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Joanna loved Shannon Carne and he loved her -theuwd were
several overwhelming reasons why they should notyna

"All right, Joanna," Shannon said harshly. "I lgai. But it's no use.
It never was, and it never will be. We've had todagt's just
remember it as a day out of time."

Joanna stared at him numbly -- envisaging the é,tbleak without
him. She had to find some way to make him changenmd!



CHAPTER ONE

JusT standing still on the concrete platform, Joannalddeel
rivulets of sweat running freely down her spineeThin denim shirt
and pants, worn to protect her from the blistefvegt of the sun,
clung revealingly to her slender figure, and she wat unaware of
the many speculative stares from dark eyes cdstrigirection. She
had been in hot places before, but none so hbigsand the insanity
of trying to find a man she had not seen sincensigefourteen years
old was rapidly beginning to mean more to her tlzenually
succeeding in her quest. Her father could haverftadiea of the
conditions here in Lushasa, or he would never Ipeveitted her to
come, she told herself. Or would he? Lately, hiwgrs of reasoning
had suffered quite a setback.

It had not seemed so insane in the peace and meclof the

Lakeland fells where she had her home. The ideatap to Africa

had sounded exciting, a chance of adventure wtadhunexpectedly
come her way, possibly her last chance to do santgethn her own
before settling down to marriage with Philip.

And finding Shannon had not seemed such an imdespilrsuit.
They had his address—or so they had thought, amdotirney to
Johannesburg had proved every bit as exciting @afiatl imagined.
But someone else was living in Shannon's apartmehe high-rise
block, and her visit to the government mining compé#ere had
proved fruitless. She had merely learned thatyaers before he had
moved on to work for the Lushasan Mining Authoréynd they had
no forwarding address.

She had gone back to her hotel and cabled this hewse, half
hoping that Philip, who had not been happy aboubtaking the trip
in the first place, would be able to persuade h#rer that she had
done all she could. But she ought to have knownNtewell Carne
would not give up so easily. The answering cablée lgaven



instructions for her to travel to Menawi, the capif Lushasa, and
contact the mining authorities there.

Menawi, she had found to her surprise, was a fdsteloping

community, with well laid out shops and offices,daon hotels set in
tropical gardens, and air-conditioning. Joannalistsihad risen even
more when, after checking into an hotel, she h#sphoned the
Lushasan Mining Authorities and discovered thatrBloa Carne
was indeed employed by them. That he was workingesowo

hundred miles distant at a place called Kwyanarn@adlaunted her
either, even though an elderly British couple stgyat the hotel had
warned her that conditions outside the capital weoe half so

civilised. She had been informed that there was@ruate train
service running between Kwyana and the capitalt bbe assumed
to accommodate the output from the mines, and sluk Iboked

forward to seeing something of the countryside.

It was not until she had emerged from the heatAatmosphere of
the grimy carriage, hauled by a smoke- belching stemnof an
engine, and found herself on this desolate platfofrooncrete that
she began to doubt the justification of her actidmgo hundred miles
in distance meant a hundred years back in timarsasfshe could see.
There was little evidence of the twentieth centingre, with
scrubland stretching towards purple shadowed mtains-on one
side of her, and close-set trees and creepers; witis the raucous
cries of birds she could not begin to identify, maching almost to
the iron tracks of the railroad on the other. Thieval of the train, and
judging by the barriers this was as far as it wenais obviously quite
an event. Dozens of Africans dressed in varioup ¢faronged the
platform, hauling out crates of supplies and logdother crates
aboard. Joanna was amazed that anyone knew wlatgs drad to go
where. The confusion was so immense, the noiseeafeding, and
always the heat to burn through to her pricklingpsk



Beyond the peeling station buildings, a collectedishacks could be
seen, and Joanna realised that she could not be&edndefinitely.
She wondered uneasily how long the train would mena the
station, and whether, if by some terrible coincokershe missed
Shannon, she could get back to Menawi that nigie. Igad brought
only an overnight case with her, leaving most aflfedongings at the
hotel.

Near the station barrier, the lorry which was sying the crates
being loaded on to the train bore the letteringSHASAN GOLD
MINING AUTHORITY, and her drooping spirits lifted &ttle.
Picking up her case, she endeavoured to thrusvagibetween the
Africans who were causing such an uproar, brushagginst
gleaming black bodies, aromatic with sweat, stripedt-like
garments, denims and ordinary European geatr.

The man in charge of the off-loading was not Afnichut neither was
he wholly European. Joanna guessed he was a mpdinath, with
handsome olive-skinned features and curly dark khg dark eyes
widened to an incredible degree when he saw a ghltpushing her
way towards him, and he spat commands at the Afsicsiill
blocking her path so that she could reach him waittiorther effort.
In a mud-coloured bush shirt and shorts, his slkeanmeled with
sweat, he nevertheless represented sanity in &\gorle mad.

'‘Mademoisellé he exclaimed, giving her a perfunctory bow
'Qu'est-ce gue vous voulez? Ce n'est pas-'

'‘Oh, please,' Joanna broke in, 'do you speak agydbfR' Her French,
remembered from schooldays, was not very goodshegrayed that
this man had some knowledge of her own language.

‘Yes,mademoiselld,speak English.' The man gestured to the gapi
Africans to get on with the unloading. 'But whatrs English young



lady doing here?' He spread his hands expressiw&y. cannot be
travelling alone?’

His accent was attractive, but Joanna was in nanmappreciate it.
'l am travelling alone, yes--' she was beginnimdy to be interrupted
by a flow of invective from his lips as one of tA&icans dropped a
crate right behind them. After a moment, her congraturned back
to her and apologised, indicating that she shoaldrg

Joanna tried to gather her thoughts, but this Wa® atrange to her,
not least the way this man could switch from sngilurbanity to
obviously crude abuse in seconds.

Forcing herself to ignore their faintly hostile @mte, she said:
'‘Could you direct me to the mine, please?"

"The minemademoiselle?’

‘You are from the gold mine, aren't you?' Joanndenaan involuntary
movement towards the lettering on the cab of theg/lo

He looked in that direction himself, and then swumg head
curiously back to her. "You want to go to the mmedemoiselle?’

Joanna tried not to feel impatient. '‘Obviously.’

He shrugged, tipping his head to one side. 'Thesnsrover there,
mademoiselleHe indicated the distant mountains.

Joanna stared in dismay towards the purple-shrotadege. ‘But that
must be—five or ten miles away!

'Seven, to be exact," her companion informed hausting his hands
into the hip pockets of his shorts.

‘Seven mildsJoanna's echo of his words was anguished.



'‘Why do you wish to go to the minmademoisell® the man asked
softly.

Discarding prevarication, Joanna sighed. 'lI've cdamefind my
brother. | believe he works for the mining comp&adlyannon Carne?"'

The man beside her looked surprised. ‘Mr Carneus Brother?'
'‘My half-brother, yes.’
‘Half-brother?' He frowned. 'What is this?'

Joanna felt like telling him it was none of his imess, but so far as
she knew he might present her only chance of regdhie mine.

‘It means we had the same father—different moth&hs, explained
shortly. 'He is there, then? You do know him?'

'Yes, mademoisellé The man bowed his head. 'l know Mr Carne
But--' His eyes flickered over her for a momendid not know he
had a—sister.’

There was something offensive in his appraisal, Joahna felt her
flesh crawl. But short of alienating the only perseho might offer

her a lift to the mine, there was nothing she caldd Perhaps he
thought she was only masquerading as Shannoné&s. si3trhaps
wives or girlfriends were not allowed at the miaag he thought she
was only pretending a relationship. It was her dauit. She should
not have come here so precipitately. She shoulé kabled ahead
that she was in Lushasa, waited at the hotel inavigrtrusted that
after having come so far, Shannon would at leagt tllze decency to
come and see her.

If only he had replied to her father's letters, blutourse, they had
gone to Johannesburg, and he had left no forwardddyess. He
could have advised them that he had left SouthcAfrThat awful



row between him and his father had been all ofyears ago now.
Had he never wondered about them in all that tie®er cared to
know how they were? Little wonder if this man hamlbts about
their relationship. Since coming to Africa, Shannoad had no
contact with his family whatsoever.

That was why Joanna had impulsively boarded the &iad come to
Kwyana. She could not have borne for Shannon torggher, and by
coming here she had eliminated any excuses he migke. Besides,
she was eager to see him again. He had always leehero,
someone she had looked up to and admired. He haebhegal to
accept the fact of his parents' divorce when he swag/ears old
without question, and when his father had marriggira and
subsequently produced Joanna, he had shown nauggal&ight
years her senior, he had taught her to swim andgalmes as well as
any boy of her age, and she had idolised him. Herfever talked
about his mother or her rejection of him, even giotihey had known
she was alive and well and living in America attttiae, and that
was why Joanna had found his rejection of the fasol hard to take
when it happened. She only knew that the row hehaadwith his
father had something to do with his mother, antddetwalked out of
the house and never come back. For a while heerfatad been
terribly bitter about the whole thing, but later lo@ had employed a
private detective to find him. The man had tracddhrthon to
Witwatersrand, but although they had written, he iver replied to
any of their letters. And now her father was sgt&wly dying in fact,
and in spite of everything insistent that Shannooutd inherit the
estate.

Now Joanna squared her shoulders, and said: "Walh assure you,
| am Joanna Carne. And | do need to see my brbther.

The man considered her for a few moments longerilzen he said:
‘Does—Mr Carne expect you?'



Joanna sighed. 'No.' She paused. 'He doesn't @oewnlkn in Africa.
Does it matter?' She controlled a momentary iramat'ls there any
vehicle | can hire to get to the mine?'

‘There are no taxis herenademoisellé The man's lips twisted
derisively. 'But..." His appraisal abruptly ceassdhe slapped at an
insect crawling across his cheek. 'Perhaps | ctalté you there
myself.’

Joanna expelled her breath with some relief. 'Glylevyou? I'd be
very grateful, Mr—er—Mr--'

‘Just call me Lorenz,' replied the man, turning yaveashout more
abuse at the flagging porters. Then: 'Is this alinluggage?'

‘Yes.' Joanna felt obliged to explain: 'l left trest at the hotel in
Menawi.'

‘You did?' The man called Lorenz raised dark ey@brorhen let us
hope it is still there when you get back, eh?'

This was one worry Joanna refused to considersiira it will be,'
she said equably, and allowed him to take her agletease from her
sticky fingers.

Her handbag swinging from her shoulder, Joannadsteaiting
nervously for the unloading and loading to be tiglouThe sun was
burning the top of her head, and although she Head pp the honey
blonde hair for coolness, damp strands were tumlaivout her ears.
She hoped her hair would be thick enough to wititsthe heat of the
sun, but she somehow doubted it. She felt as theughy inch of
clothing was sticking to her, and she thought lagtyi of pools of
cool water, or the stinging spray of the showeikbadhe hotel. The
water there had not been really cold, but it haehbefreshing, and
she longed to feel her skin tingling with cleantiseagain after that
interminable train journey. She was hot and gruldng only the



knowledge that Shannon was only seven miles awapypstl her
from climbing back aboard the train to Menawi.

'‘Perhaps you would prefer to wait in the cabin,sM&arne?"

Lorenz was back, indicating the driving cabin @ thrry, and after a
moment's hesitation Joanna nodded her thanks. &hglad she was
wearing trousers as he helped her up. There wdsngoladylike
about scrambling up iron footholds on to a seat searched like a
hot tin roof. But she managed to smile down atréscuer, and after a
few moments of discomfort she could relax.

Flies buzzed in and out of the open doors, theenoigside had not
abated, and her mouth felt dry and sandy. She &dahbthing to eat
or drink since breakfast in the hotels that morparg as it was now
afternoon, she was beginning to feel decidedly gn#at opened can
of beer rested on the floor of the cabin, but ties finvading the
twist-off lid made her feel sick.

After what seemed like hours, but which was initganly about
twenty minutes, Lorenz appeared below her. 'Alnfiosshed now,
Miss Carne. Soon we will be on our way.'

Joanna forced a smile. 'Oh, good." She shiftedtla linder that
irritating scrutiny. "Will it take long? To get tbhe mine, | mean?'

Lorenz shrugged. "Twenty-five—thirty minutes, norsb
'So long?' Joanna couldn't prevent the exclamation.

Lorenz's expression hardened. 'Is not a good ides, Carne. You
want | should break an axle?'

'Oh, no, of course not." Joanna was quick to apggogYou must
forgive me. |—I've never been in Africa before.’



Lorenz shrugged and turned away, and Joanna lofskettatedly

down at her hands. She didn't want to antagoneentm, but thirty
minutes to do seven miles seemed an exaggeratatiytime. She
half wished there was some other way she coulthge¢. She didn't
like Lorenz's attitude towards her. She was coradnbe did not
believe that she was related to Shannon, and ieyas, if she was
not, what did that make her?

At last, a creaking and a heavy thud heraldedndeoéthe delay. The
lorry was loaded up, and Lorenz came to swing hintszhind the

wheel of the vehicle. The rank smell of sweat froim body as he
levered himself into the cabin beside her maderkanld her breath
for a moment, and his language when he acciderktizlked over the
can of beer and sent a stream of brown liquid &cdnis canvas-clad
feet shocked and revolted her.

The engine of the vehicle started without troublel soon they were
bumping over the siding, passing the shacks whengpg of women

watched them curiously, sounding the horn as almalséd children

ran carelessly in their path. Then even those fgnssof habitation

were left behind, and they rolled heavily alongoad split by the

constant rays of the sun.

Joanna soon appreciated the wisdom of not trageflinspeed. The
lorry was built for carrying anything but passersgemd the end of
her spine was soon numb from the buffeting it wetiving. From

the somewhat sardonic glances Lorenz kept makimmgirdirection,

she guessed he knew exactly how she was feelind, shie

determinedly put a brave face on it.

The sight of a herd of zebra some distance awaysadhe plain
brought a gasp of delight to her lips, and for aevwhe was diverted
from her thoughts. Coming up from Menawi, she hehdittle of the
game for which West Africa was famous, and now &hraed to



Lorenz and asked him whether there were elephatéi@ns in this
part of the country.

‘There is a national safari park, Miss Carne. Yan see plenty of
game there. Here—well, occasionally | have seeanaly of lions,
and once we had a rogue elephant causing troultheeanine, but
man brings death to the animals, so they stay away.

Joanna shook her head. 'That's awful, isn't it?"

'‘Wealth, too, has its price, Miss Carne. Once dragywas the gold of
Africa, but no more.'

‘Are you—were you born in Lushasa, Mr—er—Lorenz?'

He looked her way. 'No. | was born in the TranskiBgs Carne. That
Is, South Africa. But | found the—climate here mawemy liking.'

Joanna acknowledged this, and for a while theresNasce. Then,
without preamble, he said: 'How long is it sinceuyoave seen
your—er—brother, Miss Carne?'Joanna straighteneddek. 'Some
time,' she replied evasively. 'Do you—do you knam vell?'

‘A man in my position does not know the General &g of the
Kwyana Mine very well," replied Lorenz bitterly.

'‘General Manager!" Joanna's involuntary ejaculatoold not be
denied. She had known her brother had taken a el@gengineering.
Her father had been furious about it at the timaintaining that an
agricultural college would have served him bettamnta university.
But obviously Shannon had put his knowledge to gaosel

Lorenz was raising his eyebrows. 'You did not kiyowr brother was
SO important?



'‘No.' Joanna made an impatient little gesturee tld you, it's some
time since—since | saw him.'

‘What a pleasant surprise, then. A man in Gamesgigo should be
worth some small investment, wouldn't you say?'

Joanna caught her breath. 'l don't know what yaoyying, Mr
Lorenz, but | can assure you that my sole purpese is to deliver a
message to him from our father!'

Lorenz studied her flushed face for a moment, &h tshrugged,
returning his attention to the road. "You may mad that so easy right
now,' he commented cryptically.

'‘What do you mean?' Joanna stared at him.

His fingers flexed against the wheel. '‘Our galldanager is ill, Miss
Carne. | would doubt your ability to deliver any seage to him
during the next forty-eight hours.'

'1I?" Joanna felt cold inside. 'What is it? What's wraiitip him?' She
put a hand to her throat. 'There—there hasn't haeaccident--'

'‘Oh, no, no." Lorenz shook his head, his tone nmacKiNothing so
exciting, | assure you.'

‘Then what is wrong with him?' Joanna couldn't hde anxiety, or
her impatience.

‘Just a touch of fever, Miss Carne." Lorenz wag#a#rtingly
indifferent as he drawled the words. 'Just a Ifeleer.’

'‘Fever!" Joanna shifted restlessly. "What kindeokt?"



'Relax, Miss Carne. Your concern does you creditjtds nothing to
get excited about. In a couple of days your —er—tHaowill be as
good as new, no doubt.’

Joanna's brows were drawn tight together aboveiedayes. 'You
should have told me sooner," she exclaimed.

'‘Why?' Lorenz swung the lorry to avoid an enormoagty yawning

in the road, and she had to clutch the seat toeptelverself from
being thrown against him. 'We could have got hepesnoner.

Unless—unless in his—er— debilitated state you iringive decided
not to come.’

Joanna di<J not answer this. She was too tensecttaege abuse
with this man who seemed to be enjoying impartingchs
information, and besides, she didn't really knowethier he was
telling her the truth. But if he was, then perhapsight have been
better if she had not come ...

The mountains were nearer now, and as they begatinib the
steeper gradient, the air became blessedly cdsier guessed it was
the breeze coming through the open windows of &facle which
created the coolness and that outside it wasesttvatingly hot, but
any respite was a relief.

'‘Not much farther now, Miss Carne,’ remarked Loyemz their
wheels churned up a cloud of fine grey dust, anehd questionable
whether the dusty air coming through the windows waferable to
closing them and suffering the heat inside. 'Jusyobd this
bluff—see!'

Opening out below them was a rugged valley, ite leestartling mass
of machinery and buildings. After so much that yasnitive, the

Kwyana mine was aggressively modern, and Joannastasished
at its size and industry. As well as the buildingmediately adjacent



to the mine workings, there was living accommodatar over three
hundred men, Lorenz volunteered, pointing out latmies,
ventilation and processing plants, the pumpistation and mine
hospital, as well as the enormous plant which pedid¢he whole
complex.

'Impressive, is it not?' Lorenz commented drylyweOthree hundred
men, and not a woman—a white woman, at least, svaéhihundred
miles. Except yourself, Miss Carne.’

Joanna did not answer this, but her nerves tightandis words. If
that were so, she ought not to have come herestatad the feeling
that Shannon would not appreciate her having dondéf snly they
had told her in Menawi how remote the mine was! tBenh she had
not told them that she intended making the joulmeg herself.

At this hour of the afternoon there were few mepuwpbut those
there were stared with unconcealed amazement aenker
companion in the cab of the lorry. Joanna coultitrezhot colour in
her cheeks adding to the general discomfort obbely, and she did
not like the amusement Lorenz made no effort te.hid

The layout of the site reminded her of an indukessate back home,
only here two-storied dwellings mingled with stebébed girders

and the intricate maze of a chemical processingt ptéad it not been
for the heat which, even though the sun was sldeding its power,

was still intense here in the valley, they couldvehdeen in any
industrial complex anywhere in the world.

Looking about her, Joanna finally had to ask: ‘Wiot these blocks
does my brother occupy?'

'‘None of them," replied Lorenz laconically, stagliher for a minute
until he added: ‘Managers don't live in blocks.yhave houses. It's
not much further. Have patience, Miss Carne.'



The sarcasm was back and Joanna clenched herhigg had turned
off the main thoroughfare on to a narrow track iegdetween the
living blocks which were interspersed here andeheth stretches of
scorched grass.

Occasionally she caught glimpses of men playingobbehind the
buildings, but mostly her attention was fixed one th
corrugated-roofed bungalows she could see ahedHdeai. There
were several, set at intervals between scrub heddjealike with
stuccoed walls painted in pastel shades, and oweiing eaves.
Lorenz brought the heavy vehicle to a halt befare of them. The
place looked deserted, the blinds were drawn aedethvas no
apparent sign of life.

‘That's it,’ he announced derisively. 'l hope yoon'd find it
disappointing.'

Joanna was sure he hoped she did, but she threisthey door and
climbed down quickly before he could offer his atmnce. He
handed her out her suitcase, and she had perfothartk him.

'l don't know how I'd have managed without youg aldmitted.

'‘Nor do I, he agreed, and let out his clutch;lgmey trundled noisily
away.

After he had gone, it seemed incredibly quiet. iheg journey on

the train, the uproar at the station, and theitrighe lorry had all

taken their toll of her nerves, and even the lowlbing sound which
was all she could hear was welcome. Even so, sli¢hlbaght her

arrival would have disturbed someone, but no opeared to have
noticed.

Stifling the awful feeling of panic which was weldj up inside her,
Joanna picked up her suitcase and walked detertyinpdhe path to



a meshed door. An outer door stood wide, but thehext door had a
self-closing hinge.

Feeling rather like an interloper, she knockedhat wood which
surrounded the mesh and mentally composed how akegaing to
introduce herself. What if Shannon didn't recoghise? She was sure
she would recognise him. His image was printed linlyeon her
mind.

No one answered her knock, and with a sigh shekautb@arder. Still
there was no response, and she shaded her eyesneithand and
looked hopefully up and down the - road. What iférme had brought
her to the wrong bungalow? He might have done fibatately. If
only there was someone she could ask.

But the empty road mocked her, and the drawn bliodsthe

adjoining bungalows did not encourage intruders.eWimo one

replied to her third attempt to attract attentisime tentatively opened
the meshed door and went in.

She found herself in a narrow hall covered by samer flooring,
but otherwise bare. The hall appeared to run framitfto back of the
building, with several doors opening from it. Onpuise, Joanna
opened one of these doors and peeped into thelvegamd. She saw
what appeared to be a study with a desk strewnpaifiers, a chair, a
filing cabinet, and two telephones. A second dewealed a living
room—armchairs, dining chairs and table, bookslslaad a drinks
cabinet.

Joanna closed this second door and stood, undedidas was not
Shannon's house she was taking dreadful libegresgeven if it was,
she had no way of knowing what his reaction togresence there
might be. Perhaps she should go outside again ardimtil someone
did appear. Surely—she consulted the slim mascwiakeh on her



wrist—surely the day's work must almost be ovee fiten who lived
in the other bungalows might be returning to them.

She was moving away towards the door when a lowargreached
her ears. Immediately she stiffened, her heart giogrrapidly in her
chest. The sound was coming from a room furthergatbe hall, and
with comprehension came the realisation that Lofesxt not been
lying when he had told her that Shannon was ill.

Putting down her case again, she went stealthdggathe hall and
pressed her ear to the panels of the door. Thesenwéurther sound
from within, but her hand had found the handle ahd could not
resist turning it.

The room beyond was darkened, but blessedly cobbt&ver else
these bungalows lacked, they had air- conditiorang, for a moment
it was heaven for Joanna to feel the cool air agdier over-heated
skin. But then her eyes adjusted themselves talithaess and she
could make out the figure of a man tossing andirtgron a narrow

bed. Her nails digging into her palms, she movedd&od, and then

drew back again as she realised the man was nkleedad kicked

the thin cotton sheet aside, and although his beal/streamed with
sweat, she could see he was shivering.

Joanna hesitated only a moment longer, and therednésrward

once more, gathering the sheet from the foot ob#tkand drawing it
up over his shuddering limbs. Mosquito netting heangpended over
the bed, but when she brushed it aside she coslthisdace, and a
curious weakness assailed her. Shannon's eyes gleeged and
unseeing, but they were the same tawny eyes shembered, the
same heavy lids and long curling lashes. He hadgsdtha little; after
all, he was ten years older and therefore more nimallevertheless,
the lean intelligent features were not so differantd from what she
had seen of his muscled body, he still hadn't alcewf spare flesh
on him. His dark brown hair was longer than it ls@e&n, but it was



just as thick and virile, and her fingers tremb&xishe touched it
now, smoothing a heavy swathe back from his damghfead. Her
fingers lingered against his burning skin, needihgt physical
contact, but as he fought her attempts to keephbet over him, she
looked round desperately, wondering what she cdoldShe felt
angry as she wondered how long he had been lying Iike this
without anyone to care for him. Why wasn't he ia lospital Lorenz
had shown her receiving proper attention?

‘Shannon,' she ventured at last, sitting down ensttle of the bed.
‘Shannon—it's me, Joanna! Do you remember me?'

Her softly spoken words seemed to penetrate hiswuds| ,, and for a
few seconds there was a look of faint recognitiorthe eyes he
turned in her direction. But then it disappeared lae began twisting
restlessly again, licking his lips as if he waschad.

'‘Who are you? What do you think you're doing?"'

The cold angry words brought Joanna almost guiltilyer feet and
she turned to find a woman entering the room.viniae uniform, she
was probably a nurse, Joanna decided, and she anaideoluntary
gesture of apology.

'I—I'm Joanna Carne,' she explained awkwardly.n8ba's—sister.’

The woman's dark brows drew together uncomprehghdiand as
she drew nearer Joanna could see that like the.or@nz, she was of
mixed blood. But the combination was quite staglynbeautiful.
Smooth olive features, lustrous dark eyes, and @e veensuous
mouth, her dark hair confined with madonna-likeesgy at the nape
of her neck, she was unlike any nurse Joanna herdseen, and her
presence in this room emphasised the gulf whiclopaded between
Shannon and his family more surely than the digtarianiles could
have done.



'You—are Shannon's sister?' The woman shook her headTinen:
'‘What are you doing here—Miss Carne? Your brothal,ias you
can see. Please wait outside and | will speak yothn after | have
attended to my patient.’

The way she said those words made them an ordea,request, and
the curtness of her tone caught Joanna on theShevhad travelled
thousands of miles to find her brother, and he nexdrother, after
all. How dared this woman, this stranger, nursetberwise, order
her out of his bedroom?

‘There was no one about when | arrived,' she statetbyed to hear
the defensive note in her voice. 'l let myself and when |
heard—qgroaning, | came to see if there was anythaaglld do.'

'‘Well, there is not." The nurse's eyes were coaflgraising as she
held up her hand to reveal the syringe she wasrmpltAs | have
already suggested, if you will wait outside...'

'What is that?' Joanna looked anxious.

The nurse sighed, displaying the tolerance shetrhig¥e shown to a
child. 'It is quinine, Miss Carne. Nothing morerafing than that.
Now, if you don't mind ..

Joanna almost protested, but one look at Shaniibtossing on the

bed silenced her. Arguing with this woman was adyaying his

treatment, and she had the feeling she would béingaker time

anyway. With a shrug of her shoulders, she walkedtds the door,
and as she reached it she looked back and sawdimanvdrawing

down the sheet and taking Shannon's right arm lestwer fingers.
Joanna watched for a moment longer, and thengasdiman turned
impatient eyes in her direction, she pressed psrttigether and left
the room.



CHAPTER TWO

JOANNA paced up and down the living room, her cork- sal@adals
squeaking on the rubber-tiled floor. But she wasdsturbed to sit
and wait patiently for the nurse to come and sgedker, and with
every minute that passed she grew more and mos&dtad. How
much longer was she to be kept waiting? What wasggon in
Shannon's bedroom? Surely it didn't take this lmngive someone
an injection.

There was the sound of footsteps behind her, amgdwhng round in
relief, only to find a black youth in white shinhé shorts staring at
her from the open doorway. He looked as surprisesgé her as she
was to see him, but like the nurse he obvioushsm@red he had the
prior authority here.

"You waiting to see Mr Carne, missus?' he askearfiog. "You can't.
He sick. He not seeing anyone.’

Joanna sighed. 'l know he's sick, but | have semrl hen as his
dark eyes mirrored his alarm, she hastened onMl'@arne's sister.
From England.' She waited until this was absorbad,then added a
question of her own. 'Who are you?'

The youth looked taken aback. 'Jacob, missus,’ m&vered
reluctantly, glancing over his shoulder. 'You skiss Camilla?’

'‘Miss Camilla?' Joanna folded her arms, suppotigrgchin with the
knuckles of one hand. 'Would that be—the nurse?"

Jacob nodded. 'Miss Camilla looking after Mr Carne.

Joanna inclined her head. 'Yes, I've seen her.p8bged in front of
him. 'Do you work for Mr Carne?’



Jacob shifted under her scrutiny. 'l Mr Carne's skeeuboy,' he
admitted, his chin jutting proudly. ‘Jacob bestdehoy in Kwyana.'

'I'm sure you are,' agreed Joanna dryly. 'Tell haay long has Mr
Carne been ill?'

‘Two days, Miss Carne." The nurse's cool tonesroger Jacob's
reply. 'l told you | would answer your questionssa®n as | had
attended to my patient.' She looked at the housébbat's all right,
Jacob, | can handle this. You can go.'

'Yes'm, Miss Camilla.’

Jacob left them, and Joanna tried not to let theerotvoman's

assumption of authority undermine her confidencet ler words

had been in the nature of a reprimand, and it \waar@nt that Jacob
regarded her instructions as law.

‘Now ..." The woman Jacob had called Camilla ineédaa low
armchair. 'Won't you sit down, Miss Carne? I'm sweecan speak
much more amicably that way.'

Joanna took a deep breath. 'l prefer to stand.'

She didn't. But the small gesture of defiance ditigo unnoticed as
she had intended.

‘Very well." Camilla made an indifferent gestuk&hat brings you to
Kwyana, Miss Carne?"

'l don't think that's anything to do with you,' ied Joanna evenly.
‘And I'd like to ask some questions of my own, duyhave no
objections.’

'None at all.'



Camilla lounged gracefully into an armchair, crogsiher long
slender legs, and immediately Joanna felt at addastage. The
white uniform did something for the other womare $lad to admit,
and she could quite see that Camilla would enjograg it. It would

command admiration and respect among the Africand,was the
perfect foil for her dark beauty.

Suddenly aware of her own dishevelled appearanenwbmpared
to that dusky elegance, Joanna broke into speech:

'‘What is wrong with my brother?’

Camilla's look was vaguely condescending. ‘MalarMiss Carne.
Your brother is recovering from an attack of malari

'Is that serious?"

'It can be. But nowadays, with modern drugs andenotteatment, it
Is not the debilitating thing it once was. Nevel#iss, it can be most
unpleasant for the patient, as you saw.'

Joanna nodded. 'But is he getting better?'

'‘Well, he's not getting any worse,' Camilla amendigdly. 'Knowing
your brother, I'd say he'd be up and about in gleoof days.'

'Oh, thank goodness!" Joanna could not hide hmfréut the other
woman was regarding her frowningly.

'I—I understood Shannon broke with his family soyears ago,' she
ventured unexpectedly, and Joanna felt the houcdilb her cheeks.

'Did you?' she managed, turning away towards thelews which
overlooked the bungalow adjacent to this, notidiogy the shadows
were lengthening as the afternoon drew to its clidseould be dark



soon. 'l—I'm very hungry,' she said quietly. 'Douythink Jacob
would make me a sandwich? | haven't eaten sinsertbrning.’

She was conscious of Camilla getting to her faad, glanced round
half apprehensively to find the other woman sumgyiher
contemptuously. Without her controlled mask of cosye she
looked older than Joanna had first thought her, bat less
intimidating.

‘Shannon will not want you here,' she stated watlal conviction. 'l
know how he feels about hisamily!

Joanna squared her shoulders. 'Do you? Well,hdhte stay and find
that out for myself.'

‘Then you're a fool!' Camilla controlled her suddetburst? and with
calmer emphasis, asked: 'Where do you intend y& Sthere are no
hotels here.'

Joanna gasped. 'l—shall stay here, naturally.'

‘Where? There is only one bedroom. These bungatmevbuilt for
individuals, not for entertaining.'

Joanna looked about her. 'l can use two of thesérschpushed
together. You don't have to bother about me, MisgssM?'

‘Langley. Nurse Langley,' retorted Camilla abrup®nd you can't
sleep here. There's no mosquito netting, and ttiemes are probably
infested with bugs. Or don't you care?'

Joanna hid her instinctive shiver of fear. Inseftany kind terrified
her, but she refused to let Camilla see thatnitlhage somehow,’ she
insisted, clinging to the knowledge that this woneald not force
her to leave.



‘Why have you come here?’

Clearly her presence at Kwyana represented a protdeCamilla,
but Joanna had no intention of satisfying her cityo

'l want to speak to Shannon,' she said steadilyw,;Nvill you call
Jacob, or shall I1?*

That small piece of defiance brought an angry dargeof colour to
Camilla's cheeks, but before either of them couyléak again,
someone knocked at the outer door and a man's, waittea definite
American accent, called: 'ls anybody home?"

Camilla's face cleared, and ignoring Joanna, sHkedao the hall
door, her smile warm and welcoming. 'I'm here, Brsite answered.
'‘Come on in.'

Footsteps sounded in the hall, and then a man egpea the
doorway, casually dressed in a bush shirt and shiddg was a huge
man, with broad shoulders and rusty hair that ed¢drirom his head,
over his chest and down his arms and legs. Joamssgd he wasn't
much more than Shannon's age, and his bushy eyslaseended
rapidly at sight of her.

'Hell's teeth, who's this?' he exclaimed, grinnlAgwhite female, no
less. Shannon has all the luck!

Camilla cast a denigrating glance in Joanna's ftiec That is
Shannon's sister,' she remarked briefly. 'Or sosslys. | must say,
she doesn't look much like him!

'l am Shannon's sister!" declared Joanna hotly, taad coloured
herself at the look in the American's eyes.

'l believe you,' he said, coming towards her hadnt his hand. 'I'm
Brad Steiner, ventilation superintendent at theemind you're ...?'



‘Joanna. Joanna Carne. How do you do?' Joannaedlldwwn to
envelop her small hand in his much larger one thed withdrew her
fingers quickly. 'Are you a friend of my brotheidr Steiner?'

‘The name's Brad, and yes, | guess you could aalhat. We're old
buddies. Used to work together in the Transvaah&€ap to Lushasa
at the same time.'

'l see.’

As Joanna absorbed this, Brad turned back to Garilhyway, how
Is he?' he asked, with evident concern. 'That's \dame. Meeting
Joanna ..." he used her name quite unselfconsgjousis just a
bonus.'

'He's a little better,’ replied Camilla shortly.eStad not liked Brad's
response to Joanna's fair attraction, and her smakeno longer in
evidence. 'l've just been explaining to Miss Catinat she can't
possibly stay here.’

Brad frowned. 'Stay here? Oh, you mean actuallg,harShannon's
house?' He looked Joanna's way again. 'Shannott didntion you
were coming, or we'd have fixed something up, wo'tildve,
Camilla? As it is--'

‘Shannon didn't know | was coming, Mr Steiner,'dsdbanna
reluctantly, aware of the other woman's contentpx. a—surprise
visit. And you really don't have to worry about ik manage.’

'l think Miss Carne should be accommodated at tspital,’ put in

Camilla, as Brad Steiner stood considering theastn, his brows

drawn together. 'There are plenty of spare bed® tlaad it would

avoid the inevitable speculation her arrival is @0 cause among
the men.'



