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DESERT NURSE

Jane Arbor



After the break-up of her romance with Greg Ryddurse Martha
Stone decided the best thing to do was to get &nwayit all. Which
she did with a vengeance when she accepted Dadader Tarleton's
offer of a post at his tiny hospital east of Ad8he had successfully
managed to jump out of the frying pan. But did hew job, in the
burning heat of the desert, not ominously resentiéeproverbial
fire? For was it not long before Martha had to adhmat her love for
Greg was forgotten in her new, overwhelming attoactor Jude-an
attraction which he made clear was not returneav Etauld she hope
to appeal to him, anyway, when the experienced glachorous
Naomi was already firmly in the picture?



CHAPTERI

"Ah, Dr. Tarleton - do come in." Grace Armour, Mairof the
Bexham Cottage Hospital, rose to greet the man waororderly
was showing into the sitting room of her privatadars, then turned
to introduce the girl seated behind her.

Her extended hand linked them. "Dr. Tarleton, thidiss Shore.
Martha dear - Dr. Jude Tarleton, Bonny Tarletontdher. As | told

you, Doctor, Martha only arrived this morning be&fdunch. But I've
briefed her a little. So as I'm due at a HospitalaRces meeting '
which will keep me until around five, | must leatve two of you to

talk things over without me. | think you said, didrou, that you must
get away by four or so?"

Her visitor nodded. "In time to catch the four-thiback to London,
yes."

"That's what | thought. However, perhaps we carehmpsee you
again before you leave England? You'd be very weé;o/ou know,
for your sister's sake as well as your own."

A moment's hesitation at that. Then: "You are mthran kind,
Matron, but | think not."

"Then if this must be goodbye, you know you takenay good
wishes away with you?"

"I'm very sure of that. Meanwhile, thank you farverything."

Grace Armour shook her white-coifed head. "Pleas&e-little, so
pitifully little to do for Bonny," she murmured abke went out of the
door which Jude Tarleton opened for her.



Meanwhile Martha had been appraising the look$efrhan who -
just possibly - might be her future chief, noticingis
broad-shouldered bulk, his ease of manner, his gome; liking the
capable look of his hands as much as she did d&iné fiteep-set stare
of his eyes, though aware that she would not caredet it in any
professional difference in which he might be rigimd she in the
wrong....

Also, in the minute or two of his sitting down ojite to her, she
tried to see herself through his eyes by the sapm@ahcheck as she
had applied to him.

Hands - well cared for and equal to all her workndaded of them.
Eyes - greyish-green beneath brows rather tooféaither liking,
though their colouring was all of a -piece withttbher hair, curved
forward at each temple and swathed into a neatchrémist from
crown to nape. Features - nothing remarkable. Eigwwatisfactorily
slim in the square-necked dress of her travellmgé-piece. Voice -
but who was ever able to judge their own voice? headinal thought
before her companion spoke.

"Well now, suppose | recap on what | know of yot@"suggested.
"You're twenty-six, | think? You are fully qualifieand C.M.B. At
your late hospital you've been staff nurse for ywars and as yet you
have nothing else in view. Now, what were your ogador resigning
from - where was it - Meerstead General, when guyelur next
logical step up would have been into a ward of yaun?"

It was a question she had known she must expectshadwas
prepared for it. "I had trained at Meerstead, ahdd decided that a
total of over six years in one hospital was enougihe told him.

"l see." Appearing satisfied with the evasion o truth which that
was, he went on, "You've done no professional ngrbiere under
Miss Armour?"



"Not officially. As | daresay she has told you, dtes made a home
here for me since before | left school. I've spedrly all my leaves
here, and between school and my being accepteeéatsitad | used
to work on the wards as a kind of dogsbody, anédat. But that's

all."

"Yes, that's roughly what | had gathered. You bexdfiss Armour's
ward after your own parents died?"

Martha corrected, "There again, not officially. BGtace - Miss
Armour - was my mother's best friend. They hachiditogether in
nursing, and when my mother died six years beforéatmer, | used
to spend one school holiday a year with him o#tden and the other
two here."

"Since when you haven't been again to the MiddItE&till, you
probably know something about the conditions, tle®pte, the
climate. Did you manage to pick up any Arabic, by tvay?"

Martha smiled. "A little. But it's pretty rusty now

"Right. So that's your background. Now for mine wdrich | daresay
Miss Armour may have briefed you?"

Martha told him yes. For she knew from Grace oftthgedy which
had coincided with his return from Saudi Arabiasorare leave; of
his intention to take back with him his sister Bgras nurse to the
clinic he ran in an up-country outpost peopled dmfysemi-nomad
Bedouins, a number of European geologists and eagirengaged in
sounding for oil, and his own small medical staffhow Bonny, for
three years a ward sister here at Bexham, had tedted for
Isolation duty in an area gripped by smallpox, otdycontract it
herself and to die almost to the hour of her bndgheome-coming
aircraft touching down. At a loss for words whichwid not be a trite
echo of everyone else's sympathy, Martha addedlsirfipknew



Bonny too, you know, Dr. Tarleton. We only met whéare been

back on leave here. But somehow | always felt [@gad in knowing

her even so little. She was such a complete, s@eisen. More than
happy - so fulfilled and utterly content."

"Thank you, though | think you needn't look far tbe reason. For
Bonny, nursing had always had all the answers,'e Jldrleton
agreed. He squared his shoulders as if the movensdmed to ease
the yoke of an intolerable memory. He went on, tt8s brings us to
where we came in - to Miss Armour's suggestionithatew of your
existing links with my part of the world, you mighé interested in
taking Bonny's place ?"

"l think | might be - very," Martha said.

"So - the geography is roughly this — " On a merad pe drew
briefly, then turned it towards her to show a jestognizable outline
of Southern Arabia. His pencil stabbed. "Aden hé&weer here" -
another stab - "is Taroued, our base, about a kdnehiles inland
from Bab Magreb, our nearest fair-sized town and. d@roued - is
your rusty Arabic equal to ‘oued’ ?"

"l think it means a long-dry watercourse or rivedbdoesn't it?"

"Yes. The 'Tar' refers to the Tarjol, the rangenofuntains behind us,
where there are springs which the oil people's esapave tapped to
bring us water for drinking-and bathing."

"And Taroued is by way of being a village?"

"Nothing so homely, I'm afraid. If the oilmen firwh the scale they
hope, it could prove another Kuwait. But at presésata huddle of
mud and wooden houses; some tents on the outgkietfsbs for the
oil wallahs and us; a mosque which looks as if smmadhad flung it at
the mountain side, hoping it would cling there; #mel makings of a



hospital. So far we have the building, a clinic-cfirst-aid post, a
path lab and a men's ward, though not yet a womamdsno nursing
staff."

"No women's ward ando staff?" puzzled Martha.

"No. By local custom, any men in-patients bringng@ member - or
several - of their families to look after them. \Wave to treat the
women in their homes under chaperonage, and amypEans who
go sick we ward in their billets or take them doterthe hospital in
Bab Magreb by jeep or air. That's another thingerd's a landing
strip of sorts."

"But how can you run even a men's ward withoutmumging staff?"

"A good guestion! We can't any longer, and the waa that Bonny,
as the nucleus of it, would have trained some efginls from the
Bedouin Orphan School in Bab Magreb. Meanwhile dheae only
two other Englishwomen in Taroued. Under their cacttthe oilmen
are single or grass widowers, but there's not #maesrule for
medicos, and my colleague, Ben Randall, brought bawife from
his last leave in Beirut. Then there's Naomi Tig,assistant in the
lab. She is Aden born, and has been with us sirareitORandall's
arrival made it possible to engage a woman fojditerSo there's the
set-up. Any other questions ?"

Martha said slowly, "I'm still not sure | understiathe ‘why' of a
hospital in such a small community as Taroued ssund

"No? Well, the 'why' of it is that it's one of awfepilot schemes
between Aden and the Persian Gulf, for the purmddeghting at
source the unnecessary killers like malnutritiod &hildbirth, and
the real ones like malaria and bilharzia and claoleknd the
particular 'how' of Taroued is thanks to the oilMien



"How to them?"

"Because the Company had to lay on a medical seferche men on
the site, so it's financing us for the period sfabncession, making a
permanency of the arrangement when they find ot @ommercial
scale. Meanwhile the concession has twelve mohyun, and if
you want the job, you understand that | should epeu to sign on
for that year?"

"Yes, I'd agree to do that."

"Good. But I should also expect more. | want towribat you would
be prepared to devote yourself wholly to the ided purpose of
Taroued while you're there. In other words, that yould go facing
completely towards it, not feeling still half ti¢al your life here. To,
for instance, any unfinished romantic businessdik@&ngagement or
a courtship in active eruption which could playisadtrous game of
Pull Devil, Pull Baker with your work. Well? Can yaive me that
assurance?" Jude Tarleton asked.

Martha did not hesitate. "That I'm not engaged tionking of
marriage? Yes."

"Nor going out with a calculating eye on the magea market
potential of an almost entirely male world?"

She was aware of colour flooding up from her thrébve been
nursing for six years," she reminded him. "l chitses a career, not
a-hunting-ground, and | don't think I've used ibas yet."

His faint smile was conciliatory. "I'm sorry. Butet cap might have
fitted. And one last point - | could also hope weouldn't be making
use of Taroued as an escape route from some ramnafdir which
had gone sour on you? Because frankly | don't wantthere if you
were."



There* was a beat of silence. Then Martha saidosing her words,
"If you offered me the job, Dr Tarleton, you coulake it that |
shouldn't merely be escaping into it from any ditrathat I'd failed
to handle here."

His eyes met hers levelly. "Thank you. | have yward for that - and
the rest ?"

"Yes," said Martha. And saying it, was gratefulttba assurance
which should have stabbed her conscience had, slyddad
incredibly, lost some of its guilt.

For though, in leaving Meerstead, she had indeezh benning

headlong from love, from the very thought and sayid memory of
it, she had known as she spoke that she was nogséaroued as a
bolthole but as a door to a future she could nastmot deny.

Yet, told in answer to that point-blank questidrg lie remained a lie,
and later she had more than one bad misgivingiaver

Ashamed of it, she did not confide its telling ttaGe, and when Jude
Tarleton wrote to confirm her appointment, Gracs s@glad for her
that it was unthinkable then to admit to that shgrof the truth. But
though she knew she was sheltering behind the addmst ever
being called to account over it, increasingly dgrthe three weeks
before she left England, she was able to recaptndejustify the
reasoning which had gone to it.

Then it seemed less important than her conviciahghe mustust

snatch the chance to do well by Taroued; less itapbtoo, for some
reason, than her urge to prove herself in Judeeftars eyes, to
measure up somewhere near to Bonny. And now, jgleread only a



few hours ahead, her conscience had abandoneié tiosoblivion. It
couldn't catch up with her now.

Jude Tarleton had returned to Taroued before loetha she was
travelling alone as far as Bab Magreb, where hislfietter of

directions for her flight had told her she would imet. At Bab

Magreb she was the only European among the haofipdssengers
who alighted from the small aircraft on to a defextarmac, from

the searing, bubbling heat of which it was she&shio gain the
relative sanctuary of the parched lawn surroundhegterminal and
then the cool shuttered twilight of the waiting mno

She stood a little uncertainly, wondering who haerb deputed to
meet her; hoping she would be given time to freslyemefore the
long trek by road to Taroued. Then, behind her, cécev she
recognized spoke her name, and she turned to fate Tarleton
himself.

He greeted her, asking about the flight, told heytought to be on
their way in half an hour if they were to reach diged by dusk.
Meanwhile he would see her luggage loaded on tedrignd would
have some iced coffee ordered by the time shenedufrom the
cloakroom.

At first they drove along the coast in sight of Bellagreb's small
harbour where a couple of cargo vessels were umgad the quay
and a scattering of fishing caravels lazily rode $teel-blue bay.
They by-passed the town itself, turning inland gyvef a bamboo-
fringed road, the surface of which deteriorate@ditg from closely
compacted rubble to a mere chaos of tyre trackhatiow sand.

For twenty miles or so there were still crops -tgdudate palms,
bananas and green wheat, villages of unfired karma#-mud houses,
and a procession of travellers by foot, mule andesm car on their
plodding way to or from the bazaars of Bab Magiéien gradually



there was no more cultivation, no more passersribgden animals,
nor even the dry rustle of bamboo. Only now foremBn mile a
monotonous brown terrain dotted with thorn and Isaaod prickly
pear, the ill-defined road stretching ahead anorabn half obscured
by the heat haze which danced tirelessly above it.

Once a gazelle started suddenly into life and rgaadllel with the
car for a long way. And once Martha's attention wdiascted far to
the right by her companion's pointing finger uhgl said quietly:

"O.K. You can 'eyes front' again now. | was onhttimg up a
smokescreen, not wanting you to spot an ibex carbask there,
with the vultures beginning to queue up for lunch."

"Oh!" Involuntarily she swivelled in her seat andked back, only to
find his hand firmly on the point of her shouldeirning her forward.

"Forget it," he advised. "You'll see enough of tkid of thing in
time. It's an ugly face of Arabia, just as that yguwgazelle was an
enchanting one, but it has a hundred others. Tell mw does it
strike you after - what is it?- six years' abseftice?

Martha confirmed, "Rather more than six, and thdidih't see much
more than the European quarters of Aden; nothilagnd) nor as far
east as this."

"And did you suffer any nostalgia for it when yowshhave thought
you mightn't come out again?"

"Yes, always. For the very smell and sound of ihet
cosmopolitan-ness - is that a word? - of Aden, deetthe appalling
heat and the nights - especially the nights. Thenaalack velvet of
them, and the stars--On one or two summer nighenwtwas very
clear, | saw the Southern Cross from the Adenscliff



"And apart from star-gazing, how many of the othight attractions
of Aden were you allowed to sample?"

She smiled. "Not as many as | should have likedopgsean parties
mostly - oh, what's that?"

"That" was ahead by fifty yards or so - a fortreks-building of
sandstone, totally unexpected in the arid desaolatitich surrounded
it. Jude Tarleton slowed the car as they approatthed

"It's a resthouse, a guard post - something ovethaliway mark.
You'll be able to stretch your legs and we carnsgate Arab-fashion
food here," he said. A long blast on his klaxon treddelayed effect
of swinging open the big gates of an archway, &weg tdrove past a
guard into a courtyard where the official in chaofiéhe post came to
meet them.

"Fadal. Beit beitish, o Tabib'He gave Martha's companion the
"Come in. My house is your house" greeting whicl ghderstood,
and the men talked in Arabic for some minutes witiike older one
eyed her curiously and made expansive gesturegdsvirer. Then,
smiling and nodding, he led the way up a stonecstse to a large
whitewashed room where, in an incredibly short timemeal of
spiced lean mutton and rice, followed by datesanifée, was served
to them.

Their host watched them eat and went out with tteesee them off
when they were ready to leave an hour later. Tpient satisfaction
money passed between Jude Tarleton and himselfasrte car
moved off he addressed Martha directly for the firse.

Salaam aleikum, o TabibAfter a moment for mental translation sh
puzzled aloud, "He said, 'Peace be with you, wodwastor,' didn't
he? Why?"



Jude Tarleton shrugged. "My fault, do you mindsdemed the
simplest way to describe your function as my cgileaand my
equal. Especially as previously he had asked whdikehad to
congratulate me, whether you were my newly acquiredse’ - "

"Your - house?" In the instant of her grasp ofrtieaning of that she
flushed, and he threw her an amused glance.™

"l see you understand the Arabic use of ‘hous#esaribe a wife," he
said. "So as | had to repudiate you as my brigstlesl for promoting
you to tabiba'instead. Nurse. Woman doctor. Out here it's a sm
distinction that isn't going to worry anyone, aisdyau'll be second in
command to myself and Ben Randall, Taroued wilkhof you as
tabibaanyway."

Silence ensued for a while after that. The caruatéhe miles, and
Martha, soothed by the steady hum of its engines wear to
drowsiness when, suddenly though casually, her eomp asked,

"Tell me, why did you lie to me when | interviewgdu for the job?"

For a moment it was as if she had taken a phybloal somewhere
beneath her heart, and the cruel pulse of shotkéefsick, winded
and unable to reply until he glanced at her inggiy and invited,
"Well?"

Even then - "Wh-why did I lie?" was all she managethlter.

"Well, you did, didn't you?" His tone was even, akhincurious.
She braced herself. "Yes. How did you know?"

"Through Miss Armour."

"Through--?Gracetold you ?"



A Dbrief nod. "She wrote to me before | left Englaaldout some
affairs of Bonny's. She assured me that in heriopjrailing Bonny,

| couldn't have done better than to select you,sand how grateful

she was that, through the job, you would have ttr@ce to escape
from and forget a love affair which had used yoetfyrbadly."

Martha drew a long tremulous breath. "Oh, she shouhave! And
she didn't tell me she had written to you!"

"You shouldn't blame her. She wasn't betraying '&he wrote,
meaning a kindness towards you in asking my synypithyou, |

daresay. She couldn't know | had made an issueurfword that you
wouldn't be bringing any concentration-sapping rdigtons with
you. And it could have occurred to you that theszenother ways in
which | could have checked on you. For instanceuth taking up
your Meerstead references."

"l suppose | thought Matron there would only teluyl was leaving
because | wanted a change, which was the truth."

"Which was all | did hear from her, as it happen&dit as a
committed liar, you shouldn't have banked on it.rfeav perhaps
you'll tell me why you saw fit to mislead me?"

Martha hesitated. "I don't know how to explainlitid understand
you needed to know you would be getting my - orca®ys - whole
heart for the job. And | wanted it so much, feltesticould do it, if
only you would give me the chance. So, when yod gail wouldn't,
if | were cluttered by - other things on my minkden 1 lied, telling
myself | was justified. That - that's all there wast, I'm afraid."”

Another nod appeared to accept that. "l see. Yaenitegiving me
credit for being able to weigh the thing on its g All right. But
now we'll clear our decks, shall we? All | heardnfr Miss Armour
was that you had been thrown over by a man at Nesetsbut she



left your late fiance faceless and nameless, atidi't mention the
subject when | wrote back to her. So go ahead Ndlat were the
circumstances?"

"Well, my fiance's name was Ryder, Greg Ryder--"
"On the staff at Meerstead?"

"No. His father was the senior orthopaedic constitizere, but Greg
wasn't in medicine. He had had a short- servicareission in the
R.A.F. But he was living at home while he looked &ojob which
appealed to him. | met him at a hospital dance vW¥e engaged a
year."

"And he was looking for a suitable job all that &#i

"Oh no." Instinctively Martha defended Greg agathst tone of the
guestion. "He did some civil flying for a while, &anvhen we - we
broke up he was considering going into partnershgharter work."

"And why did he break with you ?"

"For one of the more usual reasons. He fell in it someone else
and asked me to release him."

"Did you know the other girl ?"

"Yes. She lived in Meerstead too. She was the daugii the man
who would be sponsoring and financing the chamengany for his
son and Greg."

"Hm. A family affair. So you duly released this cheter at his
request? How long then before you left Meerstead?"



"Only a very short while. | gave in my notice alrhasonce and left
as soon as | had worked it out. That was a daworbiefore | came
back to Bexham and you interviewed me."

"Wasn't that throwing in the sponge a shade todilygd

"What else could | do?" The small gesture of herdhaas resigned.
"l - loved Greg, but when he didn't wamie any longer my whole
instinct was to run away as fast and as far asuldcdAnd while |
stayed | was only an - embarrassment to him."

She saw Jude Tarleton's jaw set momentarily. "Heentlaat clear to
you?" he asked.

"He didn't have to. | knew | couldn't bear to stayd, loving him as |
did, | thought the least - and last - | could do ian was to make
things as easy for him as | could. So | got out."

"And into your present job under what, if | chokepuld regard as
false pretences," her companion commented dryly.

Feeling very small, Martha said nothing. Then, "Yehe agreed.
"But you shouldn't need reminding, Dr Tarletonttibether or not it

remains my present job rests with you. If you wishg as soon as |
can make the necessary arrangements, | can gadgadgland at my

own expense.”

He shook his headOh no! | brought you out here with my eyes
open, and although your pride may need to makeca-gaving
gesture of that sort, it had better forget it. eded to get the thing
straight, to find out what made your reasoning teckhe tune of that
point- blank deception. But you're here now for teem of your
contract, and it's up to you to prove to me as @alto yourself that
you've got what it takes to cope with what Taroiseglbing to ask of
you." He paused, then pointed ahead. "The Tarjah fsont of us



now. We don't cross it; Taroued is tucked in untden this side.
Only a few more miles to go and we'll be there."

Martha looked, to see that the whole horizon hazbime a wall of
mountains, their tops ridged, cliffed, but their s®aa dark blue
silhouette without detail against the rays of sie¢ting sun. Beyond
them, he had said, they did not ¢go this was journey's end - or
nearly. But before they reachi#dhe had to know one thing.

Not looking at Jude Tarleton but at the earlieat 6 hang in the
paling sky, she said, "You knew, before you lefgkand, that | had
lied to you. So why did you let me come?"

She had to wait for his reply. When it came - "Saggwe agree it
was because you had a smattering of Arabic, whigciegft nurses
with more than a tongueful of schoolroom Frenclasifmuch, don't
come all that thick on the ground?" he offeredlgasi

Just that. No more, his tone making it plain thatvas his final
dismissal of the subject. And though she couldhae said what
more or less she had expected, somehow her redietauched with
disappointment.



CHAPTERIII

With the setting of the sun behind the Tarjol tviftsdark of the East
had almost fallen by the time they exchanged tkgigin-white scree
of the open road for the scarcely better surfackaodued's lanes and
its central square where few men and no women rgihand the
market booths were all shuttered for the night.

Jude Tarleton drove straight across this and beybridr some
distance, finally turning into a "street" of squattefabricated houses,
in that setting as incongruous as their neat, hpniehglish
appearance was reassuring.

"Could be the newer suburbia, couldn't it?" he gagh "Anyway,
these are our quarters and the oilmen's; mod cwith {imitations,
and some people, as you see, manage to scratchdivera garden
of sorts. This one is mine--" Waving a hand - "théhe Randalls'.
Bonny would have dug in with me, of course. But'{fdae sharing
with Naomi - here."

As he spoke and stopped the car, a light flickethdhe little house
and a woman's figure was silhouetted in the opemvaay.

