
and if you attempt to disobey me | shall have nm@onction about

transporting you back to Rio myself! Is that clear?



'—I could come back--' she ventured.

‘Yes, you could. But | somehow doubt that you waattémpt such a
journey again, having experienced it once.'

Her eyes were stormy. 'That's not fair!'
'No, it's not. But what you did wasn't entirelyrfaither, was it?'
1 love my father. | wanted to be with him--'

'—and you thought it would be a pretty adventurelnd you?
Something to brag about when you got back to séhbiokt the life
and death survival it turned out to be!'

'l could fly back," she retorted. 'l didn't knowaoalh that air-strip
before.'

His eyes were cold and forbidding. "The air-stsipiivate. It belongs
to me.'

'Oh, well..."' she said defeatedly, but he wasnisiied.

‘Make no mistake, Alexandra, | am a man of ,my w@&elieve me,
your father's wrath is nothing compared to mine.'

Alexandra lifted her slim shoulders. 'Have—have ysmnt word
about my father to Aunt Elizabeth?'

'‘No? He frowned. 'Should | have done?'
'Oh, no," she breathed more freely. 'No. She woolg worry.'
He nodded. 'Right. Is that settled, then?"

‘Do | have any choice?'



'‘Not a lot.'

‘That's what | thought.' She shrugged. 'Do you lzayeobjections if |
go to bed now?'

Declan shook his head. 'Of course not. I'll be glona few minutes
to examine you.'

'‘Examine me?' A faint note of hysteria lifted herce.
'Of course. The leech—remember?’
Alexandra's shoulders sagged. 'l'd forgotten.'

'l thought you had.' He moved to open the doohtm: 'I'll see you
later.’

She hesitated in the doorway. She was strangeti koaleave the
comfort and security of the warm room. It had baenriously unreal
day, and the delayed shock of discovering thatfadgrer was in
hospital was only now beginning to take effect. &hetotally alien

in this alien place, and this man suddenly seemedhly link with

the world she had known. She felt young and inegpeed and
chokingly vulnerable.

As though sensing her highly emotional state heapatssuring hand
to the curve of her cheek. 'Relax,' he adjuredigento one will hurt
you here. And when your father comes back...'

Alexandra drew away. She didn't want his sympafe didn't trust
herself not to break down under it and make a cetaplool of
herself. With a brief nod she walked quickly alahg hall to her
room, going inside and closing the door firmly ehher.

Then she leaned back against it, aware of a peeudiakening in her
legs. For a moment there she had been temptedeangio tears, had



wantedto do so, had wanted him to put his arms arouncine draw
her close against him. Her lips parted. She mustraey thinking
thoughts like that! Just because last night...

She moved determinedly away from the door and b&ganbutton
the caftan. She was allowing her natural anxieyualher father to
colour her reason. She had always been brouglethpindependent,
to look after herself. She had never had anyomedwtally pick her
up in times of trouble. Aunt Liz had always beenha background,
of course, but she was a spinster lady who had memgustomed to
hiding her feelings. Her brother, Alexandra's fathead frowned
upon demonstrations of what he termed ‘lack of rotntand
Alexandra had learned to hide her tears and alway®n a brave
face in her father's presence. Which all madewiskness she was
feeling now even more incomprehensible.

The nightdress Consuelo had unpacked earlier wheu&on the bed
and while she had been having dinner the restrahiregs had* been
unpacked for her. She shook her head helplesslat Yéhvear, that
was the problem. She could hardly put on a nigkglnghen he
expected to look at her midriff!

She eventually decided to remain dressed, butitalde garments,
and an inspection of the drawers, of the chestymed a cotton
blouse which conveniently left her midriff bare.era didn't appear
to be any reddening of the flesh around the plasiee decided
thankfully, as she buttoned the waistband of a phiblue cotton
trousers, and when, a few moments later, thereanlasock at her
door, she went to answer it with the intention @ndssing his
attentions.

'‘Going somewhere?' he greeted her dryly, lookingrdat the blouse
and trousers.



'‘No," She ignored the way he could embarrass haillatBut there's
no need for you to examine me. It looks perfeclyight now, thank
you.'

Declan propelled the door open without apparemtreff

'Really?' He entered her room uninvited. 'I'll diecwhat does and
what does not require my attention, "if you donihd? Or do you
want to end up in hospital, too?"

Alexandra sighed. 'l don't think that's likely,eséxclaimed.

'Let us hope not." He glanced round. 'l suggestligoan the bed. It
won't take a minute.'

Alexandra was about to protest again, but with eklat his
unyielding countenance she acquiesced. 'Oh, Wegbu insist..." she
muttered, with ill grace, and obediently sat dowrilee soft springing
mattress.

His expression enigmatic, he indicated that shelshioe back, and
then he knelt on one knee and swiftly removed taster. Alexandra
winced as it clung to her skin, but then his prgbfmgers were

moving against her flesh and other, more disruptsensations
replaced her frustration. His hands were firm amal,cand as he bent
his head to examine the puncture minutely she cemell the faint

aroma of his after-shaving lotion. His hair felick and smooth

against his forehead, apparently requiring no tdgssing, and she
had the most disturbing urge to touch it.

'‘Hmm,' he murmured at last. 'l don't think you'nmeng to have any
trouble with that if you do as you're told.'

He brought a packet containing a wedge of cottoal\and a tube of
ointment out of his pocket and smeared the ointrfibatally over



the area. Then he produced another wider plasten fuis other
pocket and sealed it in position.

‘All right," he said, straightening. Alexandra spt Til keep an eye on
it. But for God's sake, if you scratch yourself ighjou're here, tell
me!’

Alexandra nodded, summoning her resentment airneé @ommand
over her to dispel the awareness of herself thats@red in her.

He stood for a moment just looking down at her, #reh he said
impatiently: ‘What is it? Why didn't you want metéauch you?’

Alexandra stiffened. 'l don't know what you mean--'
‘Yes, you do.’
'l didn't say that...'

‘Not in so many words perhaps, but that was whatmeant. And
this elaborate display of modesty—what's it all?fddon't you
suppose | have a memory?'

Alexandra's cheeks burned. 'Don't be crude!

'‘Why not? It's what you appear to expect. What kihdociety have
you been moving in, Miss Tempest?' He shook hisl meackingly.

Alexandra got to her feet, hating his cynicismm'ltired, Mr,
O'Rourke. Will you please leave my room?"

He looked down at the ointment-smeared cotton wodblis hands.
'Of course.' His smile was not pleasant. 'Forgnesintrusion.’

And with that he left her, closing the door behimioh with a definite
click.



Alexandra moved after him as though putting hemgiveagainst the
door would dispel his lingering mockery. She fdieshad never
disliked anyone as she disliked him, and the teaish she had tried
so hard to suppress refused to be denied any longer



CHAPTER FIVE

ALEXANDRA spent the first half of the night fighting her widnyough
hordes of imaginary tarantulas and plunging dovenrttountainside
from the silver streak of the aircraft in which Dechad flown her to
Paradiablo. She was unaccustomed to the confinerokrthe
bedcovers and not until she had freed her legsdiswhrded her
pillow did she fall into a deep slumber.

She awakened reluctantly to find sunlight streantiimgugh the slats
in her shutters. She lay for several minutes alsgriher
surroundings and enjoying the sensation of wakinthomut the
recently familiar crick in her back, and then rerbemng what
Declan had said about being away all day she relacinder watch.

She saw, to her astonishment, that it was aftgealeand she flopped
back on the mattress, realising that he would g Igone. The

knowledge aroused a sense of unwilling disappointneside her

and rather than acknowledge such an unpleasintptereshe thrust
her legs over the side of the bed and encount&eadol wooden

tiles of the floor.

She padded across to the windows taking care tk foo any
unwelcome visitors, but apart from a wall lizardigthscuttled away
at her approach the room was thankfully un- inva@e unfastened
the shutters with their meshed lining and thrustrttopen taking her
first real look at the fantastic garden. It wag psshe remembered it
from the night before, a confusion of exotic shralosl flowering
trees, the scents mingling in the heat to produtentoxicating
fragrance.

She was suddenly eager to be dressed and outdayh&he walked
quickly to the bathroom, thrust open the door, thieth halted, aghast,
at the sight of half a dozen enormous black beetksling round the



bath. She stepped backward and closed the dooddehng
uncontrollably.

‘Ugh!" she moaned, feeling almost sick. Where omhelaad they
come from?

She stood for a moment, undecided what to do, bhed tushed
across to pull open the hall door and catohsuelo,!

Her voice sounded quavery even to her ears anstahmoed her foot
irritably. Good heavens, what was she? A womarg orouse? Or
simply a rather silly girl?

'‘Consuelo?' she called again, more firmly this tirfoet the little
woman did not appear.

'‘Damn/* Alexandra hesitated in the doorway. '‘Ohmigladamn,
damn!

A sudden draught of air behind her caused hertoitualarm; but it
was not Declan entering the house through the dothre end of the
passage but a woman, in her late twenties, Alexagdessed, with
curling auburn hair and vividly attractive features

'Such temper!" she observed, by way of a greeheg,hazel eyes
assessing Alexandra very thoroughly. 'What's wrddg®e you lost
something?'

Alexandra was intensely conscious of the scarditgttire afforded

by a pink cotton nightdress when compared to wiih§ cream

slacks and a scarlet shirt which should have cthalith the woman's
hair but somehow didn't.

However, Alexandra had been taught to be unfayipgllite, and as
she recalled that Declan had told her that theiamasy and his wife
were the only other white people in the distritistwoman had,



amazingly to be the missionary's wife. So she ed$&r arms rather
protectively across her breasts, and said: 'Howa@o do? No, |
haven't lost anything. On the contrary, | thinlelfound something.'

The woman raised dark eyebrows. 'Really? What?'

Alexandra sighed, wishing Consuelo would appear r&sdue her
from this awkward situation. But she didn't, andexdndra was
forced to say: 'Actually, there are several beetiédbe bath.’

The woman nodded knowingly. 'Oh, | see. | suppose gidn't
replace the plug after using it.'

‘Why no, I—I didn't.'

'l thought as much. They crawl up the waste pipeu'l have to
remember in future." She frowned. 'I'm surpriseédytigot up so
quickly, though.'

Alexandra looked blank. 'Quickly?’
'‘Well, if you've just had a bath--'
'‘No. | had it last night.’

'‘Oh! You're just getting up, then.' The woman madeund like the
height of self-indulgence.

'‘As a matter of fact, yes.' Alexandra was begintmthink she was
going to get no help here. 'lIf you'll excuse mié-I'll go and deal
with them.'

‘Would you like me to do it?" the woman offeredol¥ were
shouting Consuelo for that purpose, weren't you?'



Alexandra wondered if she appeared so transpapeavdrybody.
After Declan O'Rourke's behaviour, and now thiShe shrugged a
little ungraciously. 'If you like.'

The woman gave a faint smile and brushed pastdnessing the

bedroom with loose easy strides. One look encoregats ugly

intruders in the bath and quite callously she totikher shoe and
massacred them all. Then she ran water into the based the mess
away, and turned back to Alexandra.

‘There you are. | should have Consuelo disinfdogitore you use it
again. I've put in the plug, as you can see.'

Alexandra tried to feel grateful, but there was stinmg about the
woman's attitude that jarred. She didn't know whats, whether it
was her air of command, or the way she walked umamred into
Declan's house, or simply the way her eyes appr#mseyounger girl
and clearly found her wanting.

‘Thank you,' she managed, accompanying the womahetaloor.
'Er—I'm Alexandra Tempest. You must be the misgigravife.'

'I'm Clare Forman, yes, and | know who you are.|&®¢told us all
about you. He called this morning on his way ou asked me to
come up and see that you weren't running intoadifties.'

Her patronising air was more pronounced than emdrAdexandra
was tempted to tell her that she was perfectlyigtilt, that she needed
no one to watch out for her, and that she was goaud to bed!

But of course, it wasn't her nature to be downrighle even though
she now bitterly regretted letting Clare Formanrgebf the beetles.
She would be able to tell Declan that within a dewd hours of his
departure, she had been literally shouting for'help



'It was very kind of you to take the trouble, Mf®rman,' she got out
through tight lips. 'But now | really must get dsed.’

‘Yes. That would be a good idea.' Clare flickegheck of dirt from
the immaculate creases in her slacks. 'I'll gorad Consuelo, and
when you're ready we can have coffee together.'

Without giving Alexandra any time to protest, shedked away down
the hall and the qirl turned and went back into bedroom,
slamming the door with frustrated irritation behihdr. She didn't
want to have coffee with Clare Forman, but thers wathing she
could do to prevent her from staying.

By the time she had washed and dressed in briéfdgrorts and the
cotton blouse she had put on for Declan's exanoinatne night
before, she was feeling a little better. Her skaswaturally a honey
colour and she thought with satisfaction that savaays of this heat
would tan her a golden brown.

When she entered the living room a few minutegs |atee found the
mesh door to the verandah open, and Clare Form&mgato

Consuelo outside. However, when the little housp&eesaw
Alexandra she left the other woman and came hugrgimough to
greet her.

‘The senhoritais looking much better this morning,’ she saidhwit
satisfaction, viewing the brief shorts with a éttyiggle. 'Ay, ay, is
this what they are wearing in London?"

Alexandra could not take offence at her inter&st.you like them?'
she asked, doing a quick turnabout. 'l've got sorarge ones which
would suit you beautifully!

Consuelo clasped her hands together mirthfully? Mesuch things?'
She burst into blissful laughter, and for a montiely shared the



joke. Then she sobered and said: "'The Senhora Ramteere. You
have met her, yes?'

‘Yes.' Alexandra caught her lower Hp between hathtéThere were
some beetles in the bath.’

'Sim, thesenhorasay so,' Consuelo nodded. '‘Consuelo was outs
when you call. | did not hear you.'

'It doesn't matter, really." Alexandra gave a rugfance towards the
verandah.

'l get coffee,' said Consuelo, patting her armd'perhaps you would
like os paozinhos?'

'‘Os paozinhosAlexandra struggled to remember what few words
Portuguese she knew.

'‘She means rollgroissants stated Clare Forman from the doorway
‘Yes, Consuelo, I'm sure Miss Tempest is hungry.'

Alexandra was, but rather than allow Clare Formawtlzer victory,
she said: 'Thank you, Consuelo, but coffee is iadidd."'

Clare Forman shrugged and turned back to the sharhad been
occupying on the verandah, while Alexandra smilexspiratorially
at Consuelo before going to join her.

It was very pleasant in the shade of the verandsyond the
courtyard the garden was a constant source ofesttavith huge
butterflies with the wing-span of a man's hand patierned in the
most gorgeous colours vying with their featheredgimeours in
brilliance. There were redheaded blackbirds, aispeSantos had
pointed out to her at Losermanos, kingfishers tize ®f wood
pigeons, and tiny humming birds whose wings beatapally they
actually sang. Alexandra was entranced. Everytlmag so much



larger than life somehow, and she would have beds gontent just
to relax and watch what happened.

But once Consuelo had served the coffee, Claredisgssed to talk,
and Alexandra had no choice but to answer her.

‘Tell me,' she said, adding two spoonfuls of suganer brimming
cup, 'whatever possessed you to. come out herewtitvarning
anyone of your plans?’

Alexandra rested her elbows on the circular banthbte. 'l wanted
to surprise my father," she replied simply.

‘You'll do that without a doubt,' remarked Claret tone dry.

'‘Perhaps | will." Alexandra resented the other womattitude.
'‘However, my reasons for being here are prettyals/iHow about
yours?'

Clare was taken aback. 'Mine?"
'Yes. What brought your husband to a place likaéiablo?'

Clare hesitated. Then she said slowly: 'My husharnithe stuff of
which pioneers are made. He sees his work here @saléenge.
Naturally, | accompanied him.'

'‘And have you been here long?'
'‘Eighteen months.'

'‘Quite a long time.' Alexandra made an involungegture. "What do
you find to do?"'



Clare shrugged, clearly not altogether happy wthis tline of
guestioning. 'l manage,' she replied shortly. 'Ahdourse, Declan
has made things so much easier for me.'

'‘Declan?' Alexandra looked puzzled and Clare gasiewa secretive
smile.

‘Yes. He makes me—and my husband—welcome hereydirae.
The conditions where we live are so—primitive! Thisuse is
civilisation!

She stretched her arms encompassingly and Alexdalira slight
stirring of distaste. Yes, she thought. Clare hateéred the house as
though sure of her welcome. And how often did shene here
without her husband?

Pushing such disruptive thoughts aside, Alexandezhed for the
coffee jug and refilled her cup. ‘Mr. O'Rourke Bveere then?"* she
asked casually.

Clare frowned. 'Of course. Why do you ask?'

Alexandra lifted her cup to her lips. 'It just seeran odd place for
anyone to build a house.'

Clare lay back in her chair. 'l see. You don't knamything about
him, do you?'

Alexandra flushed. 'l wasn't particularly intereste

'‘Weren't you? Not even when you were obliged toeptdis
hospitality?'

'l had no choice.'



'‘Agreed. But if Declan hadn't heard you were at Hesmanos and
gone to fetch you, you'd have been in deep troublee studied the
girl opposite appraisingly. 'Anyway, Declan didnttild this house.
His father did.’

Alexandra acknowledged this with a brief inclinatiof her head,
determined not to appear curious, but apparentlyeGhas prepared
to go on.

'His grandfather came here long before the rives of@ened up to
Europeans. Lots of men did. The area has alwaysctdt
prospectors.’

'You mean—gold prospectors?' Alexandra couldn't prevent tr
guestion.

'‘Gold, silver—and most important of all, so far &seclan's
grandfather was concerned, diamonds!

'Diamonds!"

‘Yes. Mostly industrial diamonds. When Patrick QiR@ came here
to Paradiablo, that stream down in the gorge wasing with them.'

'You're not serious!

'Oh, | am," Clare shrugged. 'lI've told you—it wagraspector's
paradise. Tl\e only problem was the Indians. I'mesypu've read
some of the gory stories brought back by unsucoksgplorers—
headhunters, cannibalism, that sort of thing.'

Alexandra shivered. 'Who hasn't?"

'Indeed,’ Clare nodded. 'Well, Declan's grandfathad the sure
solution—he married the chief's daughter.'



Alexandra stared at her. "You mean—Declan's gratitenevas—an
Indian?'

‘That's right.' Clare laughed mockingly. 'Havemtyun up against
that ruthless trait in him yet?' She poured hersathe more coffee.
'Of course, it's been watered down—the Indian bldedean. Tom

O'Rourke, Declan's father, was much more particute is a

handsome devil, too. He married the daughter afreuBuese banker
in Sao Paulo and added considerably to the famtyhe. Declan is
their only son. It was Tom who built this houset, e's never lived in
it. He used to use it as a sort of—retreat.' Hes Gurved sensually.
'‘Perhaps he isn't as immune from his Indian ancasthe would like

to believe.'

Alexandra pushed her cup aside. She very muchkelClare's
insinuative way of speaking. Asshewere personally involved.

'Of course, Declan's been somewhat of a disappeirttto them,' she
went on thoughtfully. 'His father had a careeramlking mapped out
for him, but Declan chose to return to the coumtirhis forebears.
Perhaps that savage pride skipped a generatioméoge in him.
Whatever the reasons, he feels a strong sensemtfidation with
these people, and works to that end.’

'‘Works?' Alexandra frowned. "You mean, he's stiigpecting?’

'‘ProspectingProspecting?h, my God!" Clare burst out laughing
'‘Prospecting? Oh, that's beautiful!' She shookHhead helplessly.
Then she sobered sufficiently to say: 'No, my dsat.prospecting-.
Didn't he tell you? He's a doctor!

‘A doctor?' Alexandra was aghast. '‘A—a real doctor?’
'‘Well, he's not a witch doctor, if that's what yoean,' gurgled Clare,

enjoying the girl's confusion. 'Honestly, my dehissumed you
knewthat!



Alexandra slid off her chair and walked to the edfé&e verandah,
resting her hands on the wooden rail. He was aodeeind she felt
ridiculously small. No wonder he had been so ingrdtwith her. Did
he think she knew? She gripped the rail very tigt@heshouldhave
known, she should have guessed from his mannem fhis
knowledge of her father's illness—a hundred and small clues
were suddenly staring her in the face.

She moved her shoulders defensively. Well, she 'h&down. But
now that she did, she ought to apologise ...

She heard a movement behind her and turned taClizue lighting a
cigarette. Inhaling deeply, she said: 'What's thlaster on your
midriff? Has Declan been treating you already?’

Alexandra bent her head, her fingers moving autmaift to cover
the dressing. 'Oh—well, yes. But it's nothing ngalh—a leech
attached itself to me in the night.’

Clare grimaced. 'Ghastly things, aren't they? leoneard of a man
collapsing with fever in the jungle, and when tleentually found

him he was covered in the things, and hadn't aafbfood left in his

body--'

‘Thank you, dare, that will do!

Declan's deep tones startled both of them. He waxlsg in the
open doorway of the house, lean and handsome enandbattle

jacket over close-fitting denim pants which wereugh into

knee-length black boots. He wore no shirt and hisst was damp
with sweat.

Alexandra had to drag her eyes away from him. Tha®something
so physically attractive about him that she wasoalnglad of Clare's
presence to distract his attention while she sofggldomposure. He
thrust his hands into the pockets of his troudargening the cloth



across his thighs, and a small smile played abmutrouth as he
noted the brief shorts and blouse.

Then Clare rose elegantly to her feet and intetetéow, darling,’
she murmured, 'l was only telling Miss Tempesttkelabout the real
dangers of the Amazon. Surely you have no objesti@he moved a
little closer, looking up at him appealingly. 'Beéss, you told me you
were to be away all day!

'l intended to be.' Declan stretched lazily. 'Butekided it was too
much to expect Alexandra to spend the whole offingrr day here
alone.’

‘Alone?' Clare raised her eyebrows. 'That's hdlalttering. I'm here.’
'l wasn't to know that.'
'You asked me to come.' Clare was charmingly petula

'l asked you to call and make sure Alexandra wiasgdt. | didn't
think you'd stay.'

Clare glanced mockingly towards Alexandra. 'Oh,xAé&d | have
been getting on like a house on fire, haven't wex?

Alexandra shrugged. She hated the diminutive useenhame, and
what Clare really meant was that she had been iagjdyerself
immensely by making a fool of her. But she coulddhasay that to
Declan, so she made some mumbled assent and wedaanthat
his gaze lingered on her rather longer than wasssacy.

'‘Anyway, it's lunchtime," announced Clare, glancatgher watch.
'‘Am | invited to stay?'