'You could be right--' Brad was beginning, whenni@abroke in
angrily.

'l have no intention of sleeping at the hospitig exclaimed. 'I've
already told Miss—NurseLangley. I'm staying here.’

‘Sleeping on two chairs!" Camilla was scornful.

'‘Have you a better suggestion?' countered Joanh8yrad raised his
hand in protest.

'l have,' he said with finality. 'l have that faldi camper my nephew
Rod used when he visited last year. Providing thigsthaven't eaten
it away, you could use that, Joanna.’

Joanna wasn't quite sure what a camper was, bugusdssed it was
some sort of folding bed. 'That would be marvelloake thanked
him, but Camilla still had an objection.

‘What about the mosquitoes?' she demanded.

'l guess | have some netting somewhere,"' Brad eg$er, his eyes
twinkling at Joanna. 'Like the lady says, we'll mge.'

'l shall have to report this to Doctor Reisbauntgtesi Camilla
shortly, and marched out of the room.

After she had gone there was an uneasy silence,treerd Brad

grinned at Joanna, and some of the tension left 'Den't mind

Camilla,’ he said. 'Like all medical people, shimkb we ordinary
mortals don't know how to look after ourselves. Bhe's a damn
good nurse, and she'd do anything for Shannonkgow.'

'l know.' Joanna had gathered that, but she hadvineinterpretation
of Camilla's motives. Camilla didn't want her hdret it was a much



more personal thing than caring for Shannon's lhhe8he had made
that very plain.

'l live next door,' Brad was saying now, and Joadregged her
thoughts back to the present. 'What say | go rogatimy houseboy
to fetch you the camper and set it up in here wjole wash up, then
maybe later you'd come round and have supper wethi m

Joanna plucked the damp denim away from her mjdofiking

doubtful. She longed to submerge her sticky linmbsaol water, but
the idea of taking supper with this friendly Amemcdid not appeal.
What she really had in mind was to wash and chédmegeclothes,
cajole Jacob into making her something to eat, thea sit with

Shannon for a while. Even if he wasn't aware of presence, it
would give her time to collect her thoughts.

'l really think I'd rather stay here this eveningfje refused him
politely. 'I'm grateful for your offer of the bellut | am rather—tired."

Brad nodded understandingly. '‘Okay. Point takdhhdéive Andy
fetch the camper round in a few minutes.' He watkedrds the door
and then paused. 'lIf you have any trouble with Bagsst let me
know.'

Which wasn't very reassuring, Joanna thought, betsaw Brad to
the door, and then walked down the hall lookingtfa kitchen. It
wasn't difficult to find. Someone had switched ba strip lighting,

and when she paused in the doorway she saw thalh Jeas sitting
on a tall stool beside a steel-covered workingag&f studying the
newspaper which was spread out in front of himr&eas no sign of
Camilla, and Joanna looked round the small, funeisoom with

interest. Because of the incidence of electricgyerything was
extremely modern and up to date, even to the pceseha deep
freeze in one corner.



Clearing her throat to attract the African's attamtshe said: 'Could
you tell me where the bathroom is, Jacob?'

Jacob looked round, and because her eyes wereg steddnquiring,
he got reluctantly to his feet. "You staying hamess?' he asked, a
certain amount of aggression in his tone.

Joanna sighed. 'Yes.'
‘That's what Miss Camilla said.’
'‘Good.' Joanna glanced round. 'Where is—Miss Caill

'‘She's gone. Back to hospital.' Jacob's chin jut®to say you stay
here? This Mr Carne's house.'

Joanna gasped. 'And I'm Mr Carne's sister!" sloetegt, angrily. 'Are
you questioning my right to be here, Jacob?'

Jacob's belligerence suffered a slight puncturMgs Camilla, she
say better you stay at hospital.'

'l don't give a damn what Miss Camilla says!" J@am@mswered
furiously. 'I'm staying here, and if you have aiyections, | suggest
you save them until your employer is capable ofwamsg them
himself!'

'Yes'm," mumbled Jacob sullenly, and then: G&rne,sir!"

Joanna had been too taken up with her argumentJaitbb to be
aware of any sound behind her, but the horrifiedk lon Jacob's face
made her swing round in dismay, her lips partingolantarily.
Somehow Shannon had dragged himself out of bebidpah a navy
bathrobe which he had wrapped loosely about himh veas standing
swaying behind her. He was no less pale than wheimad seen him
tossing on his bed, but at least his eyes hadHestglazed stare.



'For heaven's sake, Jacob,' he was saying, graspmmdpor post for
support, ‘what in hell is going on?' Then his egfeifted to Joanna,
and she saw the wave of disbelief that crosseteaisfeatures. ‘My
God! It was you!" he muttered incredulously. ‘l—thought | wa
dreaming!

Joanna could feel a lump in her throat just lookadnim, and her
voice was unsteady as she said softly: 'Yes, its 8hannon.
I'm—I'm sorry you're not well.'

‘Not well!" Shannon raised his eyes heavenwardaforoment. 'For
God's sake, what are you doing here?' His eyesdladund the
room. 'Who brought you? You can't have come alone.’

'l did. But it doesn't matter about that right nodoanna came
towards him, touching the hand that held his rabelace. 'You're
shivering, Shannon. You shouldn't be out of bed.'

Shannon flinched away from her touch, and sheafshaft of pain go
through her. Tm all right," he muttered abrup®ut'you shouldn't be
here. Why have you come? Does—does your father kymwire
travelling alone?’

'Yes. Oh, yes.' Joanna spread her hands. 'Shaplease—go back
to bed. We can't talk like this.’

She glanced meaningly towards Jacob, and Shanmdedoat the
African. 'What's going on, Jacob?' he demandedshawhy were
you arguing with—Miss Carne when | came on the s@én

Jacob looked uneasy. 'Miss Carne, she want to lstag. Miss
Camilla say she stay at hospital,' he related dafely.

Shannon's jaw muscles tightened. 'l see.' He loagath at Joanna.
‘That's quite a point.'



Joanna felt near to tears. 'Oh, don't you stagggd,' she begged. 'Mr
Steiner—Brad—he's offered me the use of a camp aed, I'm
perfectly capable of taking care of myself. | daven need Jacob to
make me something to eat. | can cook. I'm not be#pl

Shannon's brow furrowed. "You're hungry?'
‘A little.'

'‘When did you last eat?’

'‘Oh—this morning--'

‘This mornind' Shannon sounded impatient, but his stamina w
waning. His knuckles were white where they heldmtihe door, and
Joanna risked another rebuff by saying:

'‘Leave it to me, Shannon. Go back to bed. You'r&dt me handle
this.'

Lines of strain were etched beside his mouth, blithe remained.
'‘Miss Carne needs a bath and a change of clothesb,J he ordered
grimly. 'While she's attending to herself, you paepare her a meal,
Is that understood?’

Jacob nodded, with ill grace. "Yes'm, Mr Carne.'

‘And if | hear of you behaving disrespectfully agayou're fired, is
that clear?"

'Yes'm, Mr Carne.'

Shannon expelled his breath wearily. ‘Good." Heas#d the door
post and stood swaying unsteadily. 'God—this dandiezhse! Why
did it have to happen now?'



He staggered, and to Joanna's astonishment, bgfi@eould do
anything, Jacob had rushed past her and suppatdadther back to
his room. After the dressing down he had just regiJoanna would
have expected Jacob to ignore his master's wegkmegde even
enjoy it, but it was obvious from the way he belthtteat he cared
what happened to him. Her own shoulders saggedt Wday it had
been, and it wasn't over yet.

The bathroom Jacob showed her to had a bath amhdwees but
Joanna decided to use the former. It was heaveaab her limbs in
the tepid, slightly brackish water which emittednfr the taps, and
afterwards she washed her hair and wound it uptawal. She had
clean clothes in her overnight case, but only @teasd she realised
she would have to wash out the clothes she hadgken off so that
they would be fit to wear the following day. Howeyvdacob came
tapping at the bathroom door as she was rubbingp&iedry to tell
her that her supper was waiting, and she decidieét@ washing her
clothes until later.

The meal that awaited her smelt very appetisingp@&ad served it
on the formica-topped table in the kitchen, andlisappeared while
she was eating so that she felt no self- conscesssnTinned soup
was followed by fried chicken and rice, and thessa bowl of fruit
to finish. There was cheese, too, but it smeltaiasirong, and Joanna
had no desire to risk an upset stomach.

While she ate, a steady stream of insects flungnsledres suicidally
at the window panes, endeavouring to reach the, leyid Joanna
instinctively turned her back on them. The softvegf wings and
hairy legs sent a crawling sensation up her spiné she prayed none
of them would gain entrance without her knowledge.

A percolator was bubbling on the stove, and shehegsng herself
to a cup of coffee when Jacob came back. Summanswile, she
said: 'That was delicious, thank you.'



Jacob regarded her doubtfully for a few momentd, taen he said:
‘You really Mr Carne's sister, hmm?'

‘That's right.'

He nodded, as though satisfied by her answer. tsin&'s boy came
with the bed,' he added. 'We put it in living rogras?’

‘That sounds fine.' Joanna finished her coffeepritdhe cup down.
'Er—is Mr Carne sleeping?’

Jacob raised his eyebrows. 'Maybe, maybe not. lgligeisee.’
'‘But—the dishes-'

'‘Jacob see to dishes,' he told her, in as amiableesas she had hearc
from him. "You want anything, you ask Jacob.'

Joanna shook her head. Obviously Shannon's repaabbeen taken
to heart, but she guessed that when Camilla redulaeob's loyalties
might well divide again.

Leaving the kitchen, she crossed the hall to tliterbam to collect
her dirty clothes. But the bathroom was empty afdedongings and
she looked round in dismay. Where had they gone®lsdacob
hadn't shifted them.

Crossing back to the kitchen, she hovered in tloevday,-'watching
the houseboy as he loaded her dirty dishes intsittke 'Er—Jacob?’
she murmured tentatively. 'Do you happen to knownetihe things
are that | left in the bathroom?'

Jacob turned, his black hands incongruously cowergtwhite soap
suds. 'Sure thing, missus. They washed. Jacolheur by your bed.'

Joanna shook her head. 'l don't understand ..



‘Jacob use washing machine and drier. While yo lsaypper.' He
looked anxious. 'Jacob do wrong?'

'‘Oh, no." Joanna couldn't prevent a smile frormlifthe corner of her
mouth. 'l—well, thank you, Jacob. Thank you.'

She turned away and went along the hall to thedivoom. The room
was in darkness, but she switched on the light staded at the
tentlike erection of mosquito netting which hadrbegged over the
canvas bed. But sure enough, her clothes were,tseraewhat
creased perhaps, but freshly laundered. With aurgafile, she left
die room again, switching out the light as she went

Shannon's door was ajar, and through the crackalld see a lamp
had been lighted beside his bed. She pushed theaddte wider,
wincing as it squeaked a little, and looked infiAdt she thought he
was asleep, but he had heard her because he tumbdad against
the pillows, and said harshly: 'You'd better comeé i



CHAPTER THREE

JOANNA closed the door behind her and leaned back agaiftsta
moment. 'How—how do you feel?' she asked autonibtica

'‘Lousy!" Shannon ran a hand across his foreheaghbrg back the
thick hair carelessly. 'Joanna, what the hell ane going here?’

Joanna straightened away from the door and appedaitie bed. 'l
came to see you,' she answered simply.

'For God's sake, why?' His eyes were dark ambéhanshadowy
light, his skin brown and oiled with sweat. 'Joannhabroke
with—with the family ten years ago. There was nasmn for you to
come here—'

‘Yes, there was.' She was standing beside the bed and she
twisted her hands tightly together as she lookeddat him. She had
been an adolescent when he went away, and thestlsing had
noticed about him then, were not the things she nadiging new.

Since his departure, she had grown up, had knoertahch of a
man's lips, the urgency of his caresses, and shlid aaderstand only
too well why Camilla Langley regarded any womaia éisreat where
Shannon was concerned. He was disturbingly ats&aoiven in this
weakened state, and Joanna went cold when sheeagalihat she
was thinking.

Stepping back from the bed, she hastened into Bpee
‘Daddy—Daddy's had a stroke,' she got out jerldynassive stroke,
the doctors say, and he's partially paralysed lsecatiit.’

Shannon's face registered no visible emotion, bwras several
moments before he said: 'What has that to do w&f'm

Joanna took a deep breath, and as she warmed tabhse it was
easier to forget her feelings of a few moments dg®.wants to see



you, Shannon. He wants to talk to you. He wantstgaome back to
England—'

‘No!"

'Why not?' There was desperate appeal in her viite. Shannon,
you don't know what it's been like. Mummy's halt ofi her mind
with worry, and the doctors say that if Daddy haseeond stroke-'
She broke off, biting her lower lip. "You know whetvould mean.’

'It's not my concern.’

Shannon was looking straight ahead, not at herhagrofile was
hard and unyielding.

‘You don't mean that!' she exclaimed disbelievingly

'l do." His hands clenched on the sheet that covieira. 'My life is
here, in Africa, in gold mining. | have no inter@stnything else.’

Joanna caught her breath. 'l—I can'twdn'taccept that.’'
‘You'll have to.'

Joanna forgot herself sufficiently to kneel onflber beside the bed
and take one of his hands between both of hersh8uirenched his
hand away, and ignominiously, she burst into tdahad all been too
much—the long complicated journey, the hostilityiehhhad awaited
her here, at Kwyana, and now Shannon's utter rejedt was so
disappointing, and she buried her face in her ants allowed the
sobs which welled up inside her to shake her whoty.

'Oh, for the Lord's sake, Joanna!'

His feet appeared on the floor beside her, and renahed his
bathrobe from the foot of the bed, thrusting himsaimto the sleeves



and wrapping it around him before hauling her up ims arms. Her
face was pressed between the lapels of the rola@saghe curling
dark hair which covered that area of his chest, lm@dmouth and
nostrils were filled with the taste and the smélhon. He held her
closely until her sobs subsided, and she felt adedal sense of
security in his arms. But when she lifted her faxéok at him, he
pushed her almost roughly away and sank down weaktp the side
of the bed.

'It's no use, Joanna,' he said harshly. 'You'rdimgagour time here. |
will not be coming back to England.'

Joanna rubbed her wrists across her cheeks, anbdisayes narrow
as they alighted on the solitaire diamond whichupoed the third
finger of her left hand. Ignoring the query in biges, she exclaimed:
‘Why not? Don't you care about us any more?"'

Shannon lay back wearily against the pillows. "Eha futile
question. My feelings are not involved. When | IR estate, your
father knew | would never come back.'

‘Unless he begged you to do so!' protested Joadeaperately.

'Is that what he's doing?' Shannon turned scorafids in her
direction. 'Sending you to plead his case?'

'‘He couldn't come himself!' she cried. 'Don't youderstand? He'll
never walk again! And if necessary, I'll beg, Shkamri'm not proud!

‘Unfortunately, | am.’
'‘Oh, Shannon, please! Don't send me home alone!

Joanna was extending an appealing hand towardsvhen after the
briefest of warnings, Camilla Langley let herseitoi the room.
Immediately, Joanna's hand fell to her side andtsheed away,



self-consciously aware of the tear stains on hexek$, and her
still-damp hair tumbling untidily from the topknaot which she had
secured it. Her purple jeans and matching denimt klaked boyish
beside Camilla's voluptuous elegance, the otherawmohaving shed
her uniform in favour of a slim-fitting shift of Ylew silk which
moulded every inch of her curving body. Joanna ®askhe had
brought a dress to wear, but her clothes stilitathe suitcase at the
hotel in Menawi.

Ignoring the girl, Camilla approached the bed, inowy when she
realised Shannon had been out of it. Taking histwyetween her
fingers, she checked his pulse rate, and theracastpatient look in
Joanna's direction.

'l thought you would have more sense than to upset brother,
Miss Carne,' she stated coldly. 'l warned you tfftat should stay
away from him until he was recovered.'

'‘Oh, come on, Camilla!" muttered Shannon irritalllgfore Joanna
could reply. 'I'm not an invalid. As a matter otffal intend going
back to work in a couple of days.'

‘That would be very foolish!" Camilla put her hanois her hips.
‘There's nothing going on at the mine that requy@sr personal
attention. | hear that Douglas Forbes is managary well.'

‘Do you? Well, I'll decide when | go back to wotkank you.'
Shannon levered himself up on his elbow. 'If yolwteene to stick
needles into me, let's get it over with, shall we?'

Camilla compressed her lips. '‘When Miss Carne dfasi$,' she said.

Shannon sighed and looked at Joanna. 'Yes, Jal petier leave us,’
he agreed heavily. 'Go get some sleep. We'll tg&imrain the
morning.' He paused. 'Before you leave.'



His message was loud and clear, and a triumpheouppative smile
curved Camilla's lips. But Joanna chose not terisWith a muffled
exclamation, she crossed the room and let hergetifahe door, not
even trusting herself to tell him goodnight.

The living room was in darkness, and she switchethe light and
went inside, closing the door behind her. Somesine guessed it had
been Jacob, had left her a glass of iced lime jogsde her bed, a
cover protecting it from dust and insects. At thedews, the barrage
of moths began again with the appearance of thg kgd with a sigh
she went and drew the blinds, too weary to pay theroh attention.

As she undressed, she refused to think about tomdriTiredness

was taking its toll of her, and all she wanted wasrawl between the
sheets and seek oblivion in sleep. Circumstaneesyal seemed that
much blacker at night, not least the knowledge esf dwareness of
Shannon. But when he had held her in his armshabdewanted to

stay there, and getting that reaction into persp®etas not an easy
thing to do.

The possibility of the failure of her mission wamsrsething she had
not considered up till now. Until this evening staal felt convinced
that once he knew the facts of the situation, Sbamould not fail to
respond to them. He must remember what a proudvaihel man
their father had been, tall and upright, how helbadd walking and
riding, physical pursuits of all kinds. To be deed of everything in
one cruel blow should arouse some compassion samsShannon's
bitterness and rejection seemed out of all proporéfter all these
years, and she could hardly believe that the raay thad had was
wholly responsible for the way Shannon felt now.

She put on the cotton nightdress she had broughther, its narrow
straps showing white against her creamy shouldeeteasing her
hair from the pins, she allowed it to tumble abbet shoulders in
silky disorder, running combing fingers throughlésagth, too tired



to get out her brush and do it properly. She aeh#dweariness and
even the narrow bed looked inviting. Before puttng the light, she

folded back the netting and pulled down the sh&bké enormous

cockroach which had been imprisoned by the troaremvildly across

the bed to escape her, and Joanna had to stifectham that rose in
her throat.

Picking up a sandal, she knocked the revoltingtaredo the floor,
and then quickly ground the sandal into it. The wwdrunching
sound it made caused a sickly bile to enter hertimdaut nothing
would have induced her to call for assistance. Es@nthe idea of
getting between sheets where the beetle had lbéd fher with
distaste, and only the awareness of Camilla Largylpyesence
prevented her from asking Jacob for fresh beddNieyertheless, she
examined every inch of the bed before extinguistiveglight, and
even after she was lying between the sheets, baghits constantly
summoned images of giant beetles and spiders ingalis ground
floor room, crawling over her as she slept. Shegio with longing
of her room back home, a large comfortable roorth @isloping roof
and a window set beneath the eaves. It was sitaltre room she
and Philip would share at his home after they weagried in June.
His parents were due for retirement, and when stéilip returned
from their honeymoon, they intended to move intooanfortable
bungalow they had bought near Keswick, leavingiphd run the
farm. Thinking of Philip was reassuring somehowe Stad not
thought a lot about him since coming to Africa, arad at all since
her arrival in Kwyana. She wondered what Shannoulavthink of
Philip, or indeed what Philip would think of herlidlrother. They
had never met. The Lawsons had bought their faren 8hannon had
left home. And if he continued to refuse to comeEtgland, they
might never meet.

Eventually Joanna slept, exhaustion temporarilgiaggher anxieties
about her surroundings, and not even the rain wtache drumming
on the corrugated roof in the early morning arousad



When she did awaken it was broad daylight. Soméaideunkindly
opened the blinds, and the sunlight slatting actoeseyes was
distracting. She rolled over drowsily, and saw a'si&egs encased in
close-fitting denims only inches away from her face

Her eyes widened and travelled slowly upward ovescular thighs,
a low buckled belt, to a denim shirt open almosthi® waist, and
finally reached Shannon's darkly tanned featurds. dyes were
narrowed as he looked down at her, but he look#drtlis morning.

His face was still pale beneath his tan, but somthe strain had
disappeared from around his eyes. His scrutiny ndad@na aware
that the sheet had worked its way down to her waisd the upper
part of her body was only thinly concealed beneti cotton

nightgown. She grasped the sheet and dragged itlmre and he
moved away from the bed, walking indolently towaittaks windows.

'Did you sleep well?" he inquired, with controllpdliteness, and
Joanna rolled on to her back and nodded.

‘Eventually. Did you?' She propped herself up oa elbow. 'Ought
you to be out of bed?'

Shannon leant against the window sill. ‘Are you r@aaf the time?’
he countered.

Joanna shook her head and reached for her watoh. hahds
indicated twenty minutes to ten and she gaspei.rédslly so late?'

'Really," he acknowledged sardonically. 'We risdyearound here.
I'm normally at the mine by seven.'

‘But you were ill,' she protested, frowning. 'Didig-dNurse Langley
give you permission to get up?



'l don't need permission,' he retorted, straigimgniNow, do you
want some breakfast? Jacob's scrambled eggs anenpatatable,
and he makes a decent cup of coffee.’

'l know. | had some last night.' Joanna sat upyigblding the sheet
firmly under her chin. 'Shannon,' she began, as¢hsons for her
being here began to assert themselves again. '@magou didn't
mean-'

'l tell Jacob you'll be ready to eat in twentynotes,” Shannon
interrupted her, walking towards the door. 'Theadsain leaving for
Menawi at three o'clock this afternoon, and | exgec to be on it.'

The door slammed behind him, and Joanna hunchedhoedders
dejectedly. He couldn't mean it, she told herseliamently, but she
remained unconvinced.

Wrapping the sheet around her, she carried heheadoto the
bathroom, and showered and cleaned her teeth lygftineg dressed.
Then she went back to the living room, pushed fgdrtdress and the
clothes Jacob had washed for her into her overcage, and brushed
her hair. It hung thick and straight about her $thexs, and she left it
that way, even though it was really too heavy t@amleose in this
climate.

Jacob was in the kitchen when she appeared, argtdsted her
cheerfully as he set a plate of scrambled eggsbhandn in front of
her. It was not what she was used to, but she th&ddn'heart to
disillusion him, and made a gallant effort to enjoyThe coffee
helped it down, and she drank several cups.

‘Jacob go and clear away bed,' he announced, @e@a$ sure she
had everything she needed, but Joanna stopped him.

‘Not yet, Jacob,' she said, putting down her foBy the way,
there—there was a bug in my bed last night.’



Jacob's horror was not pretended, she was sut€ltigre no bugs in
those sheets when Mr Steiner's boy and me makeé lhedhsisted
indignantly. "Why you not call Jacob and have himargge sheets?'

Joanna shook her head. 'l didn't want to—botheom@@ayast night.
But if | happen to stay tonight, do you think | tdbthave some fresh
bedding?'

‘You won't be staying tonight,' retorted Shannal®@sp voice from
the doorway, and she turned to stare resentfuliyrat

'You can't force me to leave today!" she exclainiéthy should 1?
I've only just got here. Why shouldn't | stay ard something of the
place?'

‘Kwyana is not a holiday resort!" replied Shannaottiegly. His eyes
lifted to the houseboy. 'You can strip down the pamJacob, and
take it back to Mr Steiner's boy. We won't be negdli again.'

Joanna's breath caught in the back of her throdtshepushed back
her chair and got unsteadily to her feet. "You —pm!' she burst out
tremulously. "You won't even consider what | totiywill you?'

Jacob was listening to their exchange with widelltted eyes, but
Shannon snapped his fingers angrily at him. "Whatyau hanging
about for?' he demanded, and mumbling an apolagialy left them
alone.

Joanna pushed her plate aside, the eggs barelyeath, staring
down at the table through a mist of tears. Sowea that. Shannon
was forcing her to leave, and she felt more detedtaow than she
had when she had first learned of her father'«strdut why should
she care? she asked herself angrily. Her fathelddmmudisappointed,
but it was not the end of the world. So why did & so shattered
by it all?



Shannon uttered an oath suddenly, and came to st@adly at the
other side of the table, supporting himself wite palms against its
cool surface, staring at her half angrily. '‘Godinlta, it's no use you
staying here, hoping I'll change my mind!'

Joanna stole a look at him. His brow was beadel suteat even
though the room was comparatively cool, and shiksesawith an
anxious pang that he was still suffering the aftiéects of his iliness.

'It—it doesn't occur to you that | might like beihgre, that | might
like being with you, does it?' she asked quietly.

Shannon straightened, thrusting his hands deephatpockets of his
jeans. 'No.'

'‘Why not? Shannon, we haven't seen one anotheteforyears!

|I—I've missed you. | missed you terribly when ylast went away,

and then never hearing from you— never really kmgywivhat you

were doing. Surely it's not unreasonable that bkhwant to talk to

you, should want to hear what's been happening@u@'yShe traced
the pattern of the formica with a fingernail. 'ntdabelieve you don't
have any feelings about us!'

Shannon wiped the sweat from his forehead, and réesd a hand
through his hair in a defeated gesture. 'Why didséed you!' he
muttered, half to himself.

Joanna's eyes widened. 'Who else could have coma®ni's
nerves are in a dreadful state. There was no @ee lel-1 had to try.'

Shannon turned away, his facial muscles tighterugll, | suppose
| can't blame you for that.'

Joanna sighed, and risking a rebuff she went ro@dable to him,
sliding her arm through his. He stiffened and wobhkl/e drawn
away, the muscles of his arm taut against her gkahshe held on to



him, aware as she did so that she was risking i@ his anger.
'‘What's happened, Shannon?' she asked, rushingpetch. 'Why
are you being like this? Can't you forget the padDaddy has done?'

Shannon looked down at her, and the torment inelies sent a
forbidden shiver up her spine. When he looked atike that it was
very hard to hang on to her identity. 'Do you thin has?' he
demanded huskily. 'Forgotten the past, | mean?nitdbthink he
hates me just as much as he ever did, only nove'theery little he
can do about it! Except send you here—with thag an your finger!

‘Shannon!" Joanna was aghast. 'Daddy doesn't bate y

Shannon drew his hand out of his pocket so unegdgtthat she
almost lost her balance, and she wrapped her abwmgt derself

defensively as she faced him. 'Oh., yes, he doasnd,' he told her
violently, swaying a little as he spoke. 'And yandell him | feel

exactly the same!'

‘Shannon! Shannon, why?'

Joanna's lips parted in dismay as his hands desdend her
shoulders, gripping her almost cruelly, and shakiagas he spoke.
‘Are you really as naive as you appear?' he askeshly, staring
penetratingly at her. 'Don't you know anything alibe reasons why
| left England?'

Joanna licked her dry lips. 'l—you had a row withddy.'
'Is that all?’

'It—it was something to do with—with your motheraswn't it?' she
ventured tentatively.

'My mothetl' He raised his eyes heavenward for a moment.yéx,
it had to do with my mother." He paused, his eyasng her



ruthlessly. 'But it had to do with you, too. Did nae ever tell you
that?'

'No."' Joanna shook her head.

Shannon's lips twisted. 'No. No, of course they lahoti' He thrust
her away from him, putting some distance betweemtHAnd you
never guessed?'

'No.' Joanna was confused. 'What—what did | do?"

Shannon massaged the muscles at the back of ks @ed, my head
aches!" he muttered, obviously impatient of hiskmess. Then; 'Oh,
don't look like that, Joanna. You didd®d anything. But you were
there. And so was |. And our relationship ... Wed,you need me to
draw a picture?'

'‘No!" Joanna put a horrified hand to her throat. "Yon/tdoean-'

'‘Don't pretend you're not aware of it, Joannasdid, savagely. 'It's
been there between us ever since you came hererdegt and if
you're honest with yourself, you'll admit it. Baete's no future in it.
There never was. Your father took damn good catbaif But don't
ask me to forget, because | know | won't.'

‘You can't mean ..Her voice shook and then traledy.

'‘Oh, but I can. Everything. Everything, Joanna.'tbimed away as
though he couldn't stand the sight of her. 'l waso'ch more than a
boy myself, but I-' He shook his head. 'Don't wolryearned my
lesson well. You have nothing to fear from me.’

Joanna was trembling. She knew she ought to féalinasd, that she
should be disgusted by what she had just hearcsHsutvasn't. And
that was the frightening part. Whatever he did, lgl@wv she would
never despise Shannon. And this explained so muaol-yet left so



much unexplained. And their father had sent hee Helly aware of
what had happened in the past! Who could blame r&maror
despising him?

Taking a deep breath, she said: 'l—I'm sorry.'dswnadequate, but
she was too stunned to say more.

He looked round at her. He had himself in contgdia, but he was
paler than before and the sweat was rolling off. tHi@ was feverish,
she knew, but when she attempted to suggest thsttidwdd rest, he
ignored her, and said: 'You're engaged, then? Yoranl know?'

Joanna shook her head. Philip represented saNiy.she got out.
‘His name's Philip Lawson. His parents bought Fgbop.'

Shannon nodded, pressing his knuckles to his teandene a farmer,
too? | imagine he must be if he's won your fathegpjsroval.' .

'Yes.' Joanna took a step towards him, stoppitigedbok in his eyes.
'‘Oh, Shannon—you're ill' You must go back to bedt ine—help
you.'

'I'm all right," he muttered impatiently, straddjia chair and sitting
down, resting his arms along its back and his logekis arms.

‘You're not all right," insisted Joanna, staringiat frustratedly. Then
she walked to the door and shouted: 'Jacob! Jacohe here!

The houseboy came hurrying along the hall and pgldyy his
expression Joanna guessed that he imagined trgaimant had
erupted into violence. His face cleared when he Saannon and
muttering to himself he came into the room.

'‘Mr Carne should be in bed,' stated Joanna firrghoring the angry
remonstrance this aroused. 'Will you help me, Jacob



'I can walk," muttered Shannon, getting unsteattilyis feet, and
refusing her assistance, he allowed Jacob to helpdhis room.

After they had gone, Joanna paced restlessly dbhedtitchen. What
to do now? Shannon had insisted that she must,|bavaght now he
was in no fit state to enforce that order. Besit@sy could she go
and leave him like this? She cared about him toomta abandon
him, even to the undoubtedly expert ministratiorfs Gamilla
Langley, and always at the back of her mind theas thie hope that
he might change his mind. In spite of everything.

But one thing was certain. She could not remakvatana with only
one change of clothes. She needed the suitcaskashift at the
hotel in Menawi, and there was only one way toigebhe would
have to go back in the train this afternoon, stap@hotel overnight,
and return here tomorrow. But how was she to geahéorailway
station?

Jacob came back while she was worrying this proplend she
looked at him anxiously. 'Is—is Mr Carne in bed?’

Jacob nodded. 'Yes'm, he in bed. He not good patéiss Camilla
say so.'

'‘Does she?' Joanna's tone was dry. 'Is there agytban do for him?'

‘No'm." Jacob shook his head. 'He sleep for wNiss Camilla come
again later.'

'l suppose so.' Joanna did not relish the proggenteeting the nurse
again. 'Er—Jacob? How could | get to the railwagtish this
afternoon?’

Jacob frowned. 'To railway station, missus? Yowileg?'



‘Temporarily,' said Joanna. Then changed it tat 'far a while. I'll
probably be back tomorrow.'

Jacob shrugged. 'l take you to station. Jacob gbwadiffeur,’ he
announced with dignity.

Joanna gasped. 'l didn't realise you drove, Jdtolsorry. Does Mr
Carne have transport?'

‘Yes'm, he have station wagon. Parked out back.Wwant to see?’
‘All right.'

Joanna nodded, and followed the houseboy throwdgorat the far

side of the kitchen which opened into a narrow agss Jacob

indicated that this was the storeroom on one sideeopassage and
his own living quarters at the other. Then they yaé through a

second door into the brilliant sunshine at the bzfdke house.

The first thing that Joanna noticed was the smadlich earthy smell
of dampness and rotting vegetation. She guessesl ltlael been rain
during the night, but now everything was drying m@gidly, and mist
rose from the hedges that gave the settlementraf permanence.
There was a stubby lawn at the back of the bungaad beyond this
the rugged sides of the valley rose in rocky foramatlt was a bare,
desolate landscape, and she thought she prefehedrow of
bungalows, ugly though they appeared.

A dust-smeared Chrysler station wagon, a big coiabbe vehicle
stood to one side of the building on a stretchavfceete laid for the
purpose. Jacob patted the car with obvious prigapjng on to the
fender to demonstrate its easy suspension. Thewpéeed all the
doors and windows, squealing when his hands enemedtred-hot
metal.

‘You like?' he asked, and smiling ruefully she rextid



'It's huge, isn't it?' she commented, looking iasat the leather
interior. '"How many gallons does it do to the nlile?

Jacob's brows came together as he puzzled thig: iy gallons
.... he echoed confusedly, and she shook her head.

'l was only joking,” she apologised. 'No, reallys ivery
impressive—er—' this as Jacob looked perplexednagatl mean,
it's a beautiful car.’

This satisfied him, and feeling the sun beating momercilessly on
her bare head, Joanna made for the coolness giabsage. She
would pack her belongings and be ready to leave afjer lunch.

Jacob had dismantled the mosquito netting andp&ttiphe sheets off
the camper, but the bed had not been folded awa/she made a
mental note to ask him to leave it where it was. tde/ belongings

took no packing, and she was endeavouring to swatlume of the

tinned pork and beans Jacob had prepared for ineln wthen Camilla

arrived. Joanna's appetite seemed to have dwirddenhingly since

coming to Kwyana, and the nurse's presence digtimulate it.

Camilla offered an indifferent greeting and themswned Jacob to
accompany her. No doubt they were going to seep#tient, but

Joanna could feel herself stiffening so long aswwanan was in the
house. She had to steel herself to remain seatkd &ble, and when
Jacob came back alone, she breathed a sigh df relie

'Has—has she gone?' she queried, in what she hoaed casual
tone, and Jacob nodded solemnly.

Yes'm.'

‘Er—what did she say?'



He shrugged his bony shoulders. 'Nothing much. &me back
later.'

Joanna frowned. Did she imagine it, or was thetia@e of Jacob's
earlier hostility in his behaviour? She couldn'dbsolutely sure, but
Camilla was not one to waste her opportunities, strel must have
noticed how amicably Joanna and the houseboy wetting on
together.

She finished eating and pushed her plate asidat {Was very nice,
Jacob, but I'm honestly not hungry. I'll just hasgme coffee, if |
may?"