"That's Naomi. Go and introduce yourself, will yevhile | bring in
your bags," he added, and Martha obeyed.

Naomi Troy was slim and very dark, her skin a dglepving bronze,
her blue-black hair a thick swathe on the top of ead. She was,
Martha's intuition told her, one of the rare peaph® never put a foot
wrong in the matter of clothes. Tonight she worarlet lounging
pants and sleeveless shirt; her bare feet in mmagdandals, her only
ornament an outsize ring on a forefinger. She wseahgerated
hornrims which she removed as Martha approachetasiartha's
hand was taken in a cool, long-fingered grip, tiieep girl's dark
velvet eyes met hers, appraising her in return.



Naomi Troy said, "So you've arrived. We're to bademates. But of
course you'll have heard that, and that my namgoy - Naomi
Troy. I'm Ben Randall's dogsbody in the lab." Lawkbeyond and
above Martha's head, she addressed Jude Tarlaton'll"'come in
for a drink, Jude? After that, what's the prograrpine

He set down Martha's cases and straightened. "It wam, thanks.
At the moment my top priority is a bath. So if ybgive me an hour
and have a meal yourselves, | suggest you botl atomg to my
place later and we'll open a bottle there. BenRodit will look in,
and probably Russell and Dumont and one or tworstt{@r would
you" - he added directly to Martha - "prefer to pome getting
acquainted with the personnel until tomorrow?"

"Oh no, I'd like to come," she said.

When he had gone Naomi showed her their quartbeslounge with
a dining-corner which they would share, the tingtken and laundry
where their Bedouin maid, Saluma, cooked and washed their
bedrooms, each with its minute bathroom, no bigban a large
cupboard. All the floors were tiled, with rush mais a small
concession to comfort; the furnishing was of theebaminimum, the
whole place as severely functional and, accordingaomi, as like to
its fellows as the proverbial peas in a pod.

Their tour ending in the room that was to be Mdsthidaomi asked if
she would like a drink first or to take a bath. archose the latter,
only too thankful to strip down and to revel in th&gury of the tepid

shower before changing into a white linen dress samidals and
going to join Naomi in the living room.

Naomi, a cigarette between the fingers of a hanitiwalso held a
glass, was executing a few desultory steps tanlaérfotes of a dance
tune on the radio. It was followed by the gabblamfinnouncement,
and as Naomi switched off and poured a long drirdetha chose,



Martha said, "You should have left it on. I'm supgo to have to
practise my Arabic. Where does it come from, bywlag ?"

"Where does what--? Oh, the broadcast? From Aden."
"You're from Aden yourself, aren't you?" Martha edk

"Yes." Naomi stubbed her cigarette, lit another.hat/on earth
broughtyouout here?"

Martha carefully spoke her prepared piece. "lI'dnbeet to Aden

several times while | was at school, and when | dhaake six years'
training and ward work in the same hospital, | vednd change. So
when Dr Tarleton offered me this job in his sist@lace, | took it,"

she said.

"Some change! You must be a glutton for it. Did yoww Jude
already?"

"No. Only Bonny, and her not very well." Martha é&dped her
acquaintanceship with Bonny Tarleton and then credt "What
about yourself? Why did you come here?"

Naomi shrugged. "l was being badly bored in a dispey in Aden
and Jude made rather a thing of wanting me. Besidiesthis
concentrated he-male atmosphere and dedicatiomguat me. |
thought it might be amusing to find out whetherytiveere all as
monastic as Jude claimed."”

"And have you found out?" Martha asked dryly.

"That'd be telling. And from time to time | havelay on a front of
dedication myself. Jude made it clear he wouldatiégfor less, and if
it meant the difference between getting the job leeeping it or not,



it seemed a pity to remind him of a Latin tag warteed at school -
something about Nature and a hayrake. Do you kif@Ww |

Martha nodded. "Yes, a quotation. We learned it @oly it was a
pitchfork, not a hayrake. It begaNaturam furca expellas’ 'You
may drive out Nature with a pitchfork. But she viill return to her

own.

"That's the one. But only a fool would quote iJatle Tarleton when
he's riding his illusion that this men-without-waméhing can be
forced to work." Naomi yawned and set down hergyldd/ould you
like the other half, or shall we tell Saluma wedit now?" she asked.

They dined on a rather leather-textured omeleti]owed

prosaically by tinned pineapple chunks. "Salumé#, te herself,

would feed us on kebabs and cous-cous at every, seatuff out of
tins is a must,” Naomi explained. But the blackieefwas excellent,
and did much to dispel the drowsiness which Matittlaa been
fighting since she arrived.

Afterwards they walked the few yards to Jude Tada's bungalow,
meeting Dr Randall and his wife bound on the samend.

Naomi introduced them. Ben Randall was blue-eyestkied, and
wore a beard. With regard to Dorrit, only her nmedrstatus could
make her a chaperon forthe two other girls. For wlas much
younger than either of them - a mere child. Maytltaed, of about
nineteen, still puppy-plump and rather gauche, asdher offhand
greeting to Naomi revealed, lacking the poise whiclild have
hidden her hostility towards the older girl.

Other guests at Jude Tarleton's were there befmm.t Without
catching all their names Martha met variously thenEh manager of
the base camp supplying gear and food stocks taexpéoration
camps scattered about the desert, a couple oirtipdcds who flew



the Company's planes, the chief seismologist,iutacScot, and his
son who, when the talk ceased to be general, aandartha and
shared with her his fiery enthusiasm for his hitbiénankless job of
sounding for oil where no oil appeared to be.

He explained the technicalities of seismic work &€'¢ out in teams,
plotting stretches of fifty miles or so each, anarking inward back
to camp from the furthest point. We used to de®mpaplosives to get
our soundings, but now we carry gear on a truclkclvbrops a weight
of around three tons from a height of ten feet alibe ground, and as
you may imagine, that gives a sizeable shock asa®meter."

"And what does it tell you when it does?" asked thiiar

"What the underground structure is; just what iswdiat level,
whether or not we're on to an anticline - thatferanation like an
upturned saucer beneath which oil is trapped.”

"But you haven't found yet?"

Nick Murray grinned. "Good for you! You're gettirthe jargon
already. No, so far we've only tapped water, dausedul though that
Is. But if we don't within our deadline, I'm afraldroued will have
had it, as far as we're concerned."

"By your deadline do you mean the year your conoassill has to
run? But wouldn't your Company renew it if you hadaund oil
before then?"

"It probably would - if opportunity weren't a fiking. But the local
Sheikh of the whole area who grants the conces$siera weather eye
to the main chance, and he isn't going to wastéhrhime in throwing
us out and putting up his price to the next Icdb@befuls who happen
along."



Martha thought that out. "Then if you have to g hospital--?" she
began.

Nick shrugged. "l suppose it will have to foldwié cut our losses and
move on. Hard on Jude Tarleton, though. He's lagarsoul with the
hospital thing, and | wouldn't know what he woukkdor money to
keep it going if we packed in--Hullo, what's up?

He's leaving us. For keeps, one wonders, or isoheng back? Bad
show, breaking up his own party. Hi there, Judeittivein away so
fast?"

Jude Tarleton turned at the door where he had &eesaking to the
Arab who had served drinks and who had broughtdimurmured
message. "It's a duty call," he told Nick, addiodhte others, "Sorry,
folks. Stay as long as you like, but | may not bekb Ben--?"

Ben Randall put down his glass with a grimace. \Y&dsgef?"

"l shall want you. And Naomi--Or no--" Their hosége swept his
guests, selected Martha. "You, | think. You'vetgahake your debut
some time, so you'd better come along." His foggfmndicated her
glass. "What have you had to drink, by the way?"

"Not to worry. To my certain knowledge she's made sherry last
her the whole evening!" That was Nick Murray ansagifor her,
and the other man nodded.

"Fair enough. Are you ready? You needn't go backa@range. We
can fit you up with overalls at the hospital." e lthe way out to his
car where a man in the swathed headdress of a Bedas already
in the seat beside the driver's and Ben Randallweating to get in.

"Shall I drive, or will you?" Ben asked.



"You can, while | brief Martha. The hospital firéhen the Quarter.
Youssif will direct you. And step on it, man. Youssould be
dramatizing the urgency, but | think not."

On the way Jude Tarleton gave Martha the facteetase.

"Youssif is a camel-driver and the patient is hilewho is in labour
for the sixth time, having lost all the other babiBut that's no
unusual pattern, and at least, this time, I've lad@@to give her some
antenatal care, if not enough. So, though I'm expgto have to do a
Caesarian on a table by lantern-fight, hampereudst of her female
relations, before morning there should be a yourgisgif or a
Fatima with a slightly better chance of survivalrrthe others."

"And you can't move the mother into hospital?" Marasked.

"No. We've got to hasten slowly, and it's a mimmmbph that Youssif
is allowing two male doctors to attend his houses,Ben, what was
that?"

Ben Randall spoke over his shoulder. "I said it wahade hard on
Martha, putting her on call on her very first nigidthy didn't you
bring Naomi instead?"

"For one thing, because it's Martha's job. Naomiaigesearch
chemist, not a theatre nurse. For another, Naowmn'hanade one
drink enough for the evening."

"Well, for the record, nor had I," retorted Ben.diNas far as | know,
had you."

"And at that, how wrong can you get?' retorteddhif coolly. "On
the fifty-fity chance that Youssif would be neeglime tonight, I'd
stuck to tonic water." As he spoke the car drewaufhe long, low



mass of a building which Martha judged to be thepital, and he
was giving crisp orders to each of them in turn.

"Martha, you can stay where you are. Ben, take Sibusth you. He
can help to carry the gear." He himself unlockediaor in a
windowless wall and went in, followed by the othe&o men and
leaving Martha to the darkness and silence abaut he

Ben. Naomi. Jude. Martha. Used as she was to tice etiquette of
hospital, she had been surprised by the easy ayriarfirst names
here. But she liked it, she knew. Somehow, by rgticross the
formalities, it made of them a team, a pattern wkach she already
felt herself knitted, useful, welcome.

Jude. She wondered why she should find her cmafige coming the
least readily to her tongue. "Jude."” She had tctiga it aloud, in

readiness for using it as casually as the othaefsad easily as its
owner called her "Martha" already and still, somehd&ept his

distance as her chief.

A quarter of an hour later they left the car atéh&ance to a narrow
cul-de-sac and went the rest of the way on fodhieylight of Jude's
powerful torch, with Youssif as their guide.

Their destination was a two-storied house whereldled mule and
roosting hens stirred on the ground floor as thegsed it and where
the first-floor room into which they were shown wa$og of lamp

smoke and steam through which it was barely passibtliscern the
young mother-to-be, fully dressed and heavily sedtin blankets in
a foot-high bed in one corner.

As Jude had warned, she was surrounded by a hofldedouin
women who chattered excitedly as the European partgred but
who gave not an inch until Jude spoke crisply ialA¢ to Youssif
and the latter shepherded all but the patient'shencénd his own



mother from the room. Then Ben Randall busied hiimsgh his
apparatus; an operating table was improvised froendlank bed
supported on trestles brought from the hospitaleJexamined and
gave the girl a pre-medication, and Martha, in titeegown and mask
like the two men, prepared sterile instruments drebsings under
Ben's direction.

This is fantastic. Is it really happeningthe thought later as she
watched Jude's skilled hands about their task,dhéas calm
guestions to Ben and Ben's answers, and hersesegdsm the
instruments which his gesture or a clipped wordciaig:d.

The room, without windows, was virtually sealed atdffy as no
operating theatre ever was; flies buzzed in itsish&d corners and
suicidal moths crashed the torch rigged overheadnasperating
light. She had sterilized forceps, scalpels, clighe lot - in water
boiled in abuchari, the tea samovar to be found in every Easte
household, however poor, and instead of an asepdie awaiting
the birth, the two grandmothers were busy abouhgwg a little
hammock, preparing a minute turban and passingjsantnic gold
coin from hand to hand.

Yet here, as in real operating theatres all overvtbrld and at the
same moment of time, the exacting precision, thendedul

teamwork of surgery was going into action and acdhg its

confident purpose, step by unhurried step. Foretheasn't, she
reflected, any "miracle" to surgeons or their wotk.was the
dedicated skill of men like Jude Tarleton, like Beandall; it was
their theatre nurses and all the technicians bethach. It was the
belief of everyone concerned that what they wereglowas good and
right and must succeed.

It was -



But there coherent thought stopped for her. One embrner senses
were fully alert and obeying her will; the next, wgaon wave of
imagined sound assailed her ears . . . recedesbared again, and it
was as if every nerve she possessed were fightthgadling battle
against the mist of unconsciousness which thredtemengulf her.

Time escaped her. Later she could have believéduiiale minutes

passed, to be lost to her for ever. But in fagtas only a second or
two before she heard Jude's voice, sharply coveacsipeaking her
name - "Martha!" and then, "Pull yourself togethgou can't faint

now" - and by an effort of will which hurt almoshysically, she

came round, seemingly without her hands havingedissmovement
which her brain had asked of them.

But she was swept by shame. Momentarily, as tregids touched in
an exchange of instruments, Jude Tarleton's eyesarneabove their
masks and she dropped her own. She glanced up tBeseshaking a
compassionate head at her, heard his mutterede'it@asy. Won't
be long now," and was grateful to him. But his sythy did nothing

for her chagrin, nor for her nagging suspicion Ban's tolerance of
her weakness was not shared by Jude.

After that, very soon it was over. There was thevhimgy, protesting

cry she had heard a hundred times and more onmigtduty. There

was a new life - a boy - to be cherished and laretispoiled, and for
the moment all the busyness of washing and dressidgcradling

and, for themselves, of disrobing and clearing atliay gear.

They left the tiny newcomer in his hammock undgaaze mosquito
net. He was already wearing his turban and was di@ddrom head
to foot in cloth tied about with ribbon. He woreetgold coin on his
chest and his chin and forehead were touched witihbbeauty spot
by one of his grandmothers, as a warding-off of @vd a protection
from disease. The West had done its best for hichremv the East
was taking over.



Youssif helped to re-load the car. Ben was to atait their patient
came round from the anaesthetic. Youssif bowedwde and Martha
with a gratified, "May Allah grant that the wholeovd love you",
and a few minutes later they were on their way lhadkeir quarters.

They were hearing them when Martha asked, "Whenadrede do |
ordinarily report for duty?"

Jude said, "At the hospital at eight, though youy imave an hour's
grace your first morning. Ben or | may pick youwlipen we're going
at your time, but you shouldn't bank on transpanig Naomi can
show you a short cut. Your mornings will mostly inethe clinic -
casualty ward stuff - and you can usually reckorbemg off duty
during the siesta hours. But after that you'll@ecisome house visits
to do after you've been here a little while, and'yd®e on call to me
or Ben except for your one day off a fortnight, @thimay be
something of a movable feast until we've got soine grained to
help you, you understand?"

"Yes, of course. | didn't expect to be able to ¢oan regular

off-duty,” she told him, and hurried on to the thwhich had to be
said before -they parted. "I'm terribly sorry aboatrly passing out
on the job tonight - " she began, only to be coirsim mid-sentence.

"Forget it," he said brusquely. And then, turnirgg lbok at her
measuringly, "You certainly had a baptism of fiaed I've an idea
you're going to do," he added, and could not havesged how
eagerly some need within her turned the guardadepad that into a
kind of accolade.

When she woke, too few hours later, her bedsidekaizade the time
half past seven. There was silence from Naomi $rogbm and
under Martha's door was a pencilled note from loeisemate.



Naomi had written:

You were asleep when | left at seven a.m. to peegame
cultures for Ben in the lab. Saluma goes to theketaat first
light, but she will be back and can get your braakif you
take it.

Always supposing Jude hasn't had the common huynamit
give you the day off (and | wouldn't bet on it)yéie how you
can cut something off your trek to the hospital wigeu come
over.

There followed a sketch map of the short cut Jaderhentioned, and
then "Be seeing you", and the florid signature "idad."

Martha bathed and dressed and, not wanting brdakfas made tea
for herself and was drinking it on the tiny verandsefore Saluma
returned, to be followed a few minutes later bymdrandall.

Dorrit wore no make-up. Her nondescript straight Wwas drawn into
so tight a ponytail that its roots looked pained! drer creased
sailcloth shorts were too revealing of her plumighbk. The whole
effect made her appear even younger and more imenttan at her
first meeting with Martha, who had difficulty inittking of her as a
married woman at all.

She flopped ungracefully into a chair and refusemtthi's offer of
tea."l had some with Ben. He came back from thae ¢ao late to
make it worth while to go to bed and he's gondagittao the lab. |
supposeshe - Dorrit's thumb seemed to indicate the absemmia
"has gone too by now, hasn't she?"

When Martha confirmed this Dorrit nodded glumly. Hbped so.
That's why | came over. Banking on Jude's havingrgyou the day
off, | mean - " Her voice trailed away as she ioépted Martha's



quick glance at her watch. "You don't mean to saglitin't, after all
you'd been through yesterday and his dragging yawo the case
last night?" she demanded.

Martha said, "No. But he gave me an hour's grabavén't to be at
the clinic until nine."

"Walking over?"
"Yes."

Dorrit jack-knifed more deeply into her chair, csogy her legs over
its arm. "Not to worry. You don't have to. I'll &lou in my car.”

"Have you got a car of your own?" asked Martha.

"Uh-huh. My mother's wedding present to me. Orthank-offering,
more likely."

"Her thank-offering? What do you mean?"

"For being rid of me, of course, when Ben took rfidner hands. She
had never had any use for me, anyway -" Dorrit pdusnd met
Martha's embarrassed glance truculently. "But yawldn't know
what that's like, would you?" she demanded. "Yon da things.
You've every reason to be confident and sure ofs@f) and you
can't ever have experienced what it is not tevhated- "

"Believe me, | have," said Martha quietly.

"But not because you're as negative and feckledsdi@ as | am,"
Dorrit countered. "You're probably talking aboutrgeturned down
by some man. But everyone always wants to be rideofs soon as
possible. Or they radiate pity, which is worse.d.iBen.He only
married me out of pity, and now | caeehim regretting it and
comparing me with slick women like Naomi and cat@pable ones



like you. Take you, for instance - | bet when yaake every morning
you know exactly what you're going to do with yakay?"

"l suppose | do. Not exactly, but more or less, nvhim working,"
Martha allowed.

"Yes, well, I almost never do, for the simple readbat there's
nothing | do well enough to care about making pleorsit. |1 hate
gardening and I'm a rotten cook. | tire of anythiig take up before
I'm through. I'm just hopeless, and | know it, &eh knows it too."

Martha said, "Nonsense. | should think a man almeser marries
for pity alone, and if you worked as hard at doisgmething
worthwhile as you have at convincing yourself yewrfailure, you
might be surprised at the result.”

"But there's nothing worthwhile | want tw!" Dorrit wailed.

"I don't believe it. If there weren't, you wouldniake such a thing of
telling people you're a good-for- nothing. You'ddmatent to be one
and leave it at that," was Martha's shrewd comment.

"You think so?" For the first time a hopeful doabept into the girl's
voice.

"I'm sure of it." Martha drove home her point. "Graauld say you're
more of an out-of-work than a born idler. Therediféerence, you
know." Pausing, Martha took a swift mental lookatdea which had
struck her, then added, "Look, almost at once theyoing to need
more help in the hospital - especially to get a wois ward going.
The idea is that | train some Bedouin girls as ingraides, but what
would you say to coming along too?"

Dorrit pulled a face. "Nursing? Oh, | couldn't! Sgeople embarrass
me, and | don't know the first thing about copinghvihem."



Martha said crisply, "You shouldn't flatter yoursgbu'd be nursing
anyone for quite a time. But | suppose you coul@#erabed or use a
duster or brew a hot drink, couldn't you?"

"Oh - sort of housemaid stuff?" Dorrit pursed hps land shook her
head. "Anyway, Jude wouldn't have me near his pusdnospital. He
hates me."

"Hates you ? | don't believe it!"

"Despises me, then, and hates the idea of me. Angouald see he
was fit to be tied when Ben brought me back with.hAnd | know he
thinks | come between Ben and his work and thajusha parasite.”

"All the more reason then for proving you're nothof the sort. So if
| put up the idea to Jude, will you have a stali dthe agrees ?"
Martha asked.

"He won't play," prophesied Dorrit. But Martha, $elf convinced of
the value of the plan, refused to share her doubts.

By day the one-storied building of the hospitalKed stark and
uninviting. At its far end a Nissen hut annexe Vaelled in Arabic
and English "Dispensary and Outpatients' Clinici ahen Martha
made for its open door, she found Jude alreadgther

On benches round the walls his patients - all meaited their turn,
some gazing blankly before them, others comparilmgeats with

their neighbours. A light twitter of voices andtald's whimper from
behind a screen indicated that there were womaemnattoo, and
Jude, who was extracting grit from a young mangs #td Martha he
would join her in a minute and attend the womert.nex



Her appearance on the far side of the screen wasidhal for stares
from half a dozen pairs of dark eyes and someddifit giggling, and
briefly she felt as panic- stricken as she hachenaards on her first
day out of Prelim Training. But when Jude camentmoduce her,
there was a shy chorus @dlaam aleikum, o TabibaVhich seemed
to welcome and accept her.

With Jude came Ahmadi, his Arab assistant who hatked as a
medical orderly in an Aden hospital and who intetpd Jude's
diagnoses for Martha's benefit.

There was a septic hand for dressing, a broncowaglt, a toddler
who had fingered the embers of a charcoal fire @awedbman who
produced for Jude a box of grubby white pills whiehtook from her
and began to scold her roundly.

Ahmadi enlightened Martha. "They are malaria treattiablets for
which she asks money frotabib Tarleton."

"But how did she come by them?"

"From thetabib himself - who else?" chuckled Ahmadi. "He ha
prescribed them for her husband and she brings bHaskto him. It
has happened before. Once it was a pair of crutemegher time a
bottle of cod liver oil. But look - théahih laughs as he sends he
about her business, so that even that one, wheraha proper
errand, will come to him again. For that is his wdiyst he is angry,
but then he is gentle, and nobody who is sick fieadhim for long."

After finishing with the women they returned to tineatment of the
men, almost all of whom lingered afterwards in ttwurtyard,
squatting on their heels in the glaring sun andsigpasg over their
bubbling hookahs.