Declan made a slight bow. 'Of course, if you wdikd to do so."'



'l should." Clare smiled contentedly. 'David's gdéoelimbale and
won't be home until this evening, so I'm quite free

Alexandra scuffed her toe against the roughenedkplaof the

verandah floor. If Clare was staying she would havepportunity to

speak to Declan alone and explain that she had lnemnare of his
status and apologise. And it was quite on the cdwalsClare would
find some way to ridicule her in front of him. Qaisuddenly, she
wanted to leave, to get away from them. It wasidiuplare was the
missionary's wife, after all, but somehow her adtg towards Declan
had a certain possessive intimacy about it, andkakidra felt

sickened by it.

However, Declan excused himself at that momentingathat he

needed to bathe and change his clothes before #a. i@lare

reseated herself, evidently pleased with the waygthwere going,
and Alexandra took the opportunity to gather togethe coffee cups
on to a tray and say that she was just taking thiemough for

Consuelo. She had no real idea where the kitchenlwea there were
not too many doors opening off the hall that shentbit any

difficulty. The little Portuguese woman smiled hieanks.

‘Senhora Forman is staying for lunch,' she sagthténing her lips.
‘That woman!" She shook-her head.

Alexandra would have liked to have lingered to gmdsit she knew
that such a thing was not advisable. So she maue sleprecatory
rejoinder and left the room.

In the hall, an idea struck her. Declan was aldribeamoment. Now
was her opportunity to explain. Probably the onppartunity she
would have that day.

She looked round. A heavy door stood slightly agad with
trembling fingers she propelled it far enough opersee into the



room beyond. It was Declan's room, she saw thaamtly. His
discarded denim suit was lying untidily on the bexak] there was the
sound of water running in an adjoining bathroom.

Glancing over her shoulder to assure herself thateGvas nowhere
about, Alexandra advanced into the room, closiegithor behind her
and leaning back against it. She was surpriseohtbtiat the palms
of her hands were suddenly moist, and that cuneeakness was
invading her legs again.

An awful awareness of exactly what she was doidmtsped her
resolve. What would her father think if he coulé &er hiding in this
man's bedroom? What would Clare Forman think if shedenly
decided to come looking for her?

With a dry throat, she moved a little away from tto®r preparatory
to opening it, concentrating on turning the handidout making the
least sound. Then hard fingers were biting into $tesulder and
Declan's voice near her ear was saying: 'What ¢tledb you think
you're doing?'

Alexandra released the handle and swung roundatoldack weakly
against the door. Declan was hitching a towel,dmb/ covering,
about his lean hips, and was regarding her withairept blue eyes.
'|—l—this is the wrong room--' she faltered.

'Is it?'

His hair was wet and shiny and clung to his neclexandra's
breathing became hopelessly uneven. 'l—I did wasspeak to you,
but then—I changed my mind.’

Why?"

She made an involuntary movement of her shouldeshouldn't
have come in here.'



His expression was wry. 'That rather depends wbathave to say.'

Alexandra took a deep breath. 'Mrs. Forman told yoe were a
doctor!

Declan raked his hair back from his forehead. 1Gege.'
'I didn't know. You didn't tell me, and—well, howwd 1?'
‘Have | said you should?'

'‘No, but..Alexandra's voice trailed away. 'l jusanted to say |
was-—sorry.'

'For what?' His eyes challenged hers.

'Oh, you know for what! For being rude—for—welly floehaving in
that silly way last night.’

Declan's mouth twisted. 'l see.’

‘You do believe me, don't you?'

'‘What else did—Mrs. Forman tell you?'

Alexandra felt the hot colour staining her cheékiis and that.'

'In other words, you've been discussing me prétoraughly this
morning.'

'‘No/* Alexandra was indignant. 'l—Mrs. Forman was jiefing me
about—about the diamonds.'

'‘And the fact that my grandmother was an Indian,doabt,’ he
remarked laconically.

‘Well—yes, that did come into it.'



'l thought it might.'
'‘Well, why not? It—it's nothing to be ashamed of.'

‘Goddamn you, | know that!" His eyes were granitard. 'But do
you?'

She moved uncomfortably. 'It's nothing to do with.'m
'Right.’

‘But it wasn't me who was discussing it, was H2ittwas your friend
Mrs. Forman.’

His eyes glinted. 'Exactly what is that supposechéan?’
Alexandra swallowed with difficulty. "W—what?"
‘The accent upoyour friend?"

'‘Well, she is your friend, isn't she?' retortedxaledra, trying not to
feel intimidated. 'She's certainly not mine.'

'‘Oh, no?'
'No.' She straightened. 'If you'll excuse me--

'In a moment.' His hands were suddenly supportiadpbdy pressed
against the door somewhere near her ears, suckhgssiprisoning
her. He was much nearer now, and she could sepaffes of his
brown skin, feel the warmth of his breath. 'Whas IMrs. Forman
said to make you assume that she and | are friends?

Alexandra moved her head helplessly from side tee.siWhy,
nothing." She made a dismissing gesture. 'Shetdidive tosay
anything.'



‘Why not?'

His eyes narrowed. The long lashes were tipped goild like the

hair on his chest, and a curious pain stirred enph of her stomach.
Although she had known this man such a compargtstebrt space
of time their relationship had been artificiallytensified by the
circumstances they had shared and in consequehad developed
with the speed of everything else here. Her torgaree out to wet
her lips. She was experiencing an intense desimedoh out and
touch his damp skin, but she sensed that if shesdithe whole
situation could get rapidly out of hand. Her ey#ed to his and for a
moment she glimpsed a similar awareness therethguat he thrust
himself away from her and strode swiftly across tlhem to

disappear into the bathroom.

Alexandra's breathing was ragged. What had happanéy had he
walked away like that? Had she mistaken angerrovqration?

She stood, trying to think coherently, but when éweentually
emerged again dressed in cream shirt and pantgasheo nearer to a
logical assimilation of what had occurred. He sesan@noyed to find
that she was still there and his tone was curtasaid:

‘You can go. | guarantee Mrs. Forman won't sayrangtto upset you
now that I'm here.’

Alexandra felt humiliated. She turned quickly asigeaching for the
door handle, but again he stopped her, movingljitteeher side and
allowing his fingers to close round the flesh of apper arm.

'You're too sensitive!" he exclaimed impatientlyor God's sake,
Alexandra, | realise you're just beginning to beeaof yourself as a
female, but don't try that kind of experimentat@mnme!'

'l don't know what you mean!’



‘Don't you?' He swung her round to face him. hkhi you do. | think
you're ripe for some kind of sexual experience,rmitwith me!'

‘How—nhow dare you?'

Alexandra was affronted. That he should imaginehsitecalculated
what had happened! She would have liked to havppsth his
sardonic face had he not looked so grim. As it véh®e was too
inexperienced to dare such reckless behaviour.

'‘Look--' he heaved a deep sigh. 'All right. Thisuation is an
unnatural one, I'll grant you that. You didn't egpt have to stay
here, and | sure as hell didn't want to bring y@Buwt there seemed no
alternative, short of despatching you back to EmgjldNow | can do
that if you'd like me to, but somehow | don't thydu do.’

Alexandra shook her head mutinously and he wentSQm—we're
here, and as we do have to spend some time togkesugigest we get
a few things straight. | am not a sex- starvedpeotor, eager for the
sight of a white woman! Nor do | get involved withfatuated
teenagers, white or otherwise—do | make myselfrelea

Alexandra's cheeks burned, and he continued: fBoine tremulous
female creature comes uninvited into my bedroom famds me

practically stark naked and then accuses me ofbevwolved in a not
very reputable way with another woman” she is ingithe kind of

retribution repayable in kind!

'I—I didn't accuse you.'
'‘Not in so many words, perhaps, but the implicati@s there,’
‘May | go now?"' Alexandra was sulky.

Declan released her arm, and she looked down athitie marks the
hard pressure of his fingers had made. 'Yes,' ilde 'S@u can go. If



you like, I'll invite Mrs. Forman to stay while yoe here. She would
make a very adequate chaperon!

Alexandra's lips parted in dismay. "You—wouldn't!'
‘Why not?'

Alexandra stared at him impotently for a momengkemand then she
wrenched open the door and left the room, trembdimghe heavy,
barrier banged behind her.



CHAPTER SIX

ALEXANDRA would have liked to have missed lunch, but ashstte
not had any breakfast her stomach was beginnipgaiest. So she
sponged her hot cheeks with cool water in her bathrand returned
to the living room just as Consuelo was wheelinthanfood trolley.

There was a fish stew, served with wedges of theclsy bread
Alexandra was growing accustomed to, and fresh tauifollow.
Coffee was served at the table, and the youngdr sginsed
Consuelo's displeasure when Clare insisted thaplsiced the coffee
pot and cups beside her so that she could selmeeself. It was clear
that the old housekeeper liked the missionary's wif more than did
Alexandra.

It had been a mainly silent meal, with Clare domgst of what
talking there was. Declan himself seemed absorbddttaughtful,
answering only when spoken to and then only in regitables.

Towards the end of the meal, Clare said: '"Well]lyeadarling, |

shouldn't have stayed if I'd known it was goingo® such a grim
occasion. What is it? Are you beginning to feel Weght of your
responsibilities?’

Her glance flickered towards Alexandra, and thel gmoved
uncomfortably. The memory of that scene in Declar@room was
still very clear in her mind and Clare's words wetitle too accurate
for comfort.

Declan looked up from his contemplation of a wiiesg. '‘Perhaps |
am,' he conceded, his eyes holding Clare's.

'‘What would you suggest | do about it?'

Clare visibly warmed to his attention. 'Well, myadethere is only
one thing to do, isn't there? Shed them!



‘How do | do that?' Declan was very still, his \edisturbingly quiet.

Clare shrugged. 'l should have thought that wasoolsv Surely there
must be some suitable menage in Bogota--'

Alexandra was shocked out of her inertia. 'l alyeswlggested that!'
she burst out hotly, angry that Clare should dareigcuss her as if
she wasn't present.

Declan looked at her resignedly. 'Cool down," heisadl, 'Clare is
only baiting you.'

Clare lay back in her chair. 'Am |?'
'‘Well? Aren't you?'

She shrugged. 'Oh, | suppose so.' She soundediemipabo. 'Even
so, Alex can't go on living here with you— alone.’

'‘Why not?'

'l don't think her father would approve.'
'Her father's not here.’

‘That's beside the point.'

'l disagree. Her father can hardly protest abonretbing of which he
knows nothing.’

‘You intend keeping Alex's presence a secret?'

Declan's mouth turned down at the corners. 'Stdgipating me.
There's no secret involved. Professor Tempestmeliely remain in
ignorance of his daughter's arrival until he isefiiough to leave the
hospital.’



Now it was Alexandra's turn to protest. 'You meanrot to see him
until he comes back here?"

'l thought | had made the position plain to yoweclan's eyes were
hard as they rested on her. '"Your father is asiak. | do not intend
to do anything that might weaken his constitutiang knowing his
only offspring has been foolish enough to ventumne into the
Amazonian jungle is enough to cause him unnecessaxjety.
Anxiety causes stress, stress weakens--'

'Oh, all right." Alexandra pushed back her chad gat to her feet. 'If
you'll excuse me, I'll go to my room."

Declan rose politely and inclined his head. 'l exp®u're tired.'

‘Yes.' Alexandra sounded doubtful, but her eyefteshreluctantly to
Clare's satisfied face. 'Goodbye, Mrs. For- man.’

'‘Cheerio, Alex. | expect we'll be seeing more o¢ @mother during
the next few days. | hope your father doesn't takdong to recover.’

Alexandra forced a smile and then walked jerkilyoas the room,
only relaxing when the door of her bedroom hadeaddsehind her.

Alexandra spent the rest of the afternoon in hentoShe was more
tired than she had thought and she fell asleep sal@ioonce, not
waking until the sun was sinking rapidly and thelcehadows of
evening were stealing across the bed. She washt inathroom,
unable to look into the bath which Consuelo hadussd without

feeling a twinge of remembered horror. Then shagéd into a plain
yellow cotton dress and walked along to the liviagm.

There was no sign of anybody and she stood hegjtatin the
middle of the floor, looking towards the darkengyden outside. It



was strange how the tropical foliage had a totafiyeal appearance
in the half light, the colours muted, the birds amaily silent, an
eerie, lifeless landscape.

A sound behind her brought her round with a stast,she relaxed
weakly when she saw Consuelo.

‘Senhor O'Rourke has gone aggnhorita,'said the old housekeeper.
going across to secure the mesh door and lighathps. 'l expect he

will be back later.'Alexandra gathered herself.n&out? Where has
he gone?'

Consuelo adjusted the wick of the lamp and stramggd. 'A child is
sick, senhorita.He has gone to make it well.’

'Oh, | see.' Alexandra nodded. 'l—has Senhora Foteafg too?"
'Sim, senhorita Consuelo sounded very definite about that.

Alexandra was temped to ask her why she didn'tapperave much
liking for the other woman, but a sense of disgtister own duplicity
kept her silent. Instead she rubbed her arms wighpalms of her
hands and said: 'lt's much cooler now, isn't it?'

Consuelo nodded. 'Is always cooler in the mountaarshorital will
light the fire.'

Alexandra watched as Consuelo applied a matcheditider-dry
sucks already piled on the hearth. The wood crdcktel flamed, and
in the warming glow Alexandra felt the lingeringdes of unease and
isolation disappear. The garden no longer appearsttange and
alien barrier between herself and the outside wdnld a secure and
comforting setting for this beautiful house.

When Consuelo was satisfied that the logs she badmptop of the
sticks would burn she turned back to her guest.



"You are hungrysenhorit® | will bring some food.'

Alexandra hesitated. 'Oh—well, if it's not too muobuble. | mean,
shouldn't | wait for—for Mr. O'Rourke?"

‘The senhormay not be back until latesenhorita Consuelo will
prepare supper.'

‘Then can | help you?' Alexandra spread her hamhdgas hard to
explain, but right now she didn't want to be alone.

Consuelo frowned, but then she said: "You wishatk, senhorit&
Come to the kitchen. Consuelo will prepare supperae will talk,
Si?'

Alexandra was not altogether convinced of he adisaof such a
course, but she could not be rude and refuse, sangnely smiled
and nodded, and said she would be interested tinedatchen.

It was remarkably modern, with fitted units andas-goperated oven
and refrigerator. Consuelo was clearly very praubd the owner of
such a kitchen and she showed Alexandra how evegythorked
with a touching eagerness.

Something was cooking on the stove, but when Aldratentatively
lifted the lid of the saucepan, she drew back ftbe concoction
inside with scarcely concealed dismay. It appednelde a stew of
meat and vegetables and although it smelled apmgtis looked
revolting.

Consuelo, however, nodded happily. 'Is good,' sil@anced, taking
up a spoon and offering Alexandra a taste. 'Is dat® of Senhor
O'Rourke.'

Alexandra swallowed the spoonful unwillingly, nosiwng to offend
her. It burned her throat like fife, it was so spibut it wasn't



unpalatable, and she managed to make some compdirmen
comment which delighted Consuelo However, she dahage to
convey that she was not hungry enough to eat any#uo filling, and
Consuelo eventually agreed to make her an omeléttale the
housekeeper was beating the eggs, Alexandra peochadiigh stool
nearby and said:

'‘Have you always worked for Senhor O'Rourke, Colofuie

The housekeeper shrugged. 'Since he come $@mhor- itayes. But
when thesenhots father use the house, | work for him also."

'Oh, yes." Alexandra remembered what Clare hadagrdt Declan's
father.

'Senhor Declan's father—he build this housshorita'Yes. Yes, |
know.'

Consuelo turned to frown at her. 'Senhora Formihgada?'

Alexandra's face gave her away. 'l—I think so.'hHMWonsuelo
turned back to the eggs, grumbling to herself. Watan—she is
not welcome in my house!'

Alexandra closed her lips tightly. She would ndt ady. But she
didn*t have to. Consuelo took her silence for aegoence.

'‘She is always here,’ she went on impatiently, intpkerself at
home, behaving as if this were her house!'

Alexandra bit her Hp. 'l—I expect she finds her olaeme rather
different,' she ventured.

'‘Perhaps, perhaps!" Consuelo gestured angrilysiBeithose to come
out here—running after Senhor Declan! A married \aomAnd
herself the wife of the priest!'



Alexandra didn't know what to say. Consuelo's wdrdd shocked
her, she couldn't deny that, and yet they were ahigt she had half
expected to hear. AlImost without volition she wagolved in this

discussion, and her whole system curled with distas

'I—I'm sure it's nothing like that--' she begant Gonsuelo shook her
head.

'You do not understandsenhorita.Senhor Declan knew Senhore
Forman in Sao Paulo. Before she was—Senhora Forman.

Alexandra drew an unsteady breath. 'lt's—reallyhimgf to do with
me, Consuelo," she murmured. Consuelo sniffed. 'thok it is
right?' 'l didn't say that.'" Alexandra sought foords. 'l only
meant—perhaps you're imagining--'

'‘Consuelo does not imagine this.' She tipped @l anfrying pan and
waited for it to smoke. '‘But you are right. | shibualot gossip. Senhor
Declan, would be most angry. He does not—how yoguit®a—he
does not care what people think.'

Alexandra sighed, wishing she could change theestibjEr—tell
me—tell me about yourself, Consuelo. Are you mdf?iéo you
have any family?'

Consuelo was silent for so long that Alexandra giishe was not
going to answer her, but at last she said: Véeohorita.l did not
marry. | was—how you say?—nurse to Senhor Declan?’

'Nurse?' Alexandra frowned. 'He was ill?'

Consuelo shook her head vigorousiyao, nao!'She gestured. 'To
the little boy he was.'

'Oh—nursemaid.’



'Sim, nursemaid," Consuelo nodded agreeably.él ilivSao Paulo,
too. But when Senhor Declan is coming here—I cdow,

'l see." Watching Consuelo pour the beaten eggs tié pan
Alexandra wondered how she was going to managattare/thing
after what Consuelo had told her about Clare ForBahshe forced
these thoughts away and returned to her theme: dvanit—mind
the isolation?'

‘Nao, senhorital have plenty to do. | care for the house, | midee
meals, | look after Senhor Declan. Sometimes | ewirsg, and
sometimes | go with him to the village to help likite ones. Is a good
life.'

'Yes.' Alexandra digested this. 'And—and have yeerbhere long?’

Consuelo considered this, watching the eggs inpédwe 'Maybe
three—four years. | do not remember exacHgnhorita. Senhor
Declan, he work for time in hospital in Sao Payloy understand?
Then he say he is coming here.' She gave a faminrscent smile.
'His father, he wasoangry! And his mother...' She sighed. 'She w:
sad. She love her son so much. She not want hguo o far away.'

'‘He—nhe's an only child, then?"

Consuelo looked up and actually chuckled. 'Ay, regQ, senhorita.
The senhor he has six sisters!"Six?' Alexandra stared at'G®od
lord!"

Consuelo looked back at the pan. 'Is gamhhorita.Children bring
much happiness. Is sad all gissn but is the will of God!

Alexandra gave a helpless shrug of her shoulddrave no brothers
or sisters.'

'l know." Consuelo looked sympathetic. '‘But perhaps day, hmm?'



Alexandra's brows drew together. 'l hardly thinkatth likely,
Consuelo. My mother is dead.'

'Sim, senhorita,l know. Your father, he stay with us for time whel
not on—how you say—expedition?"

'l see,' Alexandra nodded.

'‘But he may marry again,' went on Consuelo chdgrfl$ good to
have wife and children.’

'l don't think my father would do that," repliedeXbndra, somewhat
stiffly, but as she said the words she couldn’p Helt wonder how
true they were. How could she be sure what herefattould or
would not do? She hardly knew him, she realisedh aitstart. For
years he had been someone she had seen at hoidsy &nd apart
from those times she didn't know how he conductsdife. He was
still quite a young man, in his forties, she sugobdt wasn't beyond
the realms of possibility that he might marry againd yet the idea
had never occurred to her until now...

Consuelo served the omelette with a crisp salddyex fruit as a
dessert, and made coffee. Alexandra seated hbeesstie the fire in
the living room and ate from a tray on her kned®? Tight meal was
delicious and she managed to eat sufficient to ayagthy comments
Consuelo might have made. Afterwards, she lingeved her coffee,
trying to absorb the contents of a book on butesflout when nine-
thirty "came and went and there was still no sigrDeclan she
decided to go to bed.

She bade Consuelo goodnight and went to her rooemnenter lamp

had been lit in her absence. Then she sat for la whithe edge of her
bed wondering why it was that anything concernimglan O'Rourke

should have become so important to her.



She slept much better that night. She didn't bothigr a nightgown,
and the cool cotton sheets were much less cumberssueh dreams
as she had did not disturb her, and she awakemx¢dwening feeling
infinitely more refreshed. When she did open h&sehowever, she
had the distinct impression that someone, or sanggthhad
awakened her, and memories of the tarantula weregsin her mind
as she struggled uneasily into a sitting positloriding the sheets
very firmly beneath her chin.

But there was no apparent sign of any unwelcomwvignd she was
about to slide her legs out of bed when her do@ e@ened a few
inches and Declan put his head round.

Horrified, she slid down the bed again, and hisresgion mocked
her as he said: 'l did knock, but you didn't answer

So that was what had woken her, she thought witefrd—I was
asleep,' she murmured awkwardly. "What do you want?

He came fully into the room. 'l came to examine rybue,' he
remarked, standing before her, hands on his heps, &and handsome
in navy cotton pants and a collarless cotton swieat.

'‘Well, you can't do it now." Alexandra was panicic&en. It was one
thing to accept that he was a doctor, and quitéh@ndo have him
examine her without any warning.

His expression hardened. '"Why not? | thought wetdger all that.'

'We have—at least—obp)ease!She rolled over, burying her hot face
in the pillow, and he seemed to repent. '‘Okaysdid dryly. 'l also
came to ask whether you considered yourself safftty recovered
from your first trip to attempt another ventureointhe jungle.'
—what?' She rolled over again slowly.



'I'm going to visit a village about five miles awaythought you
might like to come.’

Alexandra wriggled up on to her pillows. 'In—in thi@tion wagon?'
He shook his head. 'I'm afraid not. No roads."

'‘Not walking?'

'‘No, not that either. Do you ride?'

‘Well, | have,' she conceded slowly. 'But I'm netygood at it.' She
couldn't tell him that she was afraid of horses!

However, Declan didn't seem to find her answenynwsay reluctant.
‘That's all right, then," he said. 'Do you wanttme?'