Yes'm.'

Jacob attended to the percolator and Joanna wabdnedustratedly.

She had not been mistaken. Jacob was being alangpg feeling of
helplessness swept over her. She was leaving noan leaving the
field free for Camilla to corrupt the boy's mindwiatever Way she
chose, and there was nothing she, Joanna, cowddald it. She had
hoped to leave here in a spirit of friendship, blowiously that was
not going to be possible now.

Leaving Jacob to do the dishes, she went to sagiy@oto Shannon.
She intended telling him what she planned to dd, iame raised
objections she would just ignore them.

But when she entered his bedroom, she found hesawasd asleep,
his breathing deep and stertorous. She hesitaté&hgvdnim, but
needs must, and bending over him, she said: 'Shar$lfeannon!
Wake up! | have to talk to you.'

He did not stir, and with a sigh she touched theamskin of his
shoulder, shaking him gently. Still he did not moaad the first
twinges of alarm feathered along her spine.



‘Shannon!" she said, more loudly now. 'Shannon,ewag! I'm
leaving!'

His immobility frightened her, and she rushed outhe room and
along to the kitchen, shouting for Jacob. She alrnasnoned into
him as he came to meet her, and she exclaimedhlessgly: 'Jacob,
something's wrong with Mr Carne. | can't wake him!'

For once there was no sign of concern in Jacobls elges. 'Miss
Camilla, she say he need rest,' he said, shrugging.

Joanna tried to interpret what he meant. "You nideas Camilla's
given him something to make him sleep?' she exeldim dismay.

‘Yes'm.' Jacob mimed a needle going into his arilss' Camilla good
nurse. She know best thing for Mr Carne.’

'Oh, God' Joanna stared impotently at him, feeling teafs
frustration pricking at her eyes. 'And | supposesdMCamilla didn't
know | was leaving,' she muttered bitterly.

‘Yes'm, she knew. | told her myself.'

Joanna's shoulders sagged. 'But you knew | woultt waspeak to
him before I left. How could you let her do suctheng?'

Jacob's mouth curved sulkily. 'l not doctor. Misanfllla don't ask
me. You best speak with her.’

' don't have time now.' Joanna clenched her fi€&, look—I'll
write him a note. And you'd better see he getsaithinute he wakes
up, right?'

Jacob turned away into the kitchen. 'l finish dgshéou leave note
beside bed.'



Joanna pressed her lips together, and then sidfertiaps he was
right. If she left the note beside Shannon's beddwdd be sure to get
it. Just now, Jacob wasn't really responsible i®mlstions.



CHAPTER FOUR

IT was late in the evening when the train pulled Menawi station,

and Joanna felt stiff and weary. But at least iswaoler in the
capital, and there were taxis to take her to heelh®Neon signs
flashed from all the larger hotels and office bunggs, and car horns
honked endlessly. The streets they drove through Weonged with

people out enjoying themselves, and the sound afteme music

mingled with the throbbing rhythm of the drums fromghtclubs

glittering along the main thoroughfares. It wastathlly different

from the remote mining settlement, and the aronfaspmes and
curries drifting through the open windows of thé caade Joanna
realise how hungry she was.

She encountered Mr Krishna, the hotel's Asian manag the lobby
when she went to collect her key, and he greeted/aemly.

‘You have had a good trip to Kwyana, Miss Carnethfquired, with
a polite smile. '‘Myself | do not enjoy the trips cpuntry.’

'It was—enlightening,' replied Joanna, with a dlighile. 'By the
way, | shall be leaving again in the morning, Migkina. My brother
Is living at Kwyana, and | intend to spend a fewsiaith him before
returning to England.’

Mr Krishna's narrow Asiatic features drew into @¥n. 'You expect
to return to Kwyana tomorrow, Miss Carne?"

'‘Why, yes.' Joanna looked troubled. 'Is somethingriy? Oh—my
belongings haven't been stolen or anything, has¢g?h

Mr Krishna looked wounded. 'This is a respectablelhMiss Carne.
| cannot recall that anyone's luggage has beeearstmm here.’

'I'm sorry." Joanna mentally kicked herself foroaling Lorenz's
malicious gossip to influence her. 'Well, whattjgshen?'



‘There are no trains to Kwyana tomorrow, Miss CalteSunday!

‘Sunday!'Joanna was aghast, but she knew with a sinkingdethat
he was telling the truth. No wonder the streetslehawi were filled
with people! It was Saturday night, and that wassame the world
over. 'l—I didn't think.'

If only she had!

'So you will be staying until Monday?' Mr Krishnaompted, his
good humour patrtially restored.

'I—well, yes, | suppose | shall have to." Joanna wging to think,
but it was difficult when her brain seemed to hastepped
functioning. She took her key from the waiting n@oenist and
tucked it absent-mindedly into the pocket of hang 'I'm afraid I've
lost all count of the days.'

'It happens,' Mr Krishna assured her. 'And perdpnlahm delighted
we are to have the pleasure of your company foexdra day.' He
smiled again. 'Now, | am sure you must be tired lamagry. Can |
order you something from the restaurant—to begend your room,
of course?'

Joanna watched as he summoned a boy to take was$esrand then
made a helpless gesture. '‘Perhaps—a sandwichfligpested. '‘And
some coffee.'

'Is that all?' Mr Krishna was disappointed. 'Carot tempt you with
the chicken which was on the menu this evening?’

As before at Kwyana, Joanna's hunger had desededahd she
shook her head apologetically. All she could thikvas that Jacob
must have known that there were no trains on Sumday he had not
chosen to tell her. And Shannon ... Well, Shanndn'dwant her to
go back.



'‘Perhaps a chicken sandwich,' she agreed, to fleaseanager. 'But
that's all.'

‘Very well, Miss Carne. I'll attend to it at once.’

‘Thank you.' The manager had turned away, wheouwgtit occured
to her. 'Mr Krishna!" He turned back at once, hisws lifted
expectedly. 'Mr Krishna, is there any way | coutthd a message to
Kwyana?'

'l assume you mean before Monday?' he queried.
'Yes.'

Mr Krishna shook his head. 'Then no. The trainiearall supplies,
including the mail.'

‘Are there no planes?’

'l believe the mining company owns a helicopterssMCarne, but
there is nowhere for an aeroplane to land at Kwyana

'‘Oh!" Joanna nodded. 'Well, thank you.'

Her room was blessedly cool and dark, and afterrigpthe boy who
had carried her case, she closed the door andsitbg@wvn wearily on
to the bed. At least this bed had springs, shegthotiredly, kicking
off her sandals and stretching her legs. Then yes alighted on the
cream telephone beside the bed, her tirednesstfengshe rolled on
to her stomach and reached eagerly for the receiver

The hotel operator was coolly polite. She was s@he said, but
there were no lines to Kwyana. The telephones Jobhad seen there
must have been internal communications. Joannarstahadown her

receiver again, and buried her face in the silkeckay.



Surprisingly, she slept quite well. But she hadbesry tired and the
bed was more relaxing than the camper had beenghtbefore. She
awakened in the morning feeling infinitely brightand refused to
worry about Shannon when for the next twenty-foaurs there was
nothing she could do about it.

She bathed and dressed in a lime green halter-delrtkss, and went
downstairs to take breakfast in the hotel diningmo Potted plants
and creeper-covered trellises divided the tabled, tavo talkative
parrots with gorgeously coloured plumage kept tahéexs informed
of new arrivals from their perches by the doornh@asmiled at their
squawking, but she could quite see that someore avitangover
might not appreciate their exuberance.

As she waited for her coffee and rolls to be sengte looked
through the windows to the tropical informalitytbe hotel gardens.
Palms and eucalyptus trees formed a backcloth forenexotic

plants, like the orange and purple bougainvilleactviygrew in such
profusion over the stone arches of the cloistex-li&rrace which
surrounded the hotel. Scarlet hibiscus and fragrangipani dripped
between the polished leaves of a rubber plantr thig span

measured in hours in this intense climate. Evengillseemed more
intense here, somehow; life, dea¢motion ...

‘Miss Carne? Joanna? It is you, isn't it? | wae $uvasn't mistaken.'

Joanna's reverie was interrupted by the drawling#ean voice, and
she swung round in surprise to find Brad Steiradl and bulky in a
white tropical lounge suit, standing by her table.

Her lips parted involuntarily, and she forced alemiwWhy, Mr
Steiner! What are you doing here?' Then, as anldthdught struck
her: 'Shannon's not worse, is he?'



Brad Steiner grinned ruefully. ‘Not to my knowleddg#e seemed
okay when | left yesterday morning.'

‘You left—yesterday morning?' Joanna tried to dbswnat he was
saying.

'Sure. | had a couple of days' leave, so | decid¢dke a trii!) down
here. What about you?'

' left—yesterday afternoon.' Joanna could se&viditer approaching
with her tray. 'Well, it's been very nice meetinguyagain, Mr
Steiner.’

'‘Hey now, is that a dismissal?' Brad moved asidb@swvaiter set the
tray down on the table. 'There was |, about to eaggve took
breakfast together, and you say a thing like that!

Joanna took a deep breath. She didn't really fieelnhaking small
talk with anyone, but he had been kind enough rtd leer his bed,
and she knew it would be churlish to refuse.

'‘Please—do sit down,' she exclaimed, indicatingctingr opposite.
‘You'd better give your order .now, or I'll be 8hed before you've
even begun.’

‘Thanks." Brad lowered his bulk into the chair, aftkr checking
what Joanna was eating, ordered the same. 'Thisicis,' he
commented, as the waiter went to attend to his s1eéhd so
unexpected!" He frowned. 'l understood you intendpeénding
several days with your brother.’

Joanna poured herself some coffee and noddedd.'ll dlo.' She

paused. '‘But my luggage was here, at the hotel,l aaane down

yesterday to collect it. | intended going back teyi&na today, but as
you probably know there are no trains on Sundays.'



Brad showed his comprehension. 'Of course, theme'taiSo you're
staying over until tomorrow?"

Joanna rested her elbows on the table, cradlingugem her fingers.
‘Yes. I'm hoping there's a train about nine- thirty

‘The only train," agreed Brad drily, toying withesspoon.
‘The only train?' Joanna stared at him.

‘That's right. It goes up to Kwyana in the morniagg comes back in
the afternoon.' He considered her puzzled featiureame down by
car. | shall be going back the same way. Want? lif

Joanna hesitated. 'l don't know," she said dougtftdacob will
probably meet me off the train tomorrow afterno®@ut would hé&
And if not, how was she to get to the mine?

That's okay," Brad was saying expansively. 'Hdll,hiave you at
Shannon's place long before Jacob needs to leatteefstation.’

'It's very kind of you to offer, but...'
"... but you don't know me? I'm a stranger to you?'
‘Well—yes.'

'So okay, let's spend the day together. Let'sagkhow one another.
You said yourself you'd planned to leave today. ¥an't have made
any plans yet.'

He was going too fast for her, and in her confus@adtional state it
was difficult to know how to handle him. It seemedeasonable not
to consider his suggestions when she had no rasbmnefor refusing.
And he had said he was a friend of Shannon's..But..



'l have to cable my father,' she said, butterimgaam roll. The butter

had a slightly rancid taste, but after several gdngswas getting used
to it. She spread the conserve thickly to disgtise taste of the

butter, and added: 'And | have a letter to writenjofiance.’

Brad's expression grew faintly sardonic. 'l hadasat the bauble,' he
remarked offhandedly. 'Okay, point taken. You'rgaged. I'm not
suggesting we sleep together or anything. | jusigit it might cheer
both of us up to spend the day together. But ifgon't like the idea,
that's okay by me.’

'l didn't say that exactly," said Joanna uncombdytdActually, | had
thought of using the pool this morning.'

'Is that an invitation?"'

‘You're welcome to join me, if you like," she o#dr colouring a
little, and Brad grinned his acceptanteln spite of the heat, the
water in the kidney-shaped pool was cool and rkings Around the

pool, the patio area was bright with gaily colougaiden furniture,

striped umbrellas shading glass-topped tables wicerehinked in

buckets. Tall, frosted glasses were decorated slitles of lime or

lemon, and button-black olives sprouted on cocksfitks. The

guests staying at the hotel were of various nalitbi@s many of them

Europeans working in Lushasa in one capacity ortheamp and

enjoying a weekend break in Menawi.

Joanna found she was glad of Brad's company. Emergeemed to
know someone, and without his comforting preseheevgould have
felt rather isolated. As it was, he introduced teetwo Germans he
knew who were working on a hydro-electric scheme fioe

government, and they in turn introduced their wjwehko lived in

Menawi and only saw their husbands every other emgk They
were all interested to hear Joanna's reasonsditing Lushasa, and
she guessed that any strangers' presence creagtclane diversion.



The morning sped by, and after lunch, Joanna erduseself to send
her cable and to write her letter to Philip. It dsasant relaxing on
her bed, listening to the buzz of conversation frota gardens
beyond her windows, the sun slatted to a comfcetablgle by the
blinds.

Writing to Philip wasn't easy, she found. Althoglte had succeeded
in part to put the things Shannon had told helnéddack of her mind,
composing a letter to Philip brought everything kaocto cold
perspective. It was hard to write about her jourteey.ushasa, to
describe the country and its people, when her thisugcocheted
from the remembrance of her childhood with Shanndéngland, to
that devastating confrontation at Kwyana. It wasething out of the
past, yet it had a distinct bearing on the preser,Joanna knew she
had been deeply disturbed by it. But Philip aas reality, the kind
and gentle man she was going to marry. The dangatelights of
forbidden fruit did not torment her. Somehow she&l ha make
Shannon see that his future was more important tiharpast, that
there was no earthly reason why he should not duonee and take
over the estate as her father so desperately wémedo do. She
would be married to Philip in four months' time.

A brief period to suffer her presence before beidgf her for good.

In the evening Joanna had dinner with Brad, arehaéirds there was
dancing in the hotel. All in all, it had been aarghg day, and when
he broached the subject of driving her back to Kveyahe next
morning, she eventually agreed. Brad's car was daorbe more
comfortable than the train, she thought, and besillevas a long
journey to make alone.

The first hundred miles of roadway leading to Kwgamas quite
good. The country they passed through changeddesree bushland
on the outskirts of Menawi to the open scrub she used to seeing
around the mine. At times the dust was choking,abudthers, rain



had moistened the ground, and that distinctive Isofeéarth and
vegetation filled the car.

Soon after twelve, Brad stopped, and producedsé i chilled beer
and some ham sandwiches from the glove compartndeainna
discovered that she was really hungry for once thadlfresco meal
was more enjoyable than the elaborate dinner tlaely dnared the
evening before. Watching her demolishing the lastdsvich, Brad
could not conceal his amusement.

‘You sure do care about that brother of yours, tdgau?' he

exclaimed, not noticing the suddenly anxious lodkicl crossed
Joanna's face. 'l haven't seen you so animated aioouple of days
ago at Kwyana. | guess absence does make thegnearfonder, like

they say. | only know my kid sister doesn't givieoat about me!'

Joanna found the last mouthful of sandwich waskistic in her
throat, and she took a mouthful of beer to shiffiten she thanked
Brad politely, and put the empty papers back inte glove
compartment. Brad waited until she had finished| #éren he gave
her a wry look.

'Hey, did | say something wrong?' he asked, phahti 'You've gone
all stiff on me again.’

Joanna forced herself to relax, and shook her hleadvell, you just
reminded me about—Shannon,' she said. 'l —I worfdher's better?'

'‘Camilla will have seen to that,' remarked Bradytstg the engine.
"You know she has quite a thing about your brother.

'Does she?' Was that too abrupt? 'l—I didn't know."'
'‘Oh, sure thing. | thought you'd noticed.'

‘And—and does my—my brother share her—feelings?"



Brad shrugged, reaching for a cigarette from a packhe shelf in
front of him. 'l guess he uses her, if you know tMhanean. Heck,
what man wouldn't, given half a chance? Women tarem'thick on
the ground around Kwyana.'

Joanna turned her head to stare out of the sidieeotar. She had
guessed, of course, but it sounded so much workeabit actually
put into words. No wonder Nurse Langley took sugir@rietorial
interest in her patient! But did that give Camihia right to be rude to
her? And why should she treat her so?

The road had deteriorated into a series of cracigpatholes, and the
heavy American car bounced violently on its sprimgaking Joanna
feel a little sick as the beer and sandwiches \estied together in

her inside.

'Sorry about this,' said Brad, noticing her discorf'lt gets easier
soon. We can cut across the veldt, and shortejoauney by half a
dozen miles.’

‘Well, if you're sure ..." Joanna was saying dadlytfwhen there was
a terrific bang, and the steering wheel slewed demgsly through
Brad's fingers. He grasped it tightly and appliezildrakes, and the
heavy car ground to a halt.

'‘Blow-out!" he told her, with a grimace. 'I'll hateechange the wheel.’

Joanna bit back her own dismay, and climbed out tiin to survey
the mangled tyre. It was hardly surprising thatythead had a
puncture in these conditions, but they were diidiw fifty miles from
their destination, she estimated, and the roadalidbok as though it
got any better. What if they should have a secdod but?

Deciding there was no point in anticipating the stpshe squatted
down beside Brad, watching while he jacked up the and then
holding the nuts he unwound from the hub. It ditkkie too long to



fit the spare, but Brad was sweating freely intikeat, and when he
had finished, he swallowed the last of the beemftbe flask and
smoked another cigarette before going on.

Joanna glanced surreptitiously at her watch anddouwas already
after two. There seemed little chance of them mngiat Kwyana in
advance of the train now, and she gave up worrgbaut whether or
not Jacob would go and meet her.

It was almost four when they intercepted the roactivran between
the railway station and the mine, and Joanna watenably relieved
to be able to identify her surroundings at lastn¥&ssation had
flagged since the incident with the tyre, and s duessed that Brad
was as anxious as she that they should arrive aatlement with no
further mishaps. They had seen no game on theinggu but once
darkness fell it might be a different story, an@nlwa expelled her
breath on a sigh when they finally reached thekinissof the mine
settlement.

As they approached the bungalows, Joanna saw thatn8n's
station wagon was parked outside, on the road woinelered if that
indicated that Jacob had been to the station ta mheetrain, or
whether Shannon was well enough to have returnedot&. Brad
pulled up outside the adjoining bungalow, and Jadhrust open her
door and climbed out. She was thanking him for lthewhile he
hoisted her cases and his own out of the boot, #lemnon came
striding down his driveway.

Joanna's first thoughts were that he must obvidoslieeling better,
but his face was as dark as a thundercloud, alasosark as the black
denim shirt and matching levis he was wearing.ds\@pparent that
he was furiously angry about something, and shiteshuneasily

from one foot to the other as he approached.

'l trust you had a pleasant journey?'



His first words were disconcerting, delivered indangerously
controlled tone, and Joanna found herself chewirigee lower lip.

‘As a matter of fact, we had a puncture,' sheliotg not quite able to
meet his eyes. 'Er—didn't we, Brad?'

Brad had finished unloading the cases and slamraeah dhe lid of
the boot with a heavy thud. 'That's right,’ he adre'We did.
Something really ought to be done about the roadlitons around
here.’

Shannon scarcely spared him a glance. His attentas
concentrated on Joanna. 'l understand you intecdeuhg back by
train?' he said.

'I—well, yes, | did. But—but Brad was staying aé thotel, and he
offered me a lift.' She made an apologetic gestlira. sorry if
you've-been worried. Did—did Jacob go to meet tam?'

'‘No,' replied Shannon flatly. 'l did.' He bent gndked up her cases.
‘Shall we go?'

Joanna cast a helpless look in Brad's directiot veas rewarded by
his reassuring wink. Then she slung her bag ovesheulder and
hurried after Shannon up the concrete drivewaygdtngalow. He
carried her cases into the hall, set them down tlaga indicated the
living room.

'In there," he said. 'l want to talk to you.'

Joanna resented his tone, and flounced into th@.r8oit when she
swung round, ready to make some protest aboutdhawviour, she
found she was alone. Pressing her lips togethee, whited
impatiently for him to come back. Was this a catedl attempt on
his part to intimidate her? Did he imagine by keggner waiting he
would weaken her indignation?



A lizard ran wildly across the wall beside her, astte- started
violently. But its presence made her aware of lerosindings and
she realised in dismay that the camp bed had lemeomed. Then she
remembered. In her annoyance over Shannon's sedatfore she
left, she had forgotten to countermand Jacob'suctsbns. She
sighed. Did nothing go right for her? She was beigip to wonder
why she had even bothered to come back here. Sheguken to
Shannon, and failed to get his agreement to retungland. Her
father could not expect more of her than that. \Wagn't she simply
accepted Shannon's refusal and instead of retutmikgyana, taken
the first plane out of Menawi bound for England?

A sound behind her heralded Shannon's return, la@dusned as he
came into the room and closed the door behind Bim.she was
unable to sustain the penetration of his stare,bemaling her head,
she said peevishly: 'Was it necessary to be ru@ead Steiner?'

'l don't recall being rude to him,' retorted Shanooolly. '‘As a matter
of fact, | don't recall addressing him at all.'

‘That's just the point,' said Joanna, lifting headh 'There is such a
thing as dumb insolence, you know.'

'Is there?' Shannon's heavy lids narrowed his eyéere is also
thoughtlessness, incompetence, and a carelesgaligdri®r anyone's
feelings but your own!

‘What do you mean?’

'How do you think | felt when | met that train ayou weren't on it?"
he demanded grimly.

Joanna was taken aback. 'l—well, | didn't know ya@muld meet the
train,’ she protested.

'‘But you were aware that you would be expectecktorbit?’



'l—suppose so. But Brad said he could have meliefere the train,
and | thought-'

'Yes? What did you think?'

Joanna hunched her shoulders. 'All right, I'm sdPgrhaps | should
have come by train. But after my-welcomelast time, | didn't
suppose my non-appearance would arouse too muegbpdisitment.’

Shannon's expression frightened her. 'Why, you-'

He bit off an epithet. "You deserve hanging fot tleanark! My God,
have you any idea of the risk you run just beingefieA lone
woman—a lonavhitewoman in a predominantly black community’
Your father was crazy allowing you to come heré that's typical of
him! So long as he gets what he wants, he doem@tweho gets hurt
along the way!'

‘Oh, Shannon-'
‘When | found that you'd gone back to Menawi-'
‘But you told me to go!'

'‘Not unescorted. | was going to take you myself—ensikre you got
safely on the plane.’

‘But you were ill!" .

'‘Precisely. And thanks to you and Camilla, | hadchoice in the
matter.’

‘Shannon, | was all right.'



‘There are men in Menawi, Joanna, unscrupulous wka,would
pay dearly to have possession of a girl with yowattributes. Do you
take my meaning?'

Joanna gasped. 'l don't believe that sort of thtitiggoes on!'

'‘Let me assure you, it does.' Shannon's eyes veede fihese people
respect their own kind, but they have no respecivaote women,
who go around half naked most of the time!'

'But—but | don't!"

Shannon raked a hand through his hair. '‘God, Joamua't need a
crystal ball to know you're wearing next to nothimgder that shirt
and jeans.’

Joanna's face burned. 'Oh—oh, very well. | take ypoint.'

That's good. So now perhaps you have some smal}, mlemy
feelings when you didn't appear off that train!" titeered a savage
oath. '"You asked about my attitude towards Steshidn't you? My
God, I didn't speak to him, Joanna, because it h#éhink | would
have wrung his neck!'

'Oh, Shannon.' Joanna felt ashamed. 'l reallyditink you'd worry.'

'‘No ... well ..;." Shannon ran a hand round thé&loddis neck, lifting
his damp shirt away from his skin. ‘At least yolwere now and
unharmed.' He paused. 'Did you spend the weekethdSiginer?'

Joanna dropped her bag down on to a chair. 'l spesterday with
him," she admitted reluctantly. Then she lookedratagain. 'l didn't
know there were no trains on Sundays, and no ornleefsd to
enlighten me.’



Shannon studied her flushed face. 'No doubt he egroan
entertaining escort,’ he commented tersely.

'He's pleasant,' Joanna agreed, wishing Shannoll wtap looking
at her as if he disliked her. 'And if what you sayrue, perhaps it's
just as well he was around. At least | wasn't alone

'Mmm.' Shannon sounded unconvinced.

‘Shannon, he knows I'm engaged!' she exclaimediimgsomehow
to defend herself. 'He saw my ring, just as you' ditie shook her
head. 'Anyway, as you say, I'm here now. And if yopected me
back, why did you let Jacob dismantle the bed?'

‘The bed's in the study,’ Shannon retorted levilshallJ®e using it
tonight.'

‘You will?' Joanna's lips parted in dismay as d#atised she had not
even asked him how he was feeling. 'There's no forgeu to-'

'‘Don't talk nonsense!" Shannon sounded bored bywtitde'affair.
'‘When are you planning to return to England?’

Joanna shrugged her slim shoulders. 'l—haven'igthiocabout it. At
least, not in detail.'

‘Then | suggest we leave the day after tomorroaid Shannon
thoughtfully. "That gives me the rest of today alldomorrow to get
things organised here.’

Joanna could feel her facial muscles stiffening.nS8omatter how
concerned he had been about her, he was stillndeted that she
should leave as soon as possible. She despiseglftierdeeling so
desolated by the knowledge. This place wasn't dooder. Perhaps
it was as well she was being given no choice imth#er.



Taking a deep breath, she exclaimed: 'There's ed f@ you to
organise anything. Apart from the fact that yowsearcely recovered
from that iliness, I've already made the trip twacemy own. There's
no reason why | shouldn't reach the airport withroighap. | can take
a taxi from the station, if that will ease your ohiddust leave me to
make my own arrangements.'

'‘No.' Shannon's denial brooked no argument.

‘Why? Why?' Joanna was trembling, but she couldn't help
‘Are—are you afraid | might overstay my welcoméhié decision is
left to me?' she choked.

'You should know you couldn't do that!" he told gemly, taking a
step forward and then checking himself as she siveywards him.
'‘No,"' he muttered. 'No, Joanna.' He turned awag,itawas all she
could do to prevent herself from going to him amesging her face
against his back. 'But,’ he added slowly, as thahghwords were
drawn from him against his will, 'if I'm coming t&ngland, and |
must be crazy even to consider it, | have to maketam

arrangements.’

Joanna's heart was pounding so loudly, she thouglist be audible
even to him. 'You—you're coming to— England?' sluhoed
disbelievingly.

‘That was what you wanted, wasn't it?' He was logldat her out of
the corners of his eyes.'Oh, —well, yes. Yes. ¥paw it is, but?

'‘Don't get carried away. I'm coming to speak toifydather, that's
all,;’ he said flatly. 'I've realised | don't have tkind of conscience
that permits me to dismiss the request of a dyiag out of hand. But
don't expect me to stay, Joanna. Don't expect that!



CHAPTER FIVE

THE powerful Boeing made its scheduled landing at &aiin the
late afternoon. Passengers were politely infornted they might
leave the aircraft, but not the airport, and beared for their flight
to be recalled in one hour. Joanna had her fisdetaf the milder
Kenyan climate as she descended the two flightsteyds from the
aircraft to the tarmac, and after the humidity ofy@na, Nairobi's
eighty degrees struck her as comparatively cootiqodarly as there
was a refreshing breeze blowing down from the mast

As they walked towards the airport buildings, J@asiole a glance at
Shannon. In a navy denim suit, the jacket slungleasly over his
shoulder, his cream silk shirt accentuating his kenhad attracted a
number of interested stares from the other femassgngers. Joanne
guessed there was some speculation about theilorahip, and as
she was wearing a ring, they probably thought sag s fiancee.
She wondered at the pang this thought arousedrin he

The airport itself was much the same as any oth&rnational

airport, and after clearing passport control, Slanguided her
towards the airport bar. At this late hour of tiftermoon, most of the
other passengers had the same idea, and therewt@sagress of
people waiting for service. But Shannon managegetawo lagers
and brought them over to the corner table wherarkbaad secured
two stools. The lager was cold and sharp and cabughback of her
throat, and she choked on the first mouthful so 8rennon had to
thump her on the back to help her regain her breath

You enjoyed that, didn't you?' she accused himutiowatering
eyes, when she had regained her breath. Top tiavet to hit me so
hard!'

'I'm sorry." Shannon offered a reluctant apologyt Amusement
lurked around his mouth.



'l don't believe you are,’ she retorted, awarettiet had attracted the
attention of two American girls who were travelliog the same
flight, and who had been giving Shannon an intgpraisal. 'l think
I'd rather have choked!

Shannon shook his head patiently. ‘Now | don'tevelithat," he told
her, his eyes on hers. 'What would—Philip? That Wwesname,
wasn't it? Yes. What would Philip have to sayaflowed his fiancee
to expire in a glass of lager at Nairobi airport?'

Joanna looked down into her glass. She knew hewnlgseasing her,
that since leaving Kwyana he had made a definfiateo behave
towards her as he would towards a younger sistéste didn't want
to talk about Philip now. Her time alone with Shanrwas rapidly
dwindling away, and she knew that once they readterdfather's
house it would be almost impossible for them toehav private
conversation.

‘Shannon,' she ventured huskily, 'Shannon, whatai do?'

But Shannon didn't answer her. Indeed, she doubtesl had even
heard her above the constant buzz of conversali@aund them.

One of the American girls had leant across to spedkm on some
pretext of asking the time, and was not wastingofygortunity. She
offered Shannon one-of her long American cigaretiad although

Shannon rarely smoked, he accepted one, steadgmigand as she
held out the flame of her lighter.

The feeling which swept over Joanna as she wattlesd rocked her
to the core of her being, and her nails curledfpiyninto her palms.
The realisation that she wgslousmade her reach unsteadily for the
lager, downing the lot in an effort to ease thedsudconstriction in
her throat.

‘Are you trying to out-drink me?’



Shannon's lazy mockery was more than she could. Mdh a
mumbled apology she got to her feet, and ignorisgpbzzled stare,
walked quickly away to the ladies' room.

There was a queue, the same as at the bar, butalganed it, not
really needing the loo, but glad of any excuseviidlistening to
Shannon laughing with the American girl.

'Say, is this the end of the line?'

For a moment Joanna thought the girl had followerd Ibut when she
turned she found it was the second American whostasling right
behind her.

'I—I think so,' she answered shortly, and swungdoagain, but the
American was not prepared to be dismissed so easily

'You have to line up for everything these days,'tdgou?' she went
on easily. 'l guess we're turning into a conveyelt Bociety, all
waiting in line for something.' She laughed, wheanha didn't, and
then said: 'Have you been on holiday in Menawi?'

Joanna sighed, but it was not in her nature tate,rand she couldn't
go on ignoring the other girl. 'l—sort of,' she ceded, hoping that
would satisfy her. 'Have you?'

‘Actually, my friend and | are doing cultural stes] the qgirl
explained confidentially. ‘We've been visiting waus parts of Africa
studying life styles and customs. It's surprisimgvHfascinating we
found it all.’

'l see.’

'Yes. | mean, Africans are amazingly artistic peopVell, look at
their music! But one doesn't always associate thelture with
beauty, and yet some of their weapons and utehsil®& been



compared to the Romanesque period of Europeannhistdhe
paused. 'Of course, some of their customs aremappealing, but
overall we were impressed, | can tell you.'

'How interesting.'

Joanna took another step forward in the queue, ®ramgihow much
longer they were going to have to wait. Distractasgthe American
girl's narrative might be, she was finding hergetiwing perversely
impatient to get back to Shannon again.

'For instance ..." Joanna closed her eyes astl®gan again: 'Some
tribes can actually justify cannibalism as an erdas riot starving.

Naturally, they don't just eat their next-door rdagur, or anything

like that, but the watrriors killed in tribal batsi@rovide food for their
tables. Oh, well," she laughed, 'l don't supposy tictually have
tables, but you know what | mean.’

Joanna forced a smile.

‘There are some customs common to most of thestrbkke the

bride price, for example. | expect you've heardhaft. After all, it

was common enough in England once, wasn't it? hmeagrls had to
have dowries, that sort of thing?' She waited foanha's silent
acknowledgement. 'Fortunately, we modern girlstdoave to cope
with that! How terrible to wonder if a man was onmarrying you for
what you could give him!'

'l imagine it still happens,' remarked Joanna dighd aroused a titter
of derision from her companion.

‘Do you think so?' Her eyes narrowed. 'But | deoippose your
fiance chose you for those reasons, did he?' Shkedher lower lip

between her teeth. "You—er—you don't have to miad Ellen, by

the way. She can't resist an attractive male, andfyance's certainly
that!'



'He's not my fiance!' stated Joanna flatly. Howld@he pretend that
he was, attractive though that idea might be, wigmnnon was most
likely explaining their relationship to this girfsend?

'He's not?' There was obvious surprise now.
‘No. He—he's my half-brother."'

‘Half-brother!" echoed the girl. ‘Well! For brothend sister you sure
look different, him so dark and you so fair.’

'‘We had different mothers," explained Joanna shortl
'Oh, | see. And they were a blonde and a brunette.’

'‘No. That is—I don't know.' Joanna felt a frownage her brow. All
the pictures she had seen of Shannon's mothemloadhdher to be a
woman as fair as, if not fairer than Joanna's owitther. And their
father's grey hair had once been auburn. Shannost e a
throwback to his grandparents, she thought impéyieand she had
no idea what colouring they had been.

To her relief, she was next in line, and when gherged from the
cubicle the other girl was not around. She rinsedf&ice and hands,
ran a comb through her hair, and left the cloakrdmgiore she
appeared.

Shannon wasn't at their table when she got backewer, and she
was looking round in alarm when the girl called LElien said: 'He's
at the bar, honey. He won't be long.’

Joanna smiled her thanks, and seated herself antle seluctance. If
Lou Ellen was as adept at conducting a conversasdrer friend, she
would rather face the heat outside. But appardmtlyEllen's charms
were reserved for the opposite sex, and apart #®ohanging a
sympathetic look now and then, she didn't say angth



The heat in the bar was quite intense, in spite@fir- conditioning.

The smoke from cigarettes and cigars thickenedatheand Joanna
was glad she had chosen to travel in a halter-reshiet and a plain
denim skirt which left her midriff bare. Even sbetback of her neck
was damp, and her thighs stuck to the chair whesg touched.

Shannon came back carrying a tray on which resfded frosted

glasses, each decorated with slices of citrus &t sprigs of mint.
Joanna didn't need to be a mind-reader to guessthvehtwo other
glasses were for, and she didn't respond to thke s®hiannon cast
inquiringly in her direction as he took his seat.

‘You took your time,"' he observed in an undert@feer Lou Ellen
had thanked him for the highball she was tasting.

‘There was a queue,' retorted Joanna, with sonsigsd hen: 'Why
on earth did you get me this? | prefer lager.’

Shannon removed the offending glass from her fggeith
controlled violence, and set it down beside his oWren before she
could stop him, he was on his way to the bar again.Ellen quirked
a mocking eyebrow, but as she must have heard yd@tna had
said, she made no comment.