One or two latecomers straggled in. Then Jude dldse clinic for
the morning and showed Martha over the remaindéreobuilding.

It comprised four main rooms - the men's ward wladready a few
bed-patients were installed, each attended by oneare of his
relatives, the laboratory where Ben and Naomi veereork on the
day's dispensing, another room, as yet empty, wlhide planned as
the women's ward, and an operating theatre. Judi@ lcapboard of
an office opening off the laboratory, and there wasoakroom for
Naomi and Martha. The facade on the far side flogrforecourt was
less forbidding, with wide windows giving a distaview of the
mountains and a near outlook on to a stone tesat@bout with
flowering shrubs in pots. It was so far from anydpean conception
of a hospital that comparisons were impossible. Bsit very
limitations were a challenge which Martha realizsbg was longing
to take up.

There were people they had treated that morning stfowld have
been admitted to hospital if they could be induttedome in and if
there were staff to attend them. The sooner thel dmame help,
however unskilled, the better. Meanwhile, there tha=nlistment of
Dorrit Randall to broach to Jude, and she did @hisheir way in his
car to visit Youssif's wife and her baby.

He listened without comment, and when he spokeas o ask a
guestion.

"Do | take it Ben is a party to this scheme?"

Martha said, "Why, no. The idea only came to melavihie were
talking, and | promised | would put it up to youthsee what you
said."

"Then I'm afraid you're going to have to reportlkotmat the answer is
no."



"No?" Martha echoed in disbelief. "But surely - ?"

"You heard what | said," Jude cut in. "No. Thatsf."



CHAPTER 11

For a long moment Martha stared at his profileddh't believe you
mean that," she said. "Or if you do, | can't thiviky."

"No?" he queried. "Well, though | could ask thatiyghould accept
my decision at its face value. I'll tell you whimlirefusing to recruit
Dorrit as a nursing aide for the simple reasonithaty opinion she is
a butterfly brain with very few aptitudes and letsying power, and
your efforts to train her would be a pure wast@mé. Fair enough?"

Martha shook her head. "No. Not as we are placesl.nded help
badly as soon as possible - "

"- And have an excellent source of it in view, a® ltold you. The
Bedouin girls | have in mind are biddable and \Wwalve nothing to
unlearn. The whole of their time will be ours; therre more where
they come from, and with little else open to them,owe it to them
to help them to make nursing their career."

"l see that. But between them and me, there'labguage difficulties
for quite a time," Martha protested.

"Granted. But you have interpreters enough amoagdst of us, and
you'll best learn Arabic - as they will leatti Ergl - by the hard way
of being forced to make yourselves understood."

"But Dorrit would be still another pair of hand$fartha protested.

"But for how long?" Jude countered. "For abouttihes, if I'm any
judge, she keeps the romantic illusion that nursgn@ matter of
soothing fevered brows in an attractive uniformabhiin Taroued, it
demonstrably isn't."



"Nor is it anywhere, and I've already warned Dostie would be
coming in at first as a cross between a wardmadidsatieaboy, which
Is where most of us begin."

"And where the trainees I've engaged will expettdgin,” he agreed
evenly. "There's a posse of three sixteen-yearwittsseven years'
schooling behind them coming up from Bab Magrebawow. Until
they can live in at the hospital they will be hadigath a widow in the
Quarter, and you'll find they have some Engliskadhy."

Martha was silent. "Then | must tell Dorrit thera@thing doing?"
she asked after a moment.

"I'm afraid so. Anyway, you had no right to give bay firm promise
before you had consulted me," he reminded her.

She said stiffly, "I'm sorry, and | shouldn't halane if | had had any
inkling at all that you would be" - her disappoirm sought and
found a strong word - "so obstructive about it."

Though his brows went up at that, he said noth8ige waited, and
then, stung by his air of having settled the matsére blurted,
"Supposing your sister had lived to come out hatke you, wouldn't
you have been willing to let her choose, or hasayain choosing her
own staff?" And then, regretting the graceless tjmess soon as she
had uttered it, she added, "I - I'm sorry. | oughtmhave put it like
that - "

"But you did, and you make it quite clear that ybunk I'm being a
monster of obstruction for obstruction's sake." pwused, then
nodded. "All right," he said. "If Ben is agreeabdeDorrit's working,

you shall play your hunch. You may rope her in dratever terms
suit you both."



Surprised by this unlooked-for surrender on hig,plsllartha said
quietly, "Thank you. You're very - generous."

"But not in defeat. Don't think it," he retortedYdu haven't

convinced me you can make anything useful of Détandall, and

I'm simply bowing to the logic of your point thatince I'd have
allowed Bonny her own mistakes, | shouldn't deny yours. Passed
to you and Dorrit now to prove me wrong and yowsglright."

"And supposing we don't... can't?"

"Then Dorrit will go out on her ear, and you'll bable to get a
kingsized 'l told you so' from me." But somethindnis tone softened
the threat, and in return Martha felt a surge pélty towards him.

Loyalty to him, and for herself something akinhe sense of feeling
backed by strength, secure, which she had knowrtevghe had
believed herself sure of Greg Ryder's love.

If she needed a reward for her small victory, stnd it in Ben
Randall's gratitude. When he drove her back tagharters at siesta
time she edited him for her talk with Dorrit anded him to pass on
to her Jude's consent to the plan.

"Stout of you to tackle him," was Ben's commentndAhough my
poor pet would go to the stake rather than admegular work that's
expected of her is just what she needs. Of colmsesuld find it in
looking after me and the house, if | had the hematie her down to
mere domesticity when she hasn't a glimmer of e ahout it."

"She must have been very young when you married"hdartha
prompted.



"Just eighteen. Her mother was a widow who wadiagiffrom one
chi-chi place to another in search of a second dnbBut having
Dorrit in tow didn't help the cause, and as she alasys being
reminded that she hadn't inherited any of her mitsth@oks or poise,
she grew an inferiority complex about twice lifeesi With the result
that she now is convinced it's not worth her wkaoléry her hand at
anything, because she'll fail at it or lose intefessure."

"I know," Martha nodded. "She said as much to nhe &so claimed
that Jude hated her, which | told her was absurd."

Ben confirmed, "So it is. Jude isn't the chap tst@aanything as
lethal as his hatred on anyone as adrift as Ddtit. of course he
makes no secret of his view that marriage and dimelidons of this
job don't jell, and Dorrit senses as well that & mo time for
ditherers or people who don't pull their weight. dgomi does. As
Jude will expect you to. How do you think you anaidi are going
to make out as housemates, by the way?"

"Very well, | hope, though so far we've hardly méartha told him.

"Yes, well, I don't see why you shouldn't. Aftel; gbu don't have to
take all that glamour and know-how of Naomi's @g&esonal affront
in the way Dorrit does. You've got more than enoaflour own.
Meanwhile," Ben appealed as he opened the carfdoddartha to
alight, "you'll encourage Dorrit, won't you? Teéihshe's doing well,
even when she isn't, and try to make her go onglhewmuch she
says she wants to quit?"

"Il do my best,” Martha promised, thinking it agell not to
emphasize that for quite a time Dorrit would onéydxchanging one
"domesticity" for another.

As she left him she was remembering a shade whstfdw, last
night, she had thought of their small communitga®asy-going but



close-knit team which had welcomed her. Well, dwaid. But within
twenty- four hours it seemed to have contrived rewdher into its
undertow of personal conflicts too....

The next day the three Bedouin girls from Bab Mbgvere flown up
in one of the Company's planes. Jude interviewethtn Martha's
presence, then despatched them by car to theinigslgelling them
to report for duty the next day.

To Martha's relief, they all spoke some Englisid Bhina, the eldest,
who had been out from the school to daily serviteam English
family, was quite fluent. She was the most adulien ways too. By
contrast Jahra and Nura, who were sisters, were-eyed children.
But whoever had short-listed them for the job hadsen well. All

three could clean and wash and do simple cookind,a& early as
their first few days on duty, Martha realized thiey could be
launched on the rudiments of nursing much soonan $he had
expected.

Meanwhile Dorrit was reporting too, acting as Mafsdriver to and
from the hospital and sometimes on the after-casiswvo patients
which Martha increasingly made alone without Judiexrit also sat
In at the morning sessions in the clinic, toleratewbt approved by
Jude and encouraged by Martha, to justify her pisén whatever
way she could.

She proved to have more skills than she had claimed

Her clerical work was neat and she was conscientehout the
scrupulous cleanliness which Martha impressed on $iee asked
intelligent questions and, best of all, she shoaéalent not far short
of genius in her dealings with children.



The gentle touch and the soft voice she used viiémtspoke a
reassuring language which they understood. Theithens might
mistrust Jude's medicines and the babies themselges loud in
their resentment of his and Martha's ministratiddist scarcely a
toddler who was brought to the clinic resisted Rdor long, and on
that score alone Martha began to savour triumph.

But one morning, having waited in vain for the garlcall for her, she
went alone to the other bungalow to find Dorrill §ti dressing-gown
and slippers. At sight of Martha she was on themg{e at once.

"Can you make it on foot this morning? I'm not cogyi' she said.
And then, in answer to Martha's anxious questibio, ‘hothing is the
matter. I'm quite all right. It's simply that I'ntdwned off with the
whole idea, as I told you | should be."

"Oh, Dorrit!"

"Well, you can't say | didn't warn you. And what talo? | wait

around for you in the car, or | stand about in ¢heic, listening to
Jude speaking Arabic to the patients and watchowg gr Ahmadi
binding them up or sticking them with injection déss or handing
out drugs which everyone knows they only sell i lazaar."

"But the tinies! Surely you've enjoyed helping wtitiem?"
"When there are any, yes. They're sweet - "

"Well, you can hardly ask to have a supply of $iebies laid on, just
so that you can justify the time you spend in thei@" Martha
retorted crisply. "Besides, you do a good deal nioa@ stand about.
While you're watching the rest of us, you're |lelagrall the time. You
and Mina and the others relieve us a lot of thetmal chores, and
you keep the patients' record cards,don't you?"



"Yes, and get a rocket from Jude if | muff prodggcthe right one on
the dot!" said Dorrit with feeling.

"Well, Jude is a perfectionist, with a very goodacf the value of his
time," said Martha, stating a truth she was leayhierself by trial and
error. "Anyway, you can't quit just like this, witht any valid reason
except that you haven't got the sticking poweret® is through, or at
least a bit further than you've gone."

"Oh, and why can't 1?"

"Because, if you must know," said Martha, purposeiytal, "Jude
prophesied that this was exactly what would happebhwhen | said
you ought to have the chance, he gave you the ibeh#fe doubt. So
now I'm not making your excuses to him for you. Ylanake them
yourself. You owe him some kind of notice, so yaun ut in the
morning at the clinic as usual and tell him aftexgaf you must."”

"l don't see why any notice is necessary. It'siketan ordinary job.
I'm not being paid, and you can't say | askedtfarain you?"

Martha said firmly, "But | asked for it for you, you owe something
to me. | can't make you go in for duty, of coutag,at least you could
have the grace to drive me to the clinic, sincdata already through
waiting for you to collect me."

Dorrit appeared to waver. "I'm not dressed," she. sa
"Il give you five minutes - "

On the short drive Martha did not press the argunteime felt the
chances of Dorrit's attending the morning's climére slim, and she
was under no illusions that she had won any victeoyth having

when Dorrit alighted from the car with her and wentoody silence
to don her overall. Ben's advice to wield the kigkshad been a



mistake, thought Martha. Dorrit's conviction of h&rortcomings
wasn't to be handled that way. But the right waygletely escaped
her, and only the kind of miracle which didn't happvas going to
prove her judgement of the girl to be surer thaded-

The morning's clinic produced its usual crop of oniio serious
ailments. Jude attended the women patients fiesse gome calcium
Injections for skin troubles, lanced a badly swolltnousemaid's
knee" and was treating his last waiting patierd twrisk scolding for
neglecting a burned hand when another woman sid|ezhrrying a
significant bundle in her arms.

Martha, who knew her for a young mother who hadraktd earlier
with a five-year-old whom Dorrit had soothed to ejude when
everyone else had failed, went over to her andhediche bundle
gently.

"It is your baby who is sick, Khaera bint HamidPiesasked in her
rapidly improving Arabic.

Above the face-veil the woman's dark eyes met W&fess, tabiba.
Thetabib — ?"

"A few minutes, and he will see you," Martha proasisand went to
stand by when Jude signalled that he was readyglitled a vexed
"Tch!" at sight of the stifling wrappings of thermlle, and as he drew
them back from the baby's face, he looked shatglysamother.

"Your baby is very ill indeed, Khaera bint Hamide€$ she can

scarcely breathe, and yet you keep the good am frer! How long
— "

Much of what the woman said in reply escaped Mailua she could
see for herself what was wrong with the baby. Timplng, suffused
skin and roaring, tortured breathing told her eigrere their own



story. This was diphtheria at the stage where toelly swollen
throat tissues threatened to suffocate -

Jude was speaking again. "The child must stay kfeyeu will leave
her in our care, we can help her to breathe ancerhak well again.
But if you do not, she may die. Therefore she rstest."

The woman reached for the baby and took it back. "d$he said.
"Yes!"

"No. | bring her here for you to cure her, as yaved my little Zora.
But if you cannot - "

Jude said patiently, "Listen, Khaera bint Hamidwvé#ts easy to cure
your Zora - she had been eating too many datest Bilt take time
to cure your baby, and if you take her home with gow, Zora may
become ill too; or your husband may, or you your3éie baby must
be helped to breathe again, and quickly, and thisam arrange, | and
thetabib Randall and thé&abiba,if you will let us keep her here."

"You want - until tomorrow, perhaps ?"

"No, longer than that. When she can breathe atane will still be
fever, and this we must watch while it lasts. Bytu will allow me
to prick your arm with my needle, you may come brchear her at
night and watch her yourself while the rest of legg."

The woman hesitated. "And when | am not here? Whmaunst care
for my husband and my little Zora - who will watitte baby then?"

"All of us, but especially th&abiba."

"The tabiba?" The young mother's eyes went first to Martha tihen
beyond her to where Dorrit stood in the backgrowitd the Bedouin
girls. "Thattabiba- the one who is so good and compassionate w



my Zora and the other little ones - she will wathle baby?" she
asked.

Momentarily Jude's face was a study. But his reactvas* instant.
Certainly his glance flicked in Martha's directidmyt at once he
turned and looked back at Dorrit, then told the wam'Yes, that one
- thetabibaRandall - she shall be there."

"Then - " The gesture with which the baby was handack was
infinitely trustful. "I must go now? When am | teturn?"

"At sundown, not before. The child will be bett&en. But first,
Khaera bint Hamid, there must be my needle for'you.

As he spoke Jude snapped a finger and thumb ait,zomd when she
approached, looking her bewilderment, he askedyéHgu been
iImmunized against diphtheria?"

"YeS."

"Then take a look at what's probably your firsthsigf a case," he
said, and put the baby into her arms.

"Oh! How - " Her voice broke in pity, and then Marthasabehind
her, tying on a mask, and she cradled the bahieincg, watching as
Martha prepared its mother's arm for the anti-diphdtic serum and
Jude administered it.

Afterwards matters moved swiftly. The waiting meatipnts were
told "No clinic this morning" and departed withiggsed"Inshallah's

- 'Allah wills it"; Ben was sent for, the theatrasvprepared and the
delicate, relief-giving work of tracheotomy wasdgdo be done.

Dorrit had nursed the baby until it had to be pregafor the
operation, and when Jude was scrubbing up he dadletb him.



"Well, how does it feel to be the instrument oftopgt us our very first
female in-patient ?" he asked her.

Her puzzled glance went from him to Martha, waittoghelp him
into his gown. "Wh - what do you mean?"

"Just that. Don't you realize that it was my pramie Khaera bint
Hamid that you would be taking a turn' with thesadtare of all this
which tipped the scales in our favour?"

"Why, no! | - That is, I didn't know what she wasysg, what was
going on. She wanted mei Not Martha? Me? But why?"

Martha, watching them both, found Jude's smile gogd to see. He
said to Dorrit, "Just one of those things. Seemswogot what it
takes for the mothers of babies to love you ancbelthey can trust
you. So what do you say? Will you come on to a nooress round-
the-clock rota of duty with Martha and the othérs ?

Dorrit's eyes shoneWill 1?" she asked rhetorically.
"Good. Martha shall organize it as soon as we'tdhgojob over."
"Over? What are you going to do ?"

"Nothing very terrible. Open the windpipe and insetube, so that
air passes through that while the child can't Ineat the ordinary
way," Jude told her. "If you think you can takestgand by and watch.
If you can't, better make yourself scarce untivedinished."

Dorrit stood by. Martha guessed she was needindhexll moral
courage to do so, but she did not flinch, and atieds she waylaid
Martha.

"You hadn't told Jude?" she asked.



Martha, her mind preoccupied, echoed blankly, "Thide? Oh, you
mean about your wanting to give up? No."

"Then he needn't know, need he? | mean - now It camt to tell
him. Because if it's true that the baby's mothallyesked for me, it
makes all the difference, makes the whole thingtarliore worth
while somehow. You see," Dorrit added awkwardlycept when
Ben asked me to marry him, | can't remember angaaallywanting
me, singling me out, choosinge before, and | sort of want to - to
keep faith - d'you know?"

Martha smiled. "I know. That's how feeling needegsitake one, |
think - grateful for the chance and set- teeth rdaiteed to be worth
it." She was thinking, but did not say so aloudt tth seemed some
miracles did happen after all.

The word went swiftly round the Bedouin quarteralkha bint Hamid

had left her sick girl-child, night and day, at tiespital, and no harm
had come to it. By Allah's will it was cured andurmed to Khaera.
And now, it was said, there were others who fe&ssl than they did
to put themselves into thabib'sandtabibas'care -

So, slowly but inevitably, the hospital's list ofpatients grew. The
women's ward, primitive as to staffing and equipmas it was,
became a continuing reality, and a month after Kbait Hamid's
baby was discharged, Martha delivered her firstdd@dbaby in the
maternity annexe to it.

In those days it seemed to her that she workebdehours there were
- in the clinic, on house and tent visits, on tharde and in the
practical tutoring of her aides. Everyone else \wedrlas hard, she
knew. But the demanding routine and the savagetbelathe greater



toll of her, and she envied Naomi the buoyant ierstle which took
her out evening after evening on her return froenléiiboratory.

True, Taroued's resources of relaxation were btrichited. But
Naomi went the rounds of the impromptu partiehadil personnel's
guarters, and whenever she was free, rarely lesthiance to jump
any plane which happened to be flying down to Bagidb.

She was impatient of Martha's off-duty lethargy aier
disinclination for parties, of necessity almost Wyhall-male and
which tended to go on too long.

"You're simply playing Jude's game and letting gghaway with it,"
Naomi accused.

Martha, just back for an hour's siesta and withttarotour of duty
before her, flopped into a long rattan chair arldvatd her back to
know the sheer luxury of its support. "Get awayhwithat?" she
asked.

Naomi, lacquer brush at the ready, surveyed thgefimil she was
about to paint. "Why, this pretence of his thatadlus up here, hes
and shes alike, are wrapped in separate little aoxcdabelled

'‘Devotion to the job' and since that's the way laatw it, that's the
way it is."

"l thought the 'No wives, no fiancees' rule was @empany's,"
commented Martha.

"Nominally it is. But if Jude said the word thalitle mixed society
wouldn't be such a bad thing, d'you suppose thepaosnwouldn't
come into line? No, it's Jude's own gimmick for keg us all
nose-down, and if he's so blind as to deceive Hirtisat it works -
for him, any more than for the rest of us - thais too bad, and his
rude awakening is something | don't mean to miss."



Martha caught at a phrase. "What do you mean - diedeives
himself that it works for him?"

Naomi shrugged. "Oh, up here it has to, if only ttee sake of the
example. But he goes down to Bab Magreb, doesi'Ane to Aden
- no?"

"Yes, but - " Martha felt herself flushing, and Maidaughed.

"l see you get the idea," she said. "What's théngebut respected
Chief makes a beeline for the bright lights for s#aene basic reason
as the other men do - for relaxation? Anyway, tisame I'm due for a
week's leave in Aden myself on Saturday, and | Inears flying
down on the same plane. So to prove my point,ytall what: If |
suggest he takes me out to dinner that night aragjrees, I'll see that
we both have a good time. But if he refuses, Wwatlw he probably
has a lot more dubious fish to fry. Want to be¢h&hen | ask him ?"

Martha rose, collected her scattered belongingstembgd tiredly

towards her room. "l don't see that you'll knowthamg of the sort,"
she said. "For instance, had you thought that ¥vaets you to dine
with him, he might prefer to ask you himself? Or diging with

friends ? Or have some professional business ®&' do

Naomi ignored the first two suggestions, fastenedhe third. "My
dear girl, be your age, will you?" she drawled. "tém't touch down
until sunset, and who, | ask you, does businessaity like Aden
after dark?"

As it happened, though Martha was present when Naomher
suggestion to Jude, she was not within earshasa€ply. But across
the room Naomi's cynical smile and turned-down thuwere
significant. Evidently Jude had excused himselidd &aomi was
inviting her to share conclusions which she foumadeful without
knowing why. Later, by a Box and Cox chance whieh hours of



duty sometimes caused, they did not meet againddfaomi left for
Aden, and Jude had gone too.

The next morning Martha woke to a Sunday which,irga\an
emergency, was all hers to use as she liked.

Since Sunday had not the same meaning for the Beslas for the
Europeans, there would be a clinic session as .uBualBen would

deputize for Jude; Dorrit and Ahmadi were helpimg land two of

the Bedouin girls would be responsible for thetligéening duties on
the wards until Martha herself went back for nigaty, with Ahmadi

also sleeping on the hospital premises.

While the morning was still cool she worked a ditth the garden,
grubbing at the soil of a narrow strip beneathittiegalow windows
where a few zinnias and sedalcea struggled fotemds. As she
worked she thought how badly gardens needed |gslengning over
years, and how poor were this one's chances {Tdmpany failed to
strike oil within the next few months.

The desert would encroach on it, snatch it backthEeit nor its
neighbours would outlive the first few dust storie cruel winds.
And the fate of abandoned gardens, empty houseddwe the least
of the tragedy. The hospital too ... all it stood flude's work. Jude's
future. And where would she herself be a year i2sbe wondered.