Alexandra hesitated. The prospect of spending aevtlay in his
company was tempting, although she had the feétagshe would
have more sense if she stayed away from him.

'|—is Mrs. Forman coming, too?'

His eyes darkened. 'Do you want me to do somethioignt, like
ripping that sheet off you?' he demanded. 'Becthatts what you're
asking for!'

Alexandra moved her shoulders apologetically. 'l-euld like to
come, but--'

'But what?'

You won't—expect too much of me, will you?'



He half turned away, supporting himself againstdber. 'l could ask
the same of you, couldn't I?' he commented dr@f, 'get dressed
and get something to eat. | have to collect my @mgent.’

‘All right." Alexandra half propped herself up orerhelbows.
'‘Declan--'

‘Yes.' He was impatient to be gone now.
'‘Have you had—any further news about my father?"

He paused in the doorway and looked at her. 'Noyeto| may have,
later today. One of my men is flying the jet upnfrd3ogota.' He
shrugged expressively. Til let you know.'

Alexandra couldn't hide her indignation. 'You mdacould have
flown to Bogota when this man did?'

He looked bored. 'Don't let's start that again.’
‘I know, but--'
'‘Get dressed,' he advised irritably, and closeditwe behind him.

This morning there was nothing more terrifyinghe bathroom than
a bright-eyed lizard that slithered away at herapph. The lizards
didn't scare her. They always seemed quite friehtlg creatures,

and she watched it as she sluiced her face andeddaer teeth. It
was still early, she realised, as she dressedirsjand a blue denim
shirt. Not yet eight o'clock. But she had gone ¢d karly the night
before and she didn't feel at all sleepy now.

Consuelo had left some warm rolls, a dish of coreseaind a jug of
coffee on the dining table. Alexandra helped hérsgljoying the
scents from the garden—the perfume of the flowdns, spicy
fragrance of herbs, and the rough earthy smelbaiglsoil. She felt



rather excited at the prospect of leaving the ca¥fiof the house
again, and she refused to consider the disastrmight lie ahead of
her.

Declan reappeared as she was finishing her seeqnofcoffee. '‘Are
you ready?' he asked, surveying her with cool apgia

Alexandra wiped her mouth on a napkin. 'Yes. Dedda coat?"

'l should take a jacket for later,' he agreed, nagldConsuelo will
provide you with a gaucho hat.’

‘A gaucho hat?'

‘That's right. It helps keep your head cool." Heked down at her
sandal-shod feet. 'And boots, needless to say.'

The stables were at the back of the house. Thewlegshoused here
too and Alexandra looked about her with interebe Wooden fence
surrounded the property, but behind the house tidengrowth had
been cleared and tall grasses moved in the bréateokew down
from the mountains above them. There were four dsoia the
stables, sturdy, strong-limbed animals with brazet to find a secure
footing on the mountainous slopes. An Indian boy tlaarge of the
animals, and Declan explained that he and his brstinom a nearby
village exercised them regularly.

Alexandra's horse was a chestnut mare, small armb&mnunmoved
by the excitability of the wolfhounds. Alexandramaged to hide the
panic that stiffened her when it came and nuzzé&dhoulder. If she
wasn't afraid of the dogs, why should this placidval disturb her?

'l don't think you'll have any trouble with Rosingmarked Declan,
waiting for her to mount before swinging himselfampto the back of
a broad black stallion. 'She's a gentle creatusesisters have ridden
her without any trouble, and one of them is abauiryage.'



Alexandra looked at him out of the corners of haxse and then, with
a convulsive swallow, she put her foot in the sprand swung
herself into the mare's saddle. Rosina movedla ptbtestingly but
then was still, and quivering, Alexandra said: 'lm-teady.’

Decian's dark brows had drawn closer togetherhbigaid nothing,
merely mounted his own animal and asked the stadyldo restrain
the dogs and open the gate in the fence. They @uaerg to the
mountainside, just above the house,-where stubblststrove to
survive, and the rushing waters of the ravine weat much louder.

For a moment Alexandra forgot her fears in the mekght of the

view that now confronted her. The sparse underdrdelt away to

the rim of the chasm, sun-shadowed, the rockshalfles from pale
green, and blue, to deepest purple. Beyond theedte forest rose
up again towards the cloudless sky, the sun a hedbér as it crept

towards its zenith.

Declan allowed her a moment to just sit and absani, then he
turned his horse and began to move away. Rositaved him, and
Alexandra tightened the knot of her broad-brimmed Wwith one
hand and held tightly to the reins with the otl&ne was sweating
already, but it was more from fear than anythirggeShe hoped the
placid Rosina could not sense the puny cowardideefirl on her
back.

They were following a path which seemed to be legdiown

towards the brink of the ravine, and Alexandraedhfelt dry. Even
the most undemanding of steeds required somefsoohtrol and she
knew that if Rosina panicked so would she.

Declan half turned in his saddle at that momemkilog back at her,
one leg draped around his pommel to make the aatone
comfortable. 'Are you all right?' he enquired, aslde nodded
urgently, not wanting him to notice how pale shestrhe looking.



He shrugged and turned round again, calling: '‘Deotty. We're not
taking the track down the ravine—not today anyvi&'e. follow this

path down for a short way, and then it Jakes usng over that
bluff—can you see?"

He pointed ahead, and Alexandra nodded. But tredisirey he could
not see her gesture of acquiescence, she manageatl t&¢'es, | can
see.’

Casting another strange glance back at her, Demthnsted his

posture as the black began the steep descent te Wigepath forked.
Following him, Alexandra was amazed that the hodsg#ot slip or

slide on the rocky surface, but obviously they wesed to going this
way and needed little encouragement. Alexandradlber eyes. The
sight of the ravine on her left and the possieitimaginable if
Rosina should miss her footing did not bear thiglkabout.

'‘What the hell are you doing?'

Declan's harsh voice broke into her silent praysand,she opened her
eyes to find that he had stopped at the fork arglla@king back at
her angrily.

'I was nervous—of the ravine,' she stammered.

'‘Haven't you the sense to know that on pathsliked a rider needs to
keep all his wits about him? What if Rosina lost toeting?"

Alexandra tensed. 'What if she did? What could &dout it?'

‘Well, if you don't know then you shouldn't be ohlaody horse!' he
swore angrily.

‘Perhaps | shouldn't at that!" she retorted.

Declan's face darkened. 'I'll take you back--'



'‘No!" Alexandra was contrite. 'No—please!' In sppteher fears she
wanted to go on. 'I'm sorry, | was—stupid. | waldtit again.’

'‘Won't you?' Declan glared at her. 'How can | veigou?'

Alexandra hunched her shoulders frustratedly. 'Wdbatou want me
to say and I'll say it!" she exclaimed, and wadledhiby the sudden
cold anger in his eyes. All at once she remembevkdt Clare
Forman had said about a certain ruthlessness lsegsed. Looking
at him now she could believe it.

He made no answer but swung his horse up the tinatked over the
bluff, leaving her to follow him or go back alorigne black moved
swiftly up the slope and Alexandra was forced, magdainst her
better judgement, to spur Rosina on to keep up hirth

But beyond the bluff, the panorama made her draitlgwn the

reins, bringing the mare to an abrupt halt. Milesl aniles of

undulating country was spread out before her, nofeforests and
rocky scrubland, ragged hills and mountainous pdd&se and there
the sun glinted on stretches of water, lakes caingtite folds of the
landscape like jewels in green velvet. Overheadeelhg and
gliding, swept a group of falcons whose habitat thgh valley must
be.

Declan looked back and saw the enchanted expressidrer face
and as though relenting his earlier anger, he baa& to her. "Well?'
he challenged. 'Was it worth the effort?'

Alexandra moved her shoulders helplessly. 'l nelreamed—we
seemed so remote!’

'‘Make no mistake,' remarked Declan dryly, ‘we deh't let the
beauty of the valley blind you to that fact. Thesrao civilisation here
as you know it. But the soil is good, and the crgqusv. These people
are lucky.'



'‘People?' Alexandra was confused. 'But where ar@dlople?’

‘You'll see them.' Declan pointed ahead. 'The theds the villages
very successfully. But they're there. These peapéal to live much
deeper into the jungle, nearer the river, but gaigduhey've made
their way up here. They're a mixture of Indians aatloclos half
Christian, half pagan.'

'‘CaboclosVhat are they?'

‘Half Indian, half Portuguese,' replied Declan lacally. 'Like my
father!'

If he had intended to shock her, she refused tehioeked. All the
same, some three-quarters of an hour later, whey descended
between trees to a village which lay on the barilsr@arrow stream,
she couldn't help but contrast his sophisticationth wthe
primitiveness of this settlement.

She was hot now, very hot. The sun was almost cetelgloverhead,
and her clothes were clinging to her. Their jourhag taken them
along a narrow ridge, exposed to the heat of theand only now as
they plunged among trees did she appreciate whynttians built
their homes in the shade.

Declan was welcomed enthusiastically. Children t@argrasp his

bridle, chattering excitedly until they saw Alexaadand then they
fell back to hide shyly behind their mothers. Alegea herself was
relieved to see that the men were decently covened,as she was
gradually growing used to seeing the women shedcaitilleast

control the colour that was apt to flood her cheeks

Declan stopped beside an elderly man, probablhdagiman of the
village, Alexandra decided, and dismounted. Thegetgd one
another warmly, shaking hands, and then Declancated that
Alexandra should dismount also. Their arrival hemlaed a certain



amount of curiosity and Alexandra was aware thatwas the focal
point.

She climbed down rather awkwardly, afraid that Rasmight shy
unexpectedly and overbalance her. But she accdmeplishe feat
without incident and was startled when Declan geddper wrist in a
firm hold and drew her forward.

‘This is Tempest's daughter,' he said to the oldl, sE@eaking English
very slowly. "You remember Tempest?'

The old man nodded, his eyes on the girl. He was#ying figure to
someone as unused to these people as Alexandrshaimad to force
herself not to flinch when he reached out a horarydhand touched
the softness of her hair.

‘Tempest's daughter,' he said, in guttural tohesmmember.'

He was very thin. The skin clung to his rib-cag®] ais limbs were
skeletal. But it was his face which horrified heyst A hideous mask
of tattooing covered his cheekbones, and his testare elongated
as if they had been torn by some animal. She eshliow why
Declan was keeping his hold on her wrist. Withoug kilent
insistence she might easily have drawn back.

Declan looked at her. 'Rubez,’ he said, by wayrofnéroduction.
'‘Once chief of the Ayala tribe."'

Alexandra bit her lip. Was she expected to say $omg?
'How—how do you do?' she managed unevenly. Y ou—kyaw my
father?'

The old man smiled, at least she assumed the quedwisting of his
lips was a smile. He nodded again* "Tempest,' lte Séhe medicine
man.’



‘Medicine man?' Alexandra looked blankly at Declan.

His eyes adjured her not to argue. 'That's rigktsaid. 'The medicine
man.'

The introductions were over and Rubez summonedivtireen. A
group of three approached shyly, and he directedl Alexandra
should go with them. Alexandra cast a protestirak lom Declan's
direction, but he made no move to help her, higesgon vaguely
impatient. She realised that this was expectecpthd yet she still
felt resentful. He must know that she was on edgereervous and
yet he offered no assistance. Instead, he walkeg auwh the elderly
tribesman towards a hut set apart from the others.

The women took charge of Alexandra. Giggling anctiEring
together, they coaxed her with them to a larger, lutort of
communal living room, she guessed. There were haiksnglung in
rows along the walls and domestic animals wandareahd out at
will. The women indicated that Alexandra should dgsstwvn on the
rush mats on the floor and presently an enormaus ¢ooking pot
was produced containing a stew very much like tlee@onsuelo had
been preparing the night before. She was passedrtirenware bowl
and some of the stew was ladled into it. Obviogsly was expected
to share their simple meal, and with some misgwisige raised the
bowl to her lips.

Apart from the fact that it was very spicy, andr®d her mouth, it
was not at all bad, and she managed to smile anchésns of
gesticulation express her enjoyment. The womenesimit return,
and moved closer, clearly fascinated by the longatisey of
corn-coloured hair and her fair skin. Alexandraektd herself not to
feel alarm at the press of humanity that surrourazdbut the heat of
their bodies was almost overwhelming in the comfiaat of the hut.



She was on the point of scrambling to her feet avaking an
ungainly exit when Declan and the chief reappeanethe open
doorway. She was desperately glad to see themhancklief must
have shown in her face. The women noticed and ribddd pointed
at Declan, almost as though they imagined therbetsomething
between them. And when Alexandra saw the wry ttasDeclan's
mouth she guessed she wasn't far wrong.

But at least she was allowed to stand up, and sissed the room to
his side on rather unsteady legs. She had the sende say how
relieved she was to see him, and he said sometbitige women
which obviously delighted them.

It was wonderful to emerge into the sunlight agalthough the heat
made Alexandra feel weak. Declan was bidding thest goodbye,
and wiping the sweat from her forehead she slichbeback on to her
head. Her shirt was clinging to her and she pultedmaterial away
from her skin, conscious of the way the cloth oetti her rounded
breasts. The horses were brought for them and Dgelathe pack
containing his medical equipment in his saddlebAtxandra

mounted the mare almost eagerly, unutterably retldée be on their
way again.

They rode south out of the village, the oppositg Wwam when they
came in. She hoped that didn't mean they woul@tuening this way
later in the day. They followed a track beside steeam where
flowers grew in clusters, pink and lilac and palbkte, the lazy
droning of the insects hanging heavily in the ladair.

'‘Where are we going?' she ventured at last whervittegge had
dropped far behind. 'lt's so hot!

Declan glanced back at her. 'Would you like to fest while?'

'‘Could we?'



'You were supposed to have rested in the village.'

'‘What? | was scrutinised like an insect under aaosicope!’

He raised dark eyebrows. '‘Only by the women,' meeded.
'‘Only!

‘You'd have liked it less if Rubez had offered youhis tribesmen.’

Alexandra was silent for a while. 'Was that likelgf2e asked at last,
in a small voice.

Declan half smiled. 'No. No, it was not. Howeveérsicustomary for
an Indian to offer his wife to a passing traveller.

Alexandra gasped, 'You mean—you—you--'

Declan's expression hardened. '‘No, | do not mearattall. My God,
what a sordid little mind you've got!'

Alexandra coloured hotly. 'l only meant--'
'l know what you meant!'

Declan swung round and ignored her protests. Hereppahe black

Into a canter and she was soon left far behindaSwas pouring out
of her as she dug her heels into Rosina's sidas @ffort to speed the
mare up, but Rosina seemed unwilling to hurry. Béhner dark

glasses, Alexandra's eyes felt hot and gritty, andull ache was
beginning near her temples.

Then, without warning, a snake uncurled from belandck in front

of them, darting across their path with a curiobattering sound.
Alexandra was petrified. She guessed it was aesattlke and its bite
was deadly to both horse and man. Rosina realiged,iand with a



startled whinny, she reared on her hind legs, a@moseating her
rider. But Alexandra clung on desperately, a screaoaping from
her lips as the snake coiled ready to spring.

Rosina was out of control now. She sensed Alex&deaic and that
added to her own was enough to send her wild wehzy. She
turned and ploughed across the stream, stumblinghenstones,
soaking Alexandra in the process. Not that shedceBbe was too
busy hanging on for dear life. She thought shedcddar Declan
shouting her name, but she couldn't be sure, asidd® beyond the
stream there were rocky outcrops with pnly goathg&d follow, and

Rosina was thundering towards them, apparentlyrurgcaf her own

limitations.



CHAPTER SEVEN

FORTUNATELY perhaps for Alexandra, she was thrown before Rosi
reached the rocks, and she fell heavily on to tineby turf, winded
but not unconscious. She lay there for several tagwith her eyes
closed, scarcely able to believe that her headlagig was over, and
then blinked in surprise when Declan came gallopipgo her and
leapt from his horse beside her. He dropped dowtodms knees,
supporting her head with his arm, and asked huskdlgar heaven,
are you all right?'

Alexandra swallowed with difficulty, deeply dist@th by the

concern in his blue eyes. 'Y-yes,' she stammdhedine.' She raised
a hand to shade her eyes. Her glasses must havédsee the fall.

'It was the rattlesnake. Rosina...'

'Rosina will be okay. I'll go after her in a fewrmtes. She panicked.
| saw it all." Declan's voice roughened. 'Are yautesyou're not hurt,
Alexandra?'

Alexandra tried to struggle into a sitting positidout her head was
throbbing quite badly now and she winced.

'‘What is it?' he demanded, his intent eyes rakiigstender form.
‘You are hurt 1

'‘No." She managed to sit up without his suppore. Bibbed the back
of her hand across her forehead, hiding an awfulseseof
emotionalism. 'l—I've got a headache, that's all.’

Declan sat back on his heels, surveying her syiéatla minute, and
then he got to his feet. He went to his horse aak & bottle of tablets
out of the saddlebag.

'Here,' he said, holding out two. 'Can you takerthevithout water,
or would you like a drink?'



‘A drink?' Alexandra licked her lips. 'Do you haa@mething?’
'Only beer, I'm afraid. Will that do?'
She nodded eagerly. 'Oh, yes. I'm—parched.’

The warm beer had never tasted so good and wheldrsimk Declan
whistled back the frightened mare. She came slosvigpuraged by
the sound of his voice, and Declan fastened has rtei those of the
black. Then he collected Alexandra's thrown hat ahasses,
grimacing when he found the lenses smashed.

'l think we'll rest for a while before going ong baid, coming back to
her. 'But not here. It's shadier on the other efdbe stream.'

Alexandra shuddered. 'The rattlesnake--'

'—will be long gone. Besides, I'm not suggesting steey near the
rocks. A few yards further on there's a small pttolvill be cooler
there.' He stood looking down at her. 'Can you rmdlie mare or
would you rather walk?'

Alexandra sighed, looking warily at Rosina. 'l thitd. rather walk.'

'‘Okay.' Declan gathered the black's reins. "Yaosure you can make
it?’

'Oh, of course.' Alexandra refused to let him s@e shaken she was.
She got to her feet, brushing herself down, arehadid so she felt a
sharp pain in her shoulder. She caught her bréaathing away so
that he should not notice, and Declan nodded tosviduel stream.

'‘Come on. It's shallow enough, fortunately. We ceoss just over
here. Your legs are pretty wet already.’



Alexandra couldn't prevent a shudder as they clihibe bank on the
other side of the stream, but there was no signafdhe rattler. The
sun was beating down unmercifully as they delveepde into the
trees and finally came upon the pool Declan had timesd.
Fern-fringed and placid, it looked very invitingude lotus lilies
floating on its surface.

Declan dragged the roll from the back of his sadalie spread it out
in the shade. It was a quilted sleeping bag andenaadomfortable
covering for them to sit on. Alexandra dropped dawirto it gladly,
relieved to be off legs which had grown steadilyrenoncertain.

Declan did not immediately sit down but wanderedhe water's
edge, looking down into the depths. His back wased and
Alexandra gingerly slid her fingers inside the aolbf her shirt and
felt tentatively over her shoulder. She winced s ®uched the
abrasion which was causing her such pain each denenaterial of
her shirt rubbed against it and saw to her disrhaythere was blood
on her fingers when she drew them away.

Declan was coming back and she rubbed her handglygagainst
the turf, erasing the traces of blood. Her face aasted and she
hoped he would not notice her confusion. But tisetlaing she could
cope with right now was for him to touch her. Slend quite know
why she felt so strongly about it, but she knewt th@ shock of
seeing the rattlesnake combined with that jarradgffom her horse
had left her feeling hopelessly vulnerable. Shen'tidvant his
kindness, hisympathy The trouble was, she didn't know what sh
did want.

Declan lowered his weight beside her, looking at twt of the
corners of his eyes. 'l suppose | should apolddisesaid quietly.

Alexandra's head jerked up. 'Why?'



'‘Well, if I hadn't ridden off like that, the whoiecident might never
have happened.’

She shook her head, looking away from him. 'Acdisidmappen.
They're nobody's fault. If—if I'd been able to cohRosina...'

'‘No one can control a horse maddened by fear. dthvest to let her
have her head. A more experienced rider might laawéded being
thrown, that's all.'

Alexandra bent her head. 'And I'm not very expeeeh

'l had gathered that.' Declan frowned. 'In fact,shy you were not
experienced at all.’

Alexandra shrugged, and then wished she hadn'teashoulder
protested painfully. 'l—Il—horses used to frightea.m

Declan's mouth turned down at the corners. 'Usedh® chided. 'l
think they still do." He shook his head. 'Why dididu tell me you
were nervous?'

Alexandra flicked a blade of grass from the leghef jeans. 'l
manage,' she replied defensively.

'‘Umm." Declan stretched his length lazily, shadirgyeyes with his
arm. 'Well, perhaps this little incident has taugitu that in
circumstances like these, one needs to be able &dittle more than
just manage!

Alexandra moved so that he should not see the bidoch she was
sure must have stained the shoulder of her shine Stared
broodingly towards the pool. The prospect of therpey home
appalled her, and she wondered with a sense o dreather he had
any other calls to make.



Declan had closed his eyes, but now they openectdard her
impatiently. 'Why are you looking so worried?' heclaimed. 'l
promise, | won't ride off and leave you again —natter what
comments you make!'

Alexandra held up her head. 'l—I wasn't thinkingatixhat.'
‘Then what were you thinking?'

She hesitated. "Thoughts.'

He sighed. 'What thoughts?'

Alexandra bit her lip. 'Oh, well, if you must know, was
wondering—I was wondering--' She sought about desply for
something to say. —I wondered where the Indians-+edutheir
dead.'

'Oh, really?' Declan sounded sceptical. He satdugwing up one
knee to rest his arm upon it. ‘Well, they don't.'

Alexandra stared at him in surprise. 'What do y@an?"
‘Just what | say. They don't bury their dead.'

Alexandra, to whom this had been just a flash giration, was now
totally involved. 'What do they do, then?’

Declan shrugged. 'There are various rituals, bungdeuried is, to an

Indian, a barbarous act. Dead bodies are usughysed in trees until

the bones are picked clean, or burned. The dry dane crushed
afterwards to powder and mixed with something fik@shed banana
and eaten.'

Alexandra felt sick. 'Eaten?’



‘Yes, eaten. To an Indian the threat of his borm¢$eing consumed
condemns him to an afterlife of restless wanderngort of unclean
spirit, we might say."'

'‘But—but that's cannibalism!" Alexandra made anatept gesture.
‘How can they?'

Declan unfastened the buttons of his shirt andedlibe rough hair
on his chest. 'l guess they'd find some of thegdhiwe do pretty
peculiar.'