Shannon returned a few minutes later with the lalpanna had
requested, and she accepted it from him ratheragefully, saying:
‘Thanks,' in a small voice.

The stewardess's voice over the tannoy systenadistt Shannon's
attention, and Joanna stiffened when she hearduhwer of their

flight. Unfortunately, it appeared that the 747 loyeloped a fault
after landing, and it was expected that take-offide delayed for a
further two hours. The airline suggested that pagses should take
dinner in the restaurant at their expense, andtheudelay was not
anticipated.



'‘Well, at least | don't have to swallow these wefminutes,' remarked
Shannon, smiling at Lou Ellen, and she laughingipoeded his
point.

‘You'd probably take off without the plane,' shekgd, and Joanna
felt completely superfluous.

The other American girl chose that moment to reftom the ladies'
room, looking anxious until she saw her friend. /Maat our flight |
heard called?’

'‘No such luck, Susie,' responded Lou Ellen, shakemghead. 'Here,'
she pushed the other highball towards her, 'Shaboaght that for
you.'

ShannohJoanna's fists clenched in her lap. That hadkérn long.

'‘What's going on?' The girl Lou Ellen had addresaedSusie sat
down and looked questioningly from one to anothiethem. She
raised her glass to Shannon. 'l could have swioeatd the number of
our flight.'

‘You did,' said Shannon, joining her in raising giass. 'The plane's
developed a fault. Two hours' delay.’

'‘Oh, no!" Susie's eyes rolled heavenward.

‘It could be worse,' remarked Lou Ellen practicaMe might have
taken off before the fault was discovered.’

'Say, that's right." Susie nodded her agreemedtLan Ellen went
on:

'‘Besides, it's not so bad here. And the compamyds.g Her eyes
twinkled at Shannon.



Joanna turned her head and stared determinedbyf ¢loe windows.

The short sub-tropical twilight was beginning testcahadows that
had not been there half an hour ago, and soonutdame dark. She
wondered with a tightening of her lips whether Stanwould invite

the two American girls to join them for dinnerwas not unlikely,

and she wished she did not feel this intense ahygawards them.
Why couldn't she talk to them as Shannon was doing,
friendly—behave as Shannon's sister ought to béhave

Shannon had finished his first highball and hadestizon his second
when she looked back at the others. She encounkgsesicornful
gaze and immediately wished the floor would operan@ swallow
her. Why had she behaved so childishly over thakdrijust because
he was making casual conversation with a fellowetitar? She
deserved his contempt.

'‘When you've finished that, can we go and have gungeto eat?' she
suggested in a low voice.

Shannon set down his glass. 'If you're hungry¢dreeded.
‘Aren't you?'
‘Not particularly.'

Joanna sighed: 'Perhaps—perhaps Lou Ellen and 8ugi like to
join us,' she ventured, and Shannon's eyes narrowgstiently.

‘Do you want me to ask them?' he inquired, withl cidtachment, and
Joanna made an uncertain movement of her shoulders.

‘That's up to you.'

‘How about us all having dinner together?"



Lou Ellen's drawling tones interrupted them, andar$ton's lips
twisted wryly before he turned to the American aadl: "Why not? It
will help to pass the time.'

‘That's some line you've got there,' remarked LibenEassuming a
wounded air. 'You really know how to make a gidlferanted.’

The restaurant was over-worked, but they eventuahe shown to a
table and a reasonable meal was served. Duringelaé Susie began
asking Shannon about his work, and Joanna learoee about gold

and gold mining in those few minutes than she bathled in the time
she was in Kwyana.

‘Do they hand out samples?' Lou Ellen laughedy &teannon had
astonished them all by telling them that a singkargof gold could

be beaten to cover an area of seventy-five sqnahes. 'l expect it's
a terrible temptation to the men.'

'You'd need a truck to steal enough gold to makeven half
worthwhile," he answered. 'Lode gold, that's timelkve're mining, is
part of solid rock, in our case quartz. We minestofhthe stuff, and
the gold is usually found in small veins scattetl@@dugh the rock.
The real difficulty is separating the gold from tpeartz.'

'‘But isn't it dangerous working below ground?' exoed Susie.

‘All mining involves an element of danger," Shanagreed, leaning
back in his chair. '‘My job is to ensure that tHatreent is kept to the
minimum.'

‘Do you go underground?' asked Lou Ellen.

'If there's trouble, it's my job to locate it, af@mulate the best
method of dealing with it. The underground manager—



'So you only go underground when it's most dangetoudo so?'
cried Joanna, in dismay, and then coloured whey d@lieurned to
look at her.

‘The safety of the men is my concern,' stated Stratavelly. 'It's my
job. If we get a pressure burst, if there's flogdim fire, it's up to me
to see that the men get out alive.'

Joanna couldn't eat any more. Pushing back her, di got to her
feet and walked quickly out of the restaurant. &ida't care that she
hadn't excused herself, that this was twice shenadked out on him;
she simply couldn't bear to sit there any longerlesten to Lou Ellen
and Susie applauding his courage. She felt phygisalk, and not
even the knowledge that he was coming to Englamddcshift the
devastating realisation that so long as. Shannamenwgloyed by the
Lushasan Mining Authority he ran the risk of losimg life in some
dark cavern thousands of feet below the earth.

Shannon eventually found her in the dimly-lit depes lounge,

huddled in solitary isolation in one corner. Therige was noisy with
the sounds of frustrated children, babies cryimgl, thansistor radios
blaring out the latest pop tunes. Delayed passergpeawled beside
their hand luggage, reading newspapers or grumblooyt the lack
of amenities. He came strolling towards her, stepver legs and
handbags, children's improvised games, his jackeging from one
hand, the other pushed lazily into his pocket. BaitAted a moment,
but when she refused to give him more than a cyidance, he came
down on the seat beside her, his wine-scented lbfeaning her

neck.

‘You're crazy, do you know that?' he muttered HysKive been
looking everywhere for you!

‘I'm sorry.'



Her response was mechanical, and she heard hitechofith. "Why
the devil did you walk out of the restaurant likatt? What did | say?
For God's sake, Joanna, you must have known thahgnfor gold
was no picnic!'

Joanna turned indignant eyes upon him. 'l don'pesg | thought
about it in those terms,' she retorted, througmibteng lips.

'So now you have. What of it? All jobs contain sam&. Good God,
| could—turn a tractor over and kill myself tomonoYou don't
think about things like that. You just do your jabhd hope for the
best.’

'‘But you don't have to work in mining I' she cri&bu need never go
back to Kwyana. The estate's yours. Your fathet sai'

Your father, Joanna!' he stated coldly. 'Not mine.’

‘That's crazy, Shannon! Of course he's your fatfogr, You can't
shrug off the relationship of a lifetime!"

Shannon dropped his coat over the back of a chému don't
understand, Joanna. You never have. But make rntakais-this is a
visit, nothing more. | shall not be staying in Eangd.'

She hunched her shoulders, withdrawing as far fnomas it was
physically possible. He didn't care that his safatight mean
something to her, tall of them. How could he deny his own fathe
with such callous unconcern? He was right, she'tichaderstand.

'‘Oh,Joannd He was looking down at her, and the words seetimed
from him. She felt his fingers curling round thedoakin of her upper
arm, warm hard fingers that touched her with linggeipossession.
Then he bent his head, and her shoulder liftedlumtarily to meet
the lips that sought her creamy flesh. 'You shaetidgh me, Joanna.'



She half turned to look at him, her breath catclmniger throat at the
look in his eyes.

'‘E)pn't—look at me—like that!" she whispered, lhwras already too
late. His firm mouth was parting her lips with agency that sent the
blood hammering through her veins, throbbing throbgr head,
until all coherent thought ceased. He smelt so waardmale, and her
hands slid up to the back of his neck, twiningha hair that grew
there, holding him closer. His splayed fingers watéher midriff,
bare between the halter top and her skirt, arch@rggainst him, and
she could feel his heart pounding against her tseas

The flight call seemed to bring him to his sen3®gh a groan of
protest, he thrust her away from him, getting ®fbet and reaching
for his jacket. He buttoned his shirt with fingénait were not quite
steady about their task, and thrust it impatieriigck into the
waistband of his pants.

Joanna remained where he had left her. She, to®,siaken and
trembling, and she wondered where she was goifigddhe energy
to walk the distance to the plane. She did not darexamine the
consequences of what had just happened, but ste moubelieve
that the way she was feeling was wrong. From thenemt they had
met she had been aware of him in a way no girllsheeiaware of her
half-brother, and what had just happened was aioatman of that
attraction.

The look on Shannon's face was not encouragingmidisth which
only a few moments ago had been sensually demaodihgrs, was
drawn into a grim line, and there was impatiencthenway he said:
'Stop looking like that, Joanna. We haven't donghang morally
wrong, if that's what's troubling you. Except pgrhidao—Philip. I'm
sorry, but he needn't ever know, need he? Justifaty

'‘Forget it?'



Her tormented cry was drowned beneath a repetifitime flight call,

and she was forced to grab her belongings andwoldannon
towards the group moving steadily in the directadrthe departure
gate. Lou Ellen and Susie had rejoined them, aed Hpparently
sincere queries as to why Joanna had so sudddénhthderestaurant
earlier filled the awkward moments. But everythi8jannon had
said, everything they had done, filled her brainthwjumbled

confusion, and the reality of her coming marriag®hilip had never
seemed more remote.

If she had expected Shannon to talk to her ongewleee aboard the
plane, she was mistaken. He settled himself insk&t and then
closed his eyes, pointedly ignoring her. Joann&gtalindly through

the darkened window as the plane took off, pretemndn interest in
the mass of lights below them, while she acknowdelddhe

realisation that so far as Shannon was concerresklrsdw practically
nothing about him.



CHAPTER SIX

THE Boeing landed at Heathrow in the early hours ef fiorning,
London time. Shannon had slept for most of the Idigt, and
seemed physically relaxed. But Joanna had onlyesalad in dozing,
and the sight of the steadily falling February raias sufficient to
depress her utterly. Shannon himself was cool atactied, and she
found it difficult to ally him with the man who hatkeld her in his
arms and kissed her with such passion the evengigrda But
perhaps that was his intention. The incident ardaiairport had
been a moment out of time, never to be repeated.

They cleared passport control, collected theircasis on a trolley,
and walked through Customs. Formalities were ket minimum,
and within three-quarters of an hour of landing/tberged from the
international terminal buildings to find a taxi.

'l suggest we go to a hotel, and try and get sdespdor the rest of
the night,' suggested Shannon thoughtfully, nogidime dark rings
around Joanna's green eyes.

'I'm not tired," she denied, drawing her sheepgdket closer about
her, glad she had not packed it as she had begieéro do in the
heat of Menawi. 'lI'd rather go straight to theistatThere may be a
train to Carlisle around six.'

Shannon's lips thinned. '‘Nevertheless, we willagga hotel,' he stated
flatly, and Joanna pursed her lips as she climbedded into the
back of the cab.

They drove to the St Mark's hotel, which was nagstén station, and
the night porter arranged for them to have twoiadjg single rooms
on the fourth floor. Joanna refused to look at Bloaras they went up
in the lift, buthe seemed immune to her defianchekthey reached
her door, he unlocked it and carried her casedensir her.



‘Well, this should be all right,’ he commented,kiog about him

critically at the beige and brown curtains and g bedspread. He
tossed her key on to the bed, and walked towardddbr. 'Get some
sleep. You look exhausted. We needn't hurry thisnmg. We can

always catch an afternoon train.' He pausedjusll be next door if
you need me.'

Joanna's resistance ebbed away. 'Stay with me, nBhinshe
breathed, and his tawny eyes darkened to burnisingoer. She
looked a little lost and alone, standing therénmriddle of the floor
and she saw his fists clench involuntarily.

Then with a muffled oath, he walked through theropeorway,
saying: 'Go to sleep, Joannatfore it slammed heavily behind him.

Wearily, Joanna took off her clothes, and slippakled between the
sheets. The bed was cold, but she didn't notic&he was cold
already, and it was not a physical discomfort.

The sound of the traffic awoke her, and she laystame time trying

to get her bearings. Then the memory of all thdtgane before came
back to her, and she rolled miserably on to hanatd, burying her
face in the pillow.

Eventually she aroused herself sufficiently to l@kher watch and
was startled to find it was after eleven o'clockeTroom seemed
absurdly dull for that time of day, but when shiéesbout of bed and
padded to the window, she found that it was slgedimd everywhere
looked grey and depressing.

She showered in her bathroom, and then openedfdrex suitcases
and took out the maroon jersey slack suit she had o travel out to
South Africa. It was more suitable to thE weatheant the thin

summer clothes she had been wearing, and compkhetite

extreme fairness of her hair.



There were no sounds from Shannon's room, but sth@ and
knocked at his door. This elicited no response,\aitidl a frown she
collected her handbag and went downstairs. Theptecest politely
informed her that Mr Carne had gone out over arr lago, but had
left a message that she should have some bruncivahtbr him.

Joanna decided to do as he suggested, but onlyedrdeast and
coffee instead of the grill the waiter suggestdte @as drinking her
second cup when Shannon appeared in the doorwal, atal
attractive in a dark brown suede suit, and a tooingamon-coloured
shirt. His tie was brown, too, and Joanna thouglttdd never looked
more sexually disturbing. He came lazily acrosshéo table, the
restaurant was practically deserted at this houhefmorning, and
lounged into the seat opposite. He surveyed heeappce with
casual appraisal, and then said quietly: 'You loeker. | gather you
got some sleep.’

Joanna's cup clattered into its saucer. 'Yes. Tyaok She moved
her shoulders awkwardly. 'Where have you been?’

'Renewing my acquaintance with London—buying myselbat.' He
shrugged. 'l went up to my room when | got batkolight you might
still be asleep. When | could get no reply from iyoaom, | came
down here.’

Joanna nodded. 'l—would you like some coffee? Haehad any
breakfast?'

'l had something earlier,' he answered. 'And nankk. I'm going to
have a beer in a few minutes. I've made inquirtesutitrains and
there's one at twelve-fifty-five. | suggest we tfeit, and have lunch
on the train.'

Joanna nodded her agreement. 'All right.'



Shannon leant towards her suddenly, his eyes int&re you all
right, though?' he demanded impatiently. 'God, ysatill
look—drained! I'm sorry, Joanna. I'm sorry for whetppened. |
blame myself entirely. | shouldn't have touched.yBut | couldn't
help myself. That's no excuse | know, but—well, yoake me-' He
broke off, and leaned back again, faint colour dankg his tan. 'It
won't happen again, | promise you.' He felt arounlois pockets and
produced a pack of cigarettes, taking one out atiihg it between
his lips. "You'd better tell me about— Philip. lowdn't do for me to
meet him not knowing a single thing about him exdep name and
where he lives. Everyone will be expecting you &wédtold me all
about him.'

‘Do youreally want to know about Philip?' she exclaimed in akeltlo
voice, and her words checked him as he was applyisdighter
flame to his cigarette.

'‘No,' he told her honestly. 'l already dislike hintensely. But | think
you'd better tell me just the same.'

Joanna rested an elbow on the table, supportindhéed with her
hand. 'l—I don't want to talk about Philip, Shannfon

Shannon inhaled deeply on his cigarette, his egeowing. "You
love him, don't you?'

‘What? Oh, yesjes.Of course | love him. He—he's a wonderful mar
|—I just don't feel like talking about him now.'

‘Why not?'
She lifted bruised eyes to meet his. "You know why.

Shannon got abruptly to his feet. 'l need that beersaid harshly,
and strode out of the restaurant.



The train arrived at Carlisle just before five otdt. The weather had
not improved, and it was much colder here thandndon. Because
the train had been full, they had been separatednfust of the

journey, and Shannon, Joanna knew, had spenbahat time in the

buffet. She guessed he needed a drink before facsnigther again,
and she wished alcohol could provide some relearskdr. But the

only time she had ever drunk too much, at a patg had been
violently sick afterwards, and she did not want tbehappen now.

As they passed through the ticket barrier, she $aill | telephone
Philip? He could come and pick us up. There isrbua until six
o'clock.’

Shannon shook his head grimly, and glancing rowmdnsoned the
nearest cab. 'I'm not waiting around for anyonthis!' he declared,
handing their luggage to the driver who stowed thie boot. 'Go on,
getin. I'll sitin front.'

Joanna climbed obediently into the back of the yausnelling cab,
closing the door behind her, and drawing her ldgsety together.
The last lap, she thought bitterly, and he would enxen sit beside
her.

It was too dark to distinguish any landmarks orfe lights of the
town were left behind. Just beyond Thursby, theyed off the main
Carlisle to Cockermouth road, taking the narrowending track
which led along the banks of the River Mallow, talMwsdale. The
Hall, which had been the home of the Carne fanulygenerations,
stood about a mile from the village, and as thd tagsted and turned
between snow-capped hedges, Joanna could seeglite &f the
house gleaming through the bare twigs. She wondevkdt
Shannon's feelings must be, coming home aftehedld years, but he
was talking desultorily to the taxi driver, and s®el unmoved by the
poignancy of the situation. She refused to consideat his coming
home had meant to her ...



The taxi turned between the stone posts which édrtke driveway
to the house. Wooden gates stood wide as alwaysskihey neared
the building, her father's collie, Bess, set upld barking.

‘Seems like someone knows you're here,' remarkedath driver,
with a grin at Shannon. 'Your dog, is he?'

Shannon shook his head, casting a faintly dergi&ece in Joanna's
direction. 'No,' he said briefly. 'Not mine.’

The front door had opened by the time the taxilvedd¢he house, but
it was not any member of the Carne family who daloiséehind him
and came slowly down the steps. It was Philip Lawsmd as the
vehicle's headlights swept the area in front othibiese, Joanna could
see Philip's Triumph parked a few yards from theseo He had
halted, obviously as surprised by their arrivalJaanna found she
was to see him, and he shaded his eyes againse#uights' glare
and waited until the taxi came to a halt.

Without waiting for anyone's assistance, Joannasthopen her
door-and climbed out. All of a sudden she needelipPand she was
reassured by his instantaneous reaction.

‘Joanna!' he exclaimed, half disbelievingly. 'Obarha!' He came
towards her, pulling her eagerly into his armseVer expected it to
be you! | only got a letter from you this mornirgdling me you were
going to spend a few days in Kwyana.' He raisethé&l after giving
her a welcoming hug. 'Where's Shannon? Is he witt?'y

'Yes ..." Joanna's response was stiff, but shelotdielp it. She had
been aware of Shannon getting out of the car behim, of his brief
exchange with the driver, and after settling thre getting their cases
out of the boot. But now she was forced to turhito as the taxi
reversed cautiously away, and she was glad oftbkesing darkness



to hide her flushed cheeks. '‘Come and meet mydigdlcannon,' she
said jerkily. 'Philip—this is my—this is Shannon.’

The two men shook hands, Philip following this ughwhis usual
friendly greeting: 'Glad to know you, Shannon. bknyour father's
going to be pleased to see you.'

There was stiffness between the two men, and Jazouid not help
but be aware of it. The sleet was turning to sreovd, in the half light
she saw the tightness in Shannon's face, his egfeswing as he
looked up at the house. But his tone was civilathianked Philip for
his welcome, adding: 'The place doesn't change,rdods it? Ldon't
know why | thought it would.'

‘You'd better come along inside," exclaimed Phunging them both

up the steps to the door, but Joanna hung backgtty see her home
through Shannon's eyes. He was right, of coursl@iitt change. But
that was one of the things she most loved about it.

Mallowsdale Hall was not a large country house,ibutas built of
stone, and stone was built to last. It stood digatyise, backed by a
copse of fir trees, the ground sloping away beytortie banks of the
Mallow. Long, mullioned windows looked proudly ovand which
had been in the Carne family for almost two hundyedrs, good
grazing land, without the gentleness to be founthér south. The
first Carries had been mine-owners, using the @stata country
retreat, but gradually, as standards of living lledeout, they had
been forced into becoming farmers themselves. @heyears, the
estate had dwindled in size. Land taxes and deadthsdhad meant
the sale of much of the property, and the Hall,|amel immediately
surrounding it, and the home farm, were all that Weft of the
original estate. Still, there was always plentipéadone, and since her
father's stroke, Philip had spent more and more atrMallowsdale.

‘Joannal’



Philip's slightly impatient summons interrupted hewerie, and
realising the two men were waiting for her, sheriedrafter them. It
was Shannon who opened the door, however, Shanhorentered
the house first; Shannon— his face contemptuoulkiopresence
here as the prodigal returned.

Jessie Duxbury, the Carnes' daily, was crossingndtlewith a tray,
on which reposed a single glass and a bottle aicEcavhen the door
opened, and she turned with a start to face thdran her homely
face cleared as she recognised the boy she haddes when he was
only a few hours old.

‘Shannon!" she exclaimed, her eyes filling withrded&h, Shannon,
you've come home!'Shannon's expression lost iterbéss for a
moment, and he went to bend and kiss Jessie's tihedk. 'Now
then, Jessie,' he greeted her gently. 'You doolt éoday older than
when | went away.'

Jessie struggled to hold back her tears. 'You'remara one to
talk—going away like that. Not caring what happeteeds all!"

"That's not true, Jessie. Of course, | cared. Buham has to
be—independent.’

‘You were ever that,” muttered Jessie, brushingmgatient hand
across her eyes. 'l heard the dog barking. Beswknden there's
something up.'

Another woman appeared, attracted no doubt by thexpected
sound of voices. Smaller than her daughter, siili that touching air
of helplessness which had first aroused Maxwelh€arprotective
instincts, Catherine Carne stared at the gathanntpe hall with

faintly disbelieving eyes. Her gaze moved quickiyni her daughter
to Philip to Shannon, and then back to her daughgain as she
moved forward.



‘Joanna! Why didn't you let us know you were corfling

Joanna allowed her mother to give her a swift endgrand then said:
‘We didn't know, Mummy, honestly. It all happenedsaddenly.' She
glanced awkwardly at Shannon. 'l cabled you thagt&thannon was
ill, and as soon as he was better ...’

'... we came, finished Shannon dryly. 'Hello, Matht's good to see
you.'

Catherine hesitated only a moment, before embraoargstepson,
and like Jessie she was visibly moved when she Hemk. 'It's good
to see you, too, Shannon,' she echoed his wondisydn have a good
journey?'

‘Apart from a couple of hours' delay in Nairobiwias reasonable,’
answered Shannon, and Joanna envied him his apga@ness and
detachment. 'It's cold here, though, isn't it?dsgumy blood's thinned
over the years.'

'‘And no wonder, in that heathen place!" put in idessprovingly.
Then she nodded at the tray in her hand, seekitige@ae's advice.
‘Do | take this in? He'll be wondering what's goorg'’

Catherine looked flustered for a moment. 'Oh—ols, ysuppose-'
'‘Kate! Kate! Jessie! In God's name, where are you, woman?'

They all stiffened at the sound of that harsh, camimg voice, even
Philip, but Joanna's eyes were drawn to Shannoagah. He had
stiffened, too, but there was a line of grim deteation around his
mouth, and without asking permission he took thg from Jessie's
unresisting hands.



'I'll take that,' he said, uncompromisingly, anetfall watched as he
crossed the square, polished wood blocks of thedmal rapped
loudly at the library door before letting himseiside.

The silence was unnerving. They were all straiti@r ears to hear
the first words of that long-awaited confrontatiomnd Joanna
suddenly couldn't stand it any more.

'Is there anything to eat, Mummy?' she asked, lmgh, unnatural
voice, even though food was the last thing sheneasling right now.
'l haven't had a thing since lunch- time.’

Her words seemed to animate all of them at onssiglbustled off to
the kitchen, her mother visibly gathered herseaif] &hilip slung a
casual arm about her shoulders.

'‘Look, I've got to go,' he said regretfully. 'Motlsegot a meal waiting
for me. | wish you could join us, but | suppose ‘daather spend the
evening with your parents and Shannon.'

Joanna hesitated. Quite honestly, the idea ofrgettito Philip's car
and driving away with him appealed tremendously,H&r mother's
expression was sufficient to convince her thatahdd not do that.
Instead, she compromised.

'‘Why don't you come over later on, Philip?' sheted; knowing full
well he would not refuse.

'l suppose | could.' Philip looked at Mrs Carne.

Catherine shook her head bewilderedly. 'Of couPdijp. Do what
you want. You're almost one of the family. | doktow how we
would have managed without your help these pasksveéou're
always welcome at Mallows- dale.’



Philip's face flushed with pleasure, and Joannadewed why she
didn't feel more enthusiasm in this knowledge.

'It's kind of you to say so, Mrs Carne," Philip wsesying now. 'l
always feel—at home here.'

Catherine made a deprecating gesture. Til be ikitblkeen when you
want me, Joanna,' she said, anticipating theirelésibe alone, and
left them.

Philip's eyes were tender as he looked down didmisee, his fingers
seeking his ring on her left hand, pressing itnnatively. 'l've
missed you, Joanna,' he murmured huskily, andrggeto respond
as she knew he expected. But when he lifted hid Bka could tell
from his expression she had not entirely succeetdait is it?' he
asked, his brows drawing together. '"What's wronigZhBgive you a
hard time?"

They both knew what he was talking about, but Jaahdn't want to
talk about Shannon. 'I'm tired, Philip," she exukd defensively,
despising herself for feeling this way. 'How—hoWaddy? | forgot
to ask.'

Philip shrugged. 'You heard, didn't you? He's psst- irascible as
ever. Perhaps he'll calm down now that his sonréasned. If he
doesn't take care, he'll kill himself as well thgdéd calf!’

There was a trace of bitterness in Philip's vdicg,Joanna scarcely
registered it. She cast anxious eyes towards tis=dllibrary door.

From beyond the heavy panels, the low murmur ofesicould be

heard, but the thickness of the walls disguisedeher of the words

being spoken.

'Is he going to stay?' Philip was speaking agamd, dbanna forced
herself to concentrate on what he was saying. 18réhls he going
to take over?'



She felt ill-equipped to answer him, to put up anguments for or
against right now. But she had to be honest. 'lled'tdhink so,' she
admitted reluctantly. 'l really don't think so.'

‘You don't?' Philip's expression was suddenly vanyl to read. "Why
not? Is he going back to Africa?' Her face revealedfears that this
was so, and he turned away from her, clenchin@sis 'Doesn't he
care about the estate?' he demanded harshly Milatwsdale is his
home? His inheritance? My God, your father's madé abundantly
clear, hasn't he?'

Just for a moment Joanna heard the note of resehimdhilip's

angry tones, and wondered whether he had, at amy @ntertained
the idea that she might inherit the estate. Aftemédnen he and his
parents had first come to live at High Stoop, d l@en natural for
them to suppose that she was an only child. Haefdtad not talked
about Shannon in those days, his name had raredyaf been
mentioned. But once Joanna started going out whihpPshe had
explained the situation, and he had not seemedtaffdy the news.

Even so, it was not until her father had had hiskst that he had
become so fanatical that Shannon should come hohen, it had
seemed the only thing that kept him alive througbsé dangerous
early days when the doctors had given him a lems dvens chance
of survival.

Now, Joanna thrust these traitorous thoughts aBiaiép's fears, his
anxieties, were all for her father. He knew, bettem anyone, that
Maxwell Carne would never farm his estate againd ArShannon

didn't take over, who would?

'‘Perhaps we should wait and see,’ she venturedammRhilip swung
round again, controlling the anger he had so ungepgéy displayed.



'‘Perhaps we should,' he agreed with a sigh. 'Andsit go. | promised
I'd be home for the evening meal half an hour &gb.when Mother
hears that you're home again, she'll forgive me.’

Joanna forced a smile. 'Give her my love.'

' will. 1 know she's looking forward to seeing yo8he's found a
sewing pattern which she's convinced will be idealyour wedding
dress.'

Joanna caught back the sigh that almost escaped-het'll look
forward to seeing it.'

‘And I'll see you later.'

'‘Oh, yes—yes, later.' Joanna wished she soundeslentiusiastic. It
wasn't fair to make Philip the brunt of her pain @onfusion. But the
uncertainty she was feeling had not been lessen¢erenewal of
their relationship.



CHAPTER SEVEN

JOANNA did not sleep well. Alone in the solitude of hedboom, she

faced the fact that she was the bone of contehgog, {he stumbling

block to Shannon's reunion with his father. So laeghe was in the
house, there would be no peace for any of therat tdaall herself.

The futility of her own feelings left her cold witthespair, and she
could hardly believe it was only a little over tweeks since she left
England, secure in her love for Philip, and hisHer. In such a brief
space of time, her life had changed completely, sinel wished
desperately that her father had never sent helnatnlkfated trip to
find Shannon.

Shannoh She wiped a tear from the corner of her eye. thisking
about him brought a physical pain to her chest thacde was no relief
to be found in contemplating her proposed marriatpav could she
marry Philip, feeling as she knew she did aboun8ba? But again,
how could she not? No doubt it was the sanest tioirekp.

Rolling on to her stomach, she relived again thosenents in the

airport at Nairobi, remembering Shannon's subsddalmmnciation

of his parentage. If only it were that simple! fflp one could escape
one's heredity. If only there was some way ...

But there was not, and no amount of wishing wouskenit so. And
for her father's sake, she must dismiss all thaughthat kind from
her mind. If she could convince Shannon that wtaat happened
between them would never happen again, perhaps ight m
reconsider. If she went through with her marriagehilip—and after
all, she still loved Philip—surely then Shannon hmignd it in his
heart to stop denying his birthright?

It had been a strange, unnatural evening. Her rfdiae sent for her
just after Philip's departure, and when she enténedhandsome



booklined room where her father spent most of inie t helpless in
his wheelchair, she was immediately aware of theagomism
between the two men. That she was the cause ofatitagjonism
made it all that much harder to bear.

As she bent to kiss her father's cold cheek, sisestvack again by the
dramatic physical change in his appearance. Max®@aline had

always been a big man, strong and well built, hiskt auburn hair
flecked here and there with streaks of grey. Novindwa shrunk to a
mere shadow of his former self, his sudden losweaght leaving

folds of empty skin about his wasted body. He wasalysed

completely down one side of his body, but it wamneasure of the
man's courage that he had not given in to his disaland had

persevered until his speech was almost comple¢stypred. But his
hair was now quite white, and the greyish palldniefskin was all the
more pathetic to someone who had shared his loweeobutdoors.
Yet still his eyes were sharp and alert, and shiglmadistinct feeling
that his brain had overcome its physical shortcgsnin

'Hello, Daddy,"' she murmured, straightening, fingkian instinctive
glance in Shannon's direction. 'How are you?'

‘How do you think | am?' muttered Maxwell Carne rawgpusly. ‘Do
vegetables have feelings?'

‘You're not a vegetable, Daddy!' Joanna cast anclealing look at
Shannon, lounging carelessly against the squaretaiak which
occupied a central position in the room. 'Stop ifgelsorry for
yourself.'

'Why should I?' Maxwell's voice was bitter. 'No agise cares about
me.'

‘That's not true!" Joanna spread her hands. 'Whyy~@hannon's
made the trip to England, just to see you.'



'‘Has he?' Maxwell's eyes shifted to his son. ‘Aing2v
Did you know he doesn't intend to stay?'

Although her father's voice was low, Joanna coedd the suppressed
emotion behind it, could see the light of defeahar father's eyes.
But defeat would not come easily to him, and shesgad he would
fight it all the way. Why couldn't Shannon have ted? she asked
herself fiercely. Why couldn't he have allowed fegher just a few

days ...?

Squaring her shoulders, she said: 'lt's early glaydDaddy. Shannon
hasn't really had time-'

‘Joanna!' Now Shannon spoke, his face drawn wigierarDon't dare
to lie about it! There was no point in pretendiktg knew. | didn't
have to lie to him.'

'‘Why?' Joanna could feel her eyes growing hot witkhed tears.
'‘Why? | won't believe you have to go back to tHate. This is your
home!'

'‘My home!" Shannon's voice was taut with contethpave nchome
Joanna. | haven't had for more than ten years!

‘You're a fool" muttered Maxwell harshly. ‘I'm @ig you
everything—every damn thing!'

‘You don't have to buy my silence!" retorted Shamnwith cold
emphasis, and Joanna turned to stare at him inagtisHis silence?
What silence? What hold did Shannon have over thther?

'For God's sake, man, don't you owe me anything@xvill
demanded angrily.

'l don't think so.'



'‘Daddy!" Joanna could see the threatening colowepwg up her
father's face, and was concerned by it. "You kndvatwhe doctor
said-'

‘Damn doctors! I'm talking to Shannon. Well? Whavd you to say
for yourself?'

Shannon straightened away from the table, tall ranabte. 'l think
you should listen to what Joanna says,' he reptieadily.

‘Damn you!" Maxwell's unparalysed hand gripped cisively on the
arm of his chair, and Joanna turned desperate iay&hannon's
direction. As though responding to her unspokeneapphe said
frustratedly:

'You must have known you were wasting your time!Wlttr God's
sake couldn't you have employed a manager to rerestate once
you knew you'd never run it again?"'

‘And when | was dead? What then?' Maxwell askedydice rising.

Shannon glanced at Joanna. 'You have a daughterwtihhave a
husband by that time."

‘Do you think | want Philip Lawson to run Mallowsda' Maxwell
spoke furiously. 'There have always been Carnddadiowsdale.
You're a Carne, Shannon, whether you like it or hwant you here!’

Shannon's hands were balled into fists. 'No."

The fire died out of Maxwell's eyes, and the hectour drained
away, leaving his face as grey and pallid as ed@snna couldn't
decide which was worse for him—the excitementfoaftermath.

‘Daddy, we can talk later,’ she said, bending ¢& the rug about his
legs, but he slapped her hand away.



‘Leave it!' he muttered violently. ‘Leave it!

Joanna stood uncertainly, and Shannon moved forvw@&od much
concern,' he said scornfully, and she hated hithahmoment for his
lack of it. 'How curious! Ten years ago my passogrcely caused a
ripple. | wonder why I've become so important.'

Maxwell looked up at him bitterly. "Ten years agbadn't given up
all hope of having a son!

He almost spat the words, and Joanna was horriDedldy!

Shannon had not moved a muscle. 'Let him go ongltdner grimly.
'‘Now we're getting nearer the truth.’

Maxwell's hand suddenly hung limp, and Joanna gue$® had
almost exhausted his strength. "You're a hard ®laannon,' he said,
and she guessed what it cost him to say that.

But strangely, his defeat moved Shannon more sthialyhis victory
would have done. His lips twisting a little at lo#/n vulnerability,
Shannon took a deep breath, and then said: "Yduntel Lawson's
been running things. Exactly what has he done?’

'‘Why?' Maxwell's heavy brows ascended.

Shannon shook his head. '‘Because | find it hacdee ike you than |
imagined. Make no mistake'—this as his father's Igarted in
anticipation, —'l have no intention of staying heBet | am prepared
to put the estate in order for some manager to oake, to advise
someone else from a purely objective standpoint.'