She had run away from England, from the pain tiflstiing Greg. If
she had to, could she face running back againih@er secret heart,
did she perhaps crave an excuse to go back; torfees of him,
which shouldn't be difficult, in order to test hdar she had grown
away from him or whether she had escaped at all ?

In her waking hours she could tell herself she hadn wise. But
sleeping, there were still the occasional dreamshiof which,



unasked, made him still the dearest reality oflifeeand tore cruelly
at her conscious will to forget him.

When the noon sun became intolerable she took edbegeath the
extended sunblind of the living room window, ate ln@ch there and
settled to write some long- overdue letters home.

She began one to Grace Armour; wrote copiouslyaftime; slowed
up and only realized she was drowsing, cheek od,h@nen her pen
dropped with a clatter on to the table.

She gave up then and lay back, drifting off agdmosat at once,
dreamless until it happened. . . . Until Greg wess¢, nebulous, dim
of outline, but holding out his hand to her, onbyturn away and
laugh when she put out her own to grasp it.

She had the illusion of taking him by the shouldigsng to turn him
about. That was part of the dream. But her desypgitiNo, Greg -
no!" was spoken aloud and woke her to the reatinatnat her face
was wet with tears and that she was no longer alone



CHAPTER IV

Jude stood there watching her, his expression dabda for the
moment before he turned away. To her desolateusedfmind the
movement was strangely inseparable from Greg'syikdaejection
of her. Momentarily she was as much hurt by ondfgrénce as by
the other. But Jude's gave her the chance to kaaeihy the welling
tears and to steady her voice to say, "l didn'tkkgiou were there. I'd
fallen asleep and had a horrible dream - "

He turned to face her. "So | gathered," he said,mused. "Do you
want to talk about it? Work it out of your systettZsometimes
helps."

She shook her head. "No . . . it's fading. It wiasery clear."

"As you like." He was looking up at the canvas lo¢ tsunblind.
"That's not enough protection at this time of dayou're going to
sleep at siesta time you should lie down on yodrureler your net."

She indicated the sheets of her letter to Gracead supposed to be
writing letters. | slept late this morning and ¢idit mean to drop off."
Controlled now, she added, "I thought you wouldl b in Aden.
When did you get back?"

"We touched down half an hour ago. I'd done whaemt for and |
meant to come back today. And when Sellars, who pviaging,
mentioned that the padre from Bab-Magreb was du@igpnorning
for his monthly visit to Base, it occurred to mattiiou might care for
me to drive you over for Evensong at four."

"I'd like that very much."

"Then get whatever approximates to your bonnetvegitl be on our
way. I'll wait for you in the car."”



Base, some miles east of Taroued, was an encampwofen
maintenance workshops, store sheds and hangaupegr@bout the
airstrip. A large mess hall had been adapted asnadrary chapel,
and when Jude and Martha arrived, about a hundred had
assembled for the service. The sweet, familiar warfdthe prayers,
the unaccompanied hymns and the short sermon wieah straight
to the heart of the problems of exiled men, allmigch for Martha's
depression after her dream, and when they cangheuhanked Jude
warmly for bringing her.

"I hoped you might enjoy it," he said. "l always. @eems we're not
the only ones either. Once the word goes roundabeamps that it's
Padre Dobson's Sunday, nothing short of a findlafleich couldn't
be checked would keep the men away. Come and heeBtidre, and
then" - he looked at his watch - "when are you clueluty?"

"At ten. Dorrit will drive me and | planned to sfeéor a couple of
hours first."

"Well, I'll get you back in time. But if you haveret explored any of
the Tarjol, we might drive up through the Wadi Gled far as the
road goes. The view up there is worth seeing, amtewou're here
we mustn't cheat you of such scenery as there is."

To reach the long valley through the foothills trekyrted Taroued
and began to climb by way of a twisting stony redtere the only
signs of life were the lean hares which were stdrbly the car and the
partridges no bigger than song-thrushes which meekally at the
sparse vegetation of the verges.

For some miles Jude concentrated on the road &ncketharks they
exchanged were punctuated by long silences. Theaide"Tell me,
how much gossip have you heard about our chancesirgival,

supposing Murray and his team don't find before @wmnmpany's
concession runs out?"



Surprised by the question, Martha said, "Some. Why7act, talk
came round to the subject all too frequently farlheng.

"Because," Jude said, "l want you to scotch anyhgar in future and
refrain from passing it on. Our chances are dfily-fifty - either
Murray will strike oil or he won't, and until zefmur we've got to
think success, for the simple reason that we datenk failure."

"Daren't?" Martha echoed.

"Too strong, you think?" He shook his head. "Ittidoelieve me. Let
a breath get round the markets of the Quartentieaaren't here for
good, that we are only using our patients as gumgs before
moving on, and while their trust of us is stillamazor's edge, we can
say goodbye to the lot of them overnight. And nmdydo the patients,
but to any staff - orderlies and so on - we maydrteeecruit. Do you
see ?"

"Yes, of course."

"Good. Meanwhile,” Jude went on, "we can't blink flact that if
Murray can't show results, both the Base and tpitad's future will
be at the mercy of Sheikh Seiyid Alim. So last mjgiith Murray's
blessing, | bearded the gentleman on the subject.”

"Last night?"

"Yes. I'd asked an audience of him at his Aden ttmwnse. That's
what took me down there - What's the matter?" hakdéroff as
Martha audibly caught her breath.

(Impossible to explain, even to herself, that stdbrelief that
Naomi's hints as to his errand had been wrong.}HiNg," she told
him. "What did the Sheikh say?"



"A great deal in his most suave vein. He invitedtmdine with him
and to stay the night in his private apartmentst B8 intended |
should get the message that he wasn't in the cainoegranting
business for his health, and it's anyone's guess\akether or not |
made my point about the hospital's dependencesaehewing when
the time comes."

"But if he cares for his people at all, surely hestmappreciate what
you are trying to do for them and what it would méfethe hospital
had to close down when the Company moves out, lilag to ?"
Martha protested.

Jude spread a hand. "You'd think so. And if he dbesderstand the
position, then my Arabic isn't as dynamic as | gtatuit. But he'll stall
all the same. The East, as you probably know framur yfather,
doesn't have much use for the straight answer."

"Does the Sheikh live all the time in Aden?"
"No, he has another house in Bab Magreb."

"I meant, does he ever travel round his Sheikhd®o@s he ever
come to Taroued?"

"He hasn't been in my time, though he tells medbkat young man he
hunted ibex through every valley for miles arouwdhy, are you
thinking he could do worse than come to see forskiinwvhat we're
doing?"

"Well, wouldn't it be a good thing if he did?"

"It would indeed. I'd had the same idea myself -getting the
Company to invite him to inspect Base and of layamga kind of
Open Day at the hospital for him. He would probatdyne if we
spread ourselves on ceremonial and unrolled enmdybarpet. Yes,



I'll put it up to Murray and Dumont and we'll tatkout. Meanwhile -
" Jude nodded ahead, "this is the end of our Bagond this it's only
mule-tracks. But if you like to get out and lookckand down, you'll
get a good view of Taroued and the way we've come."

They alighted and went to stand on a jutting sfieth which it was
possible on one side for the eye to follow the oitobg road almost
all the way down to Taroued, nestling in the shettethe lower
slopes. At that distance it looked frail and vuaige, a mere shanty
town at the pitiless mercy of the desert.

On the other side of the shelf the terrain stegpedown by jagged
levels to a heat-misted emptiness which might Heaen anything.
Clouds below an aircraft had the same bafflingpsting quality,
thought Martha as she watched Jude adjusting ang bswoculars
on the mist to no purpose.

"Believe it or not,” he said, pointing, “"there's lavel of
moor-cum-marsh down there."

"Marsh? | didn't realize these regions knew themmepof the word!"

"Where else do you suppose we breed our finer mat@wsquitoes?"
he retorted. "No, the curiosity is that the Beldéang - that area -
should be so high and still pocket so much stagnmemsture. | was
hoping to get a sight of it from up here through tilasses to see
whether the summer rains have done anything tafloout. But |
doubt if they've been heavy enough this year."

As he spoke he was putting away the binoculamgislg the case
around on to his back. " 'Know your enemy'," hetgdo"I'm going

down. If I'm right and the place is a hotbed ofystant pools, the oill
boys must get cracking on it as soon as may be."

"What can they do?"



"Well, though they haven't found oil for themselyed, they have
gear for spraying crude oil on the surface of stdter; the mosquito
larvae come up to breathe, the breathing porewititl oil and-finis
for that brood." He paused and looked about hinau'e not afraid
to be left with the view for company until | getdba?"

"Of course not."

She watched him go, a tanned, muscular figure enuthiform of

every European in Taroued - shorts, open- necked shd

rope-soled sandals. Once she thought he lookeddipteaight at her
and she waved to him. But he climbed on down unhgeaghtil the

mist swallowed him. Then she crossed the shelbfmther look at
Taroued and afterwards set out to explore the tvelwkh climbed

easily to the next level, from which she could labiectly down to

the parked car and out and down on her left toadribe last sights
she would have expected.

Flowers. Tall cosmos, golden-rod, moon daisies ey thgrew in
terraced profusion as if their seeds had foughirminwg battle with
cactus and thorn for every inch of fertile soil beted between one
harsh rock and the next.

Hungry, these many weeks, for such colour and dgusivth, Martha
stared, calculating the hazards of climbing dowd gathering an
armful before Jude returned.

From where she stood the ground fell away in apsthep. But
though there was no path in sight, there were $grygbants for a
handhold and boulders to act as a brace for theSae began to step
down crabwise, testing each sideways step befereggher weight
to that foot. Once some loose scree betrayed heesla@ had to let
herself go, half running, half slithering into thee of a waist-high
boulder.



She leaned against it, getting her breath befarading it. On that

last scurry into its shelter she had caught attusglant or two and,
aware of an odd sensation in her palms and fingés,glanced at
them to see a crop of minute hairs adhering to tiNathing to worry

about. They were only hairs, not thorns. Scrubleghands on her
skirt, she left her boulder and a minute laterwhe plucking at the
resistant stalks of the flowers.

She was less heeding of her balance as she gatloeaeding her
spoils in the crook of one arm. She had enough 1®we. must go
back. She straightened, felt the quick throb ofigerfrom stooping -
and saw the yawning fissure that had been hiddeth&yflowers'
foliage a split second too late to save hersethfio

She swayed, arms windmilling, flowers scatteringe her false
step where nothing was took her down . . . downfeset, eight feet
and more until she touched bottom where the fisSt4el inward.
Down there she had scarcely room to turn; one wfalier prison
faced her, the other was at her back, and the tenal which she had
fallen was a good foot beyond the uttermost strefdier arms.

Shocked and frightened, she waited for a few msutaen she tried
to knee and claw her way upward. But her fingesnailly rasped
fruitlessly and she had to abandon the attempt.hdads too, from
prickling hotly, had begun to turn painful, and sheught they were
swelling. She rubbed them together and again onsket for
comfort, and wished with all her heart that it hadm be Jude who
would be forced to search for her and rescue ber & folly she need
not have blundered into.

How long had he meant to be away? He hadn't sadniie did not
find her by the car, he would look for her and ghoo doubt. But
would her answer carry to him? She tried a tergatadl, but the thin
mountain air only carried it away, and there wathimg for it then
but to wait and strain her ears for Jude's coming.



She heard him at last, calling her name, sharptyriedly, from the
track, and then he was above her, treading thergraleth through
which she had crashed, and kneeling at the edfeeaift, looking
down at her.

"Martha - what the devil? Are you hurt?"

"No, only a bit shaken. It was the flowers. | wahtkem, and | never
saw this until | stepped into it," she said lamely.

"Stepped into it! Famous last words - you mighténévoken your
back. These slopes are riddled with this kind aftfaand when | left
you | credited you with more sense than to starirshg down the
nearest rock face alone."

"l told you -1 wanted the flowers." Shock was havits way with
her, and to her chagrin she heard her voice quwethe edge of
nervous tears.

Jude said, "Tcha - !I" and then was scuffling intprane position,
reaching over the edge to her. "Give me your hamisknee your
way as far as you can, to give me enough purclodsaul you up,” he
ordered.

But his iron grip on her swollen hands was too ntiodhear, and after
a second or two of exquisite agony she had to virérez and fall
back.

"l - can't do it. My hands - "

He knelt back on his heels. "Take a rest and wellagain,” he
advised.

She shook her head. "I still couldn't, I'm afrdidion't know what's
happened, but my hands feel as if they'd been adnagw."



"Then we'd better try a rope. I've got one in tae"c

Sooner than she hoped he was back, making a lodpeinope,
passing it down to her and belaying the other endd a boulder.

"Sit in the loop and hold on above the knot,"” hdeoed. "I'll haul
until you're level with the edge, and if you cam@&ge to hang on for
a second and take the weight off the rope, I'iblyelu over."

She "hung on" by digging her elbows into the edgenvshe came
level with it. Then, his hands on her waist, he \Wwalping her to
scramble to her feet and, still holding her, watcher closely as she
straightened and found her balance.

"All right?"

Her mouth lifted wryly. "Yes. | supposewaspretty idiotic of me,
wasn't it?"

"It was," he agreed dryly. "Don't try conclusionghwthe Tarjol again
until you're mountaineer enough to test every befpre you make it.
But now for these hands of yours. What's wrong witm?>"

As he spoke he took them both in his, turned thalmmupward and
uttered a smothered exclamation. He jerked his la¢dlde nearest
cactus. "l suppose you used some of those thinga fandhold as
you came down? And scrubbed hard at your handsas &s they
began to smart?"

"Yes, but | hadn't pricked them - only collectetbaof tiny hairs.
Those,"she nodded at a few which still adhered to heyditips.

"Exactly. But 'those' happen to be the troublemfrtihat particular
species, they're poisonous. Sit down, will youn?doing to have to
pull out as many as you haven't successfully rubdbeaeath the



surface of your skin, and down below you'll havéh&we a shot of
penicillin to localize the septicaemia set up b tést."

When she sat he knelt and with meticulous gentie s@rked over
every inch of her hands from fingertips to wridiss touch was as
coolly clinical as was his murmured "Sorry" whemnand again she
winced, and there was nothing . . . nothing at\adirtha told herself,
which could explain or excuse the sudden racinigeofpulses at his
nearness.

It was only memory, of course. iad to be only memory of how,
alone with Greg and as close to him, it would hageded no more
than a light endearment from either of them to tddeam into each
other's arms. For there wasn't any parallel. Juale a8 emotionally
unaware of her as of any other patient, and it slaser heady
madness of her thoughts to use the same wavel@rgtim as they
had done for Greg. A secret madness that didniwsBat madness,
for all that; as unreal as a mirage and about getyeaf reward.

Satisfied at last that he had done all he couldhar hands, Jude
helped her to her feet and guided their way badkedrack and the
car. She was touched and grateful when, on the agtopped to
gather more flowers for her; she had delayed tregiirn enough
already, she told him, adding, "I shan't managehhmore than a
catnap before | go on duty."

"On duty - with your hands in that state?" He shbiskhead. "On the
contrary, you're getting your penicillin as soonvwas get back, and
then you're going off to bed for eight hours stnaighe told her.

"But | must!" she protested. "Dorrit has been oa ttinic today.
Jahra and Nura must go off, and Mina can't be dnaone - "

"She needn't go on at all. I'll sleep at the hasprtyself." His tone
allowed for no argument, and a minute or two l&krchanged the



subject by asking, "By the way, | suppose you'enbgaiting to hear
me eat my own words in the matter of young Dowit?ight - seems
you were a better judge of her than | was. Wilt tha?"

Martha smiled. "It would, handsomely, if | had be&ht and you
had been wrong."

"Well, wasn't I?"

"Not altogether. At first Dorrit didn't want you tmow this, but |

doubt if she could care less, now that she's so,keaid Martha, and
went on to remind him of the incident which had sedi Dorrit's

change of heart.

"Well, it seems to have had a lasting effect. Batlishe needed was
to feel wanted, I'd have thought Ben's four-squdeeotion would
have done that for her," was Jude's comment.

"You'd think so," Martha agreed. "But | gather $tael managed to
persuade herself he could only have married heofopity."

"Pity? A healthy young animal like Ben? NonsensehyWone
wonders, must women distrust any motives that taspelled out for
them, letter by letter? For instance, a job likeol@d and romance
don't mix. Besides being my view, it's an unwritterww of the
Company's. But when Ben wanted to marry Dorrit, rogle
roughshod over both, and if that doesn't say angtto her about his
strength of purpose, it should. What's more, irtst#adoubting Ben,
she could employ her time better by proving theofais wrong."

"Ah, but would you - or the Company - admit itlifescould?" Martha
countered.



"Why not? As long as Ben shows he can keep hisoaythe ball
while he's on the job, he and Dorrit can go aslgosimestic as they
please."

"But not the rest of the men? Not... you?"

"The rest of the men are the Company's businessyam may be
sure it knows what it's about when it rules they stingle for the term
of their contract. As for myself" - Jude paused ahdugged - "I'll
cross the bridge of a clash between Taroued andagarwhen |
come to it."

"And if you have to lose this Taroued, there wal dthers for you?"

His chin jutted. "That is the kind of subversivéktBve warned you

against. I've told you, I'm not interested in tlesgbility of losing

this one until I've actually lost it. But if | mustyes, almost certainly
there'll be others for me."

It was an answer which seemed to take him mileyalaady, and
into a time and a world she would not know.

The penicillin did its work on her hands and shektduty again
twenty-four hours later, none the worse for the ezigmce. The
bungalow, free of Naomi's mercurial presence, wasoge restful
place. But she returned the following Saturdayglassily poised as
ever, with a week of riding, swimming and golf, anghtlong Aden
parties behind her.

Over their first meal together she mused to Marthayonder how
our respected Chief spent his weekend in the Big &ter all? I'd
give a lot to know which particulasoite he favours. But naturally
he's not telling."



To that, not without satisfaction, Martha said, "Blgent his one
evening in Aden dining with the Sheikh, and mordlef next day
than he bargained for winklingeout of a chasm on the Tarjol."

Naomi's brows arched. "Good heavens! How come ?"

When Martha told her how, she commented, "Judsthave been
pleased with you! What sized rocket did you coffect

"No bigger than | deserved. In fact, not much ofoaket at all,
considering the nuisance I'd made of myself. And awtually
gathered some more flowers for me before he braughtome," said
Martha.

"Well, I must say Jude picking buttercups and @sisor anyone is a

sight | hate to have missed," Naom drawled. "Buti®/same token,

as he has never takeretete-a-tete up the Tarjol, | suppose | shoul
now ask myself what S.A. have you got that | ha®én’

Martha said dryly, "I don't think you need bothetrid knew from
Naomi's short laugh that she agreed she needn't.

That was Naomi, relaxed, urbane, coolly friendligeile was another
Naomi, crisp, shrewd and efficient, in the laboratoAnd yet
another, far less likeable, as Martha was to redbefore the next
week was out.

Naomi broke the storm by coming to the clinic onermmg after
Jude had gone on his rounds and Martha was digedfima's
clearing up. Naomi was set-faced as Martha hadrngteseen her,
and she lost no time in voicing the accusationgsldecome to make.

"Look," she began with a false air of tolerance;dh appreciate that,
just because Jude asked you out for a pleasana@inadir, you may
think you're the kingpin with him. But all the sanwehat do you



mean by running to him with this story of my refugiyou the use of
the lab for your nursing pep talks to the aides ?"

Martha drew herself up. "I hawvetrun to Jude with any such story!"
she denied.

"Then who has? How does he know anything about it?"
"I haven't an idea, unless Ben told him," Marthizefd.
"Ben didn't-"

"Then | wouldn't know. Dorrit, perhaps. But anywdgt's get it

straight. | know you made some difficulties about asing the lab
for lectures, because Ben told me as much. Butrasts with Ben -
or with Jude - to give us permission, you havdret say-so either
way, have you?" Martha pointed out.

Naomi snapped, "Apparently not, if Ben gave you gineen light
without consulting me. But that hasn't stopped Dar whoever
making trouble for me with Jude. He came to the l&di night,
flaming at all four corners, and tried to tell meaetly where | got
off."

"Well, I'm sorry," said Martha. "If it was Dorrignd it must have
been, I'll have a word with her, or ask Ben to."

"Which is going to help the point at issue a latust say! How do
you suggest Ben and | are supposed to run a résledrwith you and
your hordes of adolescents swarming round us ?"

"With Dorrit, three aides and four boy orderliedararely all at
once," Martha commented evenly. "Naturally too, steuldn't be
there when you or Ben are carrying out path. wait there isn't
anywhere else where | can show the necessary drattdiagrams,



and it was Ben's idea that it would also do thelot af good to see
what a few million germs look like under the miarope."”

Naomi sneered, "I daresay they'll be all eager,ey@d not least for
any handy drugs they think they can flog in thekadt

"What nonsense! Every one of them is trustworthegyll never be
alone in the lab, and surely neither you nor Bevdedrugs lying
about ?"

"We still have to use them, and up till now we hawvlad to worry
about the odd cupboard door left unlocked for aut@nor two.
However" - Naomi turned on her heel - "if any dorgissing it'll be
your headache. And you can tell Dorrit from me tHhtccept her
apology any time she likes."

But Dorrit remained unrepentant, claiming that abii's persuasion
Ben had begun to have second thoughts againstiieens.

"And if that didn't justify my getting Jude to O.K, what did?" she
wanted to know.

So, though Martha's tutoring went ahead in therktiooy, it made for
almost as strained relations between herself armhiNas already
existed between Naomi and Dorrit. Mainly throughrids fault,
Martha had to admit. For something about Naomi ektm bring out
the worst in the younger girl, and not least wasriDofuriated by
Naomi's aloof contempt for the hostility Dorrit édunot hide. A
hostility which, a week or two after their latetish, took her to the
point of an accusation for which she had no shifeeivimence and
which, when Martha appeared on the scene in midngh, Naomi
was demolishing with obvious enjoyment.

"Must | repeat that | couldn't be bothered to hatchaffair with
Ben?" she was asking.



"And if you aren't, why are you going back to thb five nights out
of seven lately? Oare you both at the lab all die time, | wonder?’
Dorrit accused wildly.

Naomi watched one of her cigarette's smoke-ringdewi and
dissolve. "Why don't you ask Ben?" she suggested.