Alexandra dragged her eyes away from him. His slas brown and
smooth, slightly moist now from the heat of his otihe hair on the
back of his neck was damp, too, and clung to hadpsahick and
straight. He made her wholly aware of herself, @f bhody and its
awakening needs, a thing no one else had ever Havas a new and
disturbing experience.

‘Aren't you going to rest?' he asked, and she wasd to look round
at him.

'‘Oh, I—I am resting,' she stammered.

His eyes darkened suddenly, and his jaw was t&top' it,
Alexandra,' he ground out harshly.

‘Stop what? | don't know what you mean.’

‘Yes, you do.' His eyes dropped meaningfully toapened vee of her
shirt. 'l don't think your father would approve.'

‘You're imagining things!" Alexandra's cheeks bdri€an't | even
look at you?'

Declan sighed. 'Not like that. No.'



Alexandra hunched her shoulders. 'I'm sorry.'

Declan uttered a harsh imprecation. 'What is it want, Alexandra?
Experimentation—or experience?'

She looked down at her knees. 'I've had experieangtasmen!' she
declared defensively.

'‘Have you? Like you've had experience with horksgppose.'
‘That's not fair!' Her eyes were stormy. 'I'm nahéd, you know.'
‘Aren't you? And do you want me to prove that?'

She trembled. 'How?'

His mouth twisted. 'lt seems to me that there iy one way.' His
hand curved over the nape of her neck under her'Gaime here.'

Alexandra's throat felt choked. The feel of . higyérs against her
neck was a tantalising pleasure, and she movedsinaulders to

increase the awareness, not really feeling thegtaimat moment. He
moved closer to her, and she felt the warmth obresith against her
ear as his other hand cupped her throat and shah @wer the shirt,

his knuckles lingering against her breasts so #f& had the
irresistible urge to press herself against him. kéiads gripped-her
waist, turning her towards him, and her eyes fliedeupward to his,
her lips parting invitingly.

'‘God, no!'

His abrupt rejection of her was absolute. He sprandpis feet,
-pushing her away from him so roughly that sheldaltk against the
sleeping bag. Her groan of agony was unmistakastesting his
attention when he was about to stride away from ks eyes



narrowed, and he turned uncomprehendingly, thrg$tis hands into
his trousers pockets.

'Did | hurt you?' he demanded in harsh disbelief.

Alexandra couldn't answer him. The stinging paihenshoulder was
causing the tears to well up in her eyes, rollingeeded down her
pale cheeks. She lay there mutely, moving her BEady from side
to side, but he did not believe her. He came dosaide her, his eyes
dark with anger.

'‘What in hell is the matter?' he swore. 'What did?' He caught her
by the shoulders, enraged enough to shake theduitbf her, and
she whimpered in anguish.

A dawning understanding drew his dark brows togethkie could
feel the sticky dampness beneath his fingers. Wigheeth clamped
fiercely together he gently rolled her over and #aewarkening stain
just above her left shoulder- blade.

'‘Why didn't you tell me?' he exhorted savagely. 'Glyd, haven't |
asked you to tell me if you so much as scratchsafjrand you were
going to hidethis!

'I—I wasn't. I'd have told you—-'

He turned her on to her side. 'When?' He beganttorbng her shirt,
pushing aside her protesting fingers.

'‘When—when we got back.'

He drew her shirt off her shoulder, taking caretagdull the torn skin
more than was necessary. 'Why not now?'



Alexandra made a helpless movement of her handywedmingly
conscious of his nearness. 'l—I didn't want youawwch me,' she
admitted, too disturbed to dissemble.

He tipped his head to look at her. 'Why not?’
‘Don't you know that, too?' she asked bitterly.

His eyes darkened and without another word he @biig feet and
walked across to where his horse was standing betleatrees. He
took his pack from the saddlebag and brought ikliaovhere she
was lying, opening it and taking out some salve arhd of lint.
Then he knelt beside her again, cleaning the sexéfespirit before
applying the salve. Alexandra flinched only oncdiew the spirit
stung her flesh, but then lay obediently while ppli&d the salve and
fastened the pad of lint in position with stripgpédster. Then he drew
her shirt back into position and fastened the Imstto

Alexandra let him do as he willed. She felt totaligapable of any
sensible speech, and there was an awful sensadgauacy sinking
her stomach. What must he be thinking of her? stmught
dispiritedly. And what of this would he tell hetti@r when Professor
Tempest and his assistant returned to Paradial@cfab sat on the
sleeping bag beside her, putting the tube of séiheespirit and the
roll of plaster back into his pack. Then he tossexlleather satchel
aside and looked down at her.

'‘Does that feel better?' he asked.

Alexandra nodded, pushing herself up. 'Yes, thank'yshe pressed
her lips together for a moment. 'l—I| suppose | dughapologise
now.'

His mouth twisted. 'That's not necessary.'

'Isn't it?' She looked sideways at him. '"Will yall my father?"



He sighed, running a hand over the hair at the b&bks neck. '‘No.'
She couldn't leave it. 'l thought you would.'

'‘Why?' He sounded as though she was beginningimydmm again.
'I—I just thought—as you find me so—so infuriating.

'Did | say that?'

‘You didn't have to say anything.' She looked dawmer hands. "You
can even—you can even take—take my clothes off owithit
meaning anything to you!'

'Stop talking such bloody drivel!" he snapped dpgiwWhat would
you have had me do? You'd have been scared oatioiwts if I'd so
much as touched you!

'l wouldn't!" She was indignant.

'‘Look, Alexandra, | don't know if this is some softgame you play
at that school of yours, but I'm warning you I'm sahoolboy, and
much more of this and you'll land yourself in deéequble.' He was
glaring furiously at her as he spoke but sometimniger expression
tempered his anger. 'Oh, Alexandra, you're a bieagfirl. Okay, |

know it. In a couple of years your father will haseery male in the
district beating a path to your door to contenchwliut right now--'

'Right now?"'

He stared into her eyes. 'Right now—right now--'gd&e a grimace
of self-disgust. 'Oh, God, Alexandra, I'm only huma

He captured one of her hands and raised it to bigtm pressing his
lips to the palm with urgent insistence. She alldvier fingers to
move against his cheek, and he drew them down bistohest. His



hand cupped her throat, his thumb tipping backiead. He lowered
his mouth to her cheek and she felt a ripple atgodtion slide up her
spine. Then his mouth moved across her soft skii iircovered
hers, and all previous sexual encounters were tagugocompared to
the tumult he aroused in her. His mouth hardeneteaselt her
response, his lips forcing hers apart as he barddek against the
sleeping bag, the weight of his body both a pleaand a pain.

He kissed her many times, long, urgent kisses \estkened her
resistance, destroyed any defence she might trigige against him.
Declan was no inexperienced teenager, he was a maman
moreover committed to showing her exactly how damggloveplay
could be. His mouth was hardand passionate, hessas sent her
senses spinning, and the evidence of his destheihard strength of
his thighs was a potent stimulant.

Lethargy was creeping over her. They were so bedytisolated

here, they might have been in a world of their oWme only sounds
were those of the birds and the insects, and cutalyy the distant
grunt of a forest animal. These forests had beea toe a hundred
million years, unmarked by the glaciers which hastbyed the
northern hemisphere, and no doubt they would be loeg after the
world as she knew it had passed away. It was lik@@ out of mind,
without past or future...

Her body yielded beneath his, inviting his possegsbut when his
fingers touched the button at the waistband of theusers she
couldn't go through with it. With a little cry, shpushed his hand
away, and he rolled on to his back to cover histiead with his arms.

His eyes were closed and Alexandra clenched hsrifrgpotently. It
was no good. He was right, she was inexperiencetiwdoile some
yearning part of her system longed for his poseasghat foolish,
childish inhibition thrust itself between them.



She wanted desperately to tell him how she felexplain that she
was not the prude he must be thinking her, but wdtenput out a
tentative hand and touched his firm midriff he jkekfed into a
sitting position, pushing her hand away. He hundhiedshoulders,
his legs drawn up, in a position of complete extiansThen, after a
minute, he straightened and said: 'Get up. Weerdng.*

Alexandra opened her mouth to speak and then cibagdin. What
was the use? But she had to try. 'I'm—I'm sorhg"#entured.

He looked at her with cold mockery as he got toiées. Tm not:
She raised dull eyes to his. 'Why not?'

'l never intended to seduce you, little girl!" l¢orted, and his smile
was not pleasant. 'If | had, you wouldn't have bedae to stop me!'

'‘But—Dbut--' She scrambled to her feet. 'You—youewewell, you
tried to--'

He turned away. 'l just wanted to see how far therteer of
experience would take you,' he replied scornfully.

'I—I see." Alexandra felt totally humiliated. ‘I—think you're
despicable!

He gave her a resigned stare. 'Put on your hagendn your horse,
and next time you want to play games, find someafngour own
weight!'

The journey back to Paradiablo was conducted alowspletely in
silence. Alexandra was too absorbed with her ownghts to speak
and Declan seemed wholly remote. They rode baakugir the
shallower slopes of the valley, seldom leavingghade of the trees
until the sun began to slide down the sky. Thely tmeunted the



track out of the valley, crossed the ridge and belgja descent down
to the ravine where the paths forked.

It was almost dark when they reached the housdingrit to reach
the rear entrance. The dogs were barking excitethig to hear their
approach long before anyone else, but the stablbeyhere to open
the gates.

Declan dismounted with lithe, easy grace, makifigsa of the dogs,
his good humour apparently restored. Alexandrahletitndown more
slowly. The long day had taken its toll of her aie felt as though
she ached in every bone. She thought longinglylmdth and bed in
that order, and she was quite prepared to suffefabs sarcasm to
achieve them. She walked ahead of him along thedidhe house,
unconsciously inhaling the fragrance of the nidilboming stocks,
and came to an abrupt halt at the sight of Clarengo lounging in a
chair on the verandah. Oh, no, she thought weard/tonight!

But there was no mistaking the other girl's flamihgir, and
conscious of Declan not far behind her, Alexandentwon with
infinite reluctance. Then she saw that Clare wasatmne. A thin,
fair-haired man was sitting beside her, a paleedaman with a
gentle, almost ascetic manner. Alexandra did ne¢ ha be told that
this was the Reverend David Forman.

Clare saw her first and a strange, questioning twoksed her face as
her eyes took in Alexandra's somewhat dishevelfgsbarance, the
tangled disorder of her hair.

‘Well, well," she remarked mockingly, 'you've haotg a day, haven't
you?'

Hearing his wife's voice, David Forman got to hestfand came to
the verandah rail. His smile was reassuringly wagniYou must be



Alexandra,' he said, holding out his hand to helpup the steps. 'I'm
David Forman, Clare's husband.’

Alexandra allowed him to assist her and came updeethem as
Declan appeared round the side of the house. Haeskaot at all
perturbed to find that he had two unexpected \isjtand it was Clare
this time who got out of her seat to welcome him.

'‘We've invited ourselves for supper, darling,’ stiermed him, with
unconcealed intimacy. 'l knew you wouldn't mind.'

'Really, Clare, that's not true." Apparently Da¥idrman was less
willing to accept reluctant hospitality, but Declahook his head
amiably.

‘That's all right, Dave, honestly,' he smiled, shgkhe other man's
hand. 'How are you? It must be over a week sineesken you.'

David smiled in return 'Oh, I'm fine, Declan. Andw?' He glanced
round at Alexandra. 'l've been introducing myselyour guest.'

Declan's eyes flickered over Alexandra enigmatycall

'‘Have you?' His eyes moved on to David. 'We'vegpsiht the day in
the Dariba valley.'

Clare pouted. 'But why didn't you tell me, Decldd?have loved to
have joined you!'

Declan shrugged. 'Now, Clare, you're not that keervisiting old
Rubez' village. Besides, | thought you said you Rade were going
over to Maracuja.'

‘We did," put in David, offering Alexandra his chavhich she
politely refused. 'I'm afraid I've got some bad eefer you from
there.'



'Really, David, can't you wait until after we'vetea?' Clare
exclaimed impatiently.

Declan ignored her. 'Go on,' he commanded quietly.

'‘Well--" David looked apologetically towards Alexdra. 'It's yellow
fever, Declan. | don't know how badly the villagenfected, but...' he
shrugged, 'it's there.'

Declan threw down his pack of equipment and fettuad in his
pockets for his cheroots. Putting one between éétht he said:
‘You're sure?'

David sighed. 'It was old Juan Meres, Declan. Hetrha all of sixty
years old. The family were quite prepared for hondie." He shook
his head. 'He'd been ill, you see. The usual aghdgains. Nothing
to indicate..." He hunched his shoulders and publssdgands into the
pockets of his khaki shorts. 'l was talking witimhiHe had a fever,
but he was quite lucid. Then he vomited." He liftad shoulders
expressively. 'There was blood--'

'Oh, honestly, David!" Clare's expression mirroned disgust. 'Must
you go into all the gory details? Declan knows slimptoms better
than you do!

Alexandra stood listening in silence. Her own fegd were

disturbingly upsetting. The description David haseg had not

disgusted her, but the thought of Declan goinghi Yillage, of

putting himself within reach of the deadly virug] dot bear thinking
about. She ran a trembling hand round the backofiéck, under the
weight of her hair. If only she knew more about dneease. All she
really knew was that Bob Haze had insisted on berdgovaccinated
against it before leaving England.

Declan had lit his cheroot and was staring thowdlgtlown at the
floor at his feet. Darkness was enveloping thens Bk cloak and



Alexandra shivered. Suddenly the jungle was a dadk menacing
place.

Declan looked up. Til have to go,' he said withisiea. 'How is
Juan?’

David shook his head, and Declan nodded. 'l seedlahced round
at all of them, his eyes flickering over Alexandvdahout emotion.
'I'm afraid you'll have to have that supper partthout me. But I'm
sure Consuelo ...’

"'l come with you, Declan,' offered David, stepgiforward, but
Declan shook his head.

'l think not, Dave. Thanks anyway. I'll call at thession at Vareja.
The sisters have all been vaccinated, and as sotreaknow..He
sighed. 'Now, you'll excuse me, I'd like a showed a change of
clothes before leaving.'

Alexandra followed him into the living room, but kign't stop to
speak to her, and besides, Clare and David wese @lehind her.

'‘Well!" Clare was bitter. "You really enjoyed thdigin't you, David?"

'‘Don't be silly, Clare." David looked at Alexandndth appealing
candour. 'l expect you'd like to bathe, too. Peshiapiould be better
if Qare and | left--'

'‘NQ, please—stay!" Alexandra would never have belieted she
would actually ask for Clare's company. 'l meam $ure Declan
would want you to.'

Clare's narrowed eyes registered Alexandra's uggeolan's given
name. Her voice was mocking as she said: 'I'mIsaingould.’



David was not at all devious. 'All right, thank yalexandra. | may
call you that, may I not?'

'Of course.' Alexandra forced a smile. 'Now, if Yloexcuse me for a
few minutes, I'll go and—freshen up. Please, makerselves
comfortable. Have—have a drink."'

Leaving them to it, she went through the door itite dimly lit
passage beyond. She hesitated outside Declan'sStewould have
liked to have spoken to him before he left, to laisk to take care, to
look after himself, but her fingers would not tuhe handle.

She was still standing there when the door openet eclan
appeared, miraculously bathed and changed, hisiedrsleanliness
a distinct contrast to hers. He paused in the dagri@oking down at
her with narrowed eyes. 'Well?'

Alexandra linked and unlinked her fingers. 'l—Itjuganted to say
goodbye.'

‘Goodbye.’

'‘Oh, Declan--' She bent her head. 'You—you willetaare, won't
you?'

'I'm a doctor, Alexandra. | always take care.' kisce was cool,
impersonal.

She lifted her head. 'There—there's nothing | canisl there? |
mean—well, | have studied first aid--'

‘No, thank you.'

'I'd like to help you, Declan.'



His mouth twisted. 'Would you? Then | suggest yamehan early
supper and go to bed. | shan't be back tonight.’

'You won't?' Her eyes were wide and questionindiédwill you be
back?'

'l hope, tomorrow. If not, have Consuelo dress yahaulder.'

'l can manage.' She was hurt by his indifferena @mecessarily
abrupt.

'l said have Consuelo do it." He caught her chimne hand, and
turned her face up to his. 'Stop feeling sorryfmurself. | don't want
to hurt you, Alexandra, but if we go on like thisyill.'

She dragged herself away from him. 'l don't knovatyou mean.'

'Yes, you do.' He closed his door, and leaned bgeknst it, his hand
resting on the handle. 'All right, | found the cdmhs you were
prepared to suffer in order to see your father llimgly admirable.

But since you came here, you've consistently imgdgatience.’

'l think you like humiliating me,' she mumbled chghly.

'l don't. I'm trying to keep a balance between usalise it's difficult
for you to adjust to the conditions, but | will natondone
promiscuity!’

‘You flatter yourself!'

‘Do 1? As I'm the only unattached male around ol natural that
you should try your claws on me.'

Alexandra hunched her shoulders. 'And | supposé&e/going to tell
me that what happened this afternoon was all migtfau



'‘Well, wasn't it?' He was ironic. 'Oh, | admit taMng the usual quota
of sexual urges, and | also admit that you arotisexh, but--' he held
her startled eyes with his:

'—but they were never out of contrény attractive female can do
that to a man, or didn't you know?'

Alexandra turned away. 'l hate you, Declan O'Rouigtee muttered.

'‘Good.' He straightened. 'Let's keep it that whgllsve?'



CHAPTER EIGHT
IT was almost a week before Alexandra saw Declamagai

Two days after his departure, he sent word thatvag staying in
Maracuja until he had discovered the extent ofgidemic, and that
Alexandra should ask the Formans to come and sthyh&r at the
house until he got back. An Indian boy brought thessage, and
when Alexandra showed it to Consuelo, she lostime tn voicing
her disapproval.

‘The senhoritais safe here with Consuelo,' she protested. "Mirat
you need the Formans?'

Alexandra forced a smile. The very last persom&sgled to see right
now was Clare Forman. It was all very well tellingrself that she
hated Declan, hated his arrogance and superiorgy loer, that she
didn't care whether or not he came back safely.d@efp inside her
she was almost sick with anxiety and the last tlsng needed was
Clare's mocking insinuations.

'l think we'll just disregard that piece of the s&ge, Consuelo,' she
said at last.

Consuelo nodded, well pleaseé&im, senhoritaYou and |—we
managesimVShe patted the girl's hand. 'And now you let Cettsu
dress your shoulder again.'

It was a long, uncomfortable week, and not even rtees that
Alexandra's father was making satisfactory progsesged to lighten
her mood. She spent the time pacing about the gandelaying with
the dogs, or helping Consuelo in the kitchen, un#dkit at anything
which gaveher mind time to think.

Clare did come up a couple of times, uninvitedewsibly to keep her
company, although Alexandra had the feeling thatas Clare who



needed someone to talk to. Her husband seemedallsarhis work
and was often away, and she was bound to feehlo8BE spent most
of the time describing the life she used to hav®an Paulo when her
father was employed at the Consulate there, anddftam she had
seen Declan in those days. Alexandra despiseditinskstening to
her, but she couldn't help it. She was morbidlgrested in anything
to do with him.

Five days after Declan's departure, she had arpected visitor. She
was sitting on the verandah one morning writingregtdelayed letter
to Aunt Liz when the dogs set up their usual baylahthe approach
of an intruder. Consuelo came bustling out to alttémn them,
disappearing along the path which led to the gatdoothe vine
bridge. Alexandra frowned curiously, diverted frdrar task, and
soon Consuelo returned, smiling good-humourediypif®eher came
a stockily built man of medium height, young anttaative, and
clearly European.

'‘Ay, ay, senhorita,'called Consuelo cheerfully. 'Is someone to visit.

Alexandra got to her feet, hastily brushing dowa lem of her short
skirt. The stranger was regarding her with evidetdrest and there
was something vaguely familiar about the smile thatved his full
lips. He mounted the verandah steps behind Consaetbshe said:
'Is—how you say?-primo deSenhor Declarsenhorita.’

'His-cousin," put in the man in faultless Engligind Alexandra
realised why she had thought there was somethimglida about
him. In appearance he was not a lot like Declahthmiresemblance
was there if one looked close enough. 'Enrico Rob&o seu dispor,
senhorita:’How do you do?' Alexandra gave him a shy smilet IBn
afraid—Declan is not here.'



'‘Consuelo tells me sosenhorita And you are the daughter of
Professor Tempest who was staying with my cousimeseeeks ago,
sinf?'

‘That's right. I'm Alexandra Tempest.' She linked fingers together
and looked hopefully towards Consuelo. 'Er —we tdombw when
Declan will be back, do we, Consuelo?'

'‘Nao, senhoritals most unfortunate.’
'‘My cousin takes his work very seriously," murmukadico dryly.

'His work is serious,' declared Alexandra, unaldeptevent the
defensive retort, and Enrico raised knowing eyelstow

'Of course.' He glanced at Consuelo. ‘Come,' et S&ie you not
going to offer me some of your most excellent offeeu velha?

Consuelo responded to his flattery with a chucklécourse senhor
You will stay to lunch?'

Enrico looked towards Alexandra. 'If Senhorita Testpwill permit
me,' he agreed.

Alexandra shrugged. 'Oh, of course.' She glancedd.ocWon't you
sit down?'

'‘Obrigado, senhorita.’

Enrico took the cane chair beside hers and Condaétldhem to
prepare the coffee. After she had gone Alexanddetbher writing
pad and put the top on her pen. Enrico was watchieg
guestioningly and she realised it was up to hem@ke some
conversation. But she didn't know what to say!



At last, he said: 'l have interrupted y@@nhorita.You were writing
to your father, perhaps?"

'‘No. No, to my aunt, actually. As a matter of fagt father doesn't
know I'm here.'

'‘No?' Enrico looked surprised. 'But did you noomf him of your
imminent arrival?'

Tm afraid not." Alexandra fidgeted with her per—Ilwanted to
surprise him, you see, and then when | got heres@odered he was
in hospital in Bogota.'

'l see. How unfortunate!" His eyes narrowed. 'Ang gousin
permitted you to stay with him until your fathereturn?'

That's right.’
'It was—most fortunate that Declan was here, wasti?'

‘Most fortunate." Alexandra forced a smile. 'He—Has been very
kind." She put down her pen. 'And y@agnhorANVhat brings you to
Paradiablo? You do not live here?'

'Oh, no.' Enrico shook his head. 'My home is in Baolo,senhorita.
But | have business matters to discuss with my ioou¥ou
understand it is not always easy to get in touich fim.’