There was another light in Maxwell's eyes now, seeing it, Joanna
knew that he thought he had won. And he had. Tasqular battle
at least. But the war was by no means over.



The rest of the evening had passed without incid#mtip came back
before Shannon came down from his room where he [desh
unpacking his belongings, and because the two roeiowsly cared
little for one another's company, Joanna suggektddhey used the
morning room while Shannon talked to her mothetha sitting
room. Because of his disability, her father hadldedroom on the
ground floor, using what used to be a small dimogm. He had a
nurse, too, a man in his fifties called Henry Barnegho was always
around when he needed him. On Henry's days offastidier mother
had had to manage, and she knew her father hatedMhthe same,
he had never allowed Philip to help him, and shadeoed whether
Shannon would be permitted, or would even wandotso.

Because of her disturbed night, Joanna slept tagsr usual, and it
was after nine when she opened her eyes and fatossthe clock
set on the unit beside her bed. The room was filth an
unnaturally bright light, and she slid out of bettlgpadded to the
window, drawing back the curtains on a world madatevand
dazzling by snow. The radiator beneath the windoas \already
pumping heat into the room, and she rested herskaga&inst it for a
moment, feeling the warmth spreading up her ledgeetdips through
the thin material of her nightgown.

Her windows overlooked the back of the house wiieeeclutch of
outbuildings spread in organised disorder. Thereevatables and
barns, sheds and outhouses for storing tools amtiinery, and the
building which housed the stainless-steel coolagkt That was a
new innovation, something which Shannon could reElseen. She
sighed. Right now it was not in use. Philip hacttaithe Mallowsdale
herd over to High Stoop. It had made things edsrenim, and until
Shannon—or someone else—took over the runningecéskate, they
would remain there.

Looking beyond the immediate surroundings of theslep she could
see the river, just visible through the trees. Shaw thickened its



banks, narrowing the water-course, and she guekseel would be

ice clinging to the banks, covered with snow, mgktrdangerous for

anyone to walk there. It was not snowing at the mambut the sky

was grey and overhung, and she thought there wmilchore later.

How strange Shannon must find this landscape #fieerheat and

colour of Africa. She found it different herselfjdashe had not been
long away.

She had showered and was dressing in jeans anebaeswhen there
was a light tap at her door heralding her mottestsy into the room,
carrying a tray of morning tea. In a tweed skird &nitted jumper, a
gingham apron protecting her clothes, Catherine€atill managed
to look vague and rather helpless, and Joannaafaleepening
sympathy for her. She had relied on her father sohhnand now he
was helpless, too. It had been a terrible shoclchmworse for her
than for someone more capable of coping for therasel

'Oh, you're up, Joanna,' she said, with some redetfing down the
tray on the dressing table. 'l hoped you would3f&nnon said to let
you lie, but | have to talk to someone or I'll gadt

Joanna busied herself with the tea, noticing thnne two cups and
pouring some for her mother. Catherine took the septed herself
on the side of the bed, and looked despairingheadaughter.

‘What is going to become of us?' she exclaimed.

Joanna heaved a sigh. 'Don't be silly, Mummy. Wimayou mean?
What do you think is going to become of us?'

'l don't know. | don't honestly know." Catherinppd her tea and
shook her head. 'He's not staying, you know. Shasags he's not
staying.'

Joanna turned away and looked out of the windokndiw.'



'So what are we going to do? Your father can't mganalone.
Everything will have to be sold—the herd, the lathis house,
everything!

'‘Oh, stop it, Mummy! Of course everything won't Bawe be sold.
Nothing's settled yet. Besides, Shannon's promtsedtay until
everything is sorted out.’

'‘How can it be sorted out? If he won't stay, whitigspoint? There's
no one else but you, and your father won't letabiate go to the
Lawsons. Oh, if only your father had listened ta fe should never
have let Shannon go away. But what did he do? ieadlgtforced the

boy out of the house. And why? Because of his diuprerbearing

pride!'

Joanna's hands were trembling as she replacedipemcthe tray. 'l
expect he—thought it was for the best,' she vediwendering how
much her mother knew about Shannon's reasonsaanip

Her mother looked up at her bitterly. "That's wihag just said. Your
father always thought he knew how to handle pedplal, he hasn't
made much of a success at it, has he?'

'‘Oh, Mummy!'

Catherine finished her tea and rose to her féeg dlways been a
disappointment to your father, I've known that. dkring a girl,
instead of the boy he wanted. Never having anathad. | should
have suspected there might be some excuse for elacgs
behaviour. Your father was never the easiest mdiveowith—to
live up to. Poor Shannon! He's certainly been ntadpay for his
mother's indiscretions.’

Joanna had never heard her mother mention Shammottier's name
in quite that way before, and she had to bite begue to prevent



herself from probing further. But now was not timee. She would be
taking advantage of a distraught woman, worse—ier mother.

‘Well, I'll leave you to finish dressing,’ said @Gatine, walking
wearily towards the door. 'Will you be wanting amgakfast?"

'Perhaps—some toast. But don't you bother, | canitgelJoanna
sighed. 'Where—where's Shannon?'

'I'm not sure. He went out about an hour ago.ielkielhe's gone to see
Charlie Simmons. | suppose he wants to assessitthegian for
himself before he reports back to your father.’

Joanna absorbed this. 'Yes, | suppose so.'

Catherine halted in the open doorway. 'Oh, Joanana} you do
something?' she appealed suddenly. 'Shannon aleagsl about
you. Couldn't you influence him? Couldn't you peade him that
he'll kill your father if he goes back to Africa?’

Joanna was aghast. 'l—if Daddy can't convince him-'

‘Your father goes at it like a bull at a gate. s ho patience, no time
to use tact—and diplomacy. Joanna, you'll be mawsan and away
from here. How am | going to manage if Shannon dbags us?'

Joanna bent her head, her breathing quickeningais pnveloped
her. 'Mummy, you can't believe that Shannon woislegh to me!'

'‘Why not? You got him to come back here, didn't 3dunever
thought you'd succeed. But your father appearsnmvkShannon
better than | do.'

‘He should do," protested Joanna tremulously. sHad father, after
all’



Catherine's expression hardened slightly. 'Shansalacqueline's
son, Joanna, and your father didn't know her vea¥}, did he?'

Joanna shook her head. 'l don't know.'

'‘No, of course not. You were too*young. But take vmyrd for it.
Why else-' She broke off suddenly, and when sh&esjpgain, she
was calmer. "You must try, Joanna.’

‘Do you think | haven't?' Joanna spread her hdHdsestly, it's no
use. He doesn't listen to me.’

Catherine turned away. 'l see. Then we must ajl firat something
happens to change his mind, mustn't we?' she iggutlyt and left
her.

When she was alone, Joanna sank down weakly ¢ tside of her
bed. Her mother didn't know what she was asking, siought
bitterly, or she would never have suggested suitiing. Obviously
she knew nothing of the real reasons for Shannavirig
Mallowsdale. She felt helpless. What could sheTufigs had never
seemed more desperate.

By the time she went downstairs she had herselbmrol again, and
was even able to exchange a friendly word withidesacuuming in
the sitting room.

‘Your father's been asking for you, Joanna,' thky daid, switching
off the cleaner as she spoke. 'l told him you wérgnyet, and he said
to tell you to come in when you did come down.'

Unaccountably, Joanna's heart sank, and a waedfofecrimination
swept over her. Until her departure for Africa $lael shared a good
relationship with her father, and although he séduwat her as he did
at everyone, she knew he had a real and deepiafféot her. Now,



with her prohibitive knowledge, she felt a cravesidce to avoid any
confrontation alone with him.

But with Jessie smiling at her, obviously waitiiog er to go into the
library and see her father, she had no choice dutotl and say:
Thanks, Jessie," before crossing the hall and ngpai her father's
door.

Henry Barnes let her in. He was obviously on hiy wat, Bess, her
father's collie, on a lead in his hand. Joannanttaéeen the dog the
night before, but now she welcomed the momentaspite, smiling
at Henry before bending to fondle the animal.

'Is that you, Joanna?'

Her father's petulant summons tightened the netwesighout her
body, and she exchanged an understanding grimatte kénry
before straightening and pushing the door wider.

'Yes, it's me, Father,' she answered, with foragaress. 'How are
you this morning?'

Her father's lips tightened. 'Come in, come in, elinde that door,' he
ordered, and taking a deep breath, Joanna did askieel.

'It's been snowing," she said, unnecessarily, andfdther snorted
impatiently.

'l had noticed. I'm not blind, you know. Well? I'been waiting to
speak to you alone. What happened?’

‘What—happened?' Joanna didn't quite understand.

‘Between you and Shannon. How did you get him toedmack here?
What did you tell him? More to the point, what dtiel say?'



Joanna swallowed hard. Oh, God, she thought siekihat did he
mean? Did he suspect that Shannon... ? She liakedri lips, and
endeavoured to behave naturally.

'I—I don't know what you mean. He's here, isn't Wd?at could he
say to me?'

Maxwell had been studying her closely as she spmhka after a few
moments' unnerving examination he seemed to befisdtithat
nothing untoward had happened, because he leftsthigect and
attacked another.

' want those beasts down from High Stoop," heedtatvith
determination. 'You can tell Lawson I'm grateful fehat he's done,
but now that Shannon's home-'

‘Father, don't you think you ought to wait and h&hat Shannon has
to say?' she exclaimed in dismay. 'l mean, thaa'snuch point-'

‘There's not much point in paying for equipmentt'thgoing to
waste!' retorted her father shortly. 'We have ladl facilities here,
we're far more mechanised than Lawson. | want énd back today,
tomorrow at the latest.’

‘Daddy, you can't make decisions like that!'
'‘Why not?'

‘Well, because—because Shannon may not be prepar¢ake
charge.'

'Rubbish! Dowsett could have managed on his owmoufr mother
hadn't panicked and gone running to the Lawsonsagsistance.
Useless creature!’



'‘Daddy, Dowsett couldn't manage everything. Youvkribat's not
true. He's an old man, like—like-'

'Like me!" her father finished for her, and she ocoéd
uncomfortably. 'l know, | know. The Lawsons have tight idea,
handing the farm over to Philip. But who have hamd Mallowsdale
on to? You answer me that. Unless Shannon stays.'

Joanna moved restlessly to the windows, lookingbouhe sweep of
drive at the front of the house. Wheel-tracks Haarieed up the snow
here, and the interlacing of footprints of man bedst indicated that
Henry Barnes had taken Bess out this way. Th@doglars and elms
which lined the drive were bare now, their brancbaftened by the
weight of snow that had lodged upon them, and dtenbarren
hedges displayed a tracery in white.

‘Where is he?' Her father was speaking again, aadnh swung
round reluctantly.

‘Shannon? He's gone over to the farm to see Cl&reons.’
'‘Huh.' Maxwell sounded irritated. 'Did he say witexrd be back?"

'l don't know. | haven't seen him this morning. Mayntold me. I'm
afraid | overslept.’

Maxwell made the jerky movement of his head whigmisied
assent. 'So how was the trip?' he asked, but gshthbdeeling he was
not really interested.

Sighing, she shrugged her slim shoulders. 'It wess An education. |
enjoyed it.'

Maxwell grimaced. 'It was fine—an education—I emgdyit!" he
mimicked cruelly. 'Is that any way to describe A& | ask you?'



Joanna bent her head, pushing her hands deemepmtkets of her
jeans. 'lt was very hot most of the time, but tbeels were very good.
The climate in Johannesburg is quite pleasant legs much hotter
in Lushasa.'

Her father uttered an oath. 'l don't want to héauathe weather, girl.
| can read the forecast any time. | want to hear ympressions of
Africa! The dark continent!'

Joanna pursed her lips. 'All right, all right. ddit like it,’ she burst
out hotly. 'Not Kwyana, anyway. It's a wild and age place. Oh,
Menawi's all right, | suppose. There are shopstaotdls there, but
once you leave the city behind you're out in thehbd'he roads are
terrible. There's no sign of sanitation or civitisa, and people have
to struggle just to stay alive! The heat is enengatlt saps your
strength. And the insects ..." She shivered, anxwdh looked well
pleased with the results of his probing.

'So you don't consider Africa has more to offeg?shggested drily.

‘Not for me,' she agreed moodily, half regrettireg butburst as her
father nodded again. No doubt this was yet anathgarment which
would be used against Shannon.

'‘So—what; are you planning to do today?' he asked,she tried to
gather her thoughts.

'I—I haven't made any plans.'
‘But you will be seeing young Lawson?'

'l expect so. His mother wants me to go over th8he's found a
pattern for my—my wedding dress.’

Her father was listening, but, she sensed, absddiyunparalysed
fingers tapped a tattoo against the wooden arnsoiheelchair, and



she guessed he was impatient for Shannon to rdtuvas strange
how determined he was that Shannon should havestiage. Did he
regret sending his son away, whatever the reasani#td/things fall
into perspective once she was married and gone frera? Would
Shannon stay that long? She doubted it.

She heard the sound of the Range Rover long betaréther did,
and when it swept up the drive to the house, shd dathink
Shannon's back. | expect he'll be coming to see klbgo and get
some breakfast.'

Maxwell signified his agreement, and she walkedtkjyiacross to

the door. She had hoped to get away before Shaapoeeared, but
that proved to be impossible. As she came outefibnary, he was

coming in the outer door, kicking snow from his tsainzipping the

heavy, fur-lined navy parka he was wearing. Shegeised the coat
as one belonging to her father, and felt the paigpaf the situation

in knowing he would never wear it again. Shannarkéal up as she
stood hesitantly just outside the library door, #mely exchanged a
long, unsmiling look. Then he hooked the parka sntlhumb, and

slinging it over his shoulder, walked towards her.

Joanna stiffened, but remained where she was, thamgh her
strongest instincts were to run. She must not wealtee told herself
fiercely. She must not allow him to see how ealsdycould disturb
her. They were in England now. Those moments incAfshould
never have been. For her father's sake, she hadke him see that
his place was here, that she was unimportant istheme of things.

‘Daddy's waiting to see you,' she said, and evéet@ars, her voice
sounded high and unnatural. 'Is it as cold out E®ks? | didn't feel

like getting out of bed this morning. After two vksan the sun, you
really feel the cold, don't you? | suppose it'srew@rse for you.'



‘You look pale,' he said, ignoring her chatter, ahd felt that awful
feeling of futility in everything she did. 'Did yaleep well?'

‘Yes, of course, | slept well," she replied vehetlgempursuing her
course. 'l always sleep well in my own bed. | thaverybody does,
don't you? | mean, it's what you're used to, isn'Did you? Sleep
well, | mean?'

Shannon's lips twisted. 'By your criterion, | wanitd would 1?* he
remarked mockingly, and with a brief nod he opethedibrary door
and went inside, closing it firmly behind him.



CHAPTER EIGHT

PHILIP arrived after lunch. Shannon had taken his metdeardibrary,
with Maxwell, and Joanna and her mother were s@lted at the
kitchen table, lingering over their coffee, when kreocked at the
back door.

Joanna sprang up and opened the door to him, repabtomatically

to return his kiss. But it was obvious that Phivps not in a good
humour, and his embrace was purely perfunctorysd as he was
able, he transferred his attention to her mothiraacing to the table
and demanding bluntly :

‘What's all this about Shannon wanting the herd Ibace? At once?'

Catherine exchanged a look of bewilderment withdaarghter. 'The
herd, Philip?' she echoed in confusion. 'l— we tomow anything
about it. Do we, Joanna?'

Joanna closed the back door and leaned back agaiisell, my
father did say something about it this morning,e sidmitted
awkwardly.

Philip snorted. 'Did he? Do | take it that Shanimgands to stay after
all?'

'‘No.' Joanna sighed. 'l don't know what's going Bhilip. You'd
better speak to Daddy.'

'l intend to." Philip shed his sheepskin jacketg] aaked a hand
through his unruly fair hair. 'We've done what weld for you, Dad
and I. We've been neighbours for a few years nod jfaneighbours
can't help one another in times of trouble, welAnyway, if a virtual

stranger thinks he can mess us around like this rhistaken.’



'I'm sure it wasn't Shannon's intention to mess gamund, Philip,'
exclaimed Catherine placatingly, getting to het.f&it down, and
have some coffee. It's still hot.'

'l can't stay long, thanks, Mrs Carne.' Philip Weaking at Joanna as
he spoke, and she guessed he was waiting for herat® some
comment in his defence. 'l've got to go out wiith ®dm. He reckons
we've lost seven ewes.'

"Oh, dear.' Catherine shook her head. 'And the doolts so pretty,
too.'

Philip's mouth turned down at the corners. 'Yes—hwfdl could just
have a few words with your husband, Mrs Carne ...’

Catherine nodded. Til go and tell him you're hédoanna, give Philip
a cup of coffee. He can drink it while he's waiting

The door closed behind her mother, and Joanna molediently
towards the coffee pot, but Philip stayed herfihggers closing round
her upper arm.

‘Never mind about coffee!" he said impatiently€Aou coming back
with me?'

Joanna shrugged her shoulders. 'l should help Myhsimg ventured
uncomfortably, avoiding his eyes. Even to herdaedf sould not admit
that the idea of discussing her wedding dress highmother filled
her with a sense of panic.

‘Your mother can manage,' insisted Philip stolidBome on, | want
to talk to you myself.'

Joanna looked up at him then. 'l thought you said ynother wanted
to see me, to discuss sewing patterns?'



‘And that's what bothered you?' Philip was tootastBut he didn't
press her. Instead he went on: 'That was yesteRIgit now, she's
too busy caring for the lambs to bother with sewpadterns. No, |
thought you might come out with Tom and me. If yymt wrapped
up. It's cold, but it's bracing. And like your mettsays, it is— pretty.’

Joanna hesitated only a moment. It would be niagetaaway from
the house for a while. She was too close to everythere. She
couldn't get things in perspective.

‘All right,' she said, a smile lifting her lipsdllike to.'

'‘Good." Philip let her go. 'Get some boots on, artkicker sweater.
You'll need it.'

Joanna heard Philip's voice as she was coming daissiagain. She
could hardly have done otherwise in the circumstandie was
standing in the hall below, practically shoutingsliannon, who was
standing facing him, feet slightly apart, his arnfslded
imperturbably across his chest. From time to tinharfhion made
some quiet comment, but mostly it was Philip's grgotestations
she could hear.

'I'm telling you this, Carne, if you bring the hdvdck here, | shall
wash my hands of the whole damn business!" he ssestang loudly.
'We have enough to do at High Stoop without plasily beggars
with someone who doesn't know when he's well off!"

‘That's your prerogative, of course," Shannon edptnildly. 'As I've
told you, Mr Carne makes the decisions around Imerteme.’

'l don't believe that. I'm not a fool, you knowtiikp was angry. 'He
was happy enough with the arrangements until youedasack.'



‘He had no choice,' Shannon pointed out steadlibw'he has.'

‘And when you walk out again—what then?' Philipfss Icurled
scornfully.

'‘We'll have to face that hurdle when we come togjpined Shannon,
and then, catching sight of Joanna hesitating ulyeasthe stairs, he
added: 'Here's your fiancee. Perhaps she'll betalpersuade you
that her father has a mind of his own.’

Joanna came reluctantly down the remainder oftiessconscious
of Shannon's mocking eyes upon her. 'l— I'm reRdyljp,' she said,
feeling like an intruder. 'Are you?'

Philip hunched his stocky shoulders. 'l supposehgomuttered, but
he flashed a venomous glance in Shannon's diredion't think I'll
change my mind either.’

Shannon's arms fell to his sides, and he liftedshisulders in an
indifferent gesture. 'If you'll excuse me, | haverkwto do,' he said,
and turning, walked across the hall to her fatrstusly. He opened
the door and let himself inside, and the door dosenly behind
him.

'‘Look at that!" declared Philip furiously. 'He tre#his place just like
his—his-'

'—home?' suggested Joanna tautly. ‘Well, it ist igh

‘That's not what | meant. That's your father'sygtddanna. Don't you
care that he's using it as his ovk@interviewed me in there. He did!
Not your father. Your mother said your father wasting and

couldn't be disturbed. | haven't disturbed him p#ernoons I've

called, have 1?'



'Oh, Philip!" Joanna couldn't bear any more of bikering. 'Come
on, let's go out. The afternoons are so short] aleeéd some air.’

'So do I," muttered Philip resentfully. 'The aio@nd here stinks!'

It was a childish retaliation, but Joanna forgaia as she followed

him to the kitchen to collect his coat. Her fatheis foolish, acting so
precipitately as soon as Shannon got here. Dién’ealise Shannon
could walk out again just as precipitately? Didéally think that by

heaping responsibilities on his son's head, hedckeép him here
indefinitely?

Once out in the fields surrounding High Stoop, J@awas able to
forget her own troubles for a while at least. Thedwvhistling down
from the distant fells made it imperative to keepving, and her
boots were soon caked with snow as she strugglégdp up with
Philip's longer strides. His dogs, Hector and Lysanran on ahead,
churning up flurries of snow as they scrabbled alsearching for
animals buried beneath. Joanna knew that a shedd sarvive
being buried for a short space of time, and thegnoéwes had been
brought out virtually unharmed. But today they wa so lucky,
and the only animal they did find was already stiftl cold.

Back in the kitchen at High Stoop, Mrs Lawson haaeof tea ready
for them on their return. Already darkness wasdrfgll and with it

came the drifting flakes of further snow. But itsa@osy in the firelit
room, crouched about the blazing fire, drinkingléezed with brandy.

'‘Did you see Mr Carne?' Philip's mother asked mthseand Joanna
could feel the tension in the air.

'No." Philip set his cup down heavily in its saucesaw Joanna's
brother.’

Mrs Lawson glanced at the girl. 'l see.’



Joanna sighed. 'My father does rest sometimes; hfteh,' she
murmured. 'And now that Shannon's here-'

‘Now that Shannon's here, the old order changedtgtted Philip
shortly. Then he, too, sighed. 'Oh, leave it, Motlis not Joanna's
fault. I'l make the arrangements to have the hargen back
tomorrow.'

Mrs Lawson shook her head. 'He's a strange manr, faiber,
Joanna,’ she said. 'Ben and Philip—they've dong/tiaeg they can
to help him, and how does he repay us?'

'l said leave it, Mother.'

'l know, | know. But we're not well off, like theathes. Oh, we own
this bit of land, we scrape a living, and at leaken we leave it to
you, Philip, you'll be your own master. But we ddmve modern
machinery, and central heating, and deep freezers .

Joanna felt awful. 'Really, Mrs Lawson, my fathees appreciate
what you've done, honestly. It's just that—wellwrihat Shannon's
home, he's hoping to persuade him to stay. Maylkihks if he can
get Shannon to take on the responsibilities foeitate ..She paused
and looked appealingly at Philip. 'Make allowangédsase. He's not
a well man.’

‘There's nothing wrong with Shannon's health,’ rtetb Philip
shortly.

'‘No, but like he says, my father gives the ordeless just carrying
them out.'

Mrs Lawson poured herself some more tea. ‘Well,@h say is, it's
a pity he ever came back,' she said, heavily. 'BEen no son to his
father. Why, Philip here has done more for youndéatiuring the past
eight years than Shannon has. Walking out like f@ating nothing



for any of you. And now | suppose he thinks he came back and
take over.'

'It's not like that at all'' exclaimed Joanna imgatly. 'Shannon
doesn't want the estate.'

‘What's he going to do then?' demanded Philipl it3&l
'No. I've told you, he's just—not interested.’

Philip and his mother exchanged a look which Joafmand
impossible to comprehend. Then Philip reached adt @atted her
knee.

‘All right, love, don't get upset. | promise notdome to blows with
your big brother.' He chuckled rather malicioud§ot that | wouldn't
like to. That damned high-and-mighty attitude &fl thicould push his
face in.”* He nodded. 'But | won't.'

Joanna sipped her tea, wondering why the victoeyngel so hollow
somehow. It was what she wanted, after all— Pkaipome to terms
with Shannon. But as for Philip pushing Shannaace in—that was
something else. She had the distinct feeling ttaewWPhilip might be
more solidly built than the other man, those hausetes she had felt
when she was in Shannon's arms might well be alykstist anything
that her fiancee might throw at him.

It was almost a relief when Mrs Lawson changedstigiect, even
though it was to discuss the wedding. She got uwp rammaged
through a drawer and came out with a rather grubbling pattern.
Mrs Lawson was not the most meticulous of housekesgpand
Joanna knew she would have quite a task ahead @ffte? she took
over the running of the household in June. Higloftwwas not as old
a building as Mallowsdale, but it had not receiwbd care and
attention of the old Hall, and consequently theexena number of



things needing attention, not least, the genemédrdiness of the
place.

‘There. What do you think of that?"

Mrs Lawson dropped the sewing pattern into Joana@a'and she set
down her cup and picked it up. On the front offthider was a picture
of the dress to be made from the pattern inside daspite some tea
or coffee stains smudged across the skirt, Joaound see that it was
an attractive style. The neckline was high andezfand the skirt
flared from a gathering under the bustline in ghgly mediaeval
style. Long sleeves with pointed cuffs added te thiision, and the
headdress the girl was wearing in the picture réseina small
coronet, edged with pearls.

'|—it's beautiful,' she said honestly. ‘Where dudiyind it?'

'In a little remnant house in Carlisle. It's quate old pattern, | think.
I've looked through the latest catalogues and thaoghing quite like
it.'

Joanna nodded, looking down at the picture agaire Bas tall
enough to carry such a style, and she knew thatlsinsson had the
ability to make it. Perhaps she could even fin@address something
like this one, and if she piled her hair up onaobjper head ...

She brought herself up short. This was her weddnegs, she was
thinking about, her weddinday. The day when she gave up bein
Joanna Carne and became Mrs Philip Lawson instéagas a
daunting prospect. Was marriage to Philip what reladly wanted?
And wasn't it a bit late now to start having doGhtsonly ...

'l thought perhaps crepe—or ivory damask,” Mrs Laon was
suggesting thoughtfully. ‘And you're going to hawe Janice's two as
bridesmaids, aren't you?'



Janice was Philip's sister who was already maraed lived in
Lancaster. She had two little girls, Shelley anadteth, and Mrs
Lawson was keen that they should be part of thenceny.

Joanna could feel the ground slipping away fromeunuer feet.
There was something inevitable about the plana fwedding. Once
they were set in motion, they gathered momenturtherway, and
every action had a reaction until one had the rigethat one was
being propelled onward almost against one's will.

'l think they'll look best in pink or lilac," Mrsdwson was saying now,
resuming her seat by the fire. 'Neither of them deep colours, and
In any case, you don't want definite colours atadaing, do you?'

Philip was waiting expectantly for Joanna to make dwn feelings
known, and she forced herself to take an active parthe
conversation.

'I'd like to discuss it with Mummy first,' she sagkeking a respite.
'‘She's rather good at choosing colours and th#wgg.l'd like her to
see the pattern before making any definite deci'sion

'‘Well, we've got to start thinking about it, Joajisaid Mrs Lawson
rather sharply. 'There are only about fifteen weekis you know.

And this is our busiest time of the year. If younivene to make the
dresses for you, you'll have to come to a decisaom.'

'‘Oh, 1 will, I will." Joanna moved her shouldersoblggetically.

'l mean, | have to know,"' went on Mrs Lawson, alvassif Joanna
hadn't spoken. "You dashing off to Africa like tadn't help, did it?
And with your father being ill and all... We've htd to help out, and
helping out takes time.'

'l know that, Mrs Lawson, and I'm very grateful nlestly-'



'‘Well, that's more than can be said for some!' cenmted a harsh
voice from the doorway, and Joanna shivered irctie draught of
air emitted by the entry of Philip's father, a nearn lamb clasped in
his brawny arms.

Her sympathetic delight in seeing the lamb hid #version she

always felt in Ben Lawson's presence. She did€tfhilip's father,

she never had, a feeling which had intensifiech@aine occasion he
had cornered her in the milking shed and run famhiands over her
thighs. When she had slapped his hands away hereaehded he
had been having a joke with her, but Joanna had/hkraetter. Now

she avoided his company whenever possible.

Ben put the lamb down on the hearth and it prongitiyggled to get
to its feet. But weakness and exhaustion overctawdforts, and Mrs
Lawson went to heat it up some milk.

The ewe's dead,' announced Ben, in answer to Bhiipestioning
stare. "That makes four today, and it's snowingnaga

Joanna got to her feet. 'l ought to be going, phiihe said quickly.
'If it's snowing ...'

Ben shrugged off his thick anorak and slung it lessdy over the
back of a chair. 'What have you got to go dashifib@me for? You
don't have any ewes lambing, do you?' he challehged

Joanna made a helpless gesture. 'No—but if it wisige'

‘You're not going to get snowed in or anything.ditvn, sit down,
lass." He came to seat himself in the deep armdhaiwife had
previously been occupying beside Joanna, and begarg off his
boots. 'You can't go running away as soon as | darhe

'l am not running away, Mr Lawson," declared Jodoneefully, her
dislike of him stiffening her resolve. '‘But | amigg home.'



'Oh, ay?' Ben stretched his feet towards the fll, you can tell
that young devil of a brother of yours a message fme-'

‘Father! We've been into all that," exclaimed Bhdjuellingly, but his
father was not to be put off.

'"You can tell him that when you and Philip are neaty I'll stand no
truck with his arrogance. We'll be family then, giyl, and he won't
make me the laughing stock of Mallowsdale again.’

'I'm sure Shannon had no intention-'

'Didn't he?' Ben sought about his person for hpe pa disreputable
object in which Joanna was sure he burned anytiencpuld lay his
hands on. He jammed the pipe between his teethljgtthg a spill
in the fire, he added: 'You just give him the mgssd.et me be the
judge as to what his intentions are.'

Philip drove Joanna back to the Hall in his Land«&o It was
snowing quite heavily now, and it caked on the wgpemaking
visibility difficult. But when she suggested shailtbwalk the rest of
the way, he wouldn't hear of it, and drove hertrighthe drive to the
front door.

'‘Are you coming in?' she asked, half hoping he @aeffuse, and
when he did, perversely wishing he had not.

'‘No," he said. 'I'd better get back. And—well, ddake too much
notice of what Dad says, will you? | mean, it'sunak that he should
feel bitter.’

Joanna hesitated a moment, and then leant acroggessed a kiss to
his lips, welcoming his arms around her for thstfirme since her
return from Africa. This was where she belonged &id herself

determinedly, this was the man she loved, the rhanass going to
marry. Anything else was pure madness.



'‘Don't worry," she said now, snuggling against hiinis weather is
making everyone irritable.’

Philip hugged her close. 'I'd be less irritablevéd had more .rime
alone together,' he spoke into her hair, pushimg bar hood so that
its silky curtain fell about her shoulders. 'It waad enough before,
but since your father's stroke ..He sighed. 'Nevied, it will soon be

June, and then I'll have you to myself for all time

The awful inevitability of his words brought a dhilown Joanna's
spine. Fifteen weeks, that was what his motheishatl Fifteen more
weeks—and then a lifetime's commitment. It was tooch to
consider right at this moment.

Pulling herself away from him, she brushed backhaar. 'I'd better
go in," she said. 'Daddy will have heard the soofnithe engine and
will be wondering what's going on."'

‘Surely he'll know," retorted Philip dryly. 'Joanrsooner or later,
your father has got to realise that you're not possession any
longer.'

'l know," Joanna nodded, as she climbed out, giber hand in
farewell as he adjusted the gears and reversed @ovay the drive.
She waited until the lights of the vehicle had pssared before
mounting the steps and entering the house.

The door to her father's study was open, and teung@rise she could
hear the sound of voices from within, Shannon'ssamdeone else's,
a young, feminine voice, which from time to timesblved into fits
of giggles.

Curiosity made her cross the hall before takingheff parka, and she
hesitated outside the study door, listening toekehange going on
inside. She wasn't consciously aware of eavesdngpyntil Jessie



came out of the kitchen, but then her cheeks flaa®edhe daily
woman raised her eyebrows knowingly.

'It's young Tracy,' she told Joanna easily. 'Ca&@lmmons' girl. You

know she's working for Websters, the estate agéiedl, she's a
shorthand typist, and seeing that she's on holidaya few days,

Shannon suggested she might like to come up hetgiae him a

hand sorting out your father's correspondence armhsand earn a
bit of cash into the bargain. Tracy fair jumpethat chance. After all,
there's not a lot to do on holiday at this timehef year, is there?"

Joanna could feel her nails digging into the patinker hands, and
she knew the desire to draw blood. But not her ds¥re would fine
have liked to walk into that study and order thesthlout of there,
but her excuse that they were intruding on heefedtprivacy did not
quite ring true, even to her ears.

Instead she said tightly: 'l could have helped hamd turning away,
began to unzip her coat.

'l didn't know you were a shorthand typist, Joanna.

Shannon had heard their voices and come to inastlgmself, and
now he stood in the open doorway, lean and distghpimasculine in
close-fitting black corded pants and a fine knitsdart in dark red
wool.

'I'm not.' Joanna faced him defensively. 'l jushithyou might
have—have mentioned your intentions to me.’

‘Consulted you, you mean?' he suggested dryly. dfraid that
thought didn't cross my mind. But if you have soaigection to
Tracy coming here ..."

The girl had appeared behind him. Joanna remembszedvell
enough. She was the Simmons' eldest daughter. Shed vibe



perhaps nineteen or twenty now, fresh from secettewnllege, and

like most girls of her age, full of confidence. Sk&s not normally as
tall as Joanna, but the wedge heels she was westdegl a couple of
inches to her height, and a tight-fitting sweated &rench flared

pants completed her ensemble.

'Hello, Joanna," she called, her smug expressioeateg she had
overheard Joanna's interchange with Shannon. "voi chind me
helping out, do you?'

Put like that, Joanna could not object without beinde. Her eyes
sought Shannon's, but the detachment she founel\wees almost her
undoing. Those moments in Nairobi might never hasen. And to

think she was the one who had been thinking sheldvoave to

convincehimthat it would never happen again!

'I—no. No, of course | don't mind, Tracy,' she reglshortly. She
took off her coat and hooked it over the baniskeyou'll excuse me,
I—I want to change before tea.'



CHAPTER NINE

DURING the following week Joanna saw little of ShannorheW he
wasn't out about the estate with Murray Dowse@loarlie Simmons,
he was closeted in the study with Tracy, sorting loer father's
correspondence, and putting the accounts in oitdeas remarkable
what had accumulated during the two months of atret's illness,
and he spent so much time indoors that even histéaited to fade.

Joanna could not help but be concerned about Hmk8ew, better
than any of them, that he had only just recoverenhfa debilitating

attack of malaria, and the effect on his systermmanfsferring from a
tropical climate to an extremely cold one could Io@ignored. There
were lines on his face which had not been thererbefand she
thought he could not be sleeping well. At timesl|beked quite

haggard, but this added to, rather than detracteoh fhis dark

attraction.