Martha took a hand. "Don't bait her," she admordddaomi. And of

Dorrit she asked, "Why pretend Ben hasn't told yode thinks he
has tracked down the local source of the bilhagpidemic that took
hold in the Quarter during the summer, and thatdked Ben to go all
out with the research on it?"

Dorrit admitted sulkily, "Well, of course | knowdlis what takes Ben
back to the lab. But why dostiego along too?" ,,

"Maybe," offered Naomi, falsely sweet, "it's becaulisn funny that
way and | get a kick from holding hands with Benrtlw frail light of
a Bunsen burner. It couldn't of course be becagseni@eds me there
when he's on research, could it?"

"All right," Dorrit allowed. "But where do you gonoafterwards?
Trust you not to finish off on evening without getting in @ome
party somewhere! Last night, for instance, Ben cdmme just
around midnight, and | suppose you were both indbepeering at
snail sections or something until then?"

"But last night," put in Martha, "Naomi wasn't oatyd | happen to
know Jude and Ben had their heads down, discussngg
arrangements for the Sheikh's visit. Ben must halkeyou that too,
Dorrit."

"l didn't see him before he went out. And when las w0 late back,
we had a row and | wasn't going to ask him. But tirs only one
night - " Dorrit rounded again on Naomi. "Of coutdaow Ben isn't



really interested in you, except that he thinks'sea good scientist
and that you've got all sorts of know-how | havdsiit you'd like to

line him up along with all the other available mgrmu manage to
collect, wouldn't you? What's more, | wouldn't pupast you to

imagine you could have Jude dangling too! Yes, elgte. Why

don't you try training your sights on him as well?"

Naomi affected gratitude for the suggestion.

"Thanks, pal. It's an idea. Perhaps | may, at'tshg said, her glance
sliding to Martha and back again to Dorrit's inahgace. "Perhaps |
may."

"Well, do let me wish you luck," Dorrit jeered.

"And what," posed Naomi unanswerably, "makes yonktth need
luck to get any man | want? Even - I'm quoting ydear! - the
monastic Jude!"



CHAPTER YV

Sheikh Seiyid Alim had chosen to make his cerenowist to
Taroued by road from Bab Magreb, rather than bfram Aden. The
Desert Patrol was to escort his retinue as fanagtiard post, where
Jude and Ben and the chief seismologist would meetving soon
after sunrise in order to do so. The Sheikh wasgpect the hospital
first, then the base camp, and be driven out tachvabme of the
nearest soundings. That night he would sleep uxary version of
the traditional Bedouin tent, sent ahead and edldctethe purpose,
and had invited the oil chiefs and the hospitatpenel to dine with
him there.

Martha, who had taken night duty the previous nigtad asked
Dorrit to clock in especially early, so that aletessential ward work
could be finished before the great man arrived, eretything was
well in hand when Dorrit came to say that the Bewalgirls' landlady

wanted to see Martha.

"She asked for Jude first, and for you when | to¢d neither he nor
Ben were here. | don't know what's the mattershats all of a dither,
wringing her hands and muttering, and she's begng;rl think,"
said Dorrit.

"Crying? For goodness' sake, there's nothing wreitlg any of the
girls, is there?" worried Martha.

"There can't be, with either Mina or Jahra. Themeawith the old
girl and they're getting into uniform now. Comehak of it though,"
Dorrit pondered, "they were both looking ratherpag, and Nura
hasn't shown up."

"She wasn't supposed to. She did all-day duty yeémsyeand she's off
until noon." Martha put aside what she was doingj i@se. "But I'd



better see Kalifa Fatma, | suppose, though | onjyehmy Arabic is
equal to understanding what it's all about."

She was to find that Dorrit had not exaggeratedubman's distress.
She refused to sit at Martha's invitation and stedtth bent head,
ceaselessly wringing her hands and only whimpenngeply to
Martha's tentative questions.

Martha tried asking whether Nura had been takewlfiether Kalifa
Fatma herself was ill, what other trouble she migtwte at home - all
without result at first. But Martha persevered, gradually the story
emerged.

Nura had run away, without telling even her sist@ere she was
going or why. She had slept in her bed, but muse Ishipped from
the room the three girls shared while Kalifa Fatmaa gone to the
communal well to fetch water. That had been at light, and Nura
had not returned since.

"But what makes you think she has run away?" askadha. "Why
should she not have gone to the market to buy $onggtor to a
friend's house?"

Kalifa Fatma shook her head. Her charges knew mingst not visit
the market alone, and already she, Mina and Jaluadetween them,
inquired for Nura of all their neighbours.

"And if she has run away from you, you do not knelay she should
do such a thing?" pressed Martha. "Had you scolded for
something, perhaps?"

But no, she had not been scolded. Nura was a gdodilgey were all
good girls. There was no reason for her flight, weeman claimed,
except that last night Nura had been unhappy.



"Unhappy ? How do you know?"

"She weeps. She does not tell what her sorromissBe weeps, and
this morning she is gontshallah."

Baffled, Martha sent Dorrit for Mina and Jahra. Biiitough
guestioning them was easier going, both denied Mat@a had
confided in them.

"But last night she was afraid," offered Jahra ghyl
"Afraid? Of what? Of whom?" asked Martha.
"I do not know,tabiba."

"And before we slept she asked me how far away wezeOuter
Tents, and | told her | did not know," said Mina.

"The Outer Tents?" Martha and Dorrit, knowing thiemthe furthest
outlying Bedouin encampment, some twenty-five milgsst of

Taroued, looked their perplexity at each other, iamehs Jahra who
proffered a clue to her sister's question.

"We have a relation, an uncle, who lives in thee€ddentstabiba."
"Then if Nura was really unhappy or afraid, it'spible - "

"- that she may be trying to get out to this ungtay think?" put in
Dorrit as Martha broke off.

"Well, don't you? From her having asked Mina howitfavas?"
"But how would she go ?"

"She would have to walk. There's no other way."



"Walk? Twenty-five miles? Under that sun? She'd neveremtik

"l know." The picture of the child's lonely figureudging doggedly
towards a goal she might never reach before shapseld from heat
exhaustion, was one from which Martha shrank. Saecgd at her
watch, calculating times, then said to Dorrit, "kpon the off-chance
that that's where she has gone, I'm going aftenfheu'll drive me."

"Now?" Dorrit looked at her own watch. "But thesn't time! The
Sheikh - "

"I've thought of that. But | can't see that I'vey @hoice. There's just a
chance that if Nura hasn't got very far we miglhtlggek in time. If
not, we've got to pray that the Sheikh's party wamtive on
schedule."

"Right." Dorrit nodded doubtful agreement and weat to the car

while Martha, after explaining their mission to KalFatma, sent her
home and collected flasks of water and some foot\tra from the

hospital stores.

She and Dorrit briefly debated whether they shdukt tour the
market booths. But there a European car alwayacéti too much
well-meant attention, and even if Nura were thereyas fairly
hopeless to find her in the milling mass of humamihich crowded
the market at that hour. Instead they took to taaly discussing as
they went what panic of fear or trouble could htalen the girl in
such headlong flight. But nothing emerged. OnceriDeaid, "You
know, this could be the wild-goose chase of alletirBhe might be
anywhere even trying to head back to Bab Magreb."

But to that Martha said, "I doubt it. Even she mhste realized she
hadn't a hope of getting there. No, lacking angofointer, I'm sure
we were right to follow up the hint about her untle



After that they were silent, straining their eydsead and neither
caring to voice their deeper misgivings for Nur@awNand again on
the outskirts of the town they had stopped to fakything had been
seen of her. But nothing had, and now it seemeyl weze the only

travellers along the narrow scree track which stagethe road to the
Outer Tents.

Already they had gone much further than they hddutsted they

might have to, and both realized how precious twaes escaping
them. But suddenly, just as Martha was about tatatiat their quest
was hopeless and they must abandon it, she spddited crouched at
the track side in the meagre shade of a thorn thestthead dropped
almost to her knees and one hand limply claspiegdhigh stick she
must have cut to help her on her way.

As the car approached and slowed, she looked apljrginher eyes,
then scrambled to her feet and began to run. WAtdiids they caught
up with her, and Martha was out of the car, takivey by the

shoulders and turning her gently about.

"Nura! Where were you going? Why did you run away?"

At their work none of the girls wore native drdsgt for some reason
Nura had reverted to it for her flight, and abadve skimpy face-veil
her eyes were dark with the terror of a small ahahbay. She stirred
her shoulders beneath Martha's firm hold, but stiendt reply until
Martha had repeated her question.

Then she said, "I must run from tkebibawho is angry. If | stay,
terrible things will happen to me. She said so.réfege [ go - "

"The tabiba? Which one, Nura?"

"The tabibaTroy."



"Naomi?" Martha exchanged a puzzled glance with Dorriththe
asked Nura, "Why was$abibaTroy angry with you?"

"She says | take rich things from the room where ahdTabib
Randall work. | do not see rich things and | dotaé&e them. But she
says yes, and that she will make much trouble ferwrith Tabib
Tarleton. So | go," the child repeated.

"When was this?"
"Today."

"Today? Oh!" Martha had remembered the Arab cusiboounting

each day's date from sunset to sunset. "It must haen last night,”
she explained in an aside to Dorrit, and the réshNura's story
confirmed this.

Painfully, punctuated by gulping sobs, it came out.

The previous evening, before going off duty, Nuaa lgone as usual
to return the drug basket to the laboratory. Onilynahe would leave
it outside the locked door, but finding this opdre f1ad taken the
basket inside and was leaving when Naomi had carteeaccuse her
of loitering and of having taken something valuabMura was not
clear what - from one of the work benches.

Nura asserted she had begged Naomi to searcmimqaf that she
was concealing nothing. But Naomi had contenteddiewith the
threat that she would hear more of the matter hathen dismissed
her. And as she had thought no one would believahecent in face
of Naomi's word against her, she had decided duhagight to run
for sanctuary to the only blood relation, excepirdawhom she had.

Her pathetic story told, at first she resistedtlafl girls' persuasion
that she would not be in trouble if she went baik them. Knowing



they must not appear as her gaolers, they agresdatiight not to
force her, and though by now time meant everythainghem, they
merely pointed out that in resting in the car wisiee ate and drank,
she was committing herself to nothing. But at Mista was prepared
to allow that she owed it to Jahra and kind, warkalifa Fatma to
go back, and they were able to set out on theatbelreturn journey.

"Naomi!" spat Dorrit. "How on earth did she hope to make
accusation like that stick? And what was she clagmniNura had
stolen?"

"I don't know. Drugs, | suppose. And I've an idesdld Martha
slowly, "that it was as much a move against you iredas it was
against Nura."

"You mean because of that fuss about your using ldbe for
tutoring?"

"Yes. It didn't help when you wouldn't apologize fappealing to
Jude about it, and Naomi probably saw this as a twgyove her
point to him."

"You're suggesting she may have deliberately lard@for Nura by
going out and leaving the door ajar?"

"I'd hate to think so. No, | only meant she sawdience of pointing
the obvious moral when she found Nura in the labeal’

Dorrit laughed shortly. "Hah! | wonder -?" As slasMartha glance
yet again at her watch she broke off to ask, "lpsge you left a
message for Jude, saying where we had gone ?"

Martha nodded. "Mina knew, and | told her to telld¥i as soon as
she arrived, if she wasn't in the lab already."



"And are we going to make it?"

"Not a hope now, I'm afraid. Certainly not in tirfe the Sheikh's
arrival. We're over an hour behind the deadlinsétfor our getting
back, and as his tour of the hospital was dueke & hour, we're
going to be lucky if we're even there for the ehd.b

"Which Jude isn't going to like a little tiny bitsaid Dorrit.

In order to avoid the delay of dropping Nura at laadlady's house,
they took her on to the hospital. But that theakltnad not held was
only too evident when Ahmadi came out to meet thanthe
forecourt and to confirm that the Sheikh's pargoamepanied by both
doctors had left for the base camp a quarter d¢foam earlier-? And
Tabib Tarleton had shown himself very ill pleased oveabiba
Shore's absence, Ahmadi volunteered.

"But he heard where we had gone and why? Miss Wwayld have
told him?" Martha queried.

It appeared, however, that only Jude's displedsadlgegistered with
Ahmadi, and Naomi, when Martha went in search of ¢iel nothing
to allay her misgivings.

Naomi said coolly, "How could I tell Jude any manan | gathered
from Mina - that you and Dorrit had chosen to gb afi some
harebrained search for Nura, just because shethadmed up for
duty ?"

"Not because she hadn't reported,” Martha correcteecdise she
had run away in the small hours, too frighteneddiatiessed even to
confide in Jahra. And | should think you, of allopée, should have
been able to tell Jude what had made her as dés@erghat.”



Naomi's brows lifted. "1? Are you suggesting shaktberself off, just
because I'd read the Riot Act when | found hermgsound the lab
last night?"

"You did more than scold her. You accused that geared child of
stealing from the lab, though she hasn't a clueaghat she was
supposed to have taken, and she even offeredyouetearch her, in
proof that she was innocent!"

"Which | was to deduce from the gabble of Arabicwhich she
treated me, | suppose? And isn't that exactly wbald expect her to
say, if she had been lifting stuff?"

"If she had!" Martha pounced on the phrase. "You mnyeanknew
she hadn't taken anything when you accused her?"

Naomi urged impatiently, "Oh, be your age. Of ceurdidn't know

then. The kid was there; | thought an unbroken dba thousand
sulphonamides had been on the bench when I'dheftatb a while
earlier. So | accused her - who wouldn't? It wasntil later that |

found Ben must have put the things into the drygboard before he
left."

"And you realized your mistake - when?"
"Last night."
"And did nothing to put it right with Nura?"

"What could | do? She had gone off duty by thend Aow was | to
know she was going to run berserk like that?"

"You must have known how badly you had frightenedl. But |
daresay you meant to."



"At the time | did indeed. What's more, | didn'healer it would hurt
her to stew until this morning, when the whole thaould be cleared

up.'

"And though telling Jude this might have gone alevay to make
him understand why Dorrit and | hared off as we, giml didn't tell
him any of it?"

Naomi shrugged. "When he asked where you weratdiog/ didn't
buttonhole him and reel it all off in front of H&heikh-ship. | simply
told him what | had heard from Mina and they calrae with the
inspection of the clinic and the wards without yBut if it will help,
I'll see Jude and Confess All before he has yothemrarpet about it."

Martha said coldly, "Thanks, even if it is a bitelanow."

"You're welcome," said Naomi airily. "And to jud@g our respected
Chief's expression when he found one of his sestaff gone
A.W.O.L. today of all days, the case for the de&erisclikely to need
all the boost it can get." ...

Before the inevitable interview with Jude Marthal In@ illusions that
it would be an easy one. But she was unprepardtiédosharpness of
his condemnation of her reaction to the morning8sc

Yes, he said, Naomi had now admitted her part e dffair. But

though she should have been more guarded in hesatoen of Nura,
he was accepting that she had sincerely believédtkeatme that she
had caught a thief redhanded.

"Naomi tells me she came on duty this morning \@NRry intention
of making amends for her mistake. So that letobéerAnd now," he
invited, coldly, "since you knew the particular ionfance of your



being on hand today, perhaps you can explain why diopped
everything and went off yourself on this rescuerapen of Nura?"

Martha said, "I'm sorry. | suppose it must lookweresponsible to
you. But at the time it seemed the only thing toatad | did it."

"Merely on the thread of the question you say Nasked of Mina
about the Outer Tents ?"

"It was the only clue we had as to where she nighe gone, "and
someone had to act on it," she pointed out.

"But why you - in the headlong way you did? Why hatve sent
Dorrit with an orderly or have radioed Base forearsh jeep to go
out?"

"Because | didn't know whether they would send dhthere had

been any argument it meant more delay where Nusaceacerned.
Besides, if we found her, | thought | was probahky best person to
persuade her to come back. Dorrit hasn't enoughbiéyrand Nura

almost certainly wouldn't have listened to onehef boys."

"And | suppose you would plead that when you sétyou thought
you could do all this in the time you had beforewese due with the
Sheikh's party?"

Martha hesitated. Then, resolved that not for as@time would she
bid for his approval at the price of her honedty said, "I - hoped we
could. But - "

"But what?"

"Just that | ought to tell you that, however litlme | had had, I'm
fairly sure | should still have acted as | did."



"Even though you knew the importance | set on yming here when
the Sheikh came at my invitation? On our being &Ehow him the
hospital in acdon with a full muster of staff ortyf2i' Jude demanded.

She raised troubled eyes to his. "If it meant saWura an hour's
distress or bewilderment she needn't suffer-yes."

"l see." He studied her for a long moment. "And gon't regard that
as a pretty odd interpretation of your duty to rie?act on a single
impulse of ill- informed pity and let any long-terronsequences to
the hospital go hang?"

"It wasn't a spur-of-the-moment impulse. | admivas acting on
guesswork. But | knew what | was doing, andvéas my duty, |
thought.”

As their glances held, again there was a spacieofce. Then Jude
commented dryly, "Well, thanks at least for youndeur, even if
you're not to be congratulated on either your tgronon your idea of
which are top priorities and which aren't." He paisWhere is Nura
now?"

"She's here. We brought her back with us. But kttne liberty of
sending an orderly to tell her landlady she's $afe.

"Then send her to me, will you?"

Martha supposed he meant that as his dismissatrstli, but she
checked as she turned to go.

"Yes, what is it?" he invited.
"Nothing," she told him, and went on her way.

For though her impulse had been to beg him to b#egavith Nura,
she had seen in time how little he merited her tthdi he would be.



After all, it wasn't Nura who had failed him in &lyy or duty, and to
the weak, the fearful or the defenceless Marthanexer known him
other than kind.

If the day had treated her better, she knew shddnoave looked
forward more to the unusual evening in prospect. #1¢ had not
seen Jude again, and though Ben had been all dyypplaat was not
the same thing at all. Later Jude and he had redibanthe base camp
together; Naomi left with one of the oil executiwesile Martha was
showering and changing after coming off duty, al@mvDorrit came
for her Martha was doing her best to whip up héhesiasm for an
occasion she would as willingly have missed.

As they set out the sun was sinking towards th@land, as always
happened towards that hour, the harrying, naggind of the season
had dropped to the merest lazy fanning of the Bipiggsmoke from

the evening cooking fires. It was the hour whenrtierket booths
were closed, the men went to the mosque for theetyrayer ritual
and the women gathered at the roadside wells to drater into

earthenware and goatskin and to bandy the gossieafay.

On the road to the base camp there was only ongeenanent
Bedouin encampment, served by a well a quarter mila distant
from it. Here the movement was as colourful andsya@s usual;
children ran and shouted in games of tag among thethers' skirts
and the women's laughter and talk echoed on thleasti But
suddenly, when Dorrit had driven past by fifty yaat so, there rose
a different sound - a stampeding of many feet whalsed both girls
to look back in alarm, and as Dorrit hastily pubimeverse, a long
agonized keening which chilled the blood.

They drew level and were out of the car, runnirsgaavoman broke
clear of the crowd, stumbling under the dead weajhhe burden



across her arms. Nearer, they saw she was caraybawy of about
eight, his head lolling lifelessly and his thin ttimg dripping with
water. Then the crowd closed in round her agaid,tha girls had to
push through it to where the child now lay on theugd.

He did not appear to be breathing, and the frofluaf about his blue
lips were grim evidence to the tale everyone bsitsliicken mother
was clamouring to everyone else.

"The little one plays. He runs, he trips; he fétisvard into the well's
mouth. The water is high and there are hands to dnan out. But it
Is too late. Already he is deddshallah."

But Martha, dropped to her knees beside him, cfadba light flutter
at his pulse. She looked up at the mother. "Youldgh not dead,"
she told her. "We can help him, but you must heiptioo. You must
send one of your friends back to your tent for@othing and warm
coverings for him."

"It shall be donetabiba" An older woman at the mother's shoulde
spoke for her.

"Quickly, then!"

As Martha spoke she turned the boy over, notirghasnade a pillow
of his bent arms for his head that he appearechve suffered no
injuries. Then she was bending to the rhythm afi@l respiration
and watching for the first signs that it was hauviagults.

For too long - for what seemed an age to her stigumuscles - it had
none. Dorrit, watching anxiously, offered to takeen But Dorrit's
knowledge of first-aid techniques was still elenaept and though
Martha was damp with sweat and her back and arnmedac
intolerably, she carried on until the foul wateghe to trickle from



the child's mouth and his reluctant lungs drew adependent
breath... then another... and another.

"He is alive. He breathes. Allah be praised!" saickryone to
everyone, and the grateful mother paid Martha &ne respect of a
kiss upon her shoulder. Then the warmly swaddledvims loaded
Into the car, and at the direction of many eagedbaDorrit drove to
the roadside tent which was his home.

On the way he was emphatically sick, but when Marttad

superintended his putting to bed with a cup of wgaat's milk and a
wheaten cake, he seemed none the worse for hisiexpe. Martha
promised the mother that one of the doctors sheeddhim the next
day, and both girls went out once more to the car.

"Well - I'" began Dorrit on a long-drawn breath. Atigbn, "Martha,
honey, your dress! Just look at it, will yoWhatare you going to do
about that?"

Martha looked, though knowing only too well whaéskould see.

Where she had caught the skirt of her white drass mail which had
protruded from the main tent pole a triangular tkegoped open; there
was a crescent tide- mark at the hem, and it wiaylgt evident that
when young Abu Ben had thrown up, she had beennaiéimge. She
leaned against the car door and ran her fingemugfr the damp
tangle of her hair, as she fought her need, bostrain, to laugh and
cry at the same time.

"Just... just not my day!" she tittered weakly. \iHd'you do, Miss
Shore - have you met any influential Sheikhs |&de'er a one, sir;
ne'er a one! Oh yes, | had the chance - two, in Tden why didn't 1?
Because both times | was too late on the draw - "



Fortunately Dorrit knew how to deal with rising kgisa. As Martha
broke off, she pulled her uprightand shook her #gnar

"Martha, be serious!" she urged. "We'll have tobgok and let you
change, and Jude will jusaveto understand what made us late thi
time!"

But Martha, herself again, shook her head. "No,revédo late
already. It would be better for you to leave mesheard go on. If you
don't, Ben will be getting anxious, and | daresal lbe able to
arrange for one of the camp jeeps to come outakedrhe home."