Alexandra nodded. 'He is remote.’

'In more ways than onegenhoritg’ remarked Enrico dryly. 'Ah, here
Is Consuelo with our coffee. Hmm, it smetislicioso!

When Consuelo had departed again and the coffee poased,
Enrico asked her about her life in England. '"Yoweha career,
senhorit®' he suggested, adding sugar to his cup.



Alexandra shook her head. 'I'm still at scheehhor.'

‘At school?' Enrico was evidently surprised. 'Batiydo not behave
like a schoolgirlsenhorita.'

‘Thank you," Alexandra smiled. 'I'll take that ascampliment.
Actually, | shall be leaving school in four montiy father expects
me to go on to university, but | don't want to.’

‘University? Ah, yes. My father wished this for na¢so. But
fortunately there was a family business for mertee and this is
what | did. | have not regretted it. Are you noterrested in bugs,
senhorita?'

'‘Bugs?' Alexandra was confused.
'‘But yes. Is not your father interested in suchdb®"'

'Oh, | see. Well, yes, | suppose he is. But no, hongood at
biology—any of the sciences.’

Enrico nodded. 'l do not blame you. Such work isbexzoming to a
woman. Myself, | could not show enthusiasm for dggein any
form.'

'l don't think anyone is enthusiastic about diseseehor.'

'‘No, of course not.' Enrico spread his hands.plress myself poorly.
What | mean to say is—I could not do a job suckiaas father does.
Or Declan either, for that matter.'

'‘But surely you must agree that someone has thigavbrk?'

'Y-e-s." Enrico looked down at his immaculately mared
fingernails. 'But | could not go to these Indiatiages as Declan



does. | could not treat their diseases, ministethem!" There was
distaste in the way he said it. 'Could ysanhorita?'

Alexandra hesitated, remembering almost shamefuly own
distaste several days ago when the women at thanivdlage had
tried to be friendly with her. 'I—I don't know.'

'It is easier for some than for others,' he renédanmplacently. 'And
naturally Declan finds it easier than most.'

Alexandra caught his eyes on her, and she didogether care for
their speculative gleam. She realised that he eggdter to ask why.
But she knew, or at least she thought she did. Hg neferring to
Declan's Indian ancestry.

Changing the subject entirely, she said: 'Did yame up to
Paradiablo by air?'

Enrico did not immediately reply, but at last hedsares, indeed.
How else?'Alexandra nodded, raising her coffeetouyer lips. 'lt's a
very narrow air-strip, isn't it?'

'l suppose so.' Enrico didn't seem too happy abestturn of the
conversation. 'An experienced pilot can negotiatewithout
difficulty.’

‘Do you fly,senhor?’

'‘Not personally, no.' He drew a deep breath. Melsenhorita has
Declan taken you to see the old prospecting stt® ye

Alexandra's nails curled into her palms. 'No. Nehlasn't. He hasn't
actually had the time.'

'Of course not.' Enrico was suave. 'His work, I\kné&nd now this
outbreak of yellow fever.'



"You know about that?'

'l was informed at the airport that my cousin hadtsor further
supplies of vaccinesenhorita.’'

'Oh, | see.' Alexandra put down her cup. 'Would ke some more
coffee?’

'‘Obrigado, senhoritble pushed his cup towards her. 'And are you n
finding it rather lonely here in this isolated oos?'

'I—not lonely, no." Alexandra suspected he wouktd her to express
dissatisfaction with the situation, although whe skispected this she
could not have said. 'There's Consuelo—oh, and Fesman. Do
you know hersen- hor?'

‘Clare? But of course.' Enrico smiled his thanksHtie second cup of
coffee. 'l had forgotten her. | expect she is glad your
companionship, too.'

Alexandra smiled. She could not honestly have said she and
Clare shared a companionship either.

'l expect she has told you that she used to livésam Paulo,
senhorit&' Enrico nodded at Alexandra's reluctant affiroratiShe
and my cousin were—qgreat friends.'

‘Were they?' Alexandra drained her cup and pouegself another.
‘Are you marriedsenhor?’

'‘Me?' Enrico seemed surprised. 'Not y&nhorita:He sighed. 'My
mother despairs of me. But | enjoy my freedom. Asmiydo,
senhorita:

Alexandra looked down into her empty cup. She wdshikeat
Consuelo would come back and then she could exwrself and go



to her room. She didn't care for this questiona@msiver session. She
decided she didn't altogether care for Enrico Robégther.

Much to her relief, Consuelo did put in an appeegaam few minutes
later. She had come to take away the tray and vémnleco was
practising his charm on her, complimenting her loa ¢toffee and
asking her what delights she had in store for luAdexandra slipped
away to her room. It was a relief to flop down ar bed and relax
completely. She supposed she ought to feel grateéilfor a few
minutes at least Enrico's presence had banishedrxezties about
Declan, but his attitude was too much like Clafelsher to feel
comfortable with him.

At lunch she was relieved to find that he seemeldatee exhausted
his questions and instead they talked about gettengjs like art and
literature in which Alexandra was quite well vers8tie had always
enjoyed reading and it was interesting to discdbeat there were
Brazilian authors following the styles of Hemingwayd Scott
Fitzgerald.

Towards the end of the meal, she said: 'Will yotlyoeg back to Sao
Paulo tonightsenhor?'

Enrico reached for a luscious peach and begandbifpél do not
know, senhorita Actually, | have been discussing this with Consue
In your absence, and she has suggested that | staghtintil Declan's
return.’

Alexandra felt a rising surge of indignation. Howareld Consuelo
suggest such a thing without first discussing thvier?

'l see.'

Enrico was perceptive. '| have offended ysenhorita?'



Alexandra sighed. 'No, not offendexknhor But surely you realise
that while your cousin is away, neither Consuelo Intan offer his
hospitality to anyone without his permission.'

'l am his cousinsenhorita,'Enrico pointed out.

'l know that, but..." She moved her shoulders lesily. 'We don't
even know when Declan will return,'

'l am sure it will not be longsenhorital will send a message to him.'

Alexandra felt as though he had driven her intormer. 'Very well,
senhor.'

'‘Oh, come!" Enrico was contrite. ‘Naturally, | wiibt stay if you do
not wish me to do so.'

'‘Enrico/' Clare's surprised exclamation interrupted tbemnversation,
and Alexandra looked up in dismay as the othervgatked into the
room. 'Enrico, you dog, why didn't you let us knpew were here?’

Enrico rose to his feet, smiling disarmingly. '@aiHow good it is to
see you again.' They embraced, kissing one anotheither cheek in
the continental fashion. 'And | have not yet haaktito do anything,
my dear. | arrived only this morning.’

Clare flicked Alexandra an impatient look. 'Helldlex,’ she
observed coolly. 'l hope you've been looking aftair guest.'

Alexandra hid her annoyance. 'Won't you join uss Morman?' she
requested, pushing a chair forward. ‘We were jasfing coffee.
Perhaps you'd like some.’

'l would." Clare sat down and crossed her legsagiliyg 'Well,
Enrico, and what brings you to this neck of the dss®



'‘Businesspaturalmenté He gave a mocking smile. 'Surely you di
not imagine | had come for my health.'

Clare laughed. 'Who would?' Then she cast a makcmlance in
Alexandra's direction. 'Unless one was absolutedgpdrate for
excitement!'

Alexandra refused to rise to the bait and aftezva fmoments Clare
returned her attention to the man. 'Did you knogrdts an outbreak
of yellow fever at Maracuja?"

'Yes. Gruvas told me when | landed. Declan muse lés hands full.'

Clare wrinkled her nose. 'Filthy disease! | dombw how he can
stand it. Those ghastly huts—no sanitation—sime||!"

'‘Funnily enough, Senhorita Tempest and | were dsog that earlier
on, were we notsenhorit®' Enrico licked his full lips. 'A man needs
dedication, wouldn't you say?'

Clare frowned. 'Declan is dedicated," she repliafthy else would he
give up the opportunity of a consultancy at thepitasin Sao Paulo?’

'‘Perhaps he feels more at home here,' suggestecb Estyly, but
Alexandra could not let him get away with it.

'It's more likely that he feels that these peoglechhim more than the
people of Sao Paulo,' she exclaimed angrily. 'Dscoe not so thick
on the ground in Paradiablo!

‘You could be right.' For once Clare agreed with he

Enrico's lips drew in. 'Always theenhoritaslefend my so-handsome
cousin,' he remarked dryly. 'l have heard that woare attracted by
the blood of a primitive!’



'‘Don't be sarcastic, Enrico,’ advised Clare, adogpthe coffee
Alexandra offered her. 'It's not becoming.' Shektacsip from her
cup. 'Or I'll begin to think that you're jealous!’

Her eyes challenged his, but Alexandra had had gmoif you'll
excuse me, I'll clear these things,' she began,Gace made no
demur.

Consuelo was in the kitchen and looked up in ssepnivhen
Alexandra came in with a pile of dishes. 'Ay, dysis not necessary,
senhorital know that, but | wanted to speak to you, ConsuBid
you invite Senhor Rubiero to stay until Senhor @ealeturns?'

Consuelo wrung her hands unhappily. 'Not exastyhorita:
'‘But you did suggest it?"

'‘Nao, senhorita Senhor Enrico suggest it and Consuel
say—perhaps!

'l see.' Alexandra sighed. 'Well, | don't see havan refuse. Do we
have room? | mean, without using Senhor Declasfd

'Sim, senhoritals four bedrooms and Consuelo's room.’
‘All right. You'd better prepare one of those then.

'Sim, senhorita:Consuelo chewed anxiously at her lower lip. 'Tr
senhoritais not angry with Consuelo?'

Alexandra smiled ruefully. 'l suppose not. By thaywMrs. Forman
IS here at the moment and I'm going to ask hehanthiusband to join
us for dinner this evening. I'd rather not spereddiening alone with
our guest.'

Consuelo looked worried. "You do not like hisgnhorita?"



'‘Let's say | neither like nor dislike him, shall ®eAlexandra
shrugged. 'Oh, and by the way, send a note to Masa-informing
Declan of his cousin's arrival, will you? It —it gnAring him home a
day or two sooner.'

Consuelo nodded sympathetically. "You worry abariier Declan,
do you notsenhorita?"

‘A little, perhaps.' Alexandra was abrupt. She hadintention of
discussing her personal feelings with Consuelo.

'Is noticed.' Consuelo spread her hands. 'Senhdabeés big, strong
man! He not get yellow fever.'

Alexandra forced a smile. 'l don't suppose he W must go back
now. You—you won't forget what | asked.'

'No, senhorita | send Paulo at once.'
‘Thank you.'

Alexandra returned to the living room, but thagfrentary reference
to Declan had disrupted her confidence and shedfaumcredibly
difficult to behave as though nothing had happehrkxvever, Clare
was more than willing to accept her dinner invgatiand the ensuing
discussion of the merits of Consuelo's cooking Etaber to say
little and regain her self-possession.

The evening was, she supposed, a qualified sudC&s®. obviously
found Enrico more engaging than her husband, aedakidra and
David were left to entertain themselves. Not thavid seemed to
mind. He was a quiet, undemanding sort of mananal the kind of
man Alexandra would have expected someone liketdararry, but
he seemed to love his wife and perhaps he was Hbndher

imperfections.



All the same, Alexandra was inordinately glad whemnevening was
over and she could retire to her room. She wasuasiy restless and
tearful, and wondered why she should resent soylhel fact that
Enrico Rubiero was sleeping here in comfort whikcn might be
exposed to all manner of dangers.

She lay wakeful, staring towards the glimmer of migght that
filtered through the shutters. What was Declan glaitthis moment?
Was he attending to a patient, or was he sleef8hg7olled on to her
stomach, pressing her knuckles against her lipd.Hai find Indian
women attractive? And were there perhaps Portugaesées living

in the village? With dark-eyed, olive-skinned Rgriese daughters?

A sudden sound broke the stiliness and she thauseh up on to her
knees, her brows drawn tightly together. What wwas She listened
intently. Why weren't the dogs barking?

She sighed, relaxing a little. It was probably ohéhe dogs who had
made the noise in the first place. It couldn't bgtlaing else or they
would have soon woken the household. Three nigids & roaming
mountain lion had passed within hearing distanda®house and its
weird screaming roar had sent the dogs almostwitld excitement.
Alexandra had been terrified until she was reaskurg the
knowledge that that must have been one of the nsasty Tom
O'Rourke had enclosed the building within a stoob@en barricade.

She was about to lie down again when the distimeind of

something falling in the living room arrested hétfer nerves

tautened. Someone was about. Had an intruder madrtagevade

being overheard after all? She drew a tremblingtbrelt was no

good—she would have to investigate. If it happetwedbe Enrico

Rubiero looking for something she hoped she woaldlile to escape
without being observed.



She slid off the bed, pushed her feet into heefiiyspers and reached
for the silk dressing gown draped over the endhef bed. She
fastened the cord tightly around her slim waist aadded to the
door. Consuelo always left a lamp burning dimlyghe hall, and the
shadows it cast were elongated and unreal.

She went swiftly along the hall before her courggee out on her.
There was a light below the living room door anck dmalted

uncertainly. Surely no intruder would light a lanamd yet how else
could he see what he was doing?

Her fingers closed round the handle and she tuitnsidwly. The
door gave inwards without a sound, and with trentgplingers she
pushed it wide enough to get her head round. Baitrttom was
deserted. A lamp was burning on the low table leyitbarth where
the ashes of the dying logs still glimmered, andl®®s box of cigars
was lying on the rug beneath the table, its contstattered, evidence
of the Sound she had heard earlier. She pushedotirewider and
entered the room, a puzzled expression on her fa@meeone had
been in here quite recently, but where was thateso® now? And
who was it?

She moved automatically towards the strewn cigars lzent and
began picking them up almost without thinking.

‘Why aren't you in bed?’

The unexpectedly harsh male tones nearly stardedut of her wits.
She dropped the cigars and got unsteadily to le¢r fe

'‘Declan! she breathed. 'l—so it was you | heard!

'l imagine so.' Declan came into the room and lkdckkee door to
behind him. He was carrying a plate in one hand/bich reposed a
thick, unappetising meat sandwich, and in the otigecarried a can
of beer. He walked towards the couch and flung aimdown



wearily. "You'll have to excuse me if | don't stasmdceremony, but |
am rather tired.’

Now that the lamplight was illuminating his faceeAlndra could see
exactly how weary he looked. Lines of fatigue etthes eyes and
mouth, and a kind of grey pallor had entered heekl. His hair was
rough and unkempt, and he didn't look as if hedieahged the denim
shirt and pants he was wearing since he left alsimstays ago.

She hovered uncertainly at the side of the coush—is there
anything | can get you?' she asked awkwardly. '$Sloimg else to eat?
Another drink?'

He shook his head, resting it back against the leatther upholstery.
‘Nothing,' he said, swallowing a mouthful of theehéGo to bed!

Alexandra sighed. 'Was—was it very bad?' she vedtur

He lifted his head and turned exhausted eyes iminection. "What
do you think?'

She shook her head, looking down at her fingengmpdawith the cord
of her dressing gown. 'Did—did you get my message?'

'Of course.' He rested his head back again.

Alexandra still hesitated. She was loath to leawe. I'she had the
feeling that if she did he would simply fall aslagé&ere on the couch
and awake feeling stiff and un- rested in the magnShe turned back
to the cigars and began picking them up again.

Tor God's sake, Alexandra,' he muttered, turnirigd& at her, 'Go to
bed! I'm sorry if | disturbed you, but my reflexaie not as alert as
they usually are.’



'l wasn't asleep,' she replied, putting the reghefcigars into the box
and standing it down on the table in front of hik-l was thinking
about you, actually.'

'‘Were you?' He sounded uninterested.

'Yes.' She paused. 'l was wondering how you wettingeon. Is the
epidemic under control now?"

Declan heaved a sigh. 'Do you mind if we have tbisversation in
the morning? I'm not really in the mood for smalkt'

Still she lingered. She watched him finish his seicd and wash it
down with the last of his beer. Then he thrustplag¢e and can aside
and closed his eyes. She guessed he was half atleagy. 'Declan?’

‘Hmm?'

'‘Declan, won't you go to your room? | mean, youtcslaep here!
His eyes flickered open. 'Why not?'

‘Well, because—because you'll be uncomfortable--'

‘Uncomfortable?' He shook his head irritably. 'Adedra, are you
aware that for the past week such sleep as | hadenas been in a
hammock, strung up like a monkey! This couch iseatHer bed
compared to that!

Alexandra twisted her hands together. 'Maybe sd.yBu're here
now, and it seems a pity--'

‘All right!" He made a gesture as if he was pushawgay her
unwelcome attentions. 'All right, I'll go to my nog if that will
persuade you to go to yours!



Alexandra stepped back a pace and he got to higéaehing for the
lamp. But he swayed and the lamp would have ovegtlihad she not
caught it in time.

'‘God, | must be more tired than | thought,' he sred grimly. 'I'm
sorry. I'm all right now. Give me the lamp!

'I'll put it in your room,' she said firmly, and ikad ahead of him out
of the door.

She put the lamp on the chest of drawers in hiswyeeell away from

the bed, just in case he should reach out and kihosler during the

night. Declan came unsteadily into the room angplea down on to
his bed wearily, resting his head in his hands.nThes though
becoming conscious of her scrutiny, he lifted bkloat eyes to her
face.

'Well?' he asked resignedly, '‘what are you waiton@'
Alexandra shook her head. 'Nothing.'

‘Then go to your room," he adjured impatientlil.be all right. All |
need is sleep.’

He stretched out on the bed and closed his eyédsu@able to find
any reasonable reason for remaining she went loelokrtroom. But
not to sleep. * She paced about restlessly, consdimat he had not
even taken off his boots and that his face and baghe grimed with
sweat. In the normal way he would never have goséeep like that.

Eventually, after about half an hour, she tiptoegkbto his room
again, going inside quietly and closing the doce.Ha&d not moved,
as she had expected, and she stood looking at kimawcuriously
protective pain stirring inside her stomach. Ineplehe looked
younger, more vulnerable, and infinitely attractive



Biting her hp, she approached the bed and liftedarhis feet. His
boot came off without difficulty, and he didn'trsttmboldened by
her success, she pulled off the other boot andduks as well. Then
she paused. He was in a deep slumber, and sheedadhlat anything
would wake him, but sponging his face and chestavmguire some
courage.

Kneeling down beside him, she unfastened the rentaluttons of
his shirt and unbuckled the belt of his trousetse $hirt pulled away
quite easily and it wasn't difficult to slide itfahis shoulders by
rolling him on to his side. She breathed more fredhen the shirt
had been tossed aside for washing. Apart from gegtiag grunt he
had made no sound and she hurried into the bathamaiheame back
with a warm soapy sponge and a towel.

She sponged his body first, using firm strokes thdtnot seem to
disturb him. Then she lowered him back againsptt@wvs and went
to rinse the sponge before tackling his face. Kis l®oked clean and
infinitely fresher, and she gained confidence frioen success. She
was drying his face with the towel when his eyekéired open and
he stared at her for a moment without recognition.

She bumped back against her heels, her hands trgmhbloping
against hope that he would close his eyes agaih®didn't. He ran
a questing hand over his bare chest and then, eteang the
unfastened belt of his trousers, he jack-knifed ansitting position.

'What the hell do you think you're doing?' he dedehroughly.

Alexandra would have scrambled to her feet anddxhekvay, but his
hand shot out and captured her upper arm, wrendm@ngowards
him. 'l asked what you thought you were doingdud between his
teeth.



'Oh, Declan, | was just freshening you up,' shdagxed painfully.
‘Will you let go of my arm? You're hurting me!

'‘And was it part of your plan to undress me, tbe?enquired grimly,
snatching the towel out of her hands and throwirgide.

'‘No!" Alexandra was appealing. 'Declan, | only wantelddip you--'

‘To help me? OHGod!'He released her abruptly and fell back again
the pillows, closing his eyes.

'‘What's the matter?' Alexandra didn't move away dtated down
anxiously at him. '‘Are you ill?'

His eyes opened. 'No, Alexandra, I'm not ill. lired, that's all.' He
groaned wearily. 'Look—all right, | appreciate yonotives were of
the best, but | don't honestly care whether I'tinyilor otherwise.
Why don't you just go away like a good girl andvieane tosleep?'

Alexandra sniffed miserably. 'I'm sorry.’

‘Are you?' He regarded her through the thicknedsiofashes. 'Oh,
Alexandra, stop looking so hurt! | know I'm an usigfful swine, but
honestly, | really am exhausted.’

'l know.' She half turned away. 'l—I'll tell Consoi@ot to disturb you
in the morning--'

‘Just a minute 1' He propped himself up on oneveboad reached out
a hand towards her. After a moment, she put hed mda his and he
drew her towards the bed. 'What's the matter?skedegently. 'Can't
you sleep?’

Alexandra flushed. 'l was worried about you.'



He studied her wan face for several seconds amdnéneodded. 'Yes,
| believe you were.' He indicated the lamp on thest of drawers.
'‘Go and turn that out for me, would you?'

Sighing, she went and did as he had asked, wditing moment as
her eyes accustomed themselves to the gloom befakeng for the
door. As she passed the bed, she was conscious @fds upon her,
and then he murmured: 'Don't go, Alexandra. Stdly me!'

Her heart was pounding so loudly that she hadadiffy in believing
what she had heard. 'l—what did you say?' she seagun

He leant across and caught the folds of her govaou heard me,' he
replied quietly. 'Don't be alarmed. It's a purelgacent offer. I'm too
tired to be of any danger to you. But you're weledmshare my bed
if it might help you to sleep.’

Alexandra caught her breath. 'But—I couldn't!

'‘Why not? We've slept together before.'

‘I know, but that was different.’

'How was it different?"

‘Well--" She sought for words. 'l can't jiséepwith you!

'‘Why not?' He was beginning to sound impatientexahdra, where
Is the harm in two people sharing the same bed@,ktdnappens all
the time.'

Alexandra hesitated. She wanted to stay. But reeyomes for staying
and his for asking her were vastly different things

'If—if Consuelo--'



'‘Leave Consuelo to me,' he remarked dryly, pulheg towards the
bed, and she let him.

It was marvellously comforting to feel his warm lyaaext to hers,
even though he did turn away from her, and whenlsesd his
breathing become slow and regular, she nestledetemall of his
back and slipped one arm around his waist.