At the beginning of the following week Tracy hadr&gurn to her
own job in Carlisle, and coming downstairs one nmagra couple of
days later, Joanna was amazed at the relief sh&rfielwing the girl
was no longer in the house.

Mrs Carne was in the kitchen, reading the morniagep. Jessie had
not yet arrived, and Joanna plugged in the toagteng to the larder
to cut herself some bread.

‘Has it been snowing again?' she asked, frownisgha waited for
the toaster to eject its contents.

Her mother dragged herself away from the artickewshs riding with

obvious reluctance. 'What? Oh, yes, | think soth&ane looked

towards the windows with resigned eyes. 'l was ganto Carlisle

today, to do some shopping, but the roads are dpdma Shannon
doesn't have time to take me.’



‘Shall I?' suggested Joanna, starting as the lpeppled out of the
machine behind her. 'l don't mind.’

‘No, thank you, dear. You know | don't like beingven by another
woman.' Catherine folded her paper. 'No, | shall giay at home and
do some baking instead. The freezer needs re-spekih pies and
pastries.'

Joanna buttered the toast, and spooned marmaltadéecentre. 'As
you like.'

Catherine put the paper aside and got to her'Sesinna,’' she paused
‘Joanna, has Shannon said anything more to you®atAeaving, |
mean?'

Joanna concentrated on the toast. '‘No. But therhdsm't said
anything to me at all. | hardly ever see him. Whiga he spoken to
you?'

'‘No. That's just the point. I'm afraid your fatherbeginning to
depend on him. | think he really believes that wiiezomes to the
crunch, Shannon will stay.’

Joanna chewed determinedly at the toast, but ihivag well have
been sawdust in her mouth for she hardly tastédshouldn't bank
on that, Mummy, if | were you,' she mumbled, lidkiorumbs from
her lips. 'There's been a lot to catch up on,ghat. As soon as
everything's in order..

‘You think he'll go?'
Joanna shrugged. 'That's what he said.’

'‘But he can't" Catherine paced desperately around the Kkitche
wringing her hands. 'Oh, Joanna, if he does, wigailsg to become
of us?'



Joanna had lost her appetite. She pushed the ds@s, reaching
instead for the coffee pot standing by her motipate. Its still warm
contents were a mild stimulant. '"Mummy!" she exuokxl. 'We've
already been into all this.'

‘But don't you see, Joanna? Something has to ke don

Shannon's already been here ten days. How longasyppose he's
prepared to remain?’

'l don't know, Mummy. Why don't you ask him?'

Catherine sighed. 'I've asked your father, and tietveven listen to
me. He just tells me to mind my own business.’

Joanna lay back wearily in her chair. 'Ask Shantioer).'

Catherine shook her head, staring unseeingly tlirdabg kitchen
window. 'l can't. I'm afraid—I'm afraid that if logd I'll precipitate
some action on his part, and if your father eventbout...'

Joanna pushed back her chair and stood up. 'Well,all just have
to wait, then, won't we?"'

Catherine turned. '"You could ask him, Joanna? Just-casually,
you know. He might take it from you.'

'‘Oh, Mummy!" Joanna could not reassure her. '&astel it, hmm?
We'll know soon enough.’

Jessie's arrival gave her the opportunity to escape she stood in
the hall for a few moments, breathing deeply, notecknowing what
she was going to do. Then, on impulse, she crdssi study door
and tapped lightly on the panels.



There was no sound from within, so she openeddbe &he had not
expected Shannon to be there. At this hour of taenmg he would

still be down at the milking sheds, and closing dioer behind her,
she approached her father's desk.

The untidy mixture of letters and bills had goneodtlof the letters
had been answered and filed, but those that stiliired attention
reposed in the metal trays provided. The accounkdwvere stacked
In a neat pile, and even the blotter containeeé@shfisheet of paper.

Sighing, she walked round the desk and seatedlherseer father's

shabby leather chair. When she was youngehathéeen allowed to
come in here to do her homework, and she had emjinefeeling of

iImportance it had given her. But now she just felisense of
poignancy that her father would never be ablettbesie again. And
his only son was rejecting the position.

She pulled open one of the drawers beside herehas her father's
fountain pen—he abhorred ballpoints—several pensilarpened to
a fine point, a box of paper clips and a staplirgchine. Simple,
impersonal things, and yet they signified so muthere was a
dictionary, too. Spelling was not one of her fathstrong points, and
he always liked to " check on any word he was dollabout. She
flicked it open, idly thumbing through the pagesdaalmost
involuntarily found herself looking for one partlau word. Yes,
there it was—Sibling two or more children, with one or both parent
in common ...

The opening of the door startled her, and she was\ed at the
guilty flush which spread up her cheeks at Shamnentrance.
Annoyed, too, at the angry expression he assumexh Wwa saw her
there.

'‘What are you doing?' he demanded harshly, andgnation
imprisoned her in her seat when her instincts leshlto leave.



'l don't think | have to explain my actions to yoshe retorted,
dropping the dictionary back into the drawer andsirig it,
suppressing the impulse to slam it, hard.

Shannon closed the door and leaned back agaittdaite you been
checking up on me?'

Joanna's flush deepened. 'No. No, of course naidBe ..." She had
to be honest. 'l wouldn't know how.'

‘Your father should have ensured you had a workmgywledge of
the estate,' he said, straightening. 'You obviobslye little else to
do.'

Joanna's eyes widened. 'Are you criticising me?'

Shannon shrugged, hooking his thumbs into the lelvds his black
jeans. 'Most girls have an occupation of some ¥déhtat do you do?'

‘Nothing. As you've pointed out.' Joanna hunchedheulders.

'‘Why not? As | recall, you were doing reasonablyl weth your
school work when [ left home.'

‘Thanks very much.' Joanna was sarcastic.
"‘Well?'

'l left school when | was eighteen with seven "@dls and two "A"
levels,' she stated defiantly, holding up her hdadianted to be a
journalist, but Daddy wouldn't allow it. So | gotj@b as a shop
assistant in Carlisle.'

‘A shop assistant?'



'Yes.' Joanna pursed her lips. ‘It may have escgpednotice, but
jobs aren't too thick on the ground around hergqway, as | say, |
got a job as a shop assistant, but—well, | gotfire

'‘Why?'
Joanna shrugged. 'This and that.'
'People can't get fired that easily.’

'Oh, all right. The manager became too friendlyd dns wife
arranged for me to be replaced. Does that sat@ip'y

Shannon's expression had hardened. '‘And after?’

'‘Daddy said he needed me around here, to answéegléphone and
take messages and so on. You know what he's l&elidth't like me
working. Perhaps he was afraid | might do whatgaigne.’

Shannon advanced towards the desk. 'But he didatht you
agricultural practice.'

'‘No. He saved that for you." Joanna lifted her &kers in a
dismissing gesture. 'Oh, I've got no excuse. | a3 age. | could
have done what | wanted, but-'

‘Your father bullied you as he tries to bully evang else," stated
Shannon flatly, resting his palms on the deskontfiof her. 'l know.
It's easier to give in.'

‘Maybe I'm just basically lazy,' said Joanna, soalg aware-of the
fact that if she leant forward her face would b/ amches from his.

‘You don't really believe that,' retorted Shanrong lashes veiling
the expression in his eyes. 'So what are you reaillyg in here?'



Joanna bent her head. 'l thought that—that now—gfiniat gone, you
might need some assistance.'

'You mean Tracy, of course.'
'Who else?"

‘Exactly. So why not come out and say so, instdatad girl? She
was very useful to me.’

T'll bet she was.'

‘Joanna!' His voice had roughened, and a shivanbtipation ran
down her spine. 'Don't be a fool!" He straightea@dy from the
desk, walking towards the window, his hands thdestp into the
pockets of his pants. After a few moments he wantMost of what
had to be done is done. But I'm going to arrang@é&wscy Lacey, your
father's accountant, to come and take a look ag$hi

Joanna looked at the broad back he had turned tthieevay his hair
grew low on his neck, overlapping the collar of hlisck denim shirt,

the width of his shoulders, the tapering towardswaist, the lean,
muscular hips. The desire to touch him was suddahtyost a

physical pain, but she remained where she wagjrigthe insanity

she was contemplating. Then he turned, and shésawnuch paler
he had become, but she kept her head down sodtshtduld not see
what was in her eyes.

'S0?" he said expressionlessly. 'What are you pigrio do today?'

'l don't know.' Joanna glanced up at him. "You ltokd, Shannon.
You should rest more. You're driving yourself toaiah. You
forget—you've been ill.’

'l don't—forget anything,' he retorted briefly. Thd want to go over
to Penrith this morning. Do you want to come?’



Joanna's hands clung together. 'l—aren't the raag bad for
travelling?'

'You don't have to come,' he replied steadils Up to you.'

Joanna's heart was beating that much faster, anddréathing had
quickened automatically. 'Do—do you want me to c@me

A look of resignation crossed his face. 'Stopofanha,' he advised
with some asperity. 'l merely thought you might ognjthe
opportunity to do some shopping. You haven't bagmauich since
you got home.'

Joanna rested her elbow on the desk, supportindpded with her
upturned hand. 'l—Mummy said you didn't have timéake her into
Carlisle.’

'l don't. But | want to go to the bank in Penritlour mother wants to
go shopping. | told her she was welcome to comeaglbut she
refused. Obviously the shops in Penrith are notigawugh for her.'

Treacherously, Joanna was glad. She didn't wahiat@ to share
these precious minutes of his time with anyone.

‘Well, |—I'd like to come,' she murmured, tracingattern on the
blotter with her finger nail. She looked up. 'Wleee we leaving?'

'‘As soon as you're ready,' he replied, foldingdnss. 'l shouldn't
bother changing. The town is bound to be thick gitlsh, and it's
filthy walking.'

Joanna straightened and got to her feet. 'All rigiér eyes sought
his. "You—I mean—you're not regretting asking nre,yoou?'



Shannon brushed past her as she walked towardsdineswinging it
open for her. 'It'll be no Sunday school treatyni@a Just something
to pass a couple of hours for you.'

Joanna was offended by his tone. 'l don't needgimiyl’ she asserted
hotly, and felt angry when his mouth twisted sardailty.

‘Don't you? Then why do you indulge yourself?'
She gasped, 'l don't!

'l think you do," he retorted. 'Oh, get your calianna, and stop
playing silly games. You'd better tell your moth&here you're
going, and she can tell your father.’

‘You could do that,' she exclaimed, nodding towanedibrary door.
'‘While | get my coat."'

‘Just tell your mother,' advised Shannon brieflyd although she
would have stood and argued, commonsense warnethdtef she

did so, he would simply go without her. And whatelvappened, she
could not risk that. So, taking a deep breath, slaeched away
towards the kitchen, aware that he went back iht& study and
closed the door.

It was only a little over twelve miles to Penriut although the snow
ploughs had been out since early morning, in pldlcesroad was
reduced to a single lane. Consequently, their pssywas delayed,
and it was after eleven when they came down thrdigtton into

the narrow one-way streets of the small market to@spite the
weather, it being market day, Penrith was crowdbed pedestrians
clung to the footpaths, avoiding the spray of meglsnow thrown up
by passing vehicles. Shannon had to slow the RRoger to a crawl

as they drove up and down Brunswick Road and Mgitkelooking

for somewhere to park, eventually squeezing inéosipace left by a



departing station wagon near the railway statidrerirhe turned to
his passenger.

‘What are you going to do, Joanna? | want to gbediank first, but
we could meet for coffee afterwards, if you like.'

Joanna hid her disappointment. 'l—well, will you loag in the
bank?'

'l hope not.'

‘Then couldn't | come with you?'
'‘Don't you want to do any shopping?’
Joanna sighed. 'Not specially.’

Shannon looked as though he was going to say somgetnd then

changed his mind. But she knew what he was thinkileghad been
about to ask her why she had come in that casdédulguessed what
her answer would be and avoided it.

'l think it would be better if we arranged to meet say, half an
hour?' he suggested at last, consulting the plaid gatch on his
wrist. 'l have to see the bank manager, and youlglme bored. Go
buy yourself a book, or something. Some perfumeei®itould we
meet for coffee?’

Joanna looked down at her hands, folded in herVdell, there's a
place called Look Inn,' she volunteered reluctanityKing Street.’

'Fine. | think | know where that is. In any cas#,find it. The old
place doesn't change that much, and | do remembstr ohit.'



Joanna gave him brief directions, and he nodded, tthrust open his
door and climbed out. Joanna did likewise, and edanvhile he
locked the vehicle.

‘Come on,' he said. 'I'll walk back to the marketp with you. Then
we'll go our separate ways until what?—a quartawive? Is that
suitable to you?'

Joanna shrugged. 'Whatever you say.'

The suppressed oath Shannon uttered under hisibvaated Joanna
she had said enough. They walked back along Castiexy silence,
and after a brief word of farewell he left her.

For a few moments she felt lost, looking about theough eyes
stinging with ridiculous unshed tears. But the oelsk got to her
eventually, and as she had no desire to stand dbtering to the
market vendors extolling their wares at the topghefr voices, she
skirted the canvas- covered stalls and turned timtonearest store.
She didn't expect to see anyone she knew, and simElened
aimlessly through the various departments, memding in time
until she was due to go and meet Shannon.

She was admiring a swathe of printed silk drapedimengly about a
plaster model when a familiar voice caused hertheasink rather
alarmingly to the bottom of her stomach. Just beybe model was a
stand displaying several different types of clathg Philip's mother
was lingering beside it, discussing the merits déregth of jersey
with the sales assistant.

Joanna's immediate instinct was to turn her backveak quickly
away, hoping Mrs Lawson would not notice her, lefbbe she could
formulate a decision, one way or the other, the amimad looked up
and seen her, eyes stretching delightedly.



‘Joanna!' she called, excusing herself from thessgirl, and coming
towards her. 'l didn't know you were coming to Rértoday.'

Joanna forced a smile. 'l didn't know myself, atyu8ut Shannon
had to come in, and he asked if I'd like to conomgJ'

Mrs Lawson's lips thinned. 'Oh, you're with himheSylanced round.
‘Where is he?'

Joanna shook her head. 'He had some businessnd &t so I'm just
shopping around on my own.'

'Oh, | see." The older woman brightened again. I'Wehat an
opportunity this is.'

'‘An opportunity? An opportunity for what?' Joanm@nd understand.

Mrs Lawson spread her hand. 'Here—in this departtmih this
material. Joanna, come over here. I'm sure this damask-'

'‘Oh, really, Mrs Lawson," Joanna could feel thatuhsense of panic
again, 'l really think my mother should be presehén | choose the
material for my wedding dress.’

Mrs Lawson sighed irritably. "You've shown her gadtern, haven't
you?'

‘Well—yes.'
'So what did she say?'

'l think she liked it." Joanna moved uncomfortakdfifting her
weight from one foot to the other. 'But honestlyisNLawson, until
something's settled about the estate, | don't tehks got a lot of
interest in anything.'



'‘But it could be months before something's setileout that estate!

'l don't think so." Joanna wished she did not Haveay the actual
words. 'Shannon—Shannon will have to decide soaat Wa's going
to do. He—he has his job in Lushasa to consider.’

Mrs Lawson sounded unconvinced. 'Well, if he's gdaack there,
who's going to run Mallowsdale?'

'‘We don't know,' said Joanna tightly. "That's whizats why my
mother is so—so unsettled.’

'Huh.' Mrs Lawson squared her ample shoulders.vgtsevery like
Philip to look at, sturdy and uncompromising. "Welkhink your
father's being very silly, making an enemy of RhilDne day he'll
have to eat his words, you mark what | say.'

'‘Oh, Mrs Lawson, Daddy's not making an enemy obary at least,
not intentionally.’

‘That's not what | think. Anyway, if you're not enésted in making
plans for the wedding, perhaps you ought to telif?h

Joanna tugged impatiently at a strand of silky.HHis not that I'm
not interested, Mrs Lawson ...'

'Isn'tit?' Mrs Lawson shook her head. 'l don'twmehat it is, Joanna.
| can't just put my finger on it. But you've beemifferent person
since that brother of yours came home. It seemsidohe's been
poisoning your mind against his, and | think thattsst unfair.’

'‘But he hasn't!" exclaimed Joanna desperately—Buell, didn't you
have any doubts, Mrs Lawson, before you got maPtied

‘You're having doubts, are you?' Mrs Lawson's baak really up
now. 'Well, | don't know. After the way our Phikpg'un around after



you—made an idol of you, he has, and how do yoaydpm? By
having doubts!'

Joanna looked round, feeling more uncomfortable #éwer when she
realised the number of speculative glances beirgj oa their
direction.

'l didn't mean—that is, you don't understand, Masvkon.'

‘You're right, | don't. And | haven't got the tittestand here arguing
with you all day either. I've got a home to rung anfamily to feed.

Perhaps if you had a bit more to do you'd havetisgsto think about

yourself!'

And with that, she walked away, ample hips swinginitp righteous
indignation.

Joanna expelled her breath on a low whistle, ahloudog as she
found sympathetic eyes still upon her, she moveabsight behind
a rack of haberdashery, making a concentrated e&edion of a
packet of safety pins as though her life depenaheitl o

By the time she had made her way out of the siowes time to go

and meet Shannon, and she walked quickly alongltrghy street,

her cheeks still burning. He was already there wdtenreached the
coffee bar, waiting outside, hands thrust deep timopockets of his
parka. But at least he seemed to have shed hisraarpatience, and
they went inside to squeeze their way through tleegof people to
the bar.

‘You look flushed," he commented, fishing some gleaout of his
pocket as the waitress pushed beakers of steamffepacross the
counter towards them.

'It's the cold air,' said Joanna, wrapping her Bandnd the hot glass
encased in its metal holder.



'Is it?' Shannon sounded sceptical, but he didgtiea merely raised
his coffee to his lips in a brief salute. 'l cady | like this place. It's
too crowded. Do you fancy drinking this and thenlimg in
somewhere for a bar lunch on our way home?'

‘That sounds nice,’ Joanna nodded, trying to puthalughts of
Philip's mother out of her mind and not really sexting.
'‘Did—er—did you have a successful visit to the ¥ank

'If by that you mean did | get what | wanted, tlyes, | suppose | did,’
replied Shannon quietly. 'What did you do?"

'Oh, nothing much.' Joanna bent her head, glaeoturtain of her
hair to hide her face. 'l went into Bell and Palspeactually. Just
window shopping.'

'‘Did you see anyone you know?'

Shannon was too astute, and Joanna couldn't lemo'As—as a
matter of fact, | met Philip's mother,' she said.

'‘Did you?'

Shannon's eyes narrowed, but she was relieved Wwhamade no
further comment. Instead, he concentrated on fimgshis coffee,
and she did the same.

It was a pleasure to get outside again, evermibg much colder. It
was not a long walk back to the Range Rover, banda was
relieved when they were safely inside, and Sharnmas reversing
out of the narrow parking area.

They were accelerating up the long climb out of tben when
Shannon disconcerted her by asking: 'So what dgllMwson say to
make you look so flustered?'



Joanna bit her lip hard before replying. Then sael $ionestly:
'l—she—we were discussing the material for my—mydeieg
dress.'

'l see." Shannon swung out to pass a slow-moving. [&%When are
you getting married? Has the date been set?'

'‘Not—not exactly. It's June, but we haven't acyudkcided which
day.'

Shannon slowed as they negotiated a roundabouthanddded: 'So
why should that upset you?'

'It didn't upset me,' she protested.

'‘Oh, don't give me that. | know you too well, Joan8omething else
was said. Was it to do with me?'

Joanna resented his tone. 'Why should it be to itto yeu? You're
not the only topic of conversation around here! IMwson's right.
You are—arrogant!’

'Is that what he said?"
Joanna flushed. 'Not today. | haven't seen Mr Lavteday.'

'‘From that | can take it that I've been the todic@nversation on
other occasions,' remarked Shannon dryly, and stve dgiim a
resentful look.

'You're so clever, aren't you?' She pursed her Wdkright, as a
matter of fact, your name was mentioned today.'

‘Surprise, surprise.'



'‘Don't be sarcastic!" Joanna bent her head. 'Mvgsba thinks I'm
wasting too much time. That | should be making nedfert towards
arranging the wedding. | told her that Mummy was worried right
now to show much interest in that sort of thing] ahe asked what
we would do when you left.'

‘And what did you tell her?'

‘What could | tell her? | said | didn't know whag wvere going to do
yet. It's the truth. | don't.’

"You could have told her to mind her own busindsssaid, using the
windscreen washers as dirt was thrown up from aipg<ar.

Joanna was horrified. 'l couldn't do that! The Lamshave been very
good to us since Daddy had his stroke. Besides,pslused, 'she
already thinks I've changed since you came homat Wwhuld really
settle the issue.’

Shannon frowned. 'Perhaps that would be as well.’
‘What do you mean?’

'I'm not sure you should marry Philip Lawson.'
‘What?'

‘You heard me. | mean it.'

Joanna's heart pounded. 'You mean—you mean-'

She turned towards him in her seat. 'You—don't waatto marry
Philip?'

Shannon shook his head, his expression discouragidgn't like
him," he said. 'l wouldn't want any—relative of mito marry him.’



'‘Oh, Shannon!" Joanna swung round in her seatliggemworking
silently. 'You really like to hurt me, don't you?'

'I'm being honest with you,' he stated uncompramgisi 'l can't say
more than that. Besides, your father will nevenvalMallowsdale to
fall into Lawson's hands. If you were marrying some else, it might
be different.’

'‘Mallowsdale's yours, Shannon! No one else's.'

‘And | don't want it,’ retorted Shannon coldly. t@sat through your
head, Joanna. Because | meant it when | left Kwyama | still mean
it now.'

Tears welled up into Joanna's eyes. 'But—but wilbtwe do?'

Shannon's hands tightened on the wheel, white kesickhowing
through his tan. 'lI've already advertised for a aggn in the Carlisle
Gazettée he replied, and all hope seemed to leave heaatmoment.
'l should be getting some replies in a few days.sésn as | find
someone suitable, someone | can brief in a coupleeeks, I'll be
returning to Africa.'



CHAPTER TEN

THEY stopped for lunch at the Green Man in Little Bowlsle. A
watery sun was forcing its way through the clouslg an defiance of
Joanna's misery, and the small bar lounge wastlarghcosy with its
blazing log fire. A fox's head was mounted on trelwand antlers
were stretched above the mantel, horse brassasghihere the rays
of sun caught them.

There was a choice of menu—sandwiches, pies, akehiin a

basket. Joanna chose a cheese sandwich, uncaraigi ate, and
Shannon carried a pork pie back to their table adaw banquette in
the corner. There were not many people in the bénshour of the

afternoon, and those there were were engrosséeimawn affairs.

‘This is one thing | miss in Kwyana,' remarked Siwam indicating
the pie. '‘Meat is usually served fresh. It's tHestavay.'

Joanna chewed a mouthful of her sandwich, helgirgpiwn with
gulps of the lager he had provided her with. '"Youstriike Africa
very much,' she mumbled, avoiding his eyes.

'l like the people | work with," he conceded. 'Thew fine bunch of
men. Completely fearless, most of them. They haeet'

'‘What you mean is—the risks are great,’ she toid, Her lips
trembling.

‘No greater than in other forms of mining.'

'l don't believe that. | can remember there beimljsaster at a gold
mine in South Africa-'

‘There are disasters everywhere,' he retorted fidlge'lt was a
disaster when there was an earthquake in Turkegnwimat airliner



came down in Peru—disasters are not confined to nin@ng
industry.'

‘The incidence of them is greater.’

'l disagree. Joanna, if it's decreed that I'll idi@ mining accident,
then so be it. You can't escape your fate.'

'l didn't know you were a fatalist.'
'l didn't used to be. But experience changes things
'So why did you say your men need to be fearless?'

Shannon shook his head. 'You're talking about dekthnna. I'm
talking about life. Some of my men work at depthspto almost ten
thousand feet. A man needs nerves of steel toato th

'‘Or no imagination.'
'If you like.'

Joanna's sandwich had become distasteful to hadl. daes this new
belief you have show no compassion for the people vare about
you?' she choked.

'‘We each have our own lives to live, Joanna. Oionto tell me how
to live mine.'

It was freezing when they came out of the pub, rtheeath

vapourising in the sharp air. The Green Man staothe outskirts of
the village, and all around them was that spedtallcof silence that
snow seems to bring. Expanses of white spread|aidals, and a
snow-smudged sign indicating the footpath leadmgatcircle of

stones pointed aimlessly.



However, when Joanna would have gone and climitedhe Range
Rover again, Shannon paused, indicating the sigmposniscently.
‘Keld Beacon!" he exclaimed. 'God, it's years sile thought of
that." He smiled. ‘Do you remember when | took gamping there,
that summer when your father wouldn't allow yolgtoto Belgium
with the school?’

Joanna pushed her hands into her pockets. 'Yesnémber,' she
nodded, without enthusiasm.

Shannon sighed. 'Let's go up there. Just for oiddi
sake. We could do it in less than twenty minutes.'
'S0 you can say farewell?' asked Joanna bitterly.
'If that's the way you want it—yes.’

Joanna shrugged indifferently. 'All right, I've gai objections. But
you told Mummy you had no time to waste.'

Shannon regarded her with resignation. 'Stop bewigvard, Joanna.
If you don't want to go, we can go back right now.'

Joanna hunched her shoulders. 'l—I want to go.'
‘Good.’

In silence they negotiated the stile, and set pfthe track which ran
for some distance beside snow-banked hedges. Itewxlagusting
walking, but exhilarating in the keen air, and Juals hands and feet
were soon tingling with warmth, her cheeks rosy red

At the top of the rise, they looked down on a sivalhollow where
more than a dozen relics of Celtic occupation fatmeagged circle.
The wind whistled eerily between these ancient rths) and as



they approached Joanna wondered, as she had dormeaon
occasions, how those early settlers had succeadexkcting them.
The tallest of the group was almost twenty fedtaight, and yet they
stood through all the seasons of the year, immaried elements, a
relic of times before Christ walked the earth.

Shannon took off his driving gloves, thrusting themo his pocket,
and took hold of the frost-encrusted stone withid@iee hands. 'This
should convince you of man's mortality," he saidning to look at
Joanna. 'We are but grains of sand, isn't that thieaBible says? And
how many grains have shifted since these stones fivet laid?’

Joanna bent her head. 'l don't want to talk alidut i

Shannon shrugged, walking to the middle of theleird wonder
what this place was really used for? Nobody re&pws. Oh,
historians have their theories, but we all know Hmased one man's
opinion can be. Perhaps it was a place of worsifigacrifice—or
more prosaically, a giant time-keeper.'

‘Does it matter?' Joanna shifted restlessly. 'ltdeant a lecture on
ancient history.'

'‘What do you want, | wonder?' he murmured, and,tBlkeadding the
brooding tension which had come between them, hedal lifted a

handful of snow, shaping it into a ball and throgvinat her. It hit her

sleeve, spilling over the brown material of herkaaiand she looked
down at it in surprise.

Then, determinedly, taking her mood from him, siaktoff her own
mitts, stuffing them into her pockets, before gatigeup some snow
and returning his attack.

The battle was fast and furious. The stones maekd ldding places,
and Joanna crouched protectively behind them vghidegathered her
ammunition, making successful forays into the fiwddeliver her



offensive. Shannon's aim was more effective thas. l{@ccasionally
he caught her squarely in the chest and that Burtt.mostly he
tempered his ability to match hers, until she g@d&d into helpless
giggles when one particularly accurate missile Hig¢ cheek and
sprayed snow down the neck of his parka.

'I'l get you for that!" he shouted in threatenioges, and she squealec
in alarm as he began to advance steadily towands he

Turning, she ran off through the snow, not reallying where she
was going, laughing and stumbling as he came ager She trod
carelessly as she ran, twisting her ankles hedylastent only on
escape. He threw one snowball after her, and héritoruisingly in
the small of her back. She could hear him overtakier, the sound of
his quickened breathing coming inevitably closed taking too big
a stride she lost her balance, and tumbled ignausty into the
snow at his feet. It was frozen, and crunched ares weight, and
she lay there helplessly, laughingly covering le@efwhen he came
to stand over her.

He didn't speak, and after a moment she slowly tmskhands away,
her breath catching at the expression on his face.

'‘Get up, Joanna,' he muttered harshly, but for sheedid not obey
him.

'‘Help me,' she said, her voice very low, holding foer hands.

He bent to pull her up, but she resisted, andeghHeghe gave on his
wrists overbalanced him, so that he fell beside her body half
covering hers. His weight was a sensuous pleashee stirring
hardness of his body a betrayal she had long aivaie looked
down into her face, now only inches away from laisd his eyes
lingered on the parted softness of her mouth.



‘Do you know what you're doing?' he demanded tiajokhe hand
curving about her neck, his thumb probing the aetldbelow her
jawline.

Joanna's breathing was quick and shallow. '‘Daasiiter?’ she cried
desperately, unable to control the demands witam-h

'Yes, it matters,' he told her, a pulse jerkingrriga temple. 'God,
Joanna, you don't know—you can't know, and yet-'bifeke off,

shaking his head vigorously. 'Oh, God, you maksoidifficult for

me!'

'l love you, Shannon,' she breathed impulsivelgo'l | know | do. |
think | always have. | know you're going to tell ntis no use—that
we're related-'

'‘We'renotrelated!" he told her savagely. ‘My God, you deufipose
I'd allow myself—that I'd allow you-'

But Joanna interrupted him, her speech barely eolhes a surging
rush of agony and ecstasy engulfed her. 'Wh-wbkh&gulped. 'What
did you—say? Shannon, what—what was it? What du ye@an?
We—we're not— not related?'

‘Calm down, calm down," he muttered, dragging hifregay from
her, getting to his feet as she struggled up, sigakie snow from his
clothes. 'Joanna, I—I shouldn't have said that.'

'‘But you did, you did. You did say it,' she criéaGing him, her eyes
wide and anxious. 'Shannon—Shannon, please. Telwhs you
meant? You must tell me!

'‘Must 1?'

She was chilled by the look in his eyes as he dtdogvn at her for a
long, disturbing moment. Then, turning, he strod@ytowards the



circle of stones, stamping the snow from his legh@went. Joanna
stared after him, her lips forming his name sousglle then she too
stumbled after him, trying to catch up with his auhting strides.

When he reached the circle of stones he halte#firigaip towards
the lowering skies through narrowed eyes, his esgpo@ hard and
brooding, as if he despised the weakness he hadnshimanna
watched him helplessly, moving her shoulders irstge almost of
defeat, and he turned his head to look at her.

His back was against one of the broader bouldesstelet slightly

apart as he rested there, his dark hair made utylthe wind.

Joanna's hood had fallen back in their struggied,lang strands of
honey-blonde hair framed her face with a silkenaiar Long slender
legs, encased to the knee in warm boots, wereleibgdow the hem
of the thick parka, which concealed the curvingtoars of her body,
and as she stood there she was conscious of ard iggize taking in
every detail of her appearance. Her hands movedsaldefensively
to smooth her hair behind her ears, but were adsy him saying:
‘Come here.'

On trembling legs she approached him, moving slowlyd
uncertainly, painfully aware of the power he hadhtwt her. As she
neared him, he put up his hand and unzipped hisyhgeket,
drawing her attention to the lean strength of reslyb When she
halted in front of him, her breathing was hard &imbured, as if she
had been running a strenuous race instead of ngpasiew yards of
snow- covered turf.

‘Shannon-' she began, but he shook his head gildnd manner
violent and impatient.

Then, almost against his will, she thought, he medcout and
unzipped her parka, a controlled, yet savage, gestioat brought a
gasp of surprise from her lips. His hands wentdedhe opened



jacket, closing on her hips and drawing her irreladg towards him.
She yielded against him willingly, her thighs in&italy moulded to
his, able to feel every hardening muscle of his thealy.

And still he didn't speak, he just held her thdhe long lashes
narrowing his eyes to slits. Then his hands slidrmeher back, under
the woollen jersey she was wearing, seeking thewsaftness of her
skin. The movement brought her closer, and he benhead and
trailed his lips along the side of her neck.

'‘Oh, Joanna,’ he muttered wearily, his face toreteni knew |
shouldn't have come back here. But, dear God! Wwbwlsgin't | have
something to remember ...’

And with a muffled groan, his mouth took possessibhers with an
urgency that sent the blood pounding madly thromghhead. For
Joanna, who until recently had believed hersel&b&gof controlling
her feelings, it was a devastating assault onmetiens, and she was
hardly aware of anything in those few moments kigsire to satisfy
his needs and her own. His mouth devoured hersingdrer lips,
filling her with the scent and feel of his mascitlinsetting her senses
clamouring. His hands moved caressingly over hekbarousing
sensual sensations she had not even known existedei her,
weakening her legs and making her ache with theihgn for
something she had never before experienced.

‘Does Philip Lawson touch you like this?' he deneshah a strangled
tone, and then, before she could speak, shookdad derisively.
'No—don't answer that. | have no right to ask.'

'"You do, you do," she protested, her hands slidmis chest to his
face, touching his lips and probing the hollow#isfears. "You must
know, no one has ever been this close to me. Gimr&im, you love
me, don't you? Say you do! | don't care about angtklse. | just
want to hear you say it!'



Her words seemed to bring him to his senses, bwastwith obvious
reluctance that he pushed her away from him, lors fiaisting almost
in self-disgust as he reached for the zip of hikgpa

‘Don't ask me that, Joanna!' he told her harshbani't answer you. |
have no right to involve you in my miserable exise.'

'‘But | want to be involved! Shannon-' The pain sfWwords was that
much more shocking because she had been unprepareit
‘You—you said we were not related. Why shouldnti tel me you
love me?’

'‘Perhaps—because 1 don't,’ he answered cruellythemdrelented
when he saw the stricken spasm that crossed her '@k, God, all
right, Joanna—I love you. But it's no use. It newas, and it never
will be. You might as well be my sister for all tgeod | can do you.'

Joanna gasped. 'l—I don't believe that. If we'rerelated-'

‘There are other considerations,’ he mutteredightening away
from the pillar. '‘And I've already said too much.'

'You can't mean that. | have to know about us, BsanHow—how
are we not—not related?’

'l can't tell you that.'
‘But you must!’

‘There's no "must" about it. We've had these mospeidanna:
Without fear of retribution. But that's as far as prepared to go.'

Joanna spread her hands frustratedly. 'But Wiy? Surely | have a
right to know who—who our parents are.’

Shannon raked a hand through his hair. 'Leaveanida.'



'I—I'll ask Daddy.'
‘Do you want to kill him?' Shannon was coldly matt#-fact.
'l don't understand ...'

‘Your father's a proud man, Joanna. How do youktheill feel if you
tell him you have doubts about your relationship€sHar from
recovered. Can you take the risk that might pushdver the brink?'

‘Then—then Mummy-'

"Your mother knows nothing.' Shannon shrugged. 'Paalibt you'd
get the truth from your father. It's old historgafina. Best forgotten.’

‘How can you say that?"