"All right, though | hate leaving you," Dorrit agre reluctantly.
"I'll go and sit with Abu Ben while I'm waiting."

"But you aren't just going home? You'll change, arake whoever
comes for you wait and bring you back?"

"I don't know. Ask Ben whether it will be worth nopming back."
Martha watched the car disappear into the deepetisg, but did
not keep her promise to return to the tent. Itieeh so hot there and
she needed air. Instead she found a handy boultlex eoadside and
sat on it, clasping her knees and watching the stiack the sky one
by one. The brightest of them, whose first visipith month earlier
should have markeslihail,the season of lessened heat, this year h
done nothing of the kind. The days were still braind the nights
little cooler than when she had come to Tarouediynwéaur months
ago.

From a long way off the lights of the approachiray caked the
darkness, and she was on her feet, waving it doefgre she saw
that it was Jude's, with Jude himself at the wheel.



He had scarcely braked before he was out, readoingpoth her
hands. "Martha, my dear! Thanks be! Are you alhtigow?" he
urged.

As surprised by the small endearment as she wahdduby the
disquiet in his tone, she said a little shakily]lI"ight? Of course -
why shouldn't | be?"

"Because Dorrit said she suspected you were diluhthat you had
insisted on her leaving you. Come here-"

Gently he propelled her into the path of the daeadlights, his eyes
measuring her bedraggled appearance as his touthtavleer wrist
in search of her pulse. "Meanwhile, how's the bdyasked.

"Quite recovered, | think. Asleep, one hopes, if hasn't been
smothered by all the mother and auntly love he @adlecting when
we left," Martha smiled.

"I'll have a look at him." Jude took his medicafjldeom the car and
opened the door for her. "Get in, will you, and witien through we'll
be on our way. Are you going to feel equal to chag@nd coming
back, do you think, or would you rather call itight and go to bed?"

"I'd like to come back if you think it's worth it."
"It's worth it," he said. "Which tent?"

When he returned he drove fast for Taroued and cartzewait for
her when she told him she could change and be @gain within a
guarter of an hour.

But it seemed that once again she had reckoneadutitrer personal
gremlin. In her room she stripped quickly, re-det face and her hair
and had stepped into a pale green halter-necked dtgen the zipper



of its long back-fastening caught and stuck an imcBo above the
waist. Frantically, remembering too late that wtremsame thing had
happened once before Naomi had had to come toeseue, she
picked at and struggled with the tab, indiffereatta whether she
forced it up or down as long as some movementopatt served to
free her.

But the minutes ticked by and it still resistedradt efforts. She split a
fingernail on it, and her arms were aching almssnach as they had
done earlier in a more worthy cause when she haatd cross the
hall from the living room and knew he was listenfiog sounds of
movement from her.

There was nothing for it. Holding the draped frohthe dress up to
her bare shoulders, she opened the door to him taldd him
diffidently what had happened.

"Well, time is going on. Why didn't you call for Ip2" he wanted to
know.

"l - " She flushed with embarrassment. "l thougbbuld manage and
that it must shift one way or the other any miriute.

"Well, let's have a look. Turn around, will you? ,Nmt that way. To
the light - "

As he stooped to the recalcitrant tab, masteraftet a second and
drew it smoothly to the top of the deep V of thealioe, neither his
manner nor his touch could have been more mattéaedf "There,"
he said to her back. "Simple." But then, to heefas she turned to
thank him, his tone rough and insistent, he ask&then you found
you couldn't cope, why on earth didn't you call ridéf?at were you
afraid of, Martha?"



She stared at him, meeting in his eyes somethinghef hard
accusation they had held for her that morning. dAfrof?" she
echoed. "Why, nothing. | told you, | thought | coul"

He cut in, "All right. My mistake - you weren't afd. So skip it. It
doesn't matter."

But as she picked up her bag and he stood asitefdo go ahead of
him out of the room, she wondered what he woulcehsaid if she
had answered his question with the truth.

That shehad been afraid. Not of any amorous opportunism on
part, but of herself. Afraid of experiencing agaat,the intimate
touch of his hands, the same secret longing abath&nown on the
Tarjol; of wanting to turn into his arms as, in ad of the small
service, she would have turned into Greg's. Afididhe enduring
need of her heart and her body to love and to shosven though
there was no longer a Greg to show it to, nor aeygse to whom it
mattered any more than it now did to him--

Four hours later, after an evening unique in Mastbaperience, Ben
was an additional passenger in Dorrit's car for riseirn trip to
Taroued.

The Sheikh, holding court under the blue-and-getdfred panoply
of his rank, had received Martha graciously on 3udsmooth

introduction of her as the hospital's nurse-inChwho had been
"unavoidably absent" at the time of the officiasiyi but who had

since - within the last hour, in fact - been pegéd to save the life of
a boy-child who was of the Sheikh's people.

Later, at the ceremonial dinner, the Sheikh hadctidd that she
should sit at his right hand, and was lavish with dongratulations



whenever she managed to reply to his questionsratié without
needing Jude to interpret for her.

The meal had been spread, Arab fashion, at al@wetnough for the
guests, seated on cushions and leather pouffdglpothemselves
with ease.

There were roast cuts of mutton served on pileafffon-tinted rice,
minute chickens fried in oil and innumerable dishefs salad
vegetables and peppers in highly spiced sour crddra. dessert
pastries were brightly coloured and as cloying lees ¢offee was
bitter. When the dishes of each course were iregdlaere was neither
waiter service nor table cutlery provided. The ¢dbod had to be
conveyed from communal dish to plate and mouth &y @f the right
hand, and the sauces were drunk from individuall®ow

Afterwards there were sword dances by a troupeadé mancers to
the beat of feet and drums, and an aged conjurer arinong other
amazing tricks, broke pieces from a sugar conewhhem aloft and
conjured baby chicks from them before they rea¢hedloor.

Beyond the open-sided tent facing outward to theedenothing
stirred in the black velvet night, and when theildiie retirement to
his private quarters indicated that the festivitiesre at an end,
Martha felt that the switch from the East of thet'sdim interior to
the West of the base camp's garish neons had th&ctnof a cold
douche.

The Europeans had gathered in the camp bar for ik Wwkfore
separating to the various cars. On the way backhdamsked Ben
whether the Sheikh had given Jude any firm promassto the future
of the hospital, only to be told no; that Jude Matloked for any
direct result so soon.



"One day, out of the blue, the gentleman may coowendin a big
way on our side," said Ben. "But as, naturally weld prefer the
Company to foot the bill, Jude thinks he may posébis offer -
always supposing he'll make one - until almostzié® count-down
of the concession. Meanwhile, what did you makéhaf evening's
Arabian Nights entertainment?"

"It was fabulous, something quite out of this wdrlshid Martha. "l
had to keep reminding myself | was really seeirgliand hearing it
and living it - "

"Not to mention eating it?" chuckled Ben. "Whenget in, I'm going
to prescribe a soda bic. mixture for Dorrit and aifysLike a dose
too, just in case?"

Martha laughed. "I doubt if I'll need one. | dido‘ter-eat, if only
because | found feeding from my fingers rather poffting, and
because | avoided the more unrecognizable things."

Ben agreed, "I know. I'd begun to think rather fuibg about an

honest joint and two veg myself. However, when geta back to

England, think of the line you can shoot about hgwulined with a
Sheikh, even if they aren't the romantic dreambtiegg used to be!
Which reminds me," he added as Dorrit pulled usidet Martha's
guarters, "when Jude went back to pick you up,hdidackpedal at
all on the rocket he gave you this morning overa\elr

"No, he didn't mention it. Why?" asked Martha.

"Only that he insisted on going back for you hirhséihich gave me
to wonder whether Dorrit's story of how you had epvith young
Abu Ben had clothed him in sackcloth and asheshendanted to
make amends. Otherwise, why not send me or orteeddit bods for
you - ? Hullo-ullo?" Ben broke off to nod at therklened bungalow.
"Naomi not back yet? Will you be all right?"



"Perfectly," said Martha. "I hardly thought she Wbbe in yet. Gil
Brancaster took her over, you know - "

"- but isn't bringing her back," put in Dorrit. "Bee we left Base, |
heard her ditching Gil like mad. And for-"

"Don't tell us, let us guess - for the Sheikh inspa?"” suggested Ben
facetiously.

"Joke - funny ha-ha!" his wife withered him. "Ncglieve it or not,
for Jude.Oh, Gil, even if Jude has been a bit attentitel{a | hadn't
an idea he was expecting to take me home tonigityd® do see it's
just one of those things, and that | can't veryl wefluse? Now, Gil
dear, don't be like that - there'll be other tim8ge you = Ah well,"
Dorrit dropped her sour mimicry of Naomi to add,stippose you
could say | dared her to it. Remember, Martha, Bbe/boasted she
could get even Jude in tow, and | said 'Better rgt®? tWell, now
evidently she is trying. What a hope!"

"And you'dbetter watch it, puss-puss,” chided Ben mildlyor'fet's
face it, Naomi is quite a gal for those that like type, and even the
Judes of this world musiavea type, wouldn't you say?"

"Not Jude. Where girls are concerned, he's banglyam, and if he is
bringing Naomi home, it's because she has akkagnot the other

way about. | mean, Jude suddenly going all madtédeman and

coveting Naomi enough to filch her from under GihBcaster's nose
- it's just not possible! Wells it?" Dorrit appealed to Martha.

"I don't know," said Martha, realizing as she sgddnight to them
both and got out of the car that she wanted t@belin the possibility
as little as Dorrit did.



CHAPTER VI

At last the intense heat was gone. Now the daysheadlear quality
of a St. Luke's summer, and at sunset the temperatropped
sharply.

Sleeping was easier and so was working. Accideatrrents at the
clinic were as numerous as ever - camels wereusigallant enough
to bite, and carelessly guarded fires still burnadiary limbs - but
there were far fewer cases of summer sickness athergabies and
of malaria and dysentery for the wards.

Personal tensions eased somewhat too. Immedidtelyreer ,clash
with Naomi over Nura, Martha doubted their abitdymaintain even
the "live and let live" front which, by tacit comgethey had set up
before it. But Dorrit's suggestion that Martha ddomove into the
spare room of the Randalls' bungalow had been pigisygptched by
Jude.

Martha, he ruled crisply, would stay where she v@asDorrit's own
showing, she was no housewife; she and Ben atevdmy she was
moved to cook, and it was no part of Martha's dotye saddled with
the kind of chores which Dorrit could neglect ifeshleased, but
which Saluma should continue to handle for Martha.

At first the downright veto on her change of questbad irked

Martha. But she appreciated the reasoning of &. I&d a job to do,
and Jude was right, it wasn't housekeeping foette she settled for
the inevitable; she and Naomi continued as housantiking shop

over meals and, for politeness' sake, each mengoplans which

affected the other, but never exchanging confidemm® touching

any sympathetic chord at all.

It was a cold-blooded relationship which was guiteeign to
Martha's warm nature. But at least it kept the peand Naomi



seemed quite unaware that anything was missing ftomn fact,
Martha doubted whether she had ever enjoyed adskep with her
own sex. Naomi was a man's woman to her core ked it that way.

With the generally slackened pressure of work Martbw had more
free time and was looking forward one morning t@rgpng the
afternoon cutting out a new dress for Dorrit whem&icame from
the lab with the message that Jude wanted to sahdre.

In the lab he was at the card index of blood-gnegemwhich had been
compiled from among the patients, the hospitaff stafl the men of
the oil community, and one card - Martha's own, rstteced - lay on

the table beside the index drawer.

He nodded to her, finished flicking through thevdea, then closed it
and picked up her card.

"Look, Martha," he said, "as our only AB negatiyeu've got a job
on. | take it you've donated blood before?"

"Yes, regularly, in England,” she told him.
"But not on emergency call?"

"No. It's such a rare group that | don't think Mead ever put out a
call for it while | was there."

"Well, we've got an urgent one now - by radio frBab Magreb. The
hospital there has an AB negative patient with ipl@tinjuries after a

car smash. They've radioed Mukalla and canvassdden blood

bank, so far without result. So if you're willinggropose to send you
down as soon as Base can lay on a plane to takerpall go?"

"Yes, of course. Shall | get back tonight?"



Jude fingered his chin thoughtfully. "You'd betteke a change and
overnight things, in case not. | know one aircimith dock, so if Base
can't spare the other to wait for you, you may hewetay over.
Anyway, the hospital will give you a room, and 8lirange to have
you fetched by air or road tomorrow."

An hour later Martha was aboard the plane, flyingte above the
road she had not travelled since her arrival iroliad. With no cargo
but herself and the pilot aboard, the flight waspy, and she was
not sorry when she first sighted the sea and the tieneath the wing
and felt the plane lose height for its landing.

David Sellars, the pilot, saw her into the car wihad been sent for
her from the hospital. He himself, as Jude haddghbtpossible, had
to return at once to Taroued, but he would be bac&ollect her
tomorrow, he promised.

At the hospital there was better news of the pasée had come to
serve. Aden, after all, was to supply two other@asof compatible
blood, and with the pint Martha would give, theraswgood hope of
saving him, she was told.

Afterwards she was shown to the small balconiesnredhich had
been provided for her, and when she had showertéreshened up,
it was with a sense of stolen holiday that she wehtor a look at the
town.

Dazzlingly white, it nestled at the foot of itsftdi facing across the
gentle curve of its bay towards the evening surclvbave it its name
- Bab Magreb, Sunset Gate. It had no distinctiofgaarter” - except
for a few officials and the hospital personneEtgopean population
was negligible, and it was almost wholly Easterncharacter -
flat-roofed and narrow-streetedand doing its aget@ding in cloth
and food and brass-ware from wall-booths, and lairggafor spices



and carpets at the harbour when the great dhowaggdbetween East
Africa and the Persian Gulf, stood off in the bay.

Martha spent a tranquil hour sitting on the harbealt, watching the
fishing boats dance on the bright sea, and debatitigherself just
how many fish each fisherman had managed to crowtd the arms
of his shoulder- yoke before setting off to sedl batch in the evening
market. But when the early dusk began to fall vl dir chilled,
depression suddenly came down on her like a cigbd.felt lonely,
alien, marked by too many strange eyes, and kresashe had never
done yet in Taroued - that she would give anytligrgan escort on
her devious, shadowed way back to the hospital.

Arrived there, it was good to be back in her owmldjdo talk shop at
dinner with the Scots surgeon on her left andytdarmake her scant
German understood by the Austrian doctor on hdt.rigfterwards

she went to bed early, slept until she was callwl \as packing,
preparatory to going out to the airport to await tnansport back to
Taroued, when a radio message was ' brought to her.

There was no plane available to fetch her todag.drie in which she
had come down had developed engine trouble andnwck along

with its fellow aircraft. But Jude was bringing at@nt down to the
hospital by road and would take Martha back wit lon his own

return. Meanwhile she was to stand by and wait aetarrived:

When he did, it was already late afternoon. She sitiisg in the

shade of a giant cedar in the hospital garden wleeztame to tell her
his patient was a man from Base with an impactediom tooth for

extraction, who would have to be warded for théhtjign order for

him to recover completely from his "general".

"That means you and | will be staying over too, #melthree of us
going back in the morning," said Jude. He sat dowrthe sparse



grass beside her chair. "How did things go for yesterday? No ill
effects, | hope?" he asked.

"None. They let me see my donee this morning, asl dioing fine
too," she told him.

"Good." He leaned for support on his hands outsptezhind him

and looked up at her. "Then if you're agreeabkjdgest we give
ourselves an evening on the town. For instancédesve along the
coast road | noticed that a couple of dhows werg/imch means, at
this time of year, that their cargo will be carpétsw would you like

the chance to buy yourself a Persian rug?"

"Very much," said Martha. "But | couldn't afforden'm afraid."

"l don't- know. You could be surprised by the prittaggling is
expected of you, and it all depends on your stapmger. Anyway,
there'll be nothing doing until after siesta. Big'drive down to the
harbour before dark and try our luck, and afternwave'll dine in the
town and do whatever it has to offer. Will you leady in, say, an
hour?"

Martha said she would be ready whenever he wasyhad she went
to her room to change she wondered where her igist'simalaise
had gone. For today her mood was relaxed and earednd at the
thought of the evening in Jude's company she expezd the lift of
spirits which children know at the promise of aatrahead. Some
inner sense told her that it would prove a timewbald remember
when other things and times of her year east ofnAdere blurred
and ultimately forgotten.

In the bay the two dhows, their sails struck, roel@mote and aloof
from the feverish activity their arrival had causedthe quays, where
seamen were unloading bale after bale from themgldes and

unrolling a fortune in carpets at the feet of thteiested crowd.



The bargaining began. Prices were mentioned, egjexs absurd by
the customers, new ones made. Carpets were retiartieel dinghies
in high dudgeon, brought out again and re-offered aew figure.

Darkness fell; everyone, carpets included, repaioethe Customs
shed, where the business continued by the lightaferns and

naphtha flares. It was all great fun and, despite vendors'

despairing cries and gesticulations, extremely guatdred.

Jude bid on her behalf for a small blue and yellogrand on his own
for a larger wine-red and blue one. More than dyaté transactions
broke down completely. But Jude advised her navaay. If they
returned to his car, it was more than likely batgs would soon be
there too. Which, indeed, they were, and Marth&'¢east at a
ridiculous price which she could well afford.

Jude drove to the gardens surrounding the prinsigpadre where, he
said, was the town's only restaurant worthy ofrtame. There were
boitesand night-haunts they could visit later to see esdfastern
dancing, but they would dine best herératns HussnThe Lantern
House, where he was known.

He chose a table on the patio which was lit by tzsand by the fairy
lanterns looped into the trees. Above them the edpise trees were a
dark silhouette against the sky; then that tooquate dark and trees,
sky and everything beyond the lighted patio wersteryously one.

As they sipped their aperitifs Martha said naivékou know, last
night for some reason, suddenly this town scared¥Yaetonight it
seems quite different - friendly again and askmmbe liked."

Jude set down his glass. "Last night? | hope yaemwetrying to cast
round it on your own?" he asked sharply.

"No, but | went exploring it during the afternooh -



"You said last night," he reminded her.

"At dusk, then. On my way back to the hospital Iswamping at
every shadow and felt | was making myself conspisuwy being out
at all. Which was doubly silly really, because Veefeel like that in
Taroued, and Naomi says that, if she has to, sbe goout here alone
without any embarrassment.”

Jude said shortly, "Well, if you come down alonaiagdon't try it. In
Taroued you've no reason to fear unwelcome ovesituyeu've
earned people's respect there and everyone eitt@wskyou or
knows of you. And Naomi's freedoms are no comparesther - she
was born in Aden, she is cosmopolitan to her fingerand I'd back
her to cope with awkward situations which you cottld"

He broke off to signal to his waiter, an Egyptiamose Western style
tails and waiter's black tie were incongruous with baggy trousers
and scarlet tarboosh. He bowed low to Martha ansl esequious
with Jude.

"Effendi at your service," he said. "And the lady Troyhe s well,
no?"

"Very well."
"But she is not with you tonight?"

"No." The curt tone of the monosyllable made anartipence of the
guestion, and the man murmured a perfunctory apolag he
proffered the menu and summoned the wine waiter.

Jude chose European dishes - iced soup and stdaksite,

firm-fleshed swordfish; a vol-au-vent, meltinglghi and the fresh
fruit which was a luxury in Taroued, for desserte hvasn't
apologizing, he said, for dining no more imaginatyvthan they



might have done in London or Paris or on the Raién Taroued
they were both at the mercy of tins and Arabiankowpy and he
hoped Martha's palate would agree it could do @ithhange.

While they were drinking their coffee he asked waater what was
the purpose of the outsize marquee which had besstee in the
gardens, and was told that a troupe of travellimglddiin dancers
were performing there that night. "They should lmetiv seeing," he
told Martha. "We'll go along, shall we?"

There was no charge for admission, nor much pretehorganized

seating. Jude and Martha sat on one of the fewi@usth benches at
the side of the "stage", but for the most part ghiéting audience

chose to stand, moving diplomatically further afielvhen the

collection tambourine went round, and drifting bagdain when it

had passed.

The women dancers were unveiled and loaded withyha@ber and

silver jewellery and, for all but the last danceadbng programme,
wore their hair caught in filigree snoods. Everynca began on the
same pattern - the men stamping and clapping oatite circle, the

women taking tiny backward steps on the inner. 8ways the

interweaving of the circles which followed a chamgeempo would

be different, until all was a whirling kaleidoscopé colour and

movement to the beat of a rhythm which had gatheps@d to the
point of frenzy."

During the interval while the collection was takiyere was some
clowning of sorts and a snake-charmer performeénThe dancers
reappeared, and the performance mounted to itsaxliof the

traditional hair dance of the women when, theirdseflung back at
an incredible angle, their knee-length black hawovev fantastic
circlings and figures-of-eight in the air.



Fascinated, Martha was sitting forward, watching,ttvhen a sixth
sense told her Jude was not doing the same.

She glanced at him along the line of her shoulder.had shifted
position on the bench so that he had her own praofifull view and
he was looking at her, not the dancers, in a waglwhrought a tide
of colour into her cheeks.

"You're not watching!" she accused him.

"I've seen it all before." He glanced briefly a¢ thwaying figures of
the women, their wreathing hair, then looked badkea. "No, | was
watching you instead. In the face of novelty yolwdm to go so
wide-eyed with wonder that it's good to entertaon ,yMartha - d'you
realize that?"

Embarrassed, she caught at a phrase. "Apt t8".she quoted. "How
do you know? This is the first time we-"

"But not the first time I've been there to see when've marvelled at
visions.For instance, Seiyid Alim's reception - what alibat 2"

"Oh, there | admit | positivelgoggled" she laughed. "Who wouldn't
have?"

"Not everybody. Of our own circle, Naomi, for oweuld never be so
transparent, and Dorrit Randall is at the age witisn'square' to
appear impressed. Whereas you - well, when you glashamedly,
you're well worth watching, believe me." He glanaghin at the
dancers, now drifting one by one from the stagdiswill be the

end," he said. "Shall we go ?"