CHAPTER NINE

ALEXANDRA was up in the morning long before Declan was awal
She awoke just after seven-thirty to find Declamt® enclosing her
waist, and his face buried in the silken swathéefhair. She was
loath to move and possibly risk disturbing him, khe scarcity of
attire afforded by the thin silken gown was su#idi to persuade her
that she ought to make the effort now, while shdao

In fact, he didn't even stir, and she stood foresgvminutes just

looking at him, wondering how she had lived almeighteen years
of her life without knowing of his existence. Inckua short space of
time he had become the most important being imfoeld, and it was

a terrifying thought, particularly as he still cadexred her a child.

Shaking away the feelings of despondency whichatkereed to
overwhelm her, she opened the door as quietly ascshld and
stepped out into the hall. She walked along tobleeiroom and then
halted aghast. Consuelo was in her room, makingobdr and she
smiled knowingly when she looked up and saw Alexand

'‘Bom dia, senhoritashe greeted her cheerfully. 'You slept wahy?

Alexandra's cheeks burned. She couldn't help-t. What are you
doing in here, Consuelo?' she asked, trying to apgpem.

‘Your door was opersenhorita.Consuelo is making your bed, is all
Is no good?'

Alexandra shook her head impatiently. 'It doesmtter." She moved
into the room. 'Er—Senhor Declan came back lagttrig

'Sim, senhorita | know.'

"You know?"



'Sim, senhoritaConsuelo hear you—together.'
If anything, Alexandra felt even worse. 'You—heas®'--*

'Is no mattersenhorita.Consuelo get up to make sure Senhor Decl
Is all right. She hear you talking.'

'Oh! Oh, | see.' Alexandra breathed again. 'Weak—-he was very
tired. I—I looked in on him just now, to make sheewas still asleep.
He asked me to ask you not to wake him this morhing

Consuelo smoothed the coverlet and straightened, $&nhoritg’
she agreed politely, and Alexandra couldn't deaidat she meant by
it.

'Is Senhor Rubiero up yet?'

Consuelo shook her hedNao, senhoritaBut he does not know that
Senhor Declan is back.'

'‘No, no, he wouldn't." Alexandra bit her lip. 't dressed.’

'Sim, senhorita’ Consuelo moved towards the door and then s
paused. 'Is a good man, Senhor Deckanhorita.An honourable
man!'

Alexandra's lips parted. 'l—I'm sure he is.’
‘He would not hurt yousenhorita.'

Alexandra didn't know how to answer her. She mdwadshoulders
helplessly and smiled.

'‘Consuelo think thesenhoritais fond of Senhor Declan.' The old-
housekeeper was not to be diverted.



Alexandra sighed. 'He's been very—kind.'
Consuelo nodded vigorously. 'lIs a kind man.'

'l know that." Alexandra didn't quite know whatsthvas leading -np
to, but she sensed ConsueloVdesire to arouse mapatly. She
wondered why. Did Consuelo know what had happeastnight?
Did she imagine that because of it Declan had n@aadeto her? Her
heart fluttered a little at the thought. Was thisn€uelo's way of
excusing what she imagined he had done? "You Hem& to extol
Declan's virtues to me, Consuelo,' she added.qliite aware that
without his help I'd have been in real trouble.’

Consuelo stared at her intently. 'Is so?'

'Of course.' Alexandra turned away. 'l'll have kfast in fifteen
minutes, Consuelo, if that's all right.'

Consuelo hesitated only a moment longer and thém avshrug she
went out of the door. Alexandra waited until thevdof the kitchen

had opened and closed behind her before closingverdoor, and

then she leant back against it weakly. What a stmaShe had no
idea whether Consuelo knew she had slept in Daclanom or

otherwise, and she wondered what he would sayeihthusekeeper
spoke so ambiguously to him.

Enrico Rubiero appeared as she was enjoying regrciup of coffee
and approached the table, stretching lazily.

'Hmm, the mornings here are quite something, aey tot?' he
offered as a greeting. 'And might | say how chagmyou look,
senhorita?'

‘Thank you." Alexandra forced a polite smile.



He paused and looked across the verandah to tivéyhgeerfumed
flamboyance of the garden. 'Yes. | am beginninge®that there are
compensations for living here.'

Alexandra busied herself pouring a second cup @iEeo'Did you
know that Declan is backenhor?'

'‘Declan? Back already?' Enrico looked surprised, INlid not. That
was sudden, was it not?'

'I—I believe Consuelo sent a message.' Alexandtrkefl an insect
from the polished surface of the table. 'He mustHalt able to leave
or he would not have done so.'

Enrico frowned and seated himself opposite hededd.' He tapped
his fingers impatiently. 'And yowsenhorita?How much longer do
you expect to remain here?'

'I'm not sure. Until my father returns from hospitasuppose.'

‘And what makes you think your father will returaré, senhorit&
Surely, if he has beenill, it would be more nalttmahim to return to
England.’

Alexandra felt the first twinges of doubt. 'l hattereally thought
about it,' she confessed. 'l—I expect | thoughtwoeild want to
complete his survey.’

Enrico drew a deep breath. 'He has had blood pimigphas he not?
Clare spoke of this last night. | think it would l®st unwise for him
to return here. He will be weak. He will need to-whdo you say
it?—recuperate?’

Alexandra pushed her cup aside. 'Then | shallhast to wait and
see what happens, shansénhor?'



Enrico raised his dark eyebrows. 'Perhaps my cdussnreasons of
his own for keeping you hersgnhorita.l should take care. Declan
has quite a reputation with the ladies. Ask Clare!*

Alexandra got to her feet. She had no intentionasking Clare
anything. 'I'll tell Consuelo you're hersenhor,'she said, and with a
faint inclination of her head she walked away.

But it was not so easy to dismiss what he had attih she found.
There had been some truth in what he had suggestddl, was quite
possible that her father, unaware of her presenearadiablo, might
conceivably decide to fly home for a few weeks bef@suming his
studies. He would expect her to be in Cannes, #itht Liz, and
what better place for a few weeks' recuperation?

Distinctly out of humour with herself, she wenttte kitchen, told
Consuelo that their guest was waiting for his bfastlk and then left
the house by the rear door.

The dogs were loose and came bounding to meeSherhad grown
guite accustomed to them during these past daystenfbndled their
heads warmly, finding their undemanding friendshipnielcome
relief from so much intrigue.

She was still playing with them when the man whs wecupying so
much of her thoughts came strolling round the sidthe building.

He looked much different this morning from the hagheyed

individual of the night before, his hair damp frdhe shower, his
clothes fitting his lean body closely. Only hisrshvas unfastened,
revealing the hair- roughened strength of his torso

'‘Good morning,' he greeted her lazily, and shekiytbrew away the
ball she was holding so that both dogs bounded iafte

‘Good morning.' The colour rose into her face. 'Hiowou feel this
morning?'



'‘Much better,' he commented, sliding his thumbs the low belt of
his trousers. 'How about you?'

Alexandra shrugged. 'I'm okay.' She glanced bagtartds the house.
'‘Have you seen your cousin?'

'‘Enrico? Briefly. He has some papers for me to.sigselieve he's
getting them ready.' The dogs came bounding backtime making
for Declan, their tongues hanging out with the heatbent and made
a fuss of them, grinning as they almost overbaldm. 'What are
you doing out here?'

She moved awkwardly. 'Nothing much. | enjoy playmgh the
dogs. They're good company.'

He straightened. 'And have you found the days dngggince | left?’

'‘Some." She lifted her shoulders and let them ‘faltis everything
under control at Maracuja?'

He frowned. 'The sisters from the convent at Vaaegacoping. I'll go
back, perhaps tomorrow.' 'You're going back!" Sthedn't keep the
dismay out of her voice.

'I must. It will not be for much longer.'

Disappointment brought a sulky twist to her motitthen why did
you come?' she demanded. 'Why didn't you waitlittlatbit longer?"

Declan's expression hardened. 'And leave you haheBEmrico for
company, is that what you mean?'

That was not at all what she meant, but Alexanefased to let him
have it all his own way. 'Why not?' she asked pcatwely.



Declan folded his arms. 'l prefer that so long as yemain in my
charge you shall not be placed in positions of camse!’

‘What?' Alexandra stared at him disbelievinglyddin't know what
you're talking about.'

'‘My cousin is not like me, Alexandra. He might ceivably get the
wrong impression of your situation here.'

Alexandra gasped. 'Oh, really? And what if | tebluythat he has
practically said the same thing about you?'

Declan had a pulse working low on his jawline olrebt care what my
cousin has said about me, Alexandra. But whileareuat Paradiablo,
| am responsible for you.'

Alexandra felt bitter. 'Isn't it a bit late to dtatalking about
compromising situations?' she asked mockingly. &tdly think
you're in a position to judge!

A deep frown drew his brows together. 'Have a catexandra.
You're not speaking to one of your schoolboy admeir@w!

‘Are-you an admirer, then, Declan?' she tauntekingaa face at
him. 'l thought | was too young for your tastes.'

He shook his head disgustedly, and half turned dveamy her. 'l can
see I've chosen the wrong moment to speak to fiewsaid coldly.
'‘Let me know when you're prepared to behave sensibd we'll
continue this conversation.'

Alexandra instantly regretted her foolishness. |l@®tshe appealed,
as he began to walk away. 'Declan, I'm sorry." Baeched her
shoulders. 'l—I was disappointed, that's all.'



He studied her tremulous young face dispassionaisappointed?’
he echoed. '‘Alexandra, you know | have my workdo d

'l suppose I'm childish, like you say.'

He sighed, walking slowly back to her. 'And loneperhaps,' he
suggested, touching her cheek almost absently.

'‘Not when you're here,' she breathed, and heardwifs intake of
breath and the word he uttered which did not beeating.

‘Alexandra, | thought | had made the situation y@#amn to you--'

'Oh, yes." She was bitter. 'l know, | know." Shffested her slim
shoulders. 'What was it you wanted to speak to moat®"

He shook his head impatiently, putting an arm adoler shoulders
and drawing her close to his side. "You really amenace, do you
know that?' he muttered huskily against her haAmd'this kind of
thing is madness!'

'‘Why? Why is it?' She raised her face to his amdtba unmistakable
darkening of passion in his eyes.

"Your father wouldn't approve,' he said, strokieg tace with his free
hand.

'How can you say that?"

Declan's eyes dropped the slender length of heretndned to rest
almost tangibly on her mouth. 'l just know it,'fr@nounced quietly.
‘Your father is very proud of you. He expects gthatgs of you, I'm
sure.'

‘How do youknow?"'



'He talked a lot about you when he was here. tgéeel | knew you
already. That was why—well, when-1 found that yoerevat Los
Hermanos, | had to come and fetch you. For his.sake

'‘And what did he tell you? Did you approve?'
‘Alexandra! He spoke through his teeth.
‘Well, did you?'

Declan narrowed his eyes and his hand slid dowmé&ek to cup one
rounded breast. 'I'm twelve years older than yolex@ndra,' he
groaned, in- a hoarse voice.

'‘What has age got to do with it?' She pressed hagggnst him. "You
want to make love to me, don't you?'

Declan gave a muffled ejaculation and then he @al/drer mouth
with his own, gathering her closer to him until steld feel the
throbbing hardness of his desire.

'l seem to be interrupting something, don't 1?'

Clare's malicious words separated them as suctlgsz$ua douche
of cold water might have done. Declan thrust Alekanalmost
roughly away from him and wiped his mouth delibelatwith the
back of his hand.

'No, Clare,' he denied, with an element of relrehis voice. 'You're
not interrupting anything.'

Alexandra stared at him. That he should stand thededeny his own
involvement after what had just occurred. How desiplie! Without
saying a word to either of them she turned and hemraway towards
the house.



In her room she paced miserably back and forthw&tsgtrying not to
give in to the tears that burned the back of hesend added their
own discomfort to the despair she was already éxpeng. How
could Declan behave as if she were some precotegeansger he was
having to contend with? He had practically welcom@thre's
appearance as an escape from her unwanted ateentiow could
he? How could he?He had been aroused. She had had physi
evidence of it.

She pressed her palms to her hot cheeks. It maytd been better if
Declan had not shown any tenderness towards heshlewcould not
believe that he was an unwilling participant onrg\acasion.

She drew a trembling breath. Well, there was only thing to do so
long as she remained in this house, and that wawvda him on
every occasion. She would speak when necessargpliie when
spoken to, but until her father's return she wowltdbe made a fool of
again.

Pondering her father's return as a welcome reiwhfthe torture of
more intimate thoughts, she began to wonder whetiewouldn't be
more sensible to return to Sao Paulo when EnridoidRol left and
make her way home to England from there. Either dhansist on
being flown to Bogota. Perhaps Declan would haveefeobjections
about taking her to her father now.

But the prospect of leaving Paradiablo, of leavimg house which
she had grown to love—and most particularly, of vieg
Declan—filled her with desperation. How could sheturn to
England and expect to take up her life as thoughimg momentous
had happened? How could she consider returnindneofriendly
camaraderie of co-educational school life when kole system
revolted against such a course?



She was no longer a schoolgirl. These past few svestie had
become a woman. But what point had she for remgtiDeclan
despised her for revealing her immature feelingsmmly; Clare no
doubt found the whole affair unutterably amusingjlevher father ...
She shook her head and walked dispiritedly towandswindow.
What would her father say if she told him she wa®ve with a man
whose home was in the foothills of the upper Amazasin? A man
who seemed to have no desire to live in the acdegpégtern? She
could answer her own question. He would be hodiffend he, with
his lack of understanding of emotional feelingsuldmever condone
their relationship. In that at least Declan hadnbaght, although his
motives for saying so and hers were on vastly dffelevels. It was
an impossible situation, and the sooner it waslvedahe better.

She glanced at her watch. It was after one o'clSble wondered if
Clare had been invited to stay for lunch. No dal® would enjoy
having the company of two attractive men.

A light tap at her door brought a stiffening to bedy. "Who—who is
it?'

‘Consuelosenhorita.May | come?'

'Yes. Come in.' Alexandra's tone was resigned, sdned composed
herself as the door opened and the housekeepearappe

'Is lunch,senhorita.You come, please?'
Alexandra hesitated. 'Is—is Senhora Forman stikkP'e

'Sim, senhorita’ Consuelo's lips thinned sympathetically. 'Is n
good?'

Alexandra sighed. 'I'm not very hungry, Consuelall ywu—wiill
you give them my apologies, and | shan't be joirivegn for lunch.’



Consuelo looked disapproving. ‘Tlsenhoritais not eating lunch
because of theenhord she declared.

Alexandra shook her head. 'lI've told you, Consué&tonot hungry!'

Consuelo patendy didn't believe her. 'Consuelo wille your
messagesenhorita’ she said, nodding vigorously. 'And afterwards,
will see you are all right.’

Alexandra didn't quite know what she meant, but sbaldn't
summon the effort to enquire. So she nodded antkédehher and
after the door had closed sank down wearily oihetobed.

She had been sitting there for perhaps half an twneén Consuelo
came back, this time carrying a tray.

'l bring your lunchsenhorita’ She smiled. 'Is beef. Very good. Yol
like, sim?'

Alexandra got up to examine the food on the trénge Suld not have
offended the old woman by behaving otherwise. Andny case, the
skewered curls of beef lying on a bed of flaky rloeked most
appetising.

‘This is thoughtful of you, Consuelo," she murmunmadved by the
housekeeper's kindness.

'Is nothing,' Consuelo shrugged. 'Is our secret?'si

After she had gone, Alexandra made an effort tseatething. She
was empty, but her throat was so constricted itldvouly allow her

to swallow the smallest morsels. Even so, withaltkof the wine

Consuelo had also supplied she managed to eatsiotine rice and
she lay on her bed afterwards feeling a little lessand alone.



She must have slept, because she was startled dwakemeone
knocking at her door. The skirt of the simple poglress she was
wearing had ridden up over her hips, and she wastnmg it down
as she called: 'Come in!'

She had expected it to be Consuelo, not the arigoking man
whose swift survey of the room took in the congegnlbeef on the
tray and Alexandra's obvious statedeshabille.

'‘What the hell do you think you're doing, sulkimgyiour room all
day?' he demanded harshly. He gestured towardsape'Having
Consuelo bring your meals in here, instead of j@nus at table.
Sending lies about not being hungry!

Alexandra scrambled off the bed. 'They weren't li@gasn't hungry.’
‘Then what is the meaning of this?' Again Declahaated the tray.
'l—Consuelo brought it. She—she felt sorry for me.'

‘Sorry for you?' Declan sounded furious. 'Why thk $hould she feel
sorry for you? What have you been telling her?

'l haven't told her anything." Alexandra swallowednvulsively.
‘She—she has eyes. She can see.'

'What can she see?"

Alexandra bent her head. 'Oh, does it matter? &eago away! |
don't want to talk to you.'

Declan's answer was to kick the door shut withftd. It slammed
with an uncompromising bang.

'l suppose you'rfc behaving this way because oft\whppened this
morning?' he suggested coldly.



'‘Whatever gave you that idea?' Alexandra forcedreasm. 'Oh, for
heaven's sake! What do you want me to say? | dielel'like eating
lunch at your table. | had no intention of givingsMForman further
scope for her malicious tongue!'

‘How did you know Clare was staying for lunch?'
Alexandra coloured. 'l—I guessed.’
‘You mean Consuelo told you, don't you?'

'l don't intend to bring Consuelo into this. Shie&sonly person who's
shown me any kindness here!

'Is she?' Declan's face was grim. 'lI'd be intedeste hear your
definition of that word—kindnessIf you mean she's treated you like
a spoilt child, then I'd agree with you.'

Alexandra caught her breath, but she refused torlesee how easily
he could hurt her. 'Well, that's what | am, ard®'tshe retorted,
controlling her trembling lips with difficulty. 'Yd@re always telling
me so. But you needn't worry about me any longargbing to take
myself out of your hair!'

‘What do you mean?'
‘Just what | say. I—I'm leaving!

‘Are you?' Declan's hps thinnned. 'And just howyda propose to
accomplish this feat?'

'I—I shall go to Sao Paulo when Senhor Rubierodeal can easily
get a flight from there. | don't mind how many sigers | have to
make.' 'Really?' Declan folded his arms. 'And vehlatbught this on?
Our—contretempsearlier?'



‘Contretemps?Alexandra gasped. 'l don't enjoy being humiliated
front of Clare Forman!'

‘And do you think your life would be any easieClare thought there
was something between us?' he snapped.

'I—I don't know what you mean--'

'Forget it!" He drew a deep breath. 'So you wateawe with Enrico,
do you? Well, I'm afraid that's impossible. He'slos way to the
air-strip at this moment.’

‘What?' Alexandra stared at him in dismay. 'Hetdze1'

'I'm afraid he is. One of my men, Gruvas, arriveaht the airport
with the car and Enrico decided he might as waNéenow as later.’

Alexandra tried to grasp what he was saying. 'Whwhy did Gruvas
come here? Did you—send for him?'

'‘No.' He was brusque.

She hesitated, touching her hps with her fingérs-it wasn't to do
with my father, was it? Did—did he bring some news?

Declan tapped long brown fingers against his thigha manner of
speaking, yes. | had news of your father this nmgnbut you chose
not to listen--'

'‘What news?' Her eyes were wide and anxious. "Wihy'tdyou tell
me?'

'‘Calm down,' he advised coldly. 'There's no paMiour father is
much improved.’

‘Are you sure?'



He stepped to one side and gestured towards thre'@amoand see for
yourself. It was he, and his assistant, who bro@hitvas from the
airport.’

'‘What?' Alexandra hesitated only long enough td aadisbelieving

glance in Declan's direction before rushing outtred room. The

living room door was closed, but she could heantbhemur of voices

from beyond. Her courage almost failed her. Withst-beating heart
she reached for the handle, faltering as her fexgacountered the
cold steel.

Then Declan's cool voice just behind her said:d@ead! Open it. He
won't bite you. He knows you're here.'

'He knows?Alexandra stared at him over her shoulder. 'Buttybu
said you wouldn't tell him.'

Declan reached past her, his firm fingers closingrders, forcing
her to open the door. 'Don't be a little fool!'rhermured harshly, and
with a frown puckering her brow she was propelleaibly into the
room.

Her father was standing on the hearth before thedoed grate. He
was exactly as she remembered him, tall and thengireying hair

needing cutting and straggling over his openedcollhe lamps had
been lit, and the shadows accentuated the hollowsicheekbones,
but apart from a general air of fatigue, due noadda the journey, he
looked quite well.

But it was the woman standing beside him who fodusexandra's
attention. Clare was not around, and of course, ltlaid to be her
father's female assistant. Tall, but generouslp@rioned, Juana de
los Vargos looked about thirty- five, with a coiflamal-black hair and
magnolia pale features. She was very attractive,he&m sleek green



slack suit made Alexandra supremely conscious efdtumpled
appearance she must present.

‘Alexandra!' Her father's voice was gruff, and vathttle cry she ran
towards him, surprised at the warmth of his emhradex, what in
the world possessed you to come here looking fqrciméd ?*

Alexandra's eyes were moist. 'l—I wanted to seg'ghie murmured,
realising how inadequate that must sound. 'Oh,dfathis good to
see you again. How—how are you?'

Professor Tempest shook his head. 'I'm fully recesdv@ow. Declan
no doubt told you all about my little disaster.'

Alexandra gave Declan a swift glance. 'The bloadgung? Yes, he
told me.'

‘A most unfortunate occurrence,' agreed her fatiegtding. ‘Coming
as it did at the very end of my research.' Thelobked at the woman
at his side. 'Well, not altogether unfortunate,'@meended, with a
small smile.

Alexandra looked at Juana de los Vargos now. Slsestilastanding
beside them with an air of confidence which Alexandound
vaguely annoying. As though realising that intraduts were in
order, Professor Tempest drew a deep breath.

‘Juana, my dear," he said, disentangling himsaif fnis daughter and
taking the other woman's arm. '‘Juana, you'll hatbeayed that this is
my little wayward Alex." The Colombian woman gavslight smile,
and he went on: 'Alex, my child, | have some raghartling news for
you. | intended breaking it when | flew out to Caarto join you and
Elizabeth in a few days, but then | received theeteElizabeth had
sent to the Institute in Rio, and learned that wewe here.'



Alexandra's eyes were drawn irresistibly to Declaa.he had not
told her father, Aunt Liz had! A feeling of forebad weakened her
knees. She knew what was to come. And she didnt twehear it!

Her father was patting Juana's arm now, and she la@sng
confidingly up at him. "You've no doubt guessed twvira have to tell
you, Alex," Professor Tempest continued gentlyanduand | were
married in Bogota three days ago.’