Shannon's mouth tightened. 'lI've been saying tefoyears, Joanna!'
He turned away. 'Oh, come on! Let's get back tdibner. I'm frozen
now.'

He walked away and Joanna stared after him distedjly. She
didn't know what to think. Those moments in Sharsi@amms had
made coherent thought difficult, and while she teadccept what he
said, it was hard to believe that it made no déffiee to him. How
could he say he loved her in one breath and they @&y chance of a
future together in another? And how could theybetelated? If her
mother knew nothing about it? It didn't make sense.

Seated in the Range Rover, she kept strictly tooler side of the
vehicle, ignoring the attempts he made to restoe@ fissociation to
its former footing by talking about the weather dhd state of the
roads. She was bewildered and confused, her emnsofiensed and
vulnerable, but as she sat there, one thing becéaeto her: if her
mother knew nothing about the situation, Shannostmat be her
father's son. That was the only solution. But hawlad that be?



Maxwell Carne had not divorced his first wife urShannon was
almost six years old. Knowing the kind of man hethér was, she
knew with insight that if he had known Shannon washis son, he
would have done something about it before thenethe had not
known ...

They were bouncing over the frozen ruts in the r@aal Shannon
needed all his. concentration to keep the RangeRoym skidding.
Looking sideways at him, Joanna felt a hopelesses@eh longing.
She loved him so much, it was incredible to thinattfor ten years
she had been waiting for this. And now it was tddden away from
her again. She could not allow that to happen.

'‘Who was your father, Shannon?' she asked softtynas rewarded
by the angry glance he cast in her direction. ‘fiot an idiot,
Shannon,' she went on steadily. 'l do have powkecaloulation. It
stands to reason that if my mother's not involyedys must be.’

Shannon stood on the brakes, bringing the heavigheeio a halt in
the cleared entry to the track of a farmhouse. Tieeturned sideways
In his seat towards her, but his expression wagmoduraging.

‘All right,' he said, through tight lips. 'Havingige so far, | realise |
must go further. But what I'm about to tell you lwihake no
difference to our relationship, do you understand?'

Joanna pressed her knees together, but she madenneent, and he
flung himself back in his seat, reaching moodily tlee cheroots he
occasionally smoked.

"You'll have guessed that my mother was pregndontéshe married
your father," he told her bitterly. 'Naturally, Ma&ll Carne had no
idea, and Jacqueline took good care he didn't stispele paused to
light the long narrow cigar he had placed betwasrtdeth. ‘And of
course, when**! was born, he was delighted. He wadted a son,



and | was strong and healthy. Exactly the kindtoldcto satisfy his
ego. And Jacqueline allowed that—for a while.'

'She told him?' Joanna was horrified.

‘Ultimately. But not before she had some other fivaed up. Then,
when your father refused to divorce her, she erpthithe facts of
life."

'Oh, Shannon!'

He inhaled deeply on his cheroot. 'lt's a commoough story, at
least today it is. In those days, it was rathes [asblicised.'

'So—so0 did she want to take you away with her?'

Shannon's laugh was short and mirthless. 'Oh, Gad/Vhat would
Jacqueline want with a kid not yet into the schomin? No, she just
wanted her freedom, so she threatened to tell emerthat | was not
Maxwell's child. You can imagine the reaction.’

Joanna nodded, filled with compassion for the chéchad been, the
innocent scapegoat for his mother's faults.

He sighed. 'Of course, | knew nothing about it theknew my
mother was unhappy—discontented. That she hatleenows with
the man | believed to be my father. | had no idég.WHe wound
down his window and flicked ash outside. '‘Anywayermrtually pride
got the better of Maxwell Carne. It was betteredloe innocent party
to a divorce case than the outraged parent of tardolashild!

‘Shannon, you're not a—a-'
'‘Go on, say it. I've heard it used against me ntemngs since then.'

'‘From—from Daddy?'



Shannon bent his head. 'Forget it." He exhaledadcbf tobacco
smoke. 'Afterwards, as you know, Maxwell marriediyanother. |
didn't really notice any difference in his attitueme. | missed my
mother for a while, but we had never been realbgse] she saw to
that, and your mother was very kind to me. Thenwete born.'

Joanna watched him anxiously. 'Did that make adsfice?’

‘Not immediately. | think your father was disapgethyou weren't a
boy. But he expected better next time. Unforturyatas you know,
there was no next time.'

Joanna shook her head. 'So how did you find ou®i$tn hunched
his shoulders. 'Can't you just take it that | did?"

'Please.’

He moved restlessly,, his thigh brushing hersu#sg | was about
sixteen at the time. You were eight—and—well, yfather became
jealous of our relationship." He paused, obvioustgling this a
painful recollection. "You were quite a precocimfant, and we used
to spend a lot of time together.’

' know. | remember.'

‘Yes, well—if you remember, | taught you to swim,the river. We
used to go swimming quite a lot, and the day yathidr came on us,
| was endeavouring to teach you artificial resporat His face
twisted into a grimace. 'God knows what he thowghtvere doing!'
He took a deep breath. 'He sent you back to thedh@aid something
about your mother, looking for you. Then he—took Ibelt to me.'

'Oh, Shannon!'

Shannon's nostrils thinned. 'Don't look like tHatould stand it. It
was what he said that sickened me.'



Joanna nodded. 'And then?"

He shrugged. "You could say that everything wena®before. And
to a certain extent it did. But | had changed—Iaeast, towards you.'

‘But you went away!"' she cried.

'‘Eventually, yes.'

'Why?'

Shannon sounded bitterly amused. 'Need you ask?'
'‘But why could you—why couldn't we-?"

'‘Once | knew | was not your father's son, | took auersion to

everything that reminded me of him. Until thenabdhntended going
to agricultural college, learning to manage thatestBut instead, as
you know, | took engineering as my”~ubject.’

'‘Even so ...

'‘When | came back from university, | went to seenfather and told
him my feelings for you."' His fists clenched. 'Gbd,practically went
insane! We had a terrible row.' He licked his lijpte told me there
was no earthly chance of our ever meaning anyttarane another,
that he'd kill me before he allowed the truth ofatvBacqueline had
done to get out. As | keep telling you, Joannay yathner's pride is an
overwhelming thing. He meant what he said. And ware only a

kid. How could | be sure you'd grow up to feel Haame way | did?
And | owed your father everything. | knew | hadright to ask you to

choose between us.’

‘But youdid!

'No.' He shook his head.



'‘But Daddy wants you to have the estate now.'
'l know. And | don't want it.'

Joanna moved her head in a confused gesture. S\l s0 eager?'
She paused. 'That's why you said he didn't habeiyoyour silence.
Do you think that's what he's trying to do?'

'l don't know. | haven't figured it out yet. Maybeming so close to
death made him realise his own mortality. Who waakke over if
anything happened to him? Who would care for yooth&r? He
knew she couldn't take care of herself, that | wotildesert her. She
was always kind to me.'

'‘And she really doesn't know that you're—that y®uaot-'

'—your father's offspring? No. No one does, I'id tmu. He swore
he'd kill me if | breathed a word to a living soAhd now I've told
you.'

Joanna's lips trembled. 'l made you.'

Shannon shook his head. '‘No, you didn't. You'retmdtiame. | was
selfish enough to want something to remember réist of my life.'
His eyes sought hers. 'You gave me that, at least.’

‘Shannon, | want to give you everything!' she bredt

'‘No.' He swung abruptly round in his seat, squagsbut the remains
of his cheroot in the ashtray before turning thatign. 'If you do

anything to alter the situation, | shall leave inatagely; | mean that.
Your father may have his faults, but he was ndtlaone for what my
mother did-'

‘Nor were you!'



‘That's as maybe. It's fruitless to argue about'svte blame. The
facts of the matter are these—to all intents angpgses, we are
half-brother and sister. To attempt to change ahyhat would

succeed where that stroke your father had didlwetspoken to his
doctor. With reasonable care, there's no reasonhetshouldn't live
for many more years. Can you take that away from?hCan you
build your own life on the destruction of anoth®r's

'That's not fair!"

Shannon made a harsh sound in his throat. 'Dohyok Edon't know
that?'

Joanna pressed her palms together. 'But ther® lbessomething we
can do!

'‘No, Joanna.' He swung the heavy vehicle back othéoroad,
switching on the sidelights as the gloom of latéerafoon cast
shadows across the way ahead.

‘But | can't marry—Philip. Not now!"

Shannon's fingers tightened on the wheel. 'That'ydu to decide.
Don't talk to me about it. It's not my concern.’

Joanna caught her breath back on a sob. "You rdatiit care, do
you? You're so—so cool!

Shannon uttered an oath, his foot increasing iesqure on the
accelerator. 'Oh, yes,' he muttered savagely,ctol, aren't I? So
cool that | can't even contemplate the idea of y@urying anyone,
let alone that—that-Philip!’

'‘What—what about you? What does that woman— Casitleean
to you?'



'‘Camilla?' Shannon's smile was bitter. '‘Camillaaesl my faith in
human nature, do you know that? She gave me samftgn all
around me had gone mad!

"You—care for her?'

He glanced sideways at her. 'l cateouther. She's had a raw deal
too. She and her brother came up from the Transwvdlalme and
Brad.' He braked for a bend. 'We were all misbigether.'

Joanna looked down at her hands. 'Will you—when g@tuback to
Kwyana, will you-'

She couldn't finish, and Shannon ground his tesghther, swinging
the car off the road so violently that they almosgeérturned in the
ditch. Then he reached for her, dragging her rgugtib his arms,
and covering her mouth with his own. If anything,was more
demanding than before, and Joanna moaned beneatprabing
possession of his hands.

'You see what's going to happen if | stay here?hatered into her
neck. 'l want you already, and God help me, | damiw how long |

can prevent myself from taking what you're offeritder parka was
unfastened, and his hands slid beneath her sweaterssing the
pointed swell of her breasts. 'Oh, Joanna, | lamg, ¥y love you, but
you've got to stay away from me—stop tormenting el know

what you're doing to me—you can feel it! Don't yealise, | could
make you pregnant! This is madness!

'Is it?' she breathed, all glowing woman as shenaoher arms
around his neck, and his groan of protest wasndste hunger of his
kiss.

The sound of someone tapping on Shannon's windaye mian drag
himself away from her, and she straightened hethek with



trembling fingers while he rolled down the condeimsacovered
pane.

'Had an accident, have you? Can | help-' beganieevdéoanna
recognised only too well. ‘My God, it's you!" Bemviison spoke
contemptuously. 'l didn't realise. | didn't recagnthe Rover in the
dark.' He slapped his hand against the bonnetl,"\At&n't you the
dark horse?'

‘Get out of here, Lawson." Shannon's voice was andlcontrolled,
but when he wound his window up again, Ben Lawsdriad
prevented him, and bending, he looked into the car.

'‘Come on, introduce me to your girl-friend!" hegjih but as his eyes
accustomed themselves to the gloom and he recatine girl
beside the other man, he fell back a step, aghsGod!" he gulped.
‘Joanna! Why, you— you filthy little-'

He would have stumbled back to his Land-Rover mhjkst behind
them then, but before he could regain his balaBbannon had shot
out of the Range Rover and had him by the lapelssofoat.

‘You keep a civil tongue in your head, Lawson!Shapped savagely,
threateningly. 'And you keep what you've seen hergourself,
understand?'

Ben struggled to free himself, but although he wasoader man, he
was not as strong, and Shannon held him withoubleiseffort.
Nevertheless, he wasn't finished yet. 'How're yong to make me,
Carne?' he jeered scornfully. 'I'm not afraid ofilyo

‘No?' Shannon tightened his grip so that the hioucavas convulsed
in Lawson's face.

Joanna was horrified. She slid across the seatgingcr
‘Shannon—you'll choke him!" but he ignored her.



‘You listen to me, Lawson," he told the other mamly, and Lawson
had no choice but to listen, his mouth opening simatting like a
speared fish.

‘What are you doing?'" Mrs Lawson's voice was shaiid
panic-stricken, and Joanna sank down in the drigegf, feeling an
agony of responsibility for all this. Philip's mé&th ran wildly
towards her husband and Shannon, grabbing Shanaons and
trying to pull him away. 'Let go of him! You're madan't you see
you're strangling him?"'

Shannon shook her off, concentrating his attergio®hilip's father.
You spill one word of this to anyone, and I'll needure you end up in
a prison cell! Do you understand me? That is—ibh'd spill you
myself!’

‘Get your hands off him!" Mrs Lawson looked rouresgerately and
saw Joanna kneeling on Shannon's seat. 'What ar¢éhytking of,
you stupid girl! Stop him! Stop him! He's killingrh!"

Joanna thrust open the door and scrambled ouGHmrinon had let
Lawson go by now, and he was standing rubbing deferhands
over the bruised skin of his neck. Joanna haltesitdrgly, and
Philip's father turned burning eyes on her.

'You—yYyou-' he began, but a look from Shannon sgenam.

Mrs Lawson was beside her husband, taking his arrioasly,
looking up into his blotchy face. 'Are you all rigBen?’

Shannon pushed Joanna towards the Range Roveraftarda
moment's hesitation she climbed back inside. Bt Mxwson wasn't
finished yet.

‘Selfish little bitch!" she muttered. Then: "Yoweda't think you've got
away with this, Shannon Carne. Attacking an innocean for no



reason. We only stopped because we thought sonfemhgot into
difficulties.

‘And instead you got into them yourselves,' retbrtéhannon
laconically. 'And your husband is no innocent, Masvson. Believe
me, he knows exactly what I'm talking about.’'

'You—you can't threaten decent people, Carne," lgabwher
husband, regaining a little of his courage with Approval. 'You
haven't heard the last of this.'

'l hope | have,' said Shannon, his eyes narrowatlJaanna thought
if he ever looked at her like that she would dieally hope | have. |
meant what | said, Lawson. | may have more to tbaa you, but if
you speak one word of what you think you've seéid looking for
you,'

Lawson tried to square his shoulders and stickhsuthin, but it was
a hollow gesture and they both knew it. Without taeo word, he
turned and staggered to the Land-Rover, Mrs Lawsolding him as
they went, unaware of the real reasons behinddh&antation she
had just witnessed.

Joanna was shaking like a leaf when Shannon gdt Ibelsind the
wheel, slamming the door behind him with suppresgetence.
Then he expelled his breath on a long sigh, ant foeward to rest
his forehead against the coldness of the steerireglv

'I'm sorry.' Joanna didn't know what else to sayl she had to say
something. 'I'm sorry.'

'Why?' he demanded in a muffled voice. 'lt wasotnfault.'
‘How can you say that? Ben Lawson-'

'—will say nothing.'



‘You can't be sure of that. | don't like that miamgver have. Why did
you threaten him? What do you know that | don't?'

Shannon lifted his head and flicked back his cOib. you realise it's
after four? Your parents will be wondering what toing with you.'

'Shannon! You didn't answer me.'

He sighed. 'Let's just say—the yield from the heab—Iless than
usual during the weeks at High Stoop.'

'‘But everyone knows that cattle yield less milkttas time of the
year!'

'Yes,' Shannon nodded. "You could be right.’

He reached for the ignition, but her fingers stajed. 'You don't
believe that, do you?'

Shannon released himself and started the engigtés just say there's
room for doubt.’

'‘Was that why Daddy wanted the herd back again?’

‘Your mother was responsible for allowing Lawsontake them.
Your father would never have let them go. He ditinist Lawson,
and nor do |.'

Joanna looked at his profile with a sense of dedjper. 'Oh,
Shannon, what am | going to do?"

‘You're going to do exactly what you would have ebefore. Go on
living in Mallowsdale, while | go back to Kwyana.'

' can't...'



'You must.' He stretched out a hand and covereul diohers where
they lay in her lap. 'Don't make it any harderdiher of us, Joanna.
We've had today. Let's just remember it as a daypoiime.'



CHAPTER ELEVEN

JOANNA knelt on the window seat in the library, watchangkiously
for the Range Rover as darkness closed about thie $t@nnon
should have been home by now. He had left for Slarbefore nine
o'clock that morning, and it was already after fide had never been
so late. Where was he? What could he be doing?

She rubbed away the condensation on the glassccéysikeer own

breath, and as she did so, she saw the circleiténdss on her finger
left by Philip's engagement ring. She had givenvearing the ring,

but as yet she had not been able to bring hesédilthim that she
was not going to marry him. Since Shannon's cotditaon with his

father, he had been especially nice to her, had maxle an effort to
be polite to Shannon himself, and Joanna had bespieito find it in

her heart to shatter his confidence. But she wbakk to tell him.

That much she knew. And the longer she put ittb#,harder it would
get.

It was three weeks since that day she and Shanadngbne to
Penrith, and since then Shannon had taken goodneaer to be
alone with her. She guessed he must know how hehwesng
her—hurting them both—but he was succeeding in io@wmg her
that there could be no future for them.

Joanna's health had suffered in consequence, ahdpsethat was
why Philip had been so gentle with her, that amdattnival of the new
manager. Matthew Price was a man in his late ésirtividowed and
not unattractive, towards whom Maxwell Carne ha#lema an

iImmediate liking. His presence at the Hall—Joanmatther had
suggested he should stay with them until one ofctiteages on the
estate could be made habitable for him—had probadagie Philip

and his parents realise that he and Joanna weraaroed yet. That
plans could go astray. And Joanna was cynical éntm@ppreciate



that whatever she was, whatever she had doneg ibaWwsons' eyes,
she was still Maxwell Carne's daughter.

'‘Close the curtains, Joanna.'

Her father's voice behind her made her realiseitbatigil had not

gone unobserved, and although she wanted to re$hsestepped
obediently down from the seat and drew the heaweveurtains

against the darkness outside. Then she walkeassbtlacross the
room, stopping beside her father's wheelchairyo sa

'Is there anything you want before | go and sé&dummy wants any
help?'

Maxwell Carne looked up at her steadily. 'He's cmting back,

Joanna," he said heavily, and while a wave of saldness swept
over her she guessed what it had cost him to sy Bven so, she
could not accept it.

‘Not yet,' she agreed quickly, moving towards tlword but he
stopped her.

‘You know what | mean," he insisted. 'Shannon'scoating back to
Mallowsdale. Not tonight. Not ever.'

Joanna had to grasp a chair to support herself.der't understand

'l think you do, Joanna. Shannon's gone. Back tgdfa.' His eyes
moved to the clock on the mantel. 'His flight wasedo leave
Heathrow an hour ago.'

Joanna closed her eyes against the actual agom whgulfed her.
He was gone! Shannon was gone! Without even sayodbye. And
her father had known ...



Not trusting herself to speak, she made her watyembling legs to
the door, only stopping when her father swung heircround and
said: 'Pull yourself together, girl! | wouldn't inlge myself as you do.
He's gone. You knew he would be going, soonerter,land Price
hasproved to be a perfectly satisfactory substitute

Joanna opened her mouth, but for a moment no weod$d come.
Then she swallowed convulsively, and said chokinghat's all you
care about, isn't it? So long as the estate domsdiféar!'

'‘What else is there for me to care about?' demairndedfather
harshly. His eyes narrowed. 'And what's it to yoyveay? You're
getting married in three months. You'll have yowndlife to live.
What happens here won't concern you.'

Joanna moved her head from side to side with sknsigtence. 'No.
No. |l—shan't be getting married-'

'‘What do you mean?' Maxwell's heavy brows ascended.
‘Just—what | say. I'm—not going to marry Philip.’
‘Why not?'

She was tempted to tell him, she veasempted. That he could have
remained silent all day, knowing Shannon was nating back, not
giving her the chance to telephone him at the @igeen, to hear his
voice just one more time ...

But that must have been Shannon's decision, stsored, with

reluctant honesty. It was exactly the sort of thimgwould do. He
knew better than she how devastating farewellsdcbel Tears stung
the back of her eyes. It had been bad enough hédooging he was
soon leaving, never being given the opportunityg@lone with him.

But nothing could compare to the desolation tHegdiher now.



Forcing back the tears, she said unevenly: 'l—dov& him.'
Maxwell looked suspicious. 'Don't you?'

'I—no." Joanna looked down at her hand, knucklasevas it gripped
the handle of the door. 'l—I've realised for someetthat—that it.
was no good—between us.'

Maxwell's wheelchair came irrevocably across tberftowards her.
It was electrically operated, and only the whispérits wheels
heralded its progress. Joanna didn't look at h&efabut his good
hand came out and gripped her wrist, hard and plamf

'Is this anything to do with Shannon?' he demar@deen his teeth,
his face contorted by some emotion Joanna didréttoaidentify.

The pain of her wrist gave her a reason for hestdait she tore her
hand away and exclaimed: 'How—how could it be?'

Maxwell's whole body sagged, and the features sffdce relaxed
abruptly. 'l don't know," he muttered, but witheékhe knew he had
accepted what she said. He turned his chair almaltedurned to his
former position on the hearth. That boy's beeningthut trouble to
me!' he continued, in low resentful tones.

Joanna could not listen to that. Dear God, thatdwd actually
convince himself of what he was saying when-

She swung open the door, supporting herself agdiagamb. 'I'll see
you later,' she got out jerkily, and somehow she watside and the
door was closed behind her.

She stumbled across the hall to the stairs as bbdking sobs rose
helplessly into her throat, and sank down weaklytmrthe lower
treads. She couldn't move, she was racked with ryisand



eventually her mother found her there and hadtthfelenry Barnes
to help her get the girl upstairs.

For three days Joanna didn't leave her bed, anddiieence of a mild
cold gave her mother an excuse to call the doatdr lzave him
examine her without arousing comment.

‘Well, young lady,’ Doctor Stewart said cajolingliglding his
stethoscope back into his case, 'this is no wanetd yourself. Lying
here, indulging in futile emotion.' Her mother hHadt them alone,
and he seated himself on the side of her bed a@tbdown at her
curiously. '‘Can't you be thankful you're healthyfeiie are dozens of
young peopldorcedto spend their days in bed. They'd give anythir
to have your opportunities.’

Joanna nodded uncomfortably. 'I—I'm all right.'
‘No, you're not. Or | wouldn't be here.'
‘Mummy thinks my cold isn't getting better.'

'‘Does she?' The elderly doctor regarded her ddptfde had been
present at her birth in this very house, and hendidheed his medical
training to see that there was more than a colttiog her. 'What is
it, Joanna? Having trouble with that boy-friendyotirs?'

'‘No!" Joanna turned her face away from him. 'lI've t@ld—+I'm fine.
Mummy wasted your time bringing you here.’

'l don't think so.' He paused. 'Shannon's gone taéHrica, | hear.’
Joanna nodded, her lips tightening, and he went'Nice boy,
Shannon. | always liked him.'

Almost reluctantly, Joanna found her eyes turnimgkbto him.
‘Did—did you know—nhis mother?'



Doctor Stewart hesitated. Then he nodded. 'Yesoafse | knew
her.'

Joanna's lips parted. Showing more animation tharhad shown for
days, she propped herself up on her elbows, statiigm intently.
‘Were—were you here when— Shannon was born?'

The doctor sighed. 'Yes. But what-'

Joanna shook her head, sinking back against tlewpil her brow
furrowed. 'l—I was curious, that's all,’ she said.

Doctor Stewart got up from the bed. 'Well, | mustdoing. | have
other patients to attend to.'

Joanna watched him anxiously. 'I'm sorry if I'vestea your time.'

‘You'll only have wasted my time if you don't shosome

improvement,’ he told her shortly. 'Get out of thatl! Get dressed!
Start living again. How do you think Shannon wotddl if he knew

what you were doing to yourself?'

Joanna gasped. 'Shannon?"'

'I'm not completely without perception, Joanna,'cfdo Stewart
replied, walking towards the door. 'I'll leave @ggription for some
capsules with your mother,' and opening the dodetider.

Although Doctor Stewart's visit had done little egb for her, it did
serve to break through Joanna's apathy, and watlsouple of days
she was up and about again. The capsules he hextipesl ensured
her a decent night's sleep at least, and durinddkieshe had to cope
with her shredded emotions.



Philip came over to the house one evening towdredshd of -the
week and found her looking almost recovered, paled a
ethereal-looking in a long soft woollen gown ofgxlblue, her hair
loose about her shoulders. He thought she had neeked more
beautiful, and he was absolutely stunned when aftew brief words
of greeting, she handed him back his ring.

'I'm sorry, Philip," she said, lifting her slim shders in a helpless
gesture of dismissal, 'but | don't love you. | thbul did—but | was
mistaken.'

Philip sank down weakly on to a low couch set betbe log fire that
burned here in the small sitting room at the Hadk. a few minutes he
was too shocked to say anything, but graduallzessvords sank in,
a feeling of angry indignation gripped him.

'‘But you can't do this to me!" he blustered. 'Etleng's arranged!
Mum and Dad are moving out in June, and we're tp&irer!'

Joanna sighed. She had known it would not be €Bsy.sorry,
Philip,' she said again. 'l know I'm letting youndobadly, but better
now than later.'

‘What do you mean?'
'l—we might have got married, and afterwards ...’

‘That's nonsense!" Philip wasn't having that. 'Omeevere married,
you'd be too busy taking care of me and the farevenm think about
anyone else, if that's what you'reimplying. Besidlesre'd be babies

‘Well—perhaps,' she conceded quietly. '‘But anywhis way is
better. 1 know now it would never have worked. Yaod me. |
just—I didn't know. | didn't have any experienceéhdd nothing to
judge our relationship against.’



‘And now you have?' he demanded offensively.
Joanna flushed. "That's my business.'

‘Damn you, is it? By God, you're a cool one,' hdterad angrily.
‘The chap's only been in the district three weékss,your father's
already been able to persuade you that he's a petigosition!'

' don't know-'

'‘Don't give me that. What's your father told youffafl now that
Shannon's thrown in his hand, he's prepared to thakestate over to
you, providing you marry the man bis choice?'

'Philip"

'Oh, I've seen it coming. Ever since that smarmytimed individual
set foot in Mallowsdale. Damned scrounger. Managimg estate,
and acting like he owned the b-'

'Philip! If you're talking about Matt-'

'‘Oh, Matt, is it?" Philip snorted furiously. 'And you thinfou can
throw me over for him? Some mealy-mouthed Southi€rne

'Philip, please ...'

But even as she said the words, Joanna felt a sénskef. Why not
let Philip think there was something between herMatthew Price?
He'd soon be proved wrong, but at least it wouke: the emphasis
away from Shannon.

‘Well, | won't let you do this, Joanna!' he told kavagely, getting up
from the couch and taking her by the shouldersu'™éomy fiancee,
and you're staying that way. | won't let you goridAhis soft lips
fastened themselves to hers, Revolting her uttetten all she



wanted to remember was the urgent pressure of $hanmard
mouth.

She struggled to free herself, beating at him Wwa&h small fists, but
he would not let her go, and she made desperatelsai fury as he
continued to kiss her. Then the door behind theemed, and a quiet,
cultivated voice said: 'Oh, I'm sorry. | thoughisthoom was empty.’

Philip lifted his head at the interruption, and i@ seized on the
momentary respite to cry: 'Matt! Matt! Don't gai'hoarse, appealing
tones.

‘Joanna?' Ignoring Philip's rude demand that helldneave them,
Matthew Price came further into the room. ‘Do yantme, Joanna?'

She nodded vigorously, and at last her pressuiehdip's chest had
some effect, and he let her go. She put the wifdtileocouch between
them, and putting up a trembling hand to her tuchibiair, looked

gratefully at Matthew.

‘Thank you,' she said. 'l—Philip was just leavinggren't you,
Philip?'

There was an awful moment when she thought Philtended

making a fight of it. But he was more like his fatithan she had
thought. Muttering bitterly to himself, he marchactoss the room,
and a few moments later they heard the front diaon §ehind him.

Only then did Joanna sink down wearily on to then af a chair,

putting both hands to her throat.

'I'm sorry about that, Matt,' she apologised, glagap at the new
manager, standing regarding her with some conckerwe—I've
just broken my engagement.'

'l see.' Matthew nodded understandingly. 'No woh@&vson looked
so furious. | think I'd have felt the same in tlreumstances.'



Joanna half smiled. 'Thank you.'

Matthew's colour deepened. For all he had beeniedaite was still
rather a shy man, and she had found she could esmsbarim quite
easily. While Shannon was still in the house, shd bsed him
deliberately in an effort to make Shannon jealcus] now she
realised how selfish she had been to try suchraytHor all their

sakes. He was an attractive man, too, above medbright with

pleasant, even features and brown hair. He wakitldeof man she
knew instinctively would never hurt her, a man sleald rely on.

Perhaps she ought to consider marrying someone hiilke she
thought bitterly. She could, at least, be sure kieatvould make no
demands on her she was not prepared to fulfil.

Or would he? Dejection overwhelmed her. What was ghint of
pretending? Matthew was nice, he was kind, he wmd&e a good
husband—but he was a man. He would want a wifg@nyesense of
the word, and that was something she could noecgpiate with any
man but Shannon. In that little time they had hegether, she had
learned what it was to want a man, to desire aed hém, until she
had ached with longings that had not been assuatyed.could she
even consider such intimacies with anyone elsenvaven thinking
about Shannon turned her limbs to water?

‘Are you all right? He didn't hurt you, did he?'

Matthew's solicitude was a soothing balm, and ebkdd up at him
with warm gratitude. 'No, I'm all right,' she reasd him quickly.
‘And | should apologise for Philip, too. He's naually so—so
boorish.’

‘There's no need to apologise, really," he excldimamile lightening
his rather serious expression. 'I'm just glad | aemind to give my
assistance.'



'Oh, so am I!I" Joanna was fervent in her agreeniert- won't you
sit down for a while? You did come in here for tpatpose, didn't
you?'

‘Well, yes.' He shifted uncomfortably. 'If you'tas I'm not intruding

'Heavens, no.' Joanna would be glad of his compévs.can have
the television on, if you like." She indicated #e in the corner. 'Do
you watch much television, Matt?'

‘Not a lot," he admitted. 'l usually read.’
‘What do you like reading?"

Joanna assumed an interest, and when her mothardidoto the
room about half an hour later, she looked pleaseské they were
getting along so well.

'‘Was that Philip who slammed out a little while @gehe asked,
raising her eyebrows at her daughter.

'Yes,' Joanna nodded. 'l told him.'

She had already informed her mother that the wegddias off, but
Catherine had not really taken her seriously. Nbewvever, she
showed her surprise.

‘You really went through with it!" She shook hemate'Philip won't
like that, Joanna. You can't turn him off and &e la tap, you know.'

'l wouldn't dream of it,' replied Joanna calmlyotire stuck with me,
I'm afraid.’

Her mother shook her head a trifle bewilderedlygd anthdrew.
Joanna guessed she would go and discuss the mvittdrer father.



Thank goodness she had already told him. That washardle she
would not have liked to have to face again.

During the next few weeks, life resumed a certaitigon for Joanna.
Now that she did not have her coming marriage ibpPio plan for,
she had time to consider her future, and with ard@hation she had
learned from Shannon, she decided to find an oduptor herself.

But it was not so easy as she had at first imagikisll academic
gualifications had been good when she left schigojeaars ago, but
convincing a would-be employer why she had neved tisem to any
effect was another matter. Besides, there werg, giounger than she
was, with just as good qualifications, attending klbour exchange
every week to collect their Social Security.

But it did give her something to do, somethinghimk about, and in
her spare time, Matthew was always around to peovi
companionship. Maxwell was having one of the engatifages on
the estate modernised for the new manager's ud@asae evenings
got lighter, Joanna often walked down to it withtMaw to see how
the work was progressing. With new beams, and aemokitchen,
and central heating to keep out the draughts, dttage was turning
Into a charming dwelling, and Matthew, she knewswv@oking
forward to having his own home again.

Then one evening in April, when the weather hadchljssticularly

mild, and Joanna had been helping Matthew to unpaake of his
books into the fitted shelves at the cottage, these interrupted by
the arrival of Jessie Duxbury. She had obvioustyallithe way from

the Hall, and her face was streaked with perspimaher lips soft and
trembling. She burst into the cottage without knogkwhich was an
unknown thing for her to do, and Joanna sprangtddet, staring at
her with anxious eyes. But she knew—before Jesgened her



mouth, she knew—and without waiting for explanasioshe ran out
of the cottage, and across the fields to the house.

She was breathless when she climbed the gatédhm&tableyard, and
Bess, who had been chasing some chickens, gavkeugaime to
impede her progress.

Joanna brushed the dog aside, running towardsoilieehand as she
did so, she glimpsed the gleaming bonnet of a Serkedes parked
to one side of the building. But she had no timgdoder its presence,
bursting into the kitchen, and through it into tiadl.

It was there she encountered her mother, and Qa¢h€arne's face
confirmed her worst fears.

‘You're too late, Joanna,' she said bitterly. 'igelse, he's gone! Your
father's dead!

Joanna looked towards the open door of the libirg, as she did so
a man appeared in the aperture, a tall, dark man fon a
heart-stopping moment she thought was Shannonag8te moved
nearer she realised that this man was much oldeyeg yet
perceptibly some relatiomlis father ... ?

She dragged her gaze away from him and lookedads&t her
mother. Catherine gathered herself with difficultyping her eyes
with her handkerchief, and gesturing towards thensfer.

‘This—this is Mr Steinbeck, Joanna. Er—' She lookédhe man.
‘This is my daughter, Joanna.'

'Hello, Joanna.'

The man was an American, and his accent was dekptaactive.
Joanna allowed him to shake her hand, and thertbakher mother
again.



‘Mummy—what happened?'

'It's my fault, I'm afraid,’ said the American dilye 'l didn't
know—Jacqueline never told me-' He broke off, andkéd to
Catherine for confirmation, and she nodded almogterceptibly. ‘|
just wanted to see my son, Joanna. Your—brothemisim?'

Joanna gulped, and her mother shook her head igigigly
‘This—this man is Shannon's father,' she said cigbki'And—and |
never knew. Max never told me.'

Joanna hugged her mother closely, feeling sudgeohlgctive. 'Why
have you come here, Mr Steinbeck?'

The American sighed. 'l just wanted to see my dw $aid again.
‘Can nobody understand that?'

The sound of a siren coming up the drive to theskohrought
Catherine erect. 'That will be the ambulance,' s, through
trembling lips. 'l phoned—»but it's too late.’

Joanna hesitated only a moment before going to theetmbulance
men, explaining the circumstances in an undertdéhe. men were
very kind. They accompanied her into the libranyd &he saw her
father for the first time since his second attegkangely, he had a
vulnerability in death he had never had in lifed dhe tears which
until now had remained dormant stirred irresistibly

The men examined him, and then confirmed what hethen had
said. There's nothing we can do,' said one of tinaietly. "Would you
like us to take him upstairs—put him on a bed?'

Joanna compressed her lips. 'His room is down hNare.could put
him there, if you would.'



They carried Maxwell Carne on a stretcher into lbeslroom, and
deposited him on the bed. Then they left, and Ja@merged from
the room feeling suddenly faint. The man calledriBteck saw the
whitening of her features, and moving quickly waere to catch her
when she fell.