He held for her the sleeved stole she was carrgesturing to her to
put it on, and they walked back to his car. "Thghhis still young.
Would you care to go somewhere and dance?" he staghe



Martha shook her head. "Not unless you want toeAthe dancing
we've just seen, | should feel I'd got two lefitfee

Jude nodded. "I know what you mean. Eastern limsdadies do so
much more in the way of acrobatics and undulatiat it's hard to
credit they are articulated as ours are. All riginen, we'll go back to
the harbour for another look at the sea.”

He parked the car near where Martha had sat onpteeous
afternoon. The quays were quiet and deserted rfeisda a smooth
black floor in which the riding- lights of the ctah the bay and the
high stars found reflection. One of the dhows waik cand without
sign of life aboard. The other, its sails hoistedl &welling, was
lighted all along its length and echoing with aityivand as they
watched it drew anchor and majestically put owdda.

"What is the limit of its journey south?" Martheasd.

"Probably Mombasa or Zanzibar, and it will comelkbaix months
hence on the opposite monsoon. Anyway, how is gi@miance sight?
Who is going to be able to spot it longest - noatimg, cross your
heart?"

"Cross my heart - " For a long time she sat tesisaining her eyes,

more than once ready to acknowledge defeat wheshipechanged

course and she lost its lights, and finally givihgle best when she
could see nothing and he could still describe vileasaw.

"There . . . It's only a pinpoint, | admit. Buthere ..No? Then | win.
Agreed?"

"You win." Her echo was faint, absent. As he haohigal out to sea
his lifted hand had brushed her shoulder, andHerthird time of
being alone with him and knowing the same longsig, was fighting
the prickle of'nervous excitement, the quickenedrteat, the



caught breath that signalled the onset of a hustgercould not admit
to him.

Greg would have understood it; their electric motaérad rarely had
need of words. At a touch even as casual or aci@Etias Jude's upon
her arm, she could have turned to Greg and hedlifbouth could

have said, "Kiss me - " as plainly as if she hawkep. And Greg, his
desire sparking to meet hers, would have kissed desking and

sharing the sensation of oneness, of belongingstwinom the very

depth of her being she craved to know agaurt.not- the realization

was as sharp as a knife-thrust under her headt now at Greg

Ryder's hands. At Jude's...

Afterwards she wondered that she could have hatththght without
making some movement, some betraying glance atBunfor all
her ache to look at him, to see him in the newmdatig light of loving
him for what he was and would be, even when hedguexe on and
away from her, her control held, and when, on avdraout "Well - "
which she read as his full stop to their evenirggstwitched on and
swung the car about, she was almost mistress séli@gain.

But not quite. On the drive back she volunteeredanks, answered
his. But only with an effort and in taut, few worder mind not with

her tongue; ranging instead over the mingled woaderdespair of
loving again, yet of loving a man who would alway# his work

before marriage and who saw love itself as a trafmgecurb, an

intrusion he refused to tolerate.

Beneath the level of the cursory talk they exchdrgjee had time to
marvel that she had taken so long to know thathslte not been
craving Greg's image in him, but him in himseliné to try to stifle
the memory of Naomi's ugly inference - that he wastent to
substitute brief affairs without past or future tbe kind of enduring
love which should be enriched by both. Then - toonsor not soon
enough? - they reached the hospital, and the eyevas over.



They passed the night porter's booth and went gjftraato the
annexe where her ground-floor room was. Jude op#reedoor of
the darkened corridor which led to it, and, feelimgt it was someone
else speaking with her voice, she turned to hisatpogoodnight.

"You've given me a lovely evening. | don't know htmwthank you,"
she said.

He did not release the hand she had held out to"Na?" he queried
lightly. "But I've enjoyed it too, and isn't theseipposed to be a
time-honoured way for two people to thank each rothre such

occasions, without obligation on either side?"

She stared at him, her eyes dark. "A - ?" Her mowght suddenly
dry. She could not go on.

"Well, surely?" he said. "This - " But as his hangdent to her
shoulders, drawing her to him, and he bent to bhesitheek with his
lips, suddenly the thing was out of hand for thesthb

She was in his arms and they were clinging togethexr kind of
drowning urgency. He muttered something thicklycduld have
been "Martha - !" on a note of desperate appeanTtis hands were
rough about her hair, the line of her jaw, her &8tyand again on her
back, pressing the yielding curve of her body ® tiut- ness of his
own.

Unable to break out of the prison of his arms, lel@wv she did not
want to, nor to question the torrent of passionciwlspoke in his
searching lips and in the response of her own, ensgkiss for kiss.
While his need, however passing, however induceatcined her
need of him, she could not count the cost of saedng to it, of

giving.. "."and giving, with every fibre in her.



But that was only while she was allowing feelingetogulf her and
sensation to do her thinking for her. Beyond amafalsanity waited
to take over, and at last - after moments or an &eait did.

She turned her head aside and thrust back hardsades arms in a
silent protest she would have given worlds not sken But he did
not release her at once. Still holding her, he éabkt her as if he
needed to get her face in foqUas if | were a stranger!"and before
he let her go he tilted her chin and kissed hemadgut differently
now - coolly, lightly, making the very deliberatiari it a denial, an
erasing of all that had gone before.

She stood apart from him, putting shaking handsetohair. "That...
that wasn't - " she began.

"Either fair or wise of me?" he prompted.
"Well, nothing had led up to it, had it?"

"Nothing," he agreed. "Simply a hunger that tookbagh by the

throat at the same time, though for different reasand you don't
have to justify yours - they're your affair. As foine" - he paused -
"let's face it, I'm a very ordinary man, Martha. Dbave to put it

more plainly than that?"

"No." She shook her head, thinking that, shortutfight crudity, he
could hardly have chosen a more pointed way ohtgler that an
impulse of passion beyond his control would haegeefll as readily
for any woman, ordinarily desirable and near, ahéo.

“Then I'm forgiven?" he asked.
"Yes." On a spurt of pride she added, "That ismfforgiven too ?"

"For what?"



"For - " The offensive word stuck in her throat.0“‘Gperating with
enthusiasm, without meaning anything by it."

Dark as it was, she saw his eyes glint, go harficbOrse," he said. "I
told you - your motives are your own." He movedepscloser, but
did not touch her. "Now go to bed, Martha - youreo more danger
from me. It happened, but it's finished. Or if itlwelp you to forget
it - it never even began in any way either of uscheemember."”

Then he left her and did not look back.

During the night which had seemed far too longhfer wakefulness,
she had dreaded coming face to face with him imtbing. But she
was to be saved that ordeal alone. While she weakfasting there
was a message from him to say that, having arraiogdxs overnight

patient to be discharged early, he hoped to béerrdad by nine
o'clock at the latest, and when she went out t@déineboth men were
already in their seats.

Jude drove fast. The conversation was general pashsdic until
the man at his side began to drowse. Then JudelEdrio Martha in
dumb-show that they should let him sleep, and eeiipoke for a
long time.

They did not stop until they reached the guard &paad then only
briefly, and they were on the outskirts of Tarobgcdearly afternoon.
Earlier Jude had said he proposed to call in aththepital, before
dropping the other two at their respective quartarsl on arrival
there he suggested that they wait in the car wialevent in to check
with Ben.

But Ben was on his way across the forecourt as Braleed and they
met within a few feet of the car.



"And am | glad you're here!" was Ben's greetingpitochief. "What
d'you know? - this morning we had an emergency dran us - drop
in literally out of the blue. Chap in a light plane - one & Desert
Locust Control jobs - tried to make the airstrifdase, and crashed a
the perimeter, completely writing off the aircrdfyt somehow not
killing himself. They got him out and called me.d3aof bruises,
shock and a compound fracture of the right tibia Mbught him in;

| reduced it, with Naomi acting as anaesthetig, la& came round a
few minutes ago. He isn't in traction yet. Will yoame and have a
look at him?"

"Yes, of course. What went wrong? And where isdws base?"
Jude asked.

"Well, D.L.C. Headquarters are at Basra. But heecant from a base
near Aden. We've radioed them that he's safe, dihdoe his
headache, explaining what happened to their afrc@iir chaps
diagnosed some instrument trouble - he was wagaffse when he
bumped.”

"English? Or what?"
Ben nodded. "Yes, English. Young chap - "

Both men turned together and moved out of earshaluae put
another question to Ben. But at Ben's answer Mawh#ching, saw
Jude's lips frame an increduloug/hat - ?" before he left Ben
standing and strode back to the car.

"You heard most of that?" he asked her.
"Yes."

"Then you'd better be in on the rest of it. Becaudgen has got his
facts right, | think you know this man. His nameRigder, Gregson



Ryder, and whether or not you want to see him agance he's here
I'm afraid you're going to have no choice."”

"Greg?" Martha's stab of shock was a physical pain benkath
breastbone. "Greg!" she repeated. "It can't be!"

Jude shrugged. "Seems it could. It's not a comnaonen and didn't
you tell me your ex-fiance was in the flying busgse"

"Yes, but not - I"

Jude's reply was to open the door of the car far he



CHAPTER VII

They left her alone with Greg. Between the foretaumd the ward

Jude had put Ben in the picture and she had me's Bastounded
concern with a bemused shake of her head. And beyond the

screens which surrounded Greg's bed, she couldbhdals and Ben's
voices in murmured consultation about him.

Jude's - "It means immobilization for weeks. Busuppose you
haven't told him that?"

And Ben's - "He was in no state to care. But that'g | didn't want to
iImmobilize him until you showed up. You can't splaim a ward bed
all that time, and | was going to suggest, if@'¥«. by you, that we
move him over to the spare room at my place andhipin traction
there."

Jude's again - "Or ship him down to Bab Magrebihy a

And Ben's, objecting, "There's no aircraft operaicat the moment,
and | doubt if we ought to keep him out of tractiomtil there's air
transport for him. Meanwhile, what a turn-up, el,llghting in here
of all places, and Martha without a clue?"

They moved away, and then she was really alone@nég; with the
moment of reality she had imagined countless tirork;,, now that
she was living it, to want it no longer. Jude hakenh Greg's place in
her heart and, except for the memories they shahedknew she was
finished with Greg. As he, almost certainly marrigdnow, must be
finished with her.

He was not fully round from the anaesthetic. Whaird, who had
been sitting with him, had slipped out between $iceeens and
Martha had taken her place, he seemed to recodnazaevithout
surprise. But the effort of focusing his eyes onwas too much for



him; his only response to her quiet, "Hello, Gregds an incoherent
mutter, and then he was drifting away again ingopnivate mists.

She waited. When he came round again his needonagk, and as
she bent to hold the feeding-cup for him he stad¢ier than asked,
"You're Martha - how come?" But though his dictwwas clearer and
his eyes less vague, she saw he was still too xheither to grasp
the "how come" of her being there or to explain tine of events
which had brought him there himself.

She said as much to Ben when he came back a feutenitater to
tell her that when Jude returned from taking histalepatient home,
they proposed to move Greg to Ben's quarters a.onc

Ben agreed, "I didn't think you'd achieve much giaed-take with
him as yet. Jude thinks we may find he's concussedvell as
shocked. But he is your chap all right, isn't héfatTis - oh hell,
Martha, you know what | mean. keas?"

Martha said, "Yes, he's Greg. But you don't hawaptre my feelings,
Ben. It was over, and he was engaged to someoedelsre | left
England. And that's something | wanted to check wadu - do you
suppose his wife is out here with him? Or if noil] she have been
told about his crash?"

Ben's answering stare was blank. "His wife? He married!"
"Not?"

"According to my gen, no. You understand, whentltgdim he was
unconscious and has stayed that way until now.tBeichaps who
hauled him out and looked at his papers said hedeoas there as
single, and over the radio his base confirmed it."



"l see." Martha thought it out. "Then that makes mext of kin his
parents, so that if his base informs them, thegis on the news to
his fiancee, | dare say."

Ben said, "Why, surely. Anyway, it's not our pigesord not as if, on
his present showing, his condition were criticald ou know this
other girl, by the way?"

"I'd met her." As she had done for Jude, Marthéred what she had
known of Greg's plans for marriage and a caree¢ragneed with Ben
that they didn't seem to tie in with his presentraxtions.

"Seems to be a gap somewhere," puzzled Ben. "I meae was
marrying money and setting up in charter work with in-laws, |
wonder what he's about now, doing common-or-garomirtine
flights for D.L.C.?" -

"That's what I'm wondering too," said Martha.

She was not to learn for several days - the pesfdieavy sedation
ordered by Jude for Greg to ease his gradual regd@n shock.
Jude, attending Greg, was strictly clinical; hevedd none of Ben's
interest in Greg's affairs, and though he left Martha to arrange his
nursing care, he told her Greg was not to be cquesd nor
encouraged to talk until he, Jude, gave permission.

He gave it on the fifth morning - through Dorrithevpassed it on to
Martha when she went in to relieve her of duty.

"When he woke this morning he had snapped out pfst like that,"
Dorrit reported of Greg. "Quite himself, full of &es, hungry and
wanting to know how, when, where, why - gerth.| played possum
until Jude looked in on his way to the hospitalt Binen he did he



said it looked like the All Clear and to tell ychat you and Greg can
go into a huddle now if you want to."

"Go into a huddle! Jude's phrase - or yours?" askadha dryly.

"Oh well," Dorrit dismissed the quibble, "what hetually said was
that now you were free to get the record straightl when | told him
it was mutual, that Greg could hardly wait to htee why and the
wherefore of your being here, he - Jude, | meaaid ke'd have
thought it was a bit late in the day for Greg toecahat had happened
to you. Which, come to think of it," added Dortioughtfully, "is
about the most unprofessional thing I've ever hdad#® say."

Greg was smoking when Martha went into his roont. &usight of
her he stubbed out his cigarette on his bed-tadllday, then swore
beneath his breath when his pinioned leg prevemied from
drawing himself upward without help. -

"Confound the thing!" He scowled at the frameworid aveights
which held his leg immobile. "How long, for goodeesake, have |
got to stay trussed up like this?"

"Probably about three weeks more. After that vgetlyou up and put
you into walking plaster." Martha went to help hum and to plump
his pillows. As she stood back - "Well, Greg?" sheled at him.

He wrinkled his nose at her. "Well, Martha!" he neked. "Cue for
‘This is so sudden’, surely? So will you say isloall 1?"

"You can, if you like. | said it - or words to thettfect - five days ago
when you first dropped in, and since then I'veqgote used to seeing
you around. Sometimes taking an interest, sometinwgs but -
around," she told him.



"Around? Doped to the eyebrows, flat on my backwitd one leg in
the air like a petrified ballet dancer? 'Aroundgisod, | will say!"

Greg paused, then held out a hand to her. "Bulisgyi, Martha, how
come? You in this set-up, | mean? Tell All!"

She told him, answered the eager questions witkcwie broke into
her story and then asked diffidently, "How is-Diaha

Greg reached for a fresh cigarette and lit it. Hara She isn't," he said
shortly.

lllsnlt?ll

"Oh, she's well enough, as far as | know." He guidine glow of the
cigarette. "What | meant was that she doesn'tfsigimy more where
I'm concerned. She and | were all washed up, fedslover three
months ago."

"Oh, Greg, I'm sorry!" (Strange, that she could sand mean it in
all sincerity now.) "But - three months? That mbave been quite
soon after - "

He nodded. "Exactly. About a couple of months after break-up
and your leaving Meerstead. Cause and effect wibtngeance."

"Cause and effect ? What do you mean ?"

"Just that. By some side wind it got around to oldn that my

courting Diana was the reason for our affair enditgyhad me on the
carpet about it; told me | needn't bother to Ired ahen | took him at
his word and didn't, he wouldn't play."

"But Diana was of age, wasn't she? He couldn'tidoybu to marry
her."



"He admitted that, but said, in the new circumséande wasn't
losing much sleep over it. Then he let me have the 'new
circumstances' were that he had reconsidered gtakia to a
partnership in the charter-flight company, andidia still wanted to
marry me, he'd see she understood the consequences.

"And Diana... didn't?"
"What do you think - that | gave her a chance?'gGeoffed.

"You couldn't have helped yourself if you loved.néou mean - you
didn't ?"

"Not in any way that mattered. Oh, she was goodpaom and a
looker, and if she was the price of her old maasking, that was all
right by me. | liked her well enough, and we cdudve jogged along
In marriage on money. But not without it. She wamnab of the first
water, and once she found she was getting nowlasteofi what |
could earn without capital behind me, we'd havenldegshed in a
month. So | cut my losses and faded out. And alstesn months'
idling at home and two broken engagements hadatttigxadded to
my popularity with my own old man, | took the fijeb that offered -
which happened to be flying insecticide-sprayingraift for Desert
Locust Control."

"Is it a good job? Do you like it?" Martha asked.

Greg shrugged. "So-so. The pay is good - it'd béiee for all this
'he-man against Nature' stuff without any lightatllt was all right
at the Basra H.Q. where | was while | got the hahthe spraying
business. There were some girls around and moneatbpot of night
life to be had. But at my present base there'simpthut hangars,
aircraft, one's own sead nauseanand a flying-rota system that
might have been designed to keep a chain gangdmse. And by
that token, believe it or not, I've only had onety-four hours' leave



in Aden since | arrived. What's your own playgrowviten you get a
spell off duty here, by the way?"

"People go from here to Aden too, though more afveBab Magreb,
which is nearer. But | haven't rated any leave gaty hours and
single days off duty, and the one time | have bdewn to Bab
Magreb was to donate blood at the hospital,” Mattkd him.

"But you play here? Somewhere? With someone?Most!l mean,
even if | was fool enough to jilt you and you goirty you can't have
gone as dedicated as all that!" he protested.

She flushed. "Don't make a sneer of 'dedicateglagal. It ought to be
a lovely word. Itis. And if | don't play much, as you call it, it's not
because I've been eating out my heart for you,t domk it," she
retorted.

Greg put a forefinger to his nose and made a swentotion in the
air. "Aha," he said, mock sagely, "do | sense a renance - or do |1?
There's some lucky chap who's snaffled you ongbeund from me,
and the next thing I'll know I'll be best man auyavedding?"

"NO!"

"No?" At her sharp monosyllable his knowing smideléd. "Sorry,
Martha dear. When you came back at me just nowuight you
meant it and that you could take a joke about ws.tBat was just
pride, was it, and yowerehurt more than | knew?"

She looked at him, wondering that he could be @b&mugh to ask.
"l shouldn't have wanted to marry you if | had@wved you. So
naturally | was hurt. But if you didn't know how oly I'm glad.
Because it hasn't lasted and | have got over it'hsle told him, then
smiled. "No pack drill, Greg! We've met again bg 8heerest chance,
but really we're only part of each other's pagnamwe?"



"But we needn't be any longer! I've admitted | wa®ol to let you
go, but wehavemet again and we'reboth still free. And if thistishe
present, what is?"

Martha shook her head. "Not for us. We're finishedthat way."
"You mean-you'refinished? You're through with me?"
"Yes, Greg."

"I don't believe it. As long as some other man hasmept you off
your feet since, | can't meamothing to you already. Why, five
months ago you loved me enough to marry me - reraePtib

"And five months ago you jilted me for Diana Mot'sghe reminded
him.

She told herself she should have guessed hisselfm would reject
the logic of that. He said, "I've told you, | didldve Diana. | - got
embroiled, that was all. And if | did matter to yasimuch as you say,
| could again. So what about giving me the changadve it to you,
eh?"

"I'm afraid you couldn't now. I'm sorry, but it isthere to prove any
longer."

He grimaced. "You don't pull your punches, do yd\ud yet |
wonder? For instance, if | kissed you now, shotlidhat tell us both
how much there is left between us?"

Martha frowned. "Please don't, Greg. There'd bpaiot in it."

"All the same - " Suddenly, with an effort whicheskthought his
position would prevent him making, his arm drew dewn to him
and he found her mouth in a kiss which the rest&tar her lips kept
as hard, brief and meaningless as a distant sa#lfte. it, as if his



male pride were piqued by her coldness, he cordintaehold her
stubbornly, then let her go.

He shook his head. "And how right you were, at!thvdu have
forgotten what kissing is for!" he accused her.

The gesture of her knuckles on her lips was oneipiing his kiss
away. "Yes," she said. "And it was a mistake tottymake me
remember."

"l don't know so much about that." He lay back #&wked at her
appraisingly from beneath his lashes. "I've alwagdd that it's
something you never really unlearn - like ridintpiaycle. So don't
worry. You used to know, and you will again. Youdasrly out of
practice - "

He broke off as, at the same instant as Marthalgidgealized they
were no longer alone. Jude was at the door, coming

He glanced from one to the other, then said to hart

"I've brought Dorrit back to stand by here. | wgou for another
job." Then to Greg, "lI've got someone along toysae - your chief
from your Aden base. He contacted me first to chatkow you
were and whether you could be seen, and if yoqueldo it, he'd like
a talk with you."

Greg hesitated. "You mean I'm supposed to see bmw?h

Before he replied Jude went to take his pulse. Wieehad done so
he said, "Well, there's no reason there why yowlsimt. And though
it's for you to say, if you refuse he'll have malde flight for nothing
and will want to come again, | daresay."



Greg said distastefullyQuestions #' And then, "Oh, all right, wheel
him in." He offered cigarettes to Jude, who refyghdn looked at
Martha above the flame of his lighter. "See youirmgaon, honey
child? I mean, we've still got quite a bit of legita make up, haven't
we?"

Martha froze at his implication that there remaimedirs' worth of

eager exchange for them to share. Hating alsdtheght that, unless
Jude gave a hint that he had witnessed Greg'sdkissgould hardly
buttonhole him to explain how reluctant had beengdaet in it, she

answered Greg with an unnecessary stiff promidestiewould look

in on him later and ignored his murmured gibe cdfi@ou beat that?
Just how professional can we get at the drop @ita"ras she went
ahead of Jude out of the room.

Jude went back to show in the D.L.C. man, thenimeg her to tell
her that Will Shorthouse, the Company's secondpdot, had
reported sick with a recurrence of an earlier tHyosns condition of
the leg. Jude was warding him in his quarters foflew days'
observation before sending him down to Bab Magagld, Martha's
assignment was to see him into bed and comfortahén Ben, who
had seen Will at Base, brought him over from there.

Jude had Will's key from Will's housemate, and wtiery reached
the bungalow, he went in with Martha, saying he Mauait as well
to see Will settled. Meanwhile - after a glancéhat cluttered room
both men shared - could Martha give it somethingenod the quality
of a sickroom, did she suppose?