CHAPTER TEN

IT was raining. Huge drops fell heavily on to thendws, snapping
off the petals, bending the stalks. The garden wedled in a grey

curtain of water that saturated the soil and spr& pungent odour of
earth and vegetation and rotting wood. Alexandoadty the open
verandah door, hugging herself closely. She statgdinseeingly,

conscious only of the scents from the garden whkluh felt would

always remind her of this devastating period oflter

She sighed heavily, and suddenly became conscmaissbmeone
had entered the room behind her. She swung rourttepheels to
find Clare Forman shedding a sodden mackintostkirspaout her
umbrella.

Alexandra's nerves tightened. Clare was the lasbpeshe needed to
see right now. After her father's startling reviela of the night
before, and the subsequent discomfort of the suppety that
followed, Alexandra felt totally unequipped to deeith someone
like Clare Forman.

'l hear you're leaving,' she remarked, by way dafreeting, and
Alexandra turned back to her contemplation of thelgn.

'‘Who told you that?"'
Your father. Who else? | saw him yesterday aftemd@efore | left.'

'Oh! Oh, | see." Alexandra bent her head. 'Did giso meet his—his
wife?'

‘Juana?' Clare gave a light laugh. 'Of courseuldcbave told you the
way the wind was blowing before they left here.’

Alexandra glanced back at her. 'Do you—know het2vel



'Reasonably.' Clare pulled a pack of cigarettesobber pocket and
lit one. 'She's not the sort of person one eves eknow really well
though. No other woman, that is."'

Alexandra hesitated. 'l—I suppose Declan knew, too.
‘Naturally. They stayed in his home, you know.'

'‘Umm." Alexandra stared out at the falling rainr Eges felt tight and
drawn, due no doubt to the amount of weeping sbalbae the night
before, but at least now she felt drained and naany danger of
making a fool of herself in front of Clare. 'l—I ver thought my
father would ever marry again.’

Clare flung herself down on to the leather couthat's always the
way. Look at me and Declan! He never thought | \dan&rry anyone
else either.'

‘You—and Declan?' Alexandra turned slowly. 'l damitlerstand.'

Clare shrugged. 'You know I've told you how—closewere. Surely
you guessed we were—lovers?'

Alexandra's stomach twisted. 'l—I never thoughtubty' she lied
tautly.

Clare looked sceptical, but she ignored the obvi@jsinder and
went on: 'Well, Declan and | were virtually engagéten he decided
he would like to work at Paradiablo. He asked meotoe with him. |

refused.’

'You refused?’

Clare sighed impatiently. 'Yes. | was young—andkless. | couldn't
imagine myself living in a place like this.’



'l see.’
'‘Don't you want to know what happened?’
Alexandra shook her head. 'lt's nothing to do \m#n'

'‘Perhaps not. But I'll tell you anyway.' Clare'silsnwas brittle.
‘Declan came up here, and while he was away | ethBavid. When
Declan came back for me—I was unattainable.’

Alexandra felt sick. She had suspected somethikegthis all along,
and now to have it confirmed ... She turned awagfying futilely
towards the weather. 'How—how long do you thinls tisi going to
last?’

Clare's face hardened. 'You can't fool me, you kndkex. | know
exactly what you're thinking.'

Alexandra tightened the hold she had upon hersglat have my
thoughts to do with you?'

‘Everything. I'm not blind, you know. | have eyége seen the way
you look at Declan, the way you try to attract htgsention. And
yesterday--'

'Oh, really, Clare!

'‘No. You listen to me!" Clare got to her feet aathe across to her,
her face contorted with anger. 'I've told you sahe/hat's between
Declan and me, now I'm going to tell you the rest.’

Alexandra shook her head. 'l don't want to hear--'

'‘No. But you're going to anyway. If only to get,rahce and for all, of
those childish little fantasies you've been weawahgut you and
Declan.’



Alexandra tried to move away, but Clare caught aen in a
compelling grasp, imprisoning her in front of her.

'l realised my mistake,' she said tightly. 'It walsvays Declan |
wanted. That was why when this post came vacanhene, |
persuaded David to take it. It meant Declan anduld/be near one
another. You're not immature enough not to realisat happened!

'‘Let-—go—of—me!" Alexandra twisted away from her
‘You—you're revolting!'

Clare let her go then, a mocking smile replacingdrger. 'Just so
long as you're aware of the facts,' she commentddiously. 'I'm
sorry | had to break it to you so cruelly, but wizait they say about
the end justifying the means?'

Alexandra didn't wait to hear any more. She pugb&st her and
almost ran across the room, colliding full tilt vithe man who was
just entering.

‘Alex, my child!" Her father's face was mildly repmg. '‘Can't you
look where you're going?'

Alexandra halted reluctantly. 'l—I'm sorry, Father.

He patted her shoulder. 'That's all right.'! He kEwdbkoeyond his
daughter to where Clare was standing. '‘Good moyiing. Forman.
Rather a change in the weather, isn't there? Lémkys we arrived
yesterday. Couldn't have made it today.'

Clare was composed. She walked back to the coudtsandown.
‘Never mind, these storms are soon over. When doeppect to
leave?'

'‘As soon as possible. | want to introduce Juamaytsister,' Professor
Tempest smiled. 'Actually, that's what | came srdss with Alex.'



'‘Would you rather | left you alone?' Clare movedite edge of her
seat.

'Heavens, no!'

Professor Tempest had no conception of his daughterme of
mind. But then he never had, thought Alexandraebitt He had
never tried to understand her, and she doubtedhtha&ver would.
That was why his marriage to Juana de los Vargesseastonishing.
She had thought him without the need of any woman.

'l thought we might fly down to Rio tomorrow," héather was
continuing. 'Naturally, | want to visit the Instiey and Juana has
friends she wishes to see. N6 one knows about atniage, you see.’

Alexandra drew a deep breath. 'Anything you salgé agreed
expressionlessly.

Professor Tempest frowned. 'Doesn't the idea @wadays in Rio
appeal to you, Alex? | should have thought you'deh&oked
forward to seeing the cultural capital of Brazil.'

Alexandra shrugged. 'l could always fly straightlhdéo England.
Aunt—Aunt Liz might appreciate my company. Has $feen to
Cannes?'

'‘Now you must know she hasn't, Alex. Elizabeth ¥easconcerned
about your activities to take herself off for aidaly. | haven't- said
anything to you so far concerning your completek |laof
consideration for your aunt, but there remains eagdeal to be
explained. How, for instance, did you get the neagsinformation
and inoculations to come out here?'

Alexandra cast a resentful look in Clare's direttidow she would
be enjoying this, she thought angrily.



'‘Can't we discuss it later, Father?' she suggested,a helpless
gesture. 'l—if I'm leaving, | have packing to do.'

Her father clicked his tongue irritably. "You migia and have a few
words with Juana,’ he remarked. 'You hardly spakehér last
evening.'

Alexandra scuffed her toe. 'You can't expect Jwarthme to have a
lot to say to one another yet, Father. We—we hakaigw one
another.’

'‘And you never will unless you make an effort,'rarted. 'Really,
Alex, talking about flying back to London alone! *

'l thought this was your honeymoon. | don't wanntoude.'

Her father's mouth drew infl don't recall mentioning any
honeymoon, Alex--'

'l think your daughter needs a little time to graecustomed to the
situation, Professor.' Clare's cool tones weretlfaiamused, and
Alexandra's fists clenched. 'After all, Alex is olehough to

understand that her position in your householdiagyto be vastly

changed, but not old enough to appreciate thatrarmeads more out
of life than a daughter can give him.’

Professor Tempest turned to Clare with some reliéeds, Mrs.
Forman, I'm sure you're right. And perhaps Juara®a little time,
too, to become used to our British reserve." Helesmi'When
Alexandra returns to school at the end of the sunvae--'

'I'm not returning to school, Father!" Alexandralear statement
arrested him in full spiel.

'l beg your pardon?’



'I'm not returning to school, Father. I'm goingy&t a job.'

‘A job!" At last she had her father's full attention. 'Doe’ ridiculous,
Alex, of course you're returning to school.'

‘No, I'm not. And you can't make me.’

Her father's face was ominously dark. 'And whatlloha job do you
propose to get?'

I don't know. | have "O" levels. | could work inlmank —or a
library—or a hospital!"

‘A hospital!" Her father latched on to the finabaion. 'And what
could you do in a hospital?'

'‘Lots of things. Train to be a nurse, for one. Qorkvon the
administrative side. It appeals to me.’

Clare rose to her feet, her face cold and angrhirlkk what your
daughter really means is that she hopes at someefdate to return
to the Amazon basin, Professor.'

Alexandra gasped, and Professor Tempest turnedrtdsithis true,
Alex?' he demanded furiously. 'Why on earth shoud want to
return here?"

'‘Because she imagines she's in love with Declaated Clare
pitilessly. 'She's made nothing but a nuisanceeo$dif to him ever
since she arrived!'

Alexandra could only stare speechlessly at thenh.b$he could
scarcely believe that Clare would be ruthless endoadell her father
such things.



Professor Tempest's face was grim. 'Good heavdegzaidra! Do
you hear what Mrs. Forman is accusing you of?' itk his head.
'‘Have you nothing to say for yourself?'

Alexandra opened her mouth, but no words would cd&he shook
her head helplessly, and her father smote a hahid thigh.

'l can't believe it," he said harshly, 'l honesty't believe it! That any
daughter of mine should abuse the hospitality ohlost by throwing

herself at his head. Fortunately | know Declan watbugh to realise
that he would have no part of it. My God, Alexandrau deserve a
good hiding for this!'

'‘Excuse, pleassenhor, senhora¥.ou would like coffeesint?’

Consuelo was standing in the doorway behind thesnJihed face
wearing an anxious expression. Professor Tempest'sightened
and he shook his head impatiently, but Clare sdidank you,
Consuelo. We'll ring if we want anything.'

Consuelo ignored that cold dismissal and lookedteats at
Alexandra, noticing her pale cheeks, the bruiseeldiround her eyes.
‘And you,senhorita--?'

‘That will do, Consuelo.' Professor Tempest loo&eter furiously.
'You have had your instructions from Mrs. Formamdy leave us.'

Consuelo's lips pursed, but she had no choice dulot as he
commanded. She went reluctantly through the doat as an
afterthought Professor Tempest called: 'Senhor @ko Consuelo?
Where is he?'

'Is out,senhol' returned Consuelo mutinously, and then went yawe

'l must speak to Declan,' muttered Alexandra'sefaltitterly. 'l must
apologise--'



'l shouldn't." That was Clare again, and Alexaisdows-"drew
together. Surely she wasn't about to defend hetth8uClare had
other axes to grind. 'You'd only embarrass himg¢ sbntinued,
forcing a persuasive tone. 'He's had enough tceadntvith without
you bringing it all out into the open. Besides, ®you're gone...'

Professor Tempest pressed his lips together. Yess.perhaps you're
right. It would be embarrassing—all round.' He ledkagain at his
daughter, his eyes mirroring his dislike of hetha&tt moment. 'But
you and |, Alexandra, we will discuss this agairaken no mistake
about it. And | don't want to hear any more abaut kpaving school,
Is that clear?'

Alexandra turned away, her hands thrust into tipeplaickets of her
jeans. 'Is that all, Father?' she enquired dulig, sensed his desire tc
strike her for what he considered downright insoéen

‘Yes, that's all for now,' he agreed grimly. 'l gagt you remain in
your room for the rest of the day. I'll have yousals sent in to you.'

'Yes, Father.'

Without another word, Alexandra left the room, wagkstiffly along
the passage to her bedroom. But once there, watlddlor securely
closed, she sank down weakly on to her bed anddbtwer face in her
hands. She had thought things couldn't get wonseslie had been
wrong.

Consuelo brought her lunch at about half past ohee old
housekeeper came right into the room and closeditloe before
putting down the tray and saying: 'Is not trsenhorita!’

Alexandra looked up weatrily. 'What's not true, Ggis?"



'What the Senhora Forman sadnhorita About herself and Senhor
Declan.'

Alexandra made a motion as if pushing somethingyafn@m her.
‘Now, Consuelo, if you've been eavesdropping--éSdvopping,
senhorit® What is this?'

Alexandra sighed. 'Listening to conversations. @osations that
don't concern you.'

'Is concerning Consuelo! the housekeeper retstiacply. '‘Consuelo
know Senhor Declan since baby.'

'I know that, Consuelo--'.

‘Senhor Declan never want to marry Senhora Fori@ha.want to
marry him, but Senhor Declan, he leave Sao Pautb came to
Paradiablo to get away from her.’

Alexandra stared at her incredulously. '‘Oh, comeCamsuelo! Why
would he do that?'

'Senhor Declan is kind mansenhorita. He not want cause
trouble—how you say?—nhurt feelings!

'‘And | suppose you're going to tell me next thar€lmarried David
Forman when she learnt that he was going to worRaaadiablo,
too?' Alexandra was sarcastic.

'Is right,senhorita.Senhor Forman is dedicated man, too. He want
help Indian.’

Alexandra considered the housekeeper's face fong lincertain
moment. Then she shook her head impatiently. "Welgesn't really
matter, does it? One way or the other, she's aelliger objective.'



'‘No!" Consuelo was horrified. 'Is not so. Senhor Dedarhow you
say?—friendly, nothing more."'

'How can you be so sure?"

Consuelo drew herself up to her full height. 'Catsubelieve in
Senhor Declan. He is not man to take other mari&s'wi

Alexandra paced resdessly across the floor. 'lexgpgie your loyalty
to your employer, Consuelo, but you're wasting youe telling me
all this.'

'‘Que?'For once Consuelb was at a loss. '$eehoritais in love with
Senhor Declamao?’

Alexandra’s lips tightened. 'Haven't you heard, Ste@fo?' she asked
bitterly. 'I'm still a schoolgirl! How can | postjbbe expected to
know my own mind?'

Consuelo plucked unhappily at the strings of heromap The
senhoritais making fun of Consuelo.’

'No. No, I'm not making fun of you, Consuelo. Ofseaif perhaps.'
'But—but Consuelo know--'

The housekeeper broke off abruptly, and Alexandaaed at her
through narrowed eyes. 'Yes, Consuelo? What dkgow?'

Consuelo hunched her shoulders. "Eleahorita,she spend night in
Senhor Declan's bed.’

Alexandra felt the hot colour flood her cheekse¢.'

Consuelo moved towards the door. 'Consuelo go.nGangry?'



Alexandra shook her head. 'No, I'm not angry, CeltsutAnd—and
thank you. For your confidence.'

After Consuelo had gone, Alexandra picked at hedf@ut like the
day before she wasn't hungry. Everything seemebetdumbling
about her ears and she wished she could escapalirofithem.

About half an hour later her door opened and slo&ed up in
surprise to find Declan entering the room. He alode door and
leant back against it, and she got up from theamedconfronted him
tremulously.

'‘Well? Have you come to demand that | take lunctin wou?' she
asked unsteadily, 'because | should tell you, rthyefahas forbidden
it.'

Declan was unsmiling. 'l know what your father basl.'

‘Do you know why?'

‘Clare said something about him being angry with yar staying
here with me.’

'Oh, did she?' Alexandra chewed her lower lip. &nght have
known Clare would find some suitable excuse thd'tlinvolve her
in any unpleasantness.

'Yes. Wasn't it true?"

'‘Does it matter?' Alexandra turned away. "Why hauecome here? |
don't think my father would approve--'

‘To hell with your father!" Declan's jaw was tal¥dexandra, he said
something about you not wanting to go back to schsdhis true?’

Alexandra shrugged indifferently. 'l don't have aay in the matter.'



Declan caught his breath on an expletive. 'Justanthe question.’

‘No, | don't want to go back to school. | shalldighteen in October.
Old enough to do what | like. But until then...'eéSivalked slowly
towards the window. 'The rain's stopped.’

'‘Never mind the *ain.' Declan was curiously taumself. 'Alexandra,
| have a suggestion to make.'

She glanced round at him. 'Oh, yes?'

'Yes.' He clenched his fists by his sides. 'How Mgwu like to stay
with my parents in Sao Paulo? For a few weeks apyWwavould
give your father and his new wife time to get atco®ed to one
another, and give you a breathing space.'

Alexandra stared at him. 'Stay? With your familyGwHcould | do
that?'

'‘Quite simply. They'd be delighted to have you. Ané girl more or
less in a houseful of women wouldn't make muchedsihce.'

‘But why should you suggest this?' Her heart wdpitaéing quite
erratically.

'l have no ulterior motive,' he retorted, straigimg. 'l simply
thought you might enjoy it.'

Alexandra's heart contracted. '‘Don't you mean iildi¢et me down
more lightly?' she demanded unsteadily. ‘A lumpugfar to sweeten
the medicine!

Declan's face hardened. 'Not at all. You obviogsly't stay here, and
you didn't appear too happy with the new arrangésnst night. |
was merely trying to make things easier for you.'



'How kind!'

'Oh, it's hopeless talking to you, isn't it? Yowoewrapped up in your
own self-pity, you don't care who knows it!'

Her lips trembled. 'That's not true!

'Yes, it is. It never occurred to you that yourh&t might want a
woman to share his life, did it? And it doesn't wc¢o you to
welcome her into your family either, does it?"

Alexandra gasped, 'That's not fair!"

‘Very little in this life is, is it? Okay, Alexandr leave it. Go with your
father and Juana. Make a martyr of yourself. Bubh'tdexpect
someone to be around to pick up the pieces evesy'ti

The door slammed behind him and she stood motisntestrolling
the racking sobs that rose inside her. Oh, whydiedsaid what she
had? Why hadn't she accepted the invitation heasoatly offered?
At least it would have meant that she could sta§rawil, be within a
thousand or so miles of him! Now she was committefllying back
to England and leaving him to Clare's undoubte@etions.



CHAPTER ELEVEN

DUE, no doubt, to the fact that Alexandra was eatoagcely enough
to keep a bird alive and in consequence her resisteo disease was
weakened, she developed a severe gastric infettidtio which
confined her to her bed in the hotel for over aknead delayed their
departure for England.

Both her father and Juana were most concerned dieutind,
surprisingly, Alexandra found her stepmother's kegb rather easier
to take than her father's helpless anxiety. Shéogatow Juana quite
well during those few days—it was impossible to aemaloof with
someone who efficiently changed the sheets whem@asesick, and
sponged the sweat from one's hot and sticky bodyl-she began to
appreciate exactly why her father had become fdietio She didn't
think it was in her father's nature to reallyve anyone, but his
feelings for Juana were as close as he could come.

In her own way, Juana was different from any otlmeman
Alexandra had ever known. She had a shy sensitiwibich
Alexandra had initially mistaken for confidencedaie was, in fact,
a home-loving creature. Her career in bacteriology been as much
determined by the pride in her shown by her parastgrough any
desire of her own to be independent. And becausi@xnfAlexandra
was able to talk to her, about her own feelingsatols staying at
school and her ultimate ambitions. She didn't disddeclan with her
then, although she suspected at some future deatenght. It was
distinctly warming after all the trauma of leaviRgradiablo to find
she had an unexpected ally.

The effects of the infection itself were rather sleseassuring.
Alexandra had never carried a lot of weight and nsive was
positively fragile in appearance, the skin stretctightly across her
cheekbones accentuating the hollows of her chétksclothes hung



upon her, and only in jeans and sweaters did skleateeast. The
casual attire concealed the thinness of her ledaans.

Of course, she was still thinking about Declan, #ral knowledge
that she was never to see him again squashed #nysesm for the
delicacies Juana produced for her at mealtimesaulgec of her
delicate condition, Juana would not allow her tbagthing which
she had not personally prepared, and Alexandrasiek the hotel
staff must resent her stepmother's constant innasibthe kitchens.

Still, the sickness and its accompanying unpleassst ceased, and
she was left feeling weak and languid, but no lomgeiseated.

The worst part was still to come, of course. Flyilnagne to England
presented its own agonies, and she was glad whamaJuad the
doctor who had attended her in Rio provide her wime sleeping
tablets which made the putting of so many milesvbet herself and
Declan easier to bear.

It was good to see Aunt Elizabeth again, althounghvgasn't so happy
about meeting Juana. Her position in her brothewissehold had
never before been threatened and not even Alexanthther's
insistence that everything should remain as it feashe time being
could convince her that sooner or later she wouwdtl lmecome
redundant.

London was sweating in the heat of an unusually Alrgust, and
Professor Tempest immediately suggested that theyld all leave
for the house he had rented in Cannes.

Alexandra was not keen. Cannes meant young meendsi of
business associates of her father's, bikinis, atgl df socialising
which right now she was in no state to endure.

Aunt Elizabeth solved the dilemma. 'You go, Arnadthe said, with a
forced smile at Juana. 'You deserve some time atogether.



Alexandra and | will stay here. The child's nottotgo travelling
again. And besides, she needs good, satisfyingsBifibod, not that
foreign muck!'

Professor Tempest had protested, of course, bubAtra could tell
he was relieved. As for Juana, she was less witingbandon her
new-found stepdaughter, and the night before thengwue to leave
she came to Alexandra's room just as she was ge#ady for bed.
She was sitting before the dressing table. Shebbad brushing her
hair, but the sight of the dark, bruised lines acbier eyes had
caused her to lean forward to get a closer looksdnedwas touching
the corners of her eyes wonderingly when Juanaethppd entered
the room.

'I'm not disturbing you, am I?' Juana was alwaygeo

Alexandra put down the brush and turned on thd.stdo, of course
not, Juana,' she replied, nodding to a basket- evehair. 'Sit down.'

‘Thank you.'" Juana seated herself carefully ana tbeked up.
‘Alexandra, |—I wanted to speak to you.'

Alexandra felt a twinge of alarm. 'Yes?'

'Yes.' Juana smoothed her fingers along the arntiseo€hair. 'It is
difficult for me to begin, but ..." She pausedtst+you do not mind
your father and me leaving tomorrow for Cannesyad?'

Alexandra breathed more easily. 'No, not at alké Shrugged her
slim shoulders. 'l can always join you later, vdnt to.'

‘Yes. Yes, you could." Juana smiled, dimples ajppgan her plump
cheeks. Then the smile disappeared. '‘But it wasaabty to do with
this that | have come.’

'‘No?' The tension began again.



'No." Juana licked her lips. 'Alexandra, your fattoéd me that—that
Clare Forman had said that you had been— how dal =it
it?—making a nuisance of yourself towards DeclaRdDrke?"'

Alexandra swung round on her seat. 'lI'd reallyaatiot discuss it,
Juana.’'

'‘But you must!" Juana moved to the edge of hercldexandra, you
are making yourself ill! You do not eat— and frohne look of your
eyes, you do not sleep! This cannot go on.’