When she opened her eyes, she was lying on thé¢oube sitting
room, and Matthew was standing talking to the Ag®erijust inside
the door. However, when they saw she was conscibey, both
moved towards the couch.

‘Mummy-' she began jerkily, but Matthew calmed Ivath a
movement of his hand.

"Your mother's making some tea—with Jessie. Shieiglat. It's you
we've been concerned about.'

Joanna struggled to get up, feeling quite a fraeel must have
fainted,' she said unsteadily. 'I'm sorry.'

'You had quite a shock,' said the American, sighipat can | say?
| feel this is all my doing."'

Joanna looked up at him intently. "You're realla&Mmon's father?'
‘Do you doubt it?'

'‘Oh, no.' She shook her head. 'You're very like.'h8he looked at
Matthew. 'Do you—I mean-'

'Yes, | know.' Matthew nodded. 'Jessie told me.'Dwarry, | shan't
say anything.'

'l never thought you would.' Joanna flashed hiraiatfsmile-: Then
she looked again at the American. 'Tell me— whyyaid suddenly
want to see the son you hadn't acknowledged fadytwo years?'



Steinbeck closed his eyes for a moment. 'l didmavk | hacLa son,
Joanna. Not until about six months ago.’

‘What?'

'It's true. Jacqueline—that's—that's Shannon's emeshe's very ill,
dying, in fact.' He paused. 'She wrote me. | gusss wanted to
unburden herself before she died.'

Joanna listened in amazement. 'You mean you'r¢heotman she's
been living with?'

'Hell, no. Jacqueline and I—well, it was a wartithéng. I'm not
proud of it, but it went on all the time. Sure aidl hhough, | didn't
know she was pregnant when | went back to the State

Curiously enough, Joanna believed him. Jacqueliad hever
sounded the kind of woman to be self-sacrificingg & she had
suspected she was expecting a baby, she woulddlaviem.

‘Anyway,' he went on, 'after the war, a group ofggfrom my unit

came back over here, looking up old places, younktie sort of

thing. One of them, Bill Webster, met Jacquelineuad here

somewhere. He remembered her, of course. She wasysala

good-looking woman. By then, | guess, she was bardbeing the

usual housewife and mother. She wanted some eanerand she
thought Bill could give it to her. He was certairdsazy about her.
She got a divorce and they came back to the Sthbestest | guess
you know. Except that of course | eventually metigh her again,

married to Bill by this time, but just as wilfulilBs dead now. He was
killed in a plane crash a couple of years ago. uelate lives alone,
and maybe she's got maudlin in her old age. Inement, she wrote
me, and your father, telling him what she planmedd.’

Joanna gasped. 'She wrote to Daddy? When?'



'l don't know. The end of last year, | guess. Abtire same time that
she wrote me.'

Joanna lay back weakly, her cheeks paling once ,raoe Matthew
started forward. 'Joanna—what is it?'

She shook her head silently for a moment, andghersaid. 'Daddy's
stroke. That was towards the end of last year.'

'You don't mean-' Steinbeck uttered an oath. "Ywuoktthat's what
caused your father's attack?'

‘It might well have done so,' replied Joanna, pgttip a hand to her
throat. 'He was so afraid—so afraid ...'

'‘Afraid?' Steinbeck didn't understand. 'Afraid dfat?"

‘Afraid that this might get out,' she explained wlga'Jacqueline told
him, you see. That was how she got her divorce.’

Steinbeck frowned. 'You mean—you knew that Shamwas not
your brother?'

She nodded. 'Shannon told me.'
‘Shannon told you? You mean—he knew?"

Joanna sighed. 'lt's a long story, Mr Steinbeckt yg&s, Shannon
knew. My father could be a—violent man.’

' believe that.! Steinbeck moved his shouldersaimewildered
gesture. 'So everyone knew but me.'

‘My mother didn't.’



'‘No, | gathered that. It was a terrible shock to'i¢e paused. 'Even
so, why all the panic? What did your father expeetto do?’

Joanna looked puzzled now. 'You mean—here—and now?'

'‘What harm could | do him? | only wanted to seesmyy. | knew | had
no hold on him.'

'Did you?' Joanna could feel the tears at the batker eyes. She
was beginning to understand so much. Shannon was hke his

father than he realised. She tried to explain. ‘Myyfather was a
possessive man, Mr Steinbeck. A jealous man, taonlt think he

could ever forget that—that Jacqueline had chehted So he—
used Shannon as a whipping boy.'

'l see. But Shannon's not here, is he? Your mathe:iime he was in
Lushasa, or some such place. In Africa!’

‘That's right. He is. He and—and my father spliteqpyears ago. He
was here—quite recently. After my father had hiskst, he sent for
him. Shannon didn't know why.

Daddy—Daddy decided he wanted him to have the essBiit
Shannon refused to take it.'

"Your father did that? Offered him this estate?"

‘Yes. | think | know why now. He was afraid, asl'vaid. Afraid of
you, Mr Steinbeck. He judged everybody by his otamdards, I'm
afraid. He would never believe that you could cdmee and meet
Shannon without—without making your relationshipokm." She
stifled a slightly hysterical giggle. '"He must hdeen horrified when
he saw you. You look so like Shannon.'

'And the estate?"



‘A bribe—nothing more. A carrot, dangled before domkey's nose
to induce it to enter the tunnel. If Shannon hamkpted Mallowsdale,
my father would have felt— secure.'’

‘But that's crazy!" Steinbeck was breathing heal@yrely he knew
that!'

'‘Perhaps. There—there was one thing more.' Sheetboductantly
up at Matthew, and taking the hint he noddedleidive you alone,' he
said, and left the room.

'Go on.' Steinbeck came down on the couch beside he

Joanna bent her head, and the curtain of her hdirér face.
‘Shannon—Iloves me,' she murmured softly.

Steinbeck made a comprehending sound. 'Not as-iskes,d gather.'
‘No.'

‘Do you love him?'

‘Yes. Oh, yes.'

He put out a hand and looped the nearest wingrdfdieback behind
her ear so that he could see her face. 'And thatad?'

'‘My father was totally opposed to any kind of riglaship between
us. | think—I think the fact that Shannon was Jatige's son ...'

Her voice trailed away, and the man beside heresigh/Vhat a
waste,' he muttered heavily. Then: 'Your fathervkieat you were
aware of Shannon's parentage?'

'Oh, no. No.' Joanna shook her head.



'‘Another reason for putting Shannon into his debteinbeck had
soon absorbed the situation. ‘'So—what now?'

'‘Now?' Joanna could hardly think coherently.

'Of course.' Steinbeck studied her pale complexidoanna, the
biggest obstacle to your happiness has been rembasd't it?'

Joanna stared at him through troubled eyes. 'Wel, I-' She
swallowed convulsively. 'Has it?'

‘Well, if it helps at all, I'm prepared to statesofy that Shannon is my
son.'

Joanna caught her breath. 'Could you? Could you?'

'‘Why not? The truth is bound to come out soonéater. No doubt a
doctor-'

'A doctor! Doctor Stewart!" Joanna could feel awslexcitement
stirring inside her. 'Is it possible?’

Steinbeck put his hand over hers as they lay inld&@r and she
remembered the time Shannon had done that. Stéislbbends were
even like Shannon's, brown and long-fingered, hall ke Maxwell
Carne's stubby square fingers.

‘You have the funeral to face first,' he said. 'Yowther needs your
support. Afterwards ... Well, I'll stick aroundmiay be able to help.’

‘You'll stay?' She looked up at him eagerly.
'If you want me to.'

'Oh, | do." Just touching him like this brought Bian that much
nearer somehow. 'But—your wife? Your family?'



‘My-family are all grown up and married with faneii of their own,’
he told her quietly. 'All except my eldest son.'liddf smiled.

‘And your wife?'

‘My.* wife died last year. Just a week before | datqueline's letter.’



CHAPTER TWELVE
SHANNON did not come home to see Maxwell Carne buried.

Joanna could not believe it when the day of thefahdawned, and
there had still been no word from Lushasa. He rknstv her father
was dead, she told herself bitterly, as she waiigdher mother and
Henry, Matthew and Shannon's father, Andrew Steikbéor the
hearse to arrive to take the coffin to the churcMallowsdale. Even
if he had not intended making the journey hometlier funeral, he
could have written or cabled, she thought desggyirhis absence
making her painfully aware that so far as Shannas@oncerned, her
father's death altered nothing.

Andrew Steinbeck was a tower of strength, and Jadrad found
herself turning more and more to him during these/sd of
uncertainty. Her mother had become amazingly coempetince the
initial shock of her husband's death had subsidad, Joanna had
realised with a pang that her father had been nr=sple for
Catherine's lack of confidence. Now that she wasolaaé woman,
free to make her own decisions, she had assumedirtheng of the
estate with an ability that shocked all of themcé&pt Matthew. He
had become her mother's right hand, and she cedshiin before
making any major decisions.

Henry Barnes was leaving after the funeral. He, baal been very
kind, and his quiet personality, which for so Idmd been eclipsed
by his employer's belligerence, had emerged duhage past days.

After the funeral, there was the formality of reaglthe will. Martin
Lewis, Maxwell Carne's solicitor, was most concernehen he
discovered that Shannon was notpresent, which wasurprising
when it was revealed that Maxwell had left everyghin trust to his
son, Shannon, with the stipulation that he shoala tcare of his
stepmother during her lifetime.



Joanna was hardly surprised at the revelations.h@deknown all

along of her father's determination to make Sharmsineir. But if

Shannon had suspected this, was that why he hambne back? He
did not want Mallowsdale, he had made that verinpknd perhaps
he had been afraid that if he came back here, hddwaecome
involved against his will. It was a destructiveulybt, and one which
left Joanna feeling utterly shattered. Was therbdamo future for
them, after all? Was the hope of these last dajisingp more than
self-deception? She was rapidly becoming convirtbatl Shannon
would not ever do anything to destroy the illusadrparenthood her
father had created.

That evening Andrew Steinbeck came to find her avlshe was
sitting in her father's study, idly sorting throudle papers at his desk.
Someone had to do it, and her mother had suggsiséechight like to
see if there was anything she wanted to keep.

‘Joanna?' Andrew came slowly into the room, butvelneed him to a
chair, saying: 'lt's all right, I'm just poking amd.'

Andrew closed the door, and then stood looking datvher rather
doubtfully. In casual slacks and an open-neckedt,she was
disturbingly like Shannon, and she had to forceséléto look away
from him and concentrate on what she was doing.

‘Joanna.' He came to stand before the desk. 'Waataa going to
do?'

Joanna pretended not to understand. 'What do yam?hehe asked,
flicking through a sheaf of delivery notes.

‘Joanna, you know very well what | mean.' He lesrbss the desk
and took the delivery notes from her unresistimgérs. 'What are
you going to do about Shannon?’

'What can | do?"



'Someone has to tell him. About the estate.'
'‘Don't solicitors do that sort of thing?'

‘Joanna!'For the first time, Andrew sounded impatient witr. 'Of
course the lawyers will handle it. But don't yoinkhsomeone should
go and see him, tell him how— how Carne died?'

Joanna shrugged. 'That's what funerals are fbe'tfbeen interested,
he would have come.’

Andrew's fist balled against the desk. 'Stop thsanna. You're
jumping to conclusions. There may be some reason S¥tannon
didn't come to the funeral. Have you thought of2ha

'What reason?"

‘How should | know?' He paused. 'You have to stojuting yourself
like this, because that's what you're doing, angmit? Are you so
lacking in faith that you can't even see that themght be
circumstances?’

Joanna's shoulders sagged. 'Oh, Andrew! If onbulctbelieve that.'

'‘Why can't you? You told me Shannon loves you. Does that has
existed for more than ten years jdst?| don't think so.'

Joanna's lips trembled. "You're so good for me.'

'You should be good for yourself. Joanna, why dgoi go to
Lushasa? Why don't you go and see Shannon for gifirs

Joanna bit her lip. 'Do you—do you really thinkhbsid?'

'If you still love him.'



She shook her head. 'l—I'm crazy about him.'
'S0 why hesitate?"

Joanna moved her shoulders bemusedly. 'l don't kbowafraid, |
suppose. Afraid that Shannon will say this makedifference.’

Andrew Steinbeck sounded impatient. 'If he doea tie's a fool. A
man has only one life, Joanna. He should do withatbest he can.
Maxwell Carne is dead. Nothing can alter that. Anemories are
short, whatever people say. | should know.’

Joanna looked up at him mistily, her eyes still @iltears unshed.
‘You really think | should go to Kwyana?' She hasit. 'Would
you—would you go with me?"'

‘Me?' Andrew Steinbeck jerked his thumb againsthest. 'I—well,
are you sure?' v'Oh, yes, please!'

He frowned. 'l don't see why | shouldn't. If thatleat you really
want. But what will Shannon say?'

Joanna shook her head, pulling open the first draWe¢he desk.
‘He'll probably think he's seeing double—oh!" Hémgérs had
encountered a small key, pushed away in a corndreotirawer. 'l
wonder what this is.’

She brought the key out, and tried it in the dravaéithe desk. But it
was too small for their large holes, and besidesas made of steel
and the desk locks were all brass.

‘Let me have a look at it." Andrew Steinbeck taodut of her hands.
'It looks like the key to a deed box or somethigl your father have
such a thing?"



'l don't know. | don't even remember seeing it¢heefore.' She bit
her lip and got to her feet. 'I'll ask Mummy, shigint know.'

Catherine Carne was in the kitchen, talking to i@eshe frowned
when Joanna showed her the key, and then noddddn' know

what that is, Joanna. Your father had it on a clhaimd his neck.
I—they gave it to me when they came to attend tar yather, along

with his ring. | just dropped it into a drawer. &s/going to investigate
it later.'

Joanna frowned. 'It must have been important, ikéet it on his
person.'

‘Not necessarily, Joanna. Your father was a seeratan—I should
know that better than anyone. He liked to haveedhidtte mysteries
about him.'

Joanna sighed. 'All the same ...
'I'm leaving now, Mrs Carne.'

Henry Barnes broke into their conversation, andngpulse Joanna
turned to him, holding out the key. 'Do you know awtthis is,
Henry?'

Henry frowned, and then his face cleared. 'Of agurdo. It's the key
to that diary your father used to keep.'

‘A diary?' Catherine looked astounded. 'l didn‘d®wnMax kept a
diary.'

'l don't know that he did, Mrs Carne. But he alwlagpt it with him. |
didn't ever catch him writing in it, but he couldve done.’

‘Then where is it?' Joanna couldn't understandridneg surge of
apprehension inside her.



Henry looked doubtful. ‘Well, it was always withnhil should think
he'd have had it in his wheelchair—when he died.'

'Did you find it?' Joanna turned to her mother, Gatherine shook
her head.

'No.'
Joanna sighed. 'Is—is Daddy's chair still in thedry?’

'You know it is." Catherine bit her lower lip. ‘aven't been able to
bring myself to move it yet.'

The wheelchair stood in a corner of the libraryt, inats usual place
on the hearth, but still Joanna felt a pang asppeoached it. The rug
which had always covered her father's lower limlas still thrown
carelessly into it, and with trembling fingers sheved it aside. And
there it was, a leather-bound five-year diary,egalith a leather flap
and locked securely.

She was aware that her mother had come to starmaldoledr, and on
impulse she handed the key and the diary to hdigating that she
should open it. Catherine was obviously very loathdo so, but
curiosity got the better of her, and after a fewnmeats of indecision
she inserted the key in the lock.

The diary opened without difficulty, and lookingesvher mother's
shoulder, Joanna saw her fingers turn to the fiegfe. But it was
empty. And so was the second, and the third. Gathdurned

stricken eyes up to her daughter, and Joanna taokdok from her,
flicking through the pages impatiently. They wetk eapty, but

towards the back there was something inserted leetwee pages,
something that fluttered out as Joanna was flickimgugh it.

She bent and picked up the piece of paper. It veaglé after having
been folded into such a small space, but the texttas still good.



Together they opened it up, and Joanna found Mestaing at
Shannon's birth certificate.

‘My God!" exclaimed Catherine, turning to staréat daughter. ‘Do
you see what | see?'

Joanna saw. In the space reserved for the nante afhild's father
were the words-Andrew Wilson Steinbechttached to the back of
the certificate was another document which in éffd@anged the
surname tdCarne.

‘Do you realise what this means?' whispered Catégin horror. 'He
knew—he knew when Jacqueline had the baby thatrféimaras not
his child!"

'‘And he didn't say anything.' Joanna felt sliglsilyk.

'‘No.' Catherine pressed her lips together. 'So &sp one else knew
he was prepared to keep it to himself.'

‘Until Jacqueline wanted a divorce.'
‘Maybe.'
‘Do you think she knew he knew?'

'l shouldn't think so.' Catherine shook her hadshe wouldn't have
made such a big thing of it later." She shruggedsheulders. 'How
like your father!" Her voice was bitter. 'No onesewas allowed to
better him. He must have guessed as soon as thevaalborn that it
wasn't the premature child Jacqueline wanted hibetieve.'

Joanna suddenly sank down on to the nearest thaiir realise what
else this means, don't you?'

‘What?'



'Shannon must know of the existence of this.'
"Why?'

'You need a birth certificate when you apply fopassport, don't
you?'

'‘Heavens, yes. | didn't think of that." Catherinade a bewildered
gesture. 'And Max kept it so well hidden.’

‘Am | intruding?'

Andrew Steinbeck came into the library, and Catleegave him a
rather absent smile. ‘No, you're not intruding, #avd' she replied,
rather heavily. 'l—er—we've just found Shannonlishbcertificate.
[—your name's on it.’

'What?Let me see that.

Andrew almost snatched the certificate out of leerds and stared at
it disbelievingly. Then he looked up, and his ewdighted on
Joanna's pale face.

‘Welll' he muttered, and there was incredulity &bl as relief in his
voice. 'That solves all your problems, doesniognna?'

'‘What problems?' Catherine frowned.

Andrew hesitated, then ignoring Joanna's instiectappeal, he
turned to her mother. 'Shannon and Joanna are/@ lloe told her
quietly. 'They have been ever since Joanna wertbdivyana.'

'‘What?' Catherine stared at her daughter. 'Isine’



'I—well, yes. | love Shannon,' replied Joanna dyiegnoring his
father's exasperated expression. 'Whether he lowesor not is
another matter.’

‘What are you talking about, Joanna?' Andrew wagsyaliYou know
he loves you.'

‘Do 1?" Joanna looked up at him steadily. Then iskécated the
document in his hand. 'That proves that Shannon arednot related,
as you say. And Shannon must have seen that cetéifiwhen he
applied for his passport.’

Andrew's lips worked soundlessly for a minute. Tienburst out:
‘Well, what of it?'

'‘He must know that now Daddy's dead, it would sarale matter to
prove his identity,' she exclaimed.

'So?"
'He hasn't come, has he?'

Catherine was regarding them both as if they hamk gtightly mad.
‘You mean, Joanna—you mean that you and Shannontto/get
married?'

Joanna got up from her chair, moving restlesslyatiee room. 'l—I
don't know. I—I thought we did-'

‘Joanna!" Andrew's voice was hard and commanding. 'St
pretending. You know you love Shannon. You knowdwes you.
You can't ignore what's between you.'

'‘Well, he has, hasn't he?' she cried piteously.

"You don't know that. Go to Kwyana and find out.'



'I—I can't." She shook her head. 'Not now.'

'You must,' said Andrew with conviction. "Theretsather way.'

Joanna had wanted Andrew to come with her to Kwyanthe had
insisted on remaining at the hotel in Menawi.

"You must do this alone, Joanna,' he had told ihmfyf, and having
come so far, she had no choice but to go on.

The halt at Kwyana was just as busy as on that ait@asion when
she had arrived here to see Shannon, and the hegtigt as intense,
overlaid with a humidity that was weakening in dely afternoon.
Joanna had come up again in the train, not givmgpi Andrew's
suggestion to hire a tar, mainly because her pusvexperience of
car- riding in this country had not been memorabl@ny good sense
of the word.

She was not really surprised to find the man Loemployed at his
usual chore of loading and off-loading his lorryt he was obviously
surprised to see her.

‘Well, well,'" he exclaimed, when she had run theagfaof the crush
on the concrete platform to reach him. 'lt is M&&gne, is it not? So
Camilla decided to send for you, after all. Shergmgie would not do
it, but she is sometimes foolish where your brotiseconcerned.
Unfortunately, he does not seem to share her weakne

Joanna had listened to this confusedly, and novestiaimed: 'What
do you mean—send for me?'

Lorenz's eyes widened. "You don't know!" he exakimand then
after assuring himself that she did not, he burstaughing. 'Oh, but
that is amusing!'



'‘What is amusing? Mr Lorenz, please—what are ytung about?
Why should—why should Nurse Langley need to sendife? Is—is
Shannon ill again?'

Lorenz sobered. "You really don't know? No, | see go not. Then |
will tell you. Your brother had an accident, Misar@e. Ten—eleven
days ago. There was an explosion in the mine. Eearinen were
killed. Your brother was injured trying to get themt.'

'Oh, no!" Joanna felt sick. 'So where is he?"

‘Where would he be but in the hospital at Kwyanh@r& are doctors
there, good doctors. He is in good hands.'

'‘But how is he? How ill is he? What happened?’

Lorenz turned away to chivvy the African porteredahe had to
contain her impatience until he was prepared talspe her again.

'You want a ride to the mine?' he asked, turnintklda her. 'Get in
the lorry. | am nearly ready.’

'‘But Shannon ... How is he?' Joanna was despePdéase—you
must tell me. | must know.'

'Such concern for a brother!" Lorenz shook his h&amilla does
not show such concern for me.'

‘Camilla is your sister?' Joanna stared at hiraxftlained so much,
not least his attitude on her first journey to thiee.

‘Yes, Camilla is my sister,' he agreed casuallgu™did not know?'

Joanna shook her head, and he nodded.



'‘We are not so alike. She is intelligent, | am &te is ambitious, |
am lazy. She does not like you, Miss Carne.'

Joanna was almost in tears. 'Shannon,' she bégtpedis Shannon?’

'He is not dying. He was lucky—he only got his ritysished and
concussion. | think a rib punctured his lung, and has caused some
congestion, but he is recovering. He has beemgdidir you.'

‘What?'

'Is true.' Lorenz nodded his head. 'Doctors say—istibis Joanna?
Camilla—she say, | don't know.'

Joanna chewed hard on her lower lip. 'And it happegieven days
ago?'

‘Ten, eleven days. I'm not sure.'

Joanna nodded. Andrew had been so right to makedmee here.
Ten days ago, her father had had his fatal attack.

She had been impatient on that last occasion whréee mine, but
nothing like as impatient as she was now. Ratham #it in the cab
and wait for Lorenz, she wandered restlessly arautside until the
heat and the flies and the smell of sweating bddre®d her to climb
into the lorry.

The journey to the mine seemed endless. Her nevees strung to
fever pitch, and her heart was pounding like a driahe wondered if
Lorenz could hear it, but he just chewed away onolhcigar,
humming tunelessly to himself as they negotiatedaibtholes in the
road.

‘You want to go to the hospital?' he inquired, wtrey finally began
to descend down into the valley.



‘Where else?' asked Joanna tautly, and he nodded.
‘Camilla will not be pleased to see you, Miss Carne
‘I'm sorry.'

Lorenz sighed. 'She knows, you know.'

'‘Knows? Knows what?'

‘That Shannon Carne is not your brother, Miss Gahseanswered
laconically.

'What?' Joanna stared at him. 'But—but how?"

Lorenz shrugged. "Your brother—abh, I'm sorry, katill think of him

that way—he was very bitter when he came to Sofiticad He used
to drink, too—quite a lot at first. When a man isewhdo you

say?—emotionally disturbed, he needs something. Wadised to
talk. Shannon Carne talked, Miss Carne. To myisiste

Joanna nodded slowly. 'l see." So that was why [zaimad not
wanted her here. All the pieces in the jigsaw vaeadily falling into
place.

The hospital at Kwyana was clinically clean and/ugs-to-date, with
all the latest technical equipment. It was stark amodern, and after
Lorenz's truck, ascetically sanitary. A black nurses seated behind
the reception desk, and her surprise at seeinguagg white woman
was ludicrous.

'You want something?' she asked, standing up, @aoha nodded.

'I'm Joanna Carne,' she said, waiting for the woodsnk in. 'I'd like
to see—my brother.'



The nurse's dark eyes widened. 'You'd®annd' she exclaimed, and
Joanna nodded. The nurse looked delighted, antleadf Joanna's
apprehension left her. 'Mr Carne's been askingdar'

Joanna drew a trembling breath. '‘Can | see him?'

The nurse picked up a telephone. 'Just a minutes Marne. I'll just
check with Doctor Muhli, but I'm sure it will bel aight.'

Joanna stiffened. 'Oh, please,' she began, bé&ferairse could dial a
number. 'I've come all the way from England. Collttr-couldn't
you just tell me which room is—is his? I'd—I'd like surprise him.'

The nurse hesitated, but she replaced the receivés rest. 'Well,'
she murmured. '‘Mr Carne is much improved. And Doktohli was
most concerned when no one could tell him wbannawas.' She
seemed to come to a decision. 'I'm sure he wo@tgiMiss Carne.'
She came out from behind the desk and pointed almagorridor.
'‘Mr Carne's room is the one at the end. Numbek¥28.can't miss it.'

‘Thank you.'

Joanna sped along the corridor on trembling legs. \#as terrified
lest Camilla should appear and prevent her fronmgesghannon, and
this Doctor Muhli might well listen to her. But shheached her
destination without incident, and peered breathtetwough the
glass panel at the top of the door.

Her legs went weak when she saw Shannon. He was fiat on his
back, staring up at the ceiling, his brown chedlf-¢@ncealed
beneath the swathe of dressings. He looked so gralethin, and
before she could prevent herself, her fingers thagked on the handle
and opened the door.



He looked towards the door as it opened, and treeran obviously
painful effort to get up on his elbows when he sdw was standing
there.

‘Joanna?' he muttered disbelievingly. 'Dear God reslly you?'

Joanna stepped right inside the room and closedidbe, leaning

back against it for a moment, too overcome with Bonoto answer
him. Shannon stared at her through narrowed eyesthen he sank
back against the pillows muttering: 'Oh, why didiytave to come,
Joanna, why did you have to come? Finding me liks. i'm too

weak to send you away.'

His tortured words brought her up and away fromdaber, flying to
the bed and kneeling down beside it, burying hee fagainst his
shoulder. 'Oh, Shannon!" she breathed, over andagean, 'we didn't
know. We didn't know!

She could feel him trembling and raised her hedoldk into his face.
Its gauntness tore her heart, even while the lndks eyes drove all
other considerations from her head. With a whispenmedearment,
she put her mouth to his and was devastated byrbent response.
With a groan, he pulled her on to the bed beside And she was
lying in his arms, returning his kisses with hungagisfaction.

‘Joanna, Joanna,' he breathed, into her neckahdslparting her thin
blouse, his mouth seeking the rounded softnessaien©h, God,
I've wanted you, so much—so much ...’

'‘Me, too,' she murmured, when she could get hathyaware that he
had kicked away the covers and she was lying ¢tobés lean, hard
body. '‘Oh, Shannon, | was so afraid you'd turn vnayd

‘Turn you away?' Her words made him lift his head ok down at
her, and a sudden embarrassment brought the doldwer cheeks.



'‘What's wrong?' he asked, faint amusement in tlssgssion in his
eyes. 'Don't you want me to see how beautiful ye@'a

She hid her face against his chest. '‘When you tdodme home, |
thought you'd changed your mind," she whispered#ilyus

'‘Changed my mind?' He was obviously confused. 'Yoexpected
me to come back?'

Joanna ventured to look up at him. 'For—for theefah' she
prompted softly, and was shocked by his astonishnigon't you
know that—that my father's dead?'

Shannon stared down at her through disbelieving.eféo!" He
blinked rapidly. 'No." He seemed to be finding &rdh to take in.
'‘Maxwell Carne is dead?'

Joanna nodded. 'Ten days ago.'

Shannon showed his comprehension. 'The explositreahine,' he
muttered. 'l gather | was informed.'

'‘We sent a cable.'
'l didn't get it."' His lips tightened suddenlywbnder why.'

The same thought struck both of them, but Shanoorit ;to words,
one word: 'Camillal’

You think—she kept it from you?' asked Joannayiiog.

' think it's likely." Shannon was bitter. '‘Oh, doa, since | came back,
I've hardly seen Camilla. She knows how | feel alyou. She knows
you're not my sister.'

'‘Lorenz told me. He said she doesn't like me.'



Shannon gathered her closer. 'Camilla was nevee than a friend,
Joanna. But—do you realise what this means?'

‘Do you?'

He nodded. 'lIt means | can find out how long iewko disprove my
identity.'

Joanna licked her lips. '"With—with that certificateshould think it
would take no time at all,’ she ventured.

‘What certificate?' Shannon looked puzzled.
"Your birth certificate.'

‘My birth certificate?' Shannon shook his head. téyling, you're
not making sense.'

‘Shannon, your birth certificate shows your retdidas name. Daddy
only had your surname changed later."'

‘What?' He lay back weakly against the pillows.

Joanna could see his complete bewilderment, and &iped in her
heart. "You must have seen your birth certific&bBannon. You
needed it to apply for your passport.’

'l suppose | did." Shannon frowned, trying to thifilken he uttered an
exclamation. 'No, | didn't see it," he told hepowning. 'l remember
now. | asked your father for it when | was planniodeave for South
Africa, and he said he'd get it out for me. Théhdd in all the forms,
and he posted it for me. He must have put in thth wertificate
himself. And | saw nothing odd in that. | never gaat all. When the
passport came back, it was opened along with ther obail, and by
the time | got it, only the passport itself waghe envelope.’



'‘Oh, Shannon!" Joanna leant unthinkingly over hadmawing back
aghast when she realised she was hurting him. &nder fingers
over the elastic bandage, and then bent her heakstoit. 'l
thought—I thought you had known and hadn't told' me.

‘As if | would," he muttered, winding a handfultwér hair round his
hand and bringing her head back to his. He lookd&eadisturbingly
for several seconds, then his mouth curved senuasst sought
hers. 'Hmm, Joanna, are you going to stay with mikl.can make an
honest woman of you?'

Joanna was submerged in a tide of feeling whiclkatiened to
overwhelm her, but suddenly she remembered thatath@ot come
to Lushasa alone. With a supreme effort, she pushmedway from
her, smiling at his pained expression.

‘Darling, | have something else to tell you,' stiespered. 'Don't you
want to know who your father really is?'

Shannon stretched back against the pillows. 'Somer&san airman.
Your father told me that.'

'Did he?' Joanna bit her lip. 'Would you like toengim?'

‘To meet him?' Shannon stared at her uncomprehglgdiNow what
are you saying?'

'Oh, Shannon, it's a long story, but briefly, yowsther wrote to—to
my father and told him she was going to tell thikis-airman that he
had a son.'

'‘Good God!"

'You can imagine how that affected Daddy. | thinks-not sure, but
| think that's what caused his stroke." Shannowlsiis head. '‘Poor
Maxwell!"



Joanna's eyes widened. 'Do you feel sorry for him?'

'‘Of course | do. Any man so—concerned with prideithw
possessions, was only to be pitied.’

Joanna paused for a moment and then went on: 'Anylank that's
why Daddy decided you should have Mallows- dalewds so afraid
there'd be a scandal.’

' know.'

‘After—after you'd gone ..." The memory of the wayShannon's
departure was still to poignant for her to go othauit a shudder of
remembered despair, and guessing her feelings,n8hairew her
closer. Pressing her face against his warm bo@ycshtinued: 'After
you'd gone, Matt managed beautifully, and | brokeamgagement to
Philip." She felt his lips against her hair, andwas difficult to
concentrate when all she wanted was for Shannonate love to
her. Then—then one evening, one terrible evenirmuaten days
ago, this man arrived, this American. His namenslrdw Steinbeck.
He's your father, Shannon.'

Shannon made a disbelieving sound. 'He came—tooMsatiale?’

‘Yes. He wanted to see you. Jacqueline—your mothat js—didn't
know you weren't to be found there.’

'‘Oh, God!*
‘Daddy got very upset. That was what killed him.’
'‘Oh, my God!" Shannon shook his head. 'Poor old.tdev

Joanna sighed. 'If only he hadn't judged everyonhi§ standards.
He was sure that Andrew was coming to Englandawmrcyou as his



son. After all these years. When all he really wdnivas to see
you—a natural enough desire.’

You said—Andrew—as if you know him well," murmur8dannon,
frowning.

Joanna half smiled. 'l feel as though | do. Oh, i@y sound crazy to
you, but he's—well, he's so like you. Just like ydtall—only he's
grey, instead of dark-haired, and so—handsome."

Shannon buried his face in her neck. 'And whetdigsparagon of
virtue now?"

'In Menawi.'
'What?"'

'It's true. He—it was he who persuaded me to coene &nd see you
for myself. Like | said, when you didn't respond dar cable, |
thought—I thought...’

‘You're crazy, do you know that?' muttered Shanimadf, angrily.
'‘Don't you know | love you more than—more than iigelf?’

Joanna looked up at him wonderingly. Then she spicktly:
‘He—Daddy, that is—he left you the estate.'

'Oh, God!" Shannon uttered a groan. 'Joanna, t damt the estate.'
'l know that. But | had to tell you.'

'‘Does it make a difference?' he asked anxiousine4n, you didn't
just come here because of that, did you?'

"You know better than that.'



'l've got to be independent, you see. | can't takghing else from
your father, do you understand?'

' think so.’

Shannon sighed. 'My work is here, at Kwyana. 166 much of a
place, | know, but in six months I'm to be movedfenawi, and then
it won't be so bad.’

Joanna looked at him with her heart in her eydwmariBon, if I'm to
live with you, it could be in Timbuktu for all | ca!'

'And what about the estate?"

'l don't know. Since Daddy died, Mummy's coped werfully. She
and Matthew work well together. You're instructeddok after her
for her lifetime.'

‘Am |?' Shannon frowned. 'Oh, Joanna, what problgms father
created! What am | to do. | can't sell the estd®.your mother's
home.'

Joanna hesitated. Then she said: 'Let her ruhatad Matt. We can
decide what to do with it later."

'Like—keep it for our son?' suggested Shannonysdfthat's not a
bad idea. What was it your father used to say—theree always
been Carnes at Mallowsdale?'

Joanna blushed again, and he bent to kiss hea$is body moved
over hers, she protested: 'What about your fathleannon? Would
you mind if he came to Kwyana?'

Shannon smoothed back the damp hair from her fateHBo you
want him to come?’



'Hmm,' she nodded.

‘All right. But not today, and maybe not tomorrdiight now, | just

want you all to myself ..." and when the recepharse tiptoed along
the corridor some time later to make sure evergthuas all right, she
stole back again with a mischievous smile of envyer face.