Alexandra bent her head. 'Really, Juana, | appeseidat you're
trying to do, but--'

‘But nothing. Alexandra, this is a dangerous pcacti know. | have
seen girls go into declines before.’

'‘Declines!" Alexandra forced a mockery she waértan feeling. 'Oh,
Juana, what an old-fashioned word!

Juana rose to her feet. 'But its meaning is theesashe declared
impatiently. 'Alexandra, tell me about it. Talkrtee! It might help.’

Alexandra heaved a sigh. 'l don't think so, Juav¢hy not? Must |
assume that Clare was telling the truth and thatare too ashamed
to admit it?'

'‘No!" The protest was out before Alexandra couldvpnt it. She
hunched her shoulders miserably. 'l—I—it wasn& likat.'

‘Then what was it like?' probed Juana gently ygjtilown once more.

Alexandra hesitated, kicking her bare toes agdimesteak panelling
of her dressing table. 'l—I can't explain.' "Ye®gan. In confidence,
of course.' Alexandra looked up accusingly. Y deldmy father, you
know you would.'



‘No, | should not. Not if you had asked me notdcsd.'

Alexandra shook her head. 'l don't know where w@irbeYou might
not believe me.'

Juana smiled. 'l knowoudo not tell lies, Alexandra. | am not so sur
about Clare Forman.'

'‘What do you mean?' Alexandra frowned.

Juana looked doubtful now. Tm not sure | shouldy®l.' Then she
sighed. 'Oh, it is simply that Clare has always aiter Declan
O'Rourke. Why, she even married that poor man, d&erman, just
so that she could follow Declan into the mountains.

Alexandra stared at her incredulously. 'How—how gan know
that?'

'l have friends in Sao Paulo who know the O'Rourki#are created
quite a scandal before Declan left for ParadiaBloe embarrassed
everyone. Most particularly herself!

'‘But she told me that---' Alexandra broke off. 'Tha—perhaps |
assumed too much.'

Juana eyed her stepdaughter sceptically. 'Sheymidsomething
about herself and Declan, did she not?' she askisdcanviction.
'What was it, Alexandra?"

'I—I probably misunderstood.' Alexandra found iffidult to repeat
what the other girl had said.

'Please, Alexandra. You must tell me.'

Alexandra hesitated. 'Oh—oh, well, she said somgthbout Declan
being angry because she married David when —whevakeaway.'



'Oh, what rubbish!" Juana was impatient. 'As farl &sn gather,
Declan would be most relieved.' She frowned. 'Bloy would Clare
tell you a thing like that anyway?'

Alexandra stroked the silken cord of her dressiogmg '|—I think
she just wanted to make her position clear.'

'‘But why? If you were such a nuisance to Declany sfould she
have to do such a thing?'

Alexandra sighed. 'Well, perhaps it was becausesaire—well, she
saw Declan and me together.'

'‘What does this mean—together? He was making myeu?' Now
Juana sounded astounded.

Alexandra nodded. 'Something like that.'

'‘Que! Juana sank back in her chair incredulously. 'l o
understand.' She sat up again. 'There was somdibtagen you?'

Alexandra drew a trembling breath. 'Not really.'eStressed her
palms against her knees. 'He—he thinks of me anby éhild.'

‘A man does not make love to a child, Alexandraanh was
impatient. 'l was afraid of this.'

Why?"

Juana linked her fingers together. '‘Because | ddike to see you
getting hurt.’

Alexandra rose to her feet. 'It's a bit late fatthsn't it?"

I'm afraid it is." Juana looked down at her hatisd when he knew
you were leaving? Did Declan say nothing?'



'Oh, yes.' Alexandra's lips curled. 'He said somgth
'‘What was it?'

'He suggested | might like to go and stay withfamily in Sao Paulo
for a few weeks!" Alexandra said bitterly.

'‘He—invited you to stay with his family?' Juana gss. 'And what
did you say?"

‘What do you suppose | said? | didn't want his—itjlar
'‘Charity? What is this? In that way was this cly&tit

Alexandra paced restlessly about the room. 'ltavagsy to solve his
problems, don't you see? It negated any protesghtnave made
about leaving with you and Daddy.'

'l don't understand.'

Alexandra sighed irritably. 'Don't you? Juana, ihascurred to you
that some of what Clare said might have been ragter all? [—I fell

in love with him, not the other way about. | wantech to make love
to me. Maybe he was—physically attracted, but ifwees it was
because— because | encouraged him.’

Her voice broke and Juana rose and went acrogs tpiitting an arm
about the painfully thin shoulders, holding herselo

'Oh, Alexandra!' she exclaimed huskily. 'Don't—gledon't cry! Try
to remember, you are only seventeen—all right, atregghteen. But
you have your whole life ahead of you. Give it amte. Nothing is
ever as black as it seems.'



After Juana had left her Alexandra lay on her tadrgy blindly at
the ceiling. Talking had released a little of hemgion, but it hadn't
solved the problem. Nothing could do that!

During the next few weeks, Alexandra made a coadeztfort to do
as her stepmother had suggested and give liferaceh&he dreaded
their return from Cannes and their inevitable dignat her
deteriorating appearance. She had even visitedtardand obtained
some tablets to revitalise her appetite, but it ussess. She awoke
every morning with the familiar feeling of dread ialin came from
knowing she had to get through another twelve hd@fore she
could swallow another of the capsules which asshexda night's
uNnconsciousness.

Fortunately perhaps, Aunt Liz was too concernedutlh@r own
position in the household to pay too much attentmher niece and
apart from berating her on occasion for not edtitveggood food she
provided she made little effort to probe the cause.

At the beginning of September they received worat fArofessor

Tempest and his wife would be returning home ittla bver a week.

The news seemed to galvanise Alexandra into acliotwo weeks

her father would expect her to return to school ssmdehow she had
to convince him before that time that she was dapatearning her

own living.

But her plans were hampered by a head cold whiakiguspread to
her chest and put her to bed for several more dayst Liz looked
after her competently, but she had none of Jugsiieness, and
seemed to be beginning to find Alexandra's condnrliéealth more
of a nuisance than anything.



‘You're due to return to school in a fortnight!'esbomplained
impatiently. 'What on earth are they going to thivikve been doing
to you? You look like a ghost!'

Alexandra buried her face in the pillows. '‘Perhlagen't be returning
to school,’ she said in a muffled voice.

'‘What? Not returning to school? Your father diday anything about
that to me.’

'l know." Alexandra pushed the covers away fromfaeerish body.
‘But | don't intend to go back.'

'‘What nonsense!' Her aunt was uncompromisingly @biMou just
pull yourself together, my girl. You'll be returgirio school. What
else could you do?'

'l could get a job!
‘A job!" her aunt scoffed. 'What kind of a job cdyou do?"
'I'd like to train to be a nurse--'

‘A nurse!' Her aunt was irritable. 'Nurses need¢oreliable, not
wan-faced waifs who are blown over by the firstfifwind!'

Alexandra knew her aunt too well to argue. So shé bo, deciding
that whatever plans she made she would keep thé&erself.

The weekend before her parents were due home. Adexavas left
with only the servants for company. Her aunt hadldngetter from an
old school friend who now lived in the United Statbat she was
leasing a cottage in Sussex for several weekswatidit came an
invitation for a weekend's visit. To give her abat due she had beer
very doubtful about accepting, even though Alexanassured her
that she was perfectly capable of looking aftesékifor a couple of



days. Secretly, she thought she might have therappty to arrange

an interview at one of the many London hospitals afways seemed
to need student nurses. If she could only accommpbsnething, have
some proof to give her father that she was nohesmpetent as he
seemed to think...

Aunt Liz left on Friday evening and Alexandra wembed soon after
eight o'clock, swallowing two of her tablets to @wgsherself of a
decent night's sleep. But she seemed scarcelywtdi@sed her eyes
before someone was shaking her awake again, somdmse hands
were rough and impatient, whose voice was strangehgh—yet

familiar...

She blinked in the light from the lamp that hadrbéebeside her

bed—and then her heart almost stopped beating.w&isehaving

hallucinations now, to add to all her other miserig could not

possibly be Declan who was bending over her, Dé&claands that
were shaking her, slapping her, Declan's tongueviha lashing her
with words that hitherto she had never heard hiex 86e closed her
eyes to shut out the image.

'For God's sake, Alexandra,' he was saying angwigke up, can't
you? Damn you, what have you done to yourself!'

'‘Really, sir, | don't know what Miss Tempest woshl if she came
home and found you in her niece's bedroom!

Alexandra's eyelids flickered. That was Mrs. Fadrsesoice, her
father's cook and general factotum. What was Mostest doing in
her bedroom?

Someone flung back the bedcovers and Mrs. Forrestgied. Cool
air flooded over Alexandra's body and she realssdtedly that she
was wearing the sheerest of chiffon nightgowns. tdkd to gather



her wits while strong hands levered her up in the &nhd forced her
feet to the floor.

‘Now that will do!" Mrs. Forrest sounded positivéightened. 'If you
don't get out of here this minute, I'll call thdipe--'

'‘Go and make some black coffee, Mrs. Forrest, topllsehaving like
a panic-stricken mouse! What in God's name habsée taking? Do
you know?

Alexandra swayed in a sitting position as Mrs. Estrsaid: 'Miss
Alexandra's been ill, sir. She takes sleeping tabi¢ told you.'

'‘Okay, okay, go and make that coffee! And stop lloglso alarmed.
She knows me, | tell you.'

Alexandra thought she heard Mrs. Forrest walk away, she
couldn't have done. None of this was really happgnit was all

some horrible nightmare and in a while she woul#evap beneath
the covers of her bed, not pacing up and down difiecarpet on
unsteady legs supported by a grip that was almostl an its

firmness.

'‘Alexandral!’ Declan's voice was close to her ear,ramd she tried to
see his face. But he was too close. His face wasdal.

Licking dry lips, she summoned all her strength asaid
wonderingly: ‘Declan?’

'‘Oh, God' His hold on her brought her suddenly close agjaihe
hard length of his body. 'Oh, God, Alexandra!" heaged, and buried
his face in the soft hollow of her neck.

He was trembling, she could feel it, and as theesasf Morpheus
began to recede her conscious mind took over. WMaisactually



happening, havasactually here. And he was holding her in his arn
as if he would never let go.

Her lids felt sticky, but at least they no longkmg together and she
looked incredulously round the room. It was just #ame as it had
been when she climbed into bed—how long ago? Sheséal on the
clock. Ten o'clock! Was that all it was? Had shé&/ dreen in bed a
little less than two hours?

As full recall came to her she became aware ofbanty attire and
would have drawn back from him, but he would ndide go. At last

he lifted his head and looked down at her, and slogvcould see the
lines of strain which had etched a path from hisentow his mouth.

She could see something else, too—the burning andes eyes.

'‘How dare you!" he demanded through clenched tédthv dare you
abuse your body by drugging yourself like that!'

Alexandra tried to push him away from her, shodikgthe fury in his
voice. 'l—I haven't been sleeping well,' she begiaevenly.

'‘Damn you, do you think | have?' His hands gripped shoulders.
‘Why didn't you write to me? Why didn't you tell rde

‘Tell you? Tell you what?' Alexandra quivered.

Declan shook his head grimly, looking down at hegaring of her
futile attempts to cover herself. 'You're so thim' continued, as if
she hadn't spoken. 'So thin! Don't you realise sbupid you've
been?'

Alexandra tore herself away from him. 'l don't nged to come here
and tell me how stupid I am," she mumbled in a ipbbice. 'If
that's all you've woken me up for, please go away!



She heard him draw an unsteady breath. 'Thatwimpt'm here,' he
stated bleakly. 'For heaven's sake, where is tlmaham with the
coffee!’

Alexandra pulled on her silk dressing gown. '‘Peshap'd better go
downstairs--'

'‘Why?' He turned cold eyes on her. 'This is goazligh.’
'Mrs. Forrest will tell my aunt--'
‘Do you think | care?'

As though in answer to his demand, Mrs. Forreseapgd at that
moment carrying a tray. She looked relieved to ftimat Alexandra
was awake and apparently unharmed, but as sheputttie tray she
said: 'l—I couldn't stop him, miss. He—he practicébrced his way
in here. | told him you were in bed and didn't wambe disturbed,
and he said that nobody went to bed at half pagtni

Alexandra forced a faint smile. "That's all righf;s. Forrest.’
'He said he knew you, miss.'

'He does," Alexandra nodded. 'Thank you, Mrs. BbriEhat will be
all.’

'‘Would you like me to stay--'

'‘No, thank you, Mrs. Forrest.' Declan walked to doer and held it
meaningfully and Mrs. Forrest could do no more theave them,
although Alexandra guessed that her aunt would bédhis the
minute she got back.

Declan closed the door behind her, leaned agaifsta minute, and
then walked across to pour the coffee. Alexandrichesl him. She



had not seen him in a suit before, and the dark barded velvet
fitted his muscular body closely. His shirt wasejltioo, a darker
shade, accentuating the darkness of his tan. Ha laadinitely alien
guality in the pink and white luxury of her bedroom

He brought her a cup of black coffee. 'Drink ité sommanded
brusquely, and she obeyed. He drank his own cdffeaghtfully,

and then without asking her permission lit a cherddnere was
nowhere for him to knock his ash, so he openeddtw into her
bathroom and dropped the ash into the washbasienWie came
back, Alexandra had finished her coffee and wasingutlown her
cup on the tray. He watched her broodingly, thembiebetween his
teeth, his hands thrust uncompromisingly into theatfpockets of his
trousers.

'‘Well?' he said at last, without taking the cheroot of his mouth.
'‘How long have you been like this?'

Alexandra turned away. 'l don't know what you mean.

'Like this," he repeated coldly. 'Sick, ill, notieg or sleeping?'
'l—I've had a cold--'

'‘And the rest?'

'If you must know, | developed a gastric infectioaefore we left
South America.' She plucked nervously at the cdtaeo gown. 'It's
taken some time to shake it off.'

‘You don't look as though you have shaken it b#f,commented, his
eyes raking her mercilessly.

Alexandra shook her head. 'l—I lost some weiglat'shall. I—I look
better with my clothes on than off. I—I always did.



'l disagree." He surveyed her without emotion. ¥ehdifferent
recollections.'

Alexandra's face burned. 'Yes—well, I'm sorry itiy@on't approve.’

She was trying to be as composed as he, but hexweere shattered
by his nearness, and she couldn't understand titerapt in his eyes

when he looked at her. Tears pricked at the batlkeotyes, and she
turned away so that he should not see her pitikdkmess. She was
unaware until she looked up and saw his reflecitiothe dressing

table mirror that he could see everything.

‘Aren't you going to ask me why I'm here, insteddjiving in to
tears?' he asked harshly.

She swung round, wiping her cheeks with the backesf hand.
‘All—all right. Why are you here?'

He tossed the cheroot into the basin in the bathremd came
towards her. 'Juana wrote to me."

'W-what?' Alexandra was horrified. 'Oh—oh, she dthio'ti have
done!

'‘Why not? Do you know what she said?'

Alexandra shook her head mutely, and he drew aelep& out of his
inside pocket, tapping it against his other hand.

‘Then I'll tell you. She wrote to thank me for laads after you while
you were at Paradiablo.’

'‘O-oh!’

‘That wasn't all.' His jaw tautened and she coa&la pulse working
away rapidly. 'She also said that you had unfotilpaleveloped a



gastric infection in Rio and that in consequence lyad been unable
to accompany them to Cannes.'

Alexandra pressed a hand to her throat. 'l—I| &' took a deep
breath. 'Was—was that all?'

Declan dropped the letter on to the bed. 'Yes, W all. Read it!
What did you expect?’'

Alexandra shook her head. 'l—nothing--'

Declan's face darkened. 'l don't believe you, Abelka. | think you
were afraid she might have told me the truth alyout'

‘The truth?' Alexandra felt hopelessly incapablewithstand his
anger.

'Yes. But fortunately Juana has some perceptioa.r&hised that if,
as she believed, | did care about you, the venytfat you had been
il would be sufficient to bring me here to findtdu

Alexandra was shaking so much her legs no londemgeif they
would hold her. 'Declan, |--—'

His face contorted with an expression of self-dstgand he reached
for her, grasping her cruelly, wrenching her slendedy close
against the hardness of his.

‘Crazy, crazy woman!' he groaned, burying his fadeer hair. 'Can't
you feel what you do to me—what you've always dionme. Only |
don't have the right to enjoy it!"

Alexandra trembled violently. 'l—I don't know whgbu're talking
about,’ she breathed, pressing her face againssitkef his shirt.



'Yes, you do," he insisted, holding her face bebtneis hands. 'I'm
talking about you—and me—and the fact that I'm oéb for you,
besides living the kind of life no man should offera woman!'

Alexandra's pale cheeks suffused with colour. "Yosan —you
mean--'

‘I mean I'm in love with you," he muttered thicktpvering her mouth
with his own and silencing her protests effectively

For a long time there was silence in the room, éno&nly by the
endearments he murmured against her lips, her shekhollows of
her throat. But at last he had to put her away ffom, reaching
unsteadily for his cheroots.

‘All right,' he said, and his tone was grim aga¥iou begin to see how
it is with me." He thrust a cheroot between hightesnd lit it with
unsteady fingers. 'When | received Juana's lettast-' He shook his
head. 'l knew | had to see you again. To assurelfyst you were
all right." He drew her close to him, seemingly blieato keep his
hands off her. 'Can you imagine how | felt whenrlved here and
found you apparently suffering the effects of aesevsleeping
draught?'

'‘Oh, Declan!" She slid her arms round his waistsélé unable to
actually believe that this was really happeningouYdon't know
how—how desperate I've been.'

'‘Donk 1?' His eyes were hard. '"Why didn't you at¢lee invitation to
stay with my parents if you felt this way?

Why did you have to go scuttling off home like erifeed rabbit!’
"You—don't understand. There—there were reasons—'

'‘Clare? Yes, | know. Consuelo told me.'



‘What did she tell you?'

'About what Clare had said—about the row she haddhbetween
you and your father, ably assisted by Mrs. Forman.'

Alexandra's tongue touched her lips. 'When didishgou?'

‘After you'd gone.' Declan shrugged. 'Oh, don'ggiche too harshly,
Alexandra. | wanted you, | admit it. | also adnattaking out my
frustration on you.'

‘That day by the pool--?'

‘Yes. That day by the pool.' He compressed hisdgrsively. 'l was
guite convincing, wasn't I? God knows what wouldehhappened if
you hadn't stopped me.' He bent his head. 'Yowvdea how much |
despised myself.'

'‘But—why?' She stared at him tremulously.

'‘Because you were so young—so innocent. And yaiddume. The
trouble was, | couldn't trust myself.’

Alexandra touched his cheek. 'l grew up at Paraaliab
'l know that. And | blamed myself for that, too.'
‘But | wanted to grow up, Declan--'

He sighed. 'lt's not that easy, though, is it?'|étdked down at her.
‘Even now.'

'‘What do you mean?'

Declan hesitated. 'All right. | accept that | am some part
responsible for this..." He touched the dark cg@mund her eyes.



‘You're totally responsible!" she declared unstgadi

'‘Perhaps.' He shook his head. 'But that doesatlt #hilé facts. You're
not yet eighteen, and I'm thirty."'

'So what?"

'‘So—many things. Your father will never agree—y@avén't even
finished school--'

'l have." She straightened her shoulders. 'l—I| g@isng to make
arrangements to have an interview tomorrow at onée local
hospitals.'

Declan frowned. 'Why?'

'l thought—I might train to be a nurse." She pausldrses are
always in demand, aren't they?' she asked in d smeé.

'Oh, Alexandra!' He pressed her closely against hisshands on her
hips. '"You really are crazy, do you know that?'

‘About you? Yes, | know.'

He took a deep breath. 'All right, all right. | dothink | can hold out
much longer.' He looked down at her. 'l suggestdoas | asked in
the first place and come and stay with my parentSao Paulo for a
while. We'll take it from there.’

Alexandra's eyes clouded. '‘But why must 1?'

'‘Because | need you within reaching distance,'dmitéed huskily,
‘and because it may be one way to convince yobefahat you are
adult enough to know your own mind. We'll wait—Inddknow—six
months maybe. If you still feel the same in thiatet-'



'‘Don't you mean—if you do?' she asked unsteadily.

'‘Oh, I'll feel the same,' he muttered roughly. o think | want to
do this? Do you think | want to risk you meetingr&mne else in Sao
Paulo and possibly changing your mind? Enrico, pesiR'

Alexandra shivered. 'All right. If that's what yaant.'

'It's not what | want," he replied grimly. 'Busitvhat your father will
Insist on, and I'm not prepared to alienate myriutather-in-law for
the sake of a few weeks."

Alexandra nodded reluctantly. "You—you will comesee me won't
you?' she asked.

He smiled wryly. 'Try and stop me!'
‘And Clare?'

'‘Oh, Alexandra, when you're my wife, | don't thi@kare will find the
climate at Paradiablo half so satisfying.' He pdsher gently from
him. 'And now | think you ought to get back intodbé&ou're cold,
and | don't want anything else to happen to you.'

Alexandra obediently slid between the sheets. "&fhewhere are
you staying?' she asked.

He shook his head. 'Nowhere, yet. | only arrivetlondon a couple
of hours ago. | came straight here.’

‘Stay here, then.'

'‘With you?' He shook his head. 'Not tonight, mylidgr | really think
that would be asking too much!'

*



Alexandra and Declan were married the following tBiasn the

church at Sao Paulo. Declan had so many relatives wanted to
attend, whereas Alexandra only had her father #&ephsother and
her aunt. Aunt Elizabeth was making the trip ertedo the United
States where she was going to take a prolongeddyokvith the

school friend who had visited England the weekeeadl&nh had come
to find Alexandra.

Alexandra's dress was of white lace over a satdergkirt, and she
carried a sheaf of roses. It was quite an importeeasion in the
social life of the busy Brazilian city, and guestame from miles
around to wish them well. Even Clare managed a&ryyspeck on
Alexandra's cheek, although she cast an enviouscglat her
handsome husband, dark and disturbing in his mgrcimthes.

But so far as Alexandra and Declan were conceriteslas what
came after the ceremony that mattered. They flewdapulco in
Mexico for their honeymoon, and it was there, urtterstar-studded
velvet of the night sky, that she really becamevhis, his mate, the
one woman in the world he could never deny.

‘At last | have the right to share your bed," hermmured with
satisfaction, his mouth seeking the warm curve betwher breasts,
full and rounded again after her happy weeks stpyiith his family.

You always had that right,’ she answered sleepily.