Martha agreed that she could, and did, tidying aalathes, sports
gear, paperbacks, dusting and making up both betdsnesh linen.
Finishing while there was still no sign of her patis arrival, she
gave the kitchen some badly needed attention aerdwlent to join
Jude in the living room.



"All set?" He looked at his watch. "Ben must hagemdelayed." He
motioned Martha to the window seat and stood bdwmdevith a knee
on the low sill, watching the road.

She asked him to brief her more fully on Will's €asd he did so.
Then he said casually, "Well, do | take it you'e=b able to fill in

some of the gaps in Ryder's recent history whiclevpeizzling you
?Il

Half relieved, half sorry that the question gavechee as to whether
or not he had eavesdropped on her last minute oratane with

Greg, Martha said, "Yes. It makes sense now. He et that soon
after | left England his plans for joining the desrcompany | told
you about came to nothing, and so he took thisvitio Desert Locust
Control instead."”

"Which wipes out, of course, the apparent coinceeof his arrival
here. Yes, well, I've been put in so much of thetyse too - by
Captain Lessop, his chief, who is with him now. Bdn't you tell
me originally that Ryder was, so to speak, marrymig the charter
flight business ?" asked Jude.

Martha said again, "Yes. But he isn't married;9mt igoing to be. He
tells me his engagement fell through too."

Jude lifted a brow. "He ought to watch it. Breakieggagements
could grow on him. Or wasn't he the guilty partytie collapse of
this one?"

"I don't know," she lied, out of an old loyalty Greg which had
always been ready in his defence against impligticism. "I
suppose, if they both realized in time that thegt heade a mistake,
there needn't have been any question of blame.aiet that, for
Greg to go into partnership with Diana Morse's eotwould have
put him in an impossible position. One can see'that



"One can indeed," Jude agreed smoothly. "And néyutavould be
slanderous to wonder aloud which may have foldsdtl the lucrative
job or the engagement - " He broke off and noddedugh the
window. "Here are Ben and our patient at lastikie you to get Will
to bed straight away; then stay with him, will youtil his housemate
gets back?"

Jude kept her mainly on observation of Will Shbduse until he was
flown to Bab Magreb for further treatment. In comsence she saw
Greg only briefly, and it was not until some dagtel that she heard
from him the outcome of his chief's visit.

When she went into his room he was frowning oviettar which he
at once flicked across to her with an exclamatioaiggust.

"Read that!" he raged. "And they say honesty phyaie clean with
Lessop, and what do | get for my pains? The pudi!can say is, it's
lucky for them | don't want their wretched job. Base if | did, they'd
find themselves being sued for breach of contnast §s soon as |
could beat it to a lawyer's office!"

Martha read. The letter was a formal dispensind viais further
services and an offer of three months' salaryein &4f notice, to date
from the ending of his convalescence. Handingaklia him, Martha
said, "That's tough, Gregladyou a contract with D.L.C. that they're
breaking by writing this ?"

"Not really. There was just this agreement of thremths' notice on
either side," he admitted.

"Then they're within their rights, aren't they? Buhy are they
dismissing you? You were on a routine flight foertih when you
crashed, weren't you ?"



"Of course not. Spray aircraft don't operate sindlge muster is
usually half a dozen at least, strung out more=ss Wwing to wing,

like a lot of game beaters. No, I'd got fed up had sloped off on a
bit of a joy- ride. But | didn't make any secretitofo Lessop. Other
chaps were doing it all the time on the statioml, laow was | to know
I'd picked a crate that was due in dock with insieat trouble? |

didn't try to crash the thing; it ditched me. Ahdld had the ordinary
luck to take it back whole, Lessop need never haen the wiser that
I'd had it out."

"Oh, Greg!" Realizing she had always least likedh when he
resorted to bluster or injured innocence to his alefence, Martha
added sharply, "Well, clean breast to Captain Lessao, you did
crash their plane on a truant flight, and you cddddly expect them
not to fire you, if only to make an example of y8ut it's a pity. I'm
sorry. And | suppose you can hardly ask them f@aference now?"

Greg scoffed, "Ask them? Can you see me? Anyway, best
reference is built-in - | happen to be a damn gpibat for anyone's
money, and a lot can happen in three months p&fsrdd I'm on the
dole." He crumpled the letter, took accurate aintlie waste- paper
baskets then indicated his suspended leg. "D'yowkKrarleton says
I've still done only about half my time in this ¢oaption?"

Martha nodded. "Yes. But once you're in plasterlyba able to get
about, and by Christmas | daresay you can be oHoas as you
please."

"Always supposing | want to be off the minute I'oloile. From all |
hear - I've seen nothing for myself - this isn'tamwf a dump, but it
could have been worse, and I'm not grumbling. BesidChristmas?
What are you laying on for it, do you know?"

"Nothing much, | expect, as it doesn't mean ta&bdouins all that it
does to us Europeans. There's to be Morning SeaviBase, | think,



and | suppose we may foregather in someone's gsiariethe
evening."

"To carouse and wassail on claret cup in papefhaisn hardly wait.
That is, | couldn't if I hadn't had a lot betteead For instance, that
you and | leave the rest of them to it and hop dtavAden or Bab
Magreb on our own. What do you say?"

"No!" Martha covered her recoil from the bittersweaf her

memories of Bab Magreb by adding quickly, "That isnagine the
routine here will be much as usual, and the oilmenbound to be
given priority on any plane going down to the co#&ssides, you
may not be here yourself. After all, Ben and Ddré@ndall only put
you up because there was no way of moving you $piked quickly

enough on the day you crashed, and you can haxglce them to
keep you as a guest once you're convalescent."

"Then if I'm not to outstay my welcome I'd bettealmger a while,
hadn't 1? Avoid appearing too convalescent too 3b@uggested
Greg.

"You could always try malingering with Jude Tarletand see where
it would get you," Martha told him dryly.

He nodded. "Yes, | see your point. Not strong am $fmpathetic
bedside manner, your worthy Chief. Or is it, | wendhat for some
reason I'm not his favourite boy? However, evendrehardly throw
me out at Christmastime, with a gammy leg and batgogo to this
side of Suez. So don't be in too much of a huriyige me goodbye,
Martha dear, because, to quote you, | could benarfor quite some
time yet!"



As Martha had forecast, there was something ofssregodus .from
the base camp over Christmas, leaving only a hamdfiEuropean

personnel behind after every motorized vehiclelieeh pressed into
service and David Sellers had flown shuttle, dagraday, carrying

parties of men down to Bab Magreb and to Aden.

She had been equally right that it was businessaal - or more so -
in the clinic and the hospital. For Christmas whelught the sudden
onset of the desert's bitter winter; short, buagawvhile it lasted, and
already demanding its cruel toll of the underndwed by way of the
bronchitis and influenza which at that season wade from cholera
and heatstroke and malaria as killers.

The wards filled up again; outside visits to pasemad to brave the
twin hazards of icy winds and dust- storms, ané iscene which
might have been set for the Nativity itself, Chmas dawned as
unheralded as any other working day.

For Martha it passed without personal incident.eJgdve her time
off for the Christmas morning service and there bhefly felt
something of its spirit. But she went straight baelduty, and the
evening party of sorts proved only an affair oyl - Jude dropping
in on it while Ben stood in for him; the girls dgithe same for each
other, and the whole thing breaking up before ngbfor want of
festive feeling enough to keep it going under dughdicaps.

Meanwhile Martha's fears of Greg's straining Tadsidospitality
seemed unfounded.

He and Ben struck a casual friendship, and he deaserit boyishly
on the teenage level she understood best. Halflmel sparred with
Naomi on equal terms, and only he and Judy kepdigtance of men
who recognized they had so little in common thatytlwould still
remain acquaintances after ten years togetherdesert island. As
soon as he began to get about he spent most thtasat the base



camp and sometimes flew with David Sellars. He apgto have no
present plans for moving on and Martha believedgdiethe only
person in their set who would be relieved to see do.

Detachedly she watched him radiating the easy,i@purcharm
which until now had always disarmed her judgemednhim. She
suspected Ben, Dorrit, Naomi, everyone, had healyl @ carefully
edited version of his ill-luck in both his careerdahis love affairs,
and she knew, none better, how convincingly hedccpaint himself
as the innocent victim of an unkind fate.

She sometimes thought how the current word "phomgtched him.
But she was reluctant to label him aloud with keSnust allow him
the right to make his own impression, she told élgrand when he
did go, as before long he must, she supposed tladl srarld of
Taroued would forget him as quickly and finally ke now could
herself.

But in counting the days to his departure she wasntd she had
reckoned without the resource and powers of sé&dsssnship of
which he had boasted to her.

Early in January, at Jude's cool hint that Ben Bodit now had
enough to do without continuing to play host to hima had sought
and gained the permission of the camp manager teenmto Will
Shorthouse's empty quarters. And a fortnight lateiMartha's rank
dismay, he was offered Will's job as second pdddavid Sellars; her
first news of this coming to her from Jude as hes daving her to
visit a case on the outskirts of the town.

Of the camp manager's intention to offer Greg theancy Jude told
her, "In fact, Dumont was going to sound Ryder yodut he'll wait

now until | give him the word to go ahead. And wiestl do or not,"

not looking at her, he paused, "depends on you."



"On me}"

"On you," he confirmed. "Dumont doesn't and neekimiw why |
asked him to stall, but it seemed to me we ougpeto/our reactions
first."

"To a Company appointment | couldn't possibly iaflae? Or which
surely you can't either?" Martha queried.

"Officially, no. Nor, if it were a question of alficontract, would the
decision rest with Dumont. But in an emergencyasrtking on a
man for a trial term, he hasarte blancheand if | weigh in for or
against Ryder, he'll listen to me."

Martha drew a long breath. "May | get this cleaduYe suggesting
that if | tell you I'd rather Greg didn't get thdfew of Will
Shorthouse's job, you can see that he won't g€trit?ice versa, that
he will?"

"That's about the shape of it, yes. The choice®igy, you can leave
the rest of me. That is, if you decide againsan offer Dumont quite
valid medical arguments as to his unreadinessherjab. On the
other hand, if you decide for, and he stays, anather things he'll be
signing-on on the same terms as the rest of thep@oy’s men with
regard to the 'No wives, No fiancees along' clans$es contract, and
| dare say you understand the implication of that?"

Stung by a hint of warning which she resented, Masiaid, "As long
as Greg understands it, that's all that matten, it? Why make a
point of it to me?"

She felt Jude's glance on her, but would not me#étve an idea you
must know," he said. "I was reminding you that y@ave much the
same agreement with me. In your case, an unwittern but equally
binding while you are here."



"Meaning that, now Greg is free, you think I'm iangier of getting
involved with him again?"

Jude shook his head. "Voicing no opinion on thetenatmerely
pointing out obligations which you undertook anghesting you to
honour them, that's all."

"You needn't worry. They'll be honoured," Marthampised. "After
all, I can't claim | haven't had fair notice of yaititude to emotional
complications. Except, it seems," she added reskle%o certain
kinds which don't happen to amuse me - "

"Just a moment. You suggest | turn a blind eyewthich kind?" he
cut in.

"I'd say - to one-evening affairs which don't meathing to either
side; to the bees-round-a-honeypot kind which Nabnwes on and
which you allow her all the time. Meanwhile, ab@reg - we haven't
any present intention of patching things up, bwtefever decided to,
well, Monsieur Dumont would have his remedy and ywawld have

yours, wouldn't you?"

She felt she had been driven to the insolence aff, thut if she
expected a violent reaction from Jude she got nétee.agreed,
"Exactly. | couldn't have put it better myself. Andw, do | advise
Dumont that our friend stays or goes?"

"Neither - on my say-so, please. You've no rightptd such a
decision on to me," she protested.

He shrugged. "I'm sorry. | thought you might seasita kindness. But
forget it. Dumont needs him, so | daresay you nachkude he'll be
staying."



"May 1? But how do you know Greg himself will agrég?" she
flashed perversely.

Jude said, "l don't. But won't he?" It was not agjion. It was an end
to the conversation.



CHAPTER VIII

With a word she could have been rid of Greg. Antdsje had not
uttered it. Why ? Martha wondered later.

Because, she argued, to have been given the cbobwlether he

went or stayed had outraged her sense of justeeh&d no right, she
told herself, as she had told Jude, to order Gneggediate future in

such a way. But she knew that her resentment rsdsglarked to
Jude's assumption that both Greg and she must beedvagainst

taking up the threads of their intimacy while Gregs in the employ
of the Company.

If only Jude knew how little she needed warning!dAfhonly her

defences against his indifference hadn't been haedrs hard and
high that she could have said something like, "Gnegns nothing to
me now. I'd rather he went away, but I'm not af@fidhis staying,"

and let him read what he would into that!

But pride had made her say just the opposite. Rrated perhaps a
gueer, warped notion that she could best live dbmlove for Jude
by keeping her distance from him; yielding no paedanch to him
and hiding her secret beneath an outward compegudh matched
his own.

It was not easy. In the same room she could ngi kee eyes from
straying to him, watching him; his name, spokenudohad the
power to send her heart plunging, and at the sjlitis hands at
work, cool, capable, deft, she ached to surrengainao a strength
and urgency which she knew they had, if only inimpulse of
passion which had been for him a thing of a momeat more.

Meanwhile she had had to pretend unconcern at &aegeptance of
Will Shorthouse's job. In announcing it to her bisn attitude had
been summed up in his cavalier, "Easy. The jobgeasg; | was free



and, Dumont admitted that he would be a fool taretslip through
his fingers." Whereupon she left him to think itdH@een as "easy" as
all that, bit back the impulse to remind him tHatking references
after his record with D.L.C., he was lucky to beeg the offer, and
silently vowed to force Jude to witness how litHeeg meant to her
now, how little she meant to him.

It was Greg who did not make the latter easy. Whenthere were
other men present, he hinted at his claim on harthaand I . . ."

"Ah, | know Martha too well . . ." "D'you remembeévlartha, that

night when we .. . ?" By such phrases, by a hacketl beneath her
arm or flung companionably across her reluctantuktess, he tried

to state his possession of her, driving her toyekierd of subtle tactic

to avoid him. Fortunately his working hours kepinhat the base
camp or flying, and in the evenings when he was, fse frequently
returned to the hospital for duty.

So the January and February days climbed towastsiag which
came suddenly with a dropping of the wind, a newmtia to the sun
and a brief flowering of wild iris, short-stemmeyhdlecinth and a few
hardy grasses sprouting between the rocks alongsidedesert
tracks.

It came to the base camp with the renewal of tierse soundings
which had been held up by the winter. It came ® rtiarket-place
with the day-long sunning and gossiping of thero&h. It came with

lambs in the sheepfolds, young to the camels amfketh lean mares,
and in the way it has the world over, it set loedythg locksmiths in

the hospital itself. Ahmadi, doing dressings antihdoout pills, was

looking at Mina and finding her pleasing, and Mimaking beds and
serving diets, was looking in her turn - thoughtg@neing that she
wasn't.

Martha and Dorrit watched the progress of the rareamith all their
feminine interest. Ahmadi, hovering about the clinimaking



unnecessary jobs for himself, meant that he hopdzktsent on an
errand to the wards. Mina, blandly urging Jahr&lora to go ahead
of her off duty, meant that she intended to grahtmadi a brief
rendezvous in the sunshine of the forecourt. Thexee also days
when her caprice of the moment kept the two youggés clamped
as closely to her side as if the three of them Wwarelcuffed together.
Thus body- guarded, she looked through Ahmadi dsiflid not
exist, and then Ahmadi's work suffered until heoohpassed and her
dark eyes saw him again.

He never tried similar strategies with her. His al@n was
continuous and absolute, and gradually Mina melatl But at the
point where Dorrit was ready to prophesy that heMima would be
"going steady" from then on, one day Martha canenudina in the
cloakroom, weeping as she changed into her dutyathand refusing
at first to tell Martha why.

During the few minutes of her sympathetic questiasch went
unanswered, Martha wondered whether it was postibteJude had
brought his iron veto to bear on the warm littlenence. He knew of
it, of course, it had escaped no one in or arolmedhiospital. But
surely, surely- ! Martha was near to praying when suddenly Min
raised tear-suffused eyes to hers, said obscutelgm no one,"
before she dissolved again.

Martha said gently, "How do you mean, you are ne?oNou are
Mina bint Kahder - Mina, the daughter of Kahder.eBo't bearing
your father's name make you someone, even thouginteyour
mother are dead?"

But Mina would not have that. She was no one becahs had no
one of her own, she insisted. Nobody to whom Ahfaggarents
could broach the question of his betrothal to hebody whose place
and right it was to conduct the shrewd barter fer Wwithout which



Ahmadi could not marry her, even if she had anglabring him as
her dowry, which she had not.

"But if Ahmadi loves you and will take you withoatdowry, is that
not enough?" asked Martha in the precise EnglisiciwiMina
understood.

Seemingly it was not enough. Even though Ahmadihtifpoose his
own bride, his father would expect to go through itual of asking
her hand of someone who sponsored her and who poardise that
silver or its equivalent value in sheep or grairuldayo with her.

Martha thought. "Your landlady, Kalifa Fatma - stkeuld speak for
you?" she suggested.

"She is a woman and a widow. She may not speak ¢n."

"Her brother, then? He is a good man with daughtérkis own.
Would he not speak for you to Ahmadi's father?"

Doubtfully Mina admitted that he might, and thath# would the
proprieties could be taken as observed. But foif&&latma's nieces
there would be dowry. Whereas for her -

"Leave that to me. It may be arranged," Martha psechwith more
confidence than she felt. The only person she km#w@ might
smooth matters for Ahmadi and Mina was Jude, amchsald no wish
to ask favours of him just now. But she had no odoShe had
promised Mina. So when she knew him to be alortesroffice she
knocked at the door and went in.

"If you can spare me some time, | wanted to speaiou about
Ahmadi and Mina," she began.



He stood, turning a chair towards her. "Yes?" hatad. And then,
dryly, "Quite a problem they've set us, haven'yth®@erhaps we'd
better pool our ideas, eh?"

She looked at him in surprise. "Oh, you know abbuhen?"
"Ahmadi unburdened his soul to me yesterday. TotgoG@"

"No. | came on Mina having a quiet weep and gofstioey from her.
What does Ahmadi propose to do, do you know?"

"There's not much he can do while his father hasieels well dug in
against Ahmadi's proposing marriage to an orpham mo one in her
background to conduct the appropriate businesisdinf

"Yes, well, | did have an idea about that," puMartha.
"You did? What is it?"

She told him, watched him consider it in silenbentadded, "And |
had some vague notion that we could have a whipgfamongst
ourselves and the oilmen for a dowry for Mina. hdd&know how
much she would need."

"Less than you would expect by our standards. 8ot as good a
plan as your idea for a sponsor for her. Thespranad folk, and they
mustn't smell a hint of charity. It would be betiferapproached the
Company for a gratuity for her. Then, if the Supemndent of the
Bab Magreb school would play, he might put it otet he had been
holding money in trust for her against her marridgew would that

do ?"

"Splendidly, I'd say." Martha paused, then raisaddid eyes to his.
"You know, when | came to see you, | hardly expet¢befind you so
helpful about all this," she said.



"Why not? Ahmadi's romance has to be resolved aneaw another
if he's to keep his mind on his job; this last weekwo it's been a
dead loss. But | suppose, in view of our last brusithe subject of -
what was it? - 'emotional complications', you w@repared for
obstructions from me?"

"I-hoped not."

"But you expected otherwise. My dear girl,” Judevew a hand

impatiently, "do appreciate, will you, how littl@mparison there is?
Ahmadi is a desert-born Arab who needs to statedrg manhood

by the number of sons he has, and Mina, who isadyrenearly

seventeen, could have been betrothed at twelvenanged a year or
two later. A Bedouin girl's one destiny is marriagad | remember
telling you | was prepared for a fairly swift tuner in nursing aides
when | took these three on."

Martha said, meaning it, "I'm sorry. | admit | wafsaid you might
stand in her way. See it as your duty, | mean."

"You could, of course," he returned dryly, "give oredit for being a
realist, rather than a monster of unreason. Wenielede Ahmadi,
and though, after her marriage, Mina will melt ihter background of
domesticity and in-laws, she will take with her tleaven of all
she.has learned here about child-care and hyguesteas Jahra and
Nura will too, when their turn comes. Meanwhilehbpe I've
persuaded you of the world of difference betweeamtland you and
Naomi, both of you free agents with careers at ymgertips if you
shouldn't marry, which of course you wlindbetween Ahmadi and
the men of the Company, signing on as bachelorgeass$ widowers
for the time they are out here on soundings ?"

"Yes," Martha allowed. "But would it be such a ldhthg to permit
them their wives here, do you think? After all, Bemarriage works,
and if his does, why shouldn't the others'?"



"It works now, thanks largely to you. But it huray & lot too long on
the thread of Dorrit's discontent, and multiplyttbg a hundred or so
women hankering for hair appointments and the sahesSTV, and
you have your answer as to the Company's wisdorbaiming
wives," he countered.

"That's rather sweeping, isn't it? If they have ttoge majority of
women can take primitive conditions just as welfran!"

"Maybe. But they shouldn't be asked to, unlessrtherk is
contributing to the community, and that not indeély* For instance
Naomi's contract with us expires next month, anldasishe elects to
renew it, she'll be free to move on. You too, wien've put in your
year for which | engaged you."

"That will be in July. But supposing | wanted toutd | stay on too?"
Martha asked.

"If we're likely to go on being operational and jreuprepared to
accept much the same terms of contract as novaiclrtBut a lot
can happen between now and July, and | think wetttbpostpone
talking about it until then."

On that, adding his promise that he would look itite matter of
Mina's dowry, he went to open the door for herigsnissal.

The possibility of Naomi's departure had been cetephews to
Martha. But as they rarely discussed any but thely plans she did
not mention it until Naomi did so herself. Then sblel her she had
heard of it earlier from Jude, adding, "I hadrélimed until then that
there was a limit to your time here. But are yoallyethinking of
going?"



"Probably." Naomi lit a cigarette and inhaled lgziMWhat is there to
stay for? If they don't strike oil, and if Seiyidii refuses to play, the
whole thing collapses. And don't quote rats leavirgsinking ship,
because in these circumstances any wise rat would."

"And if you do leave, where will you go?"

"Somewhere. Anywhere. I've got some feelers outheand and there
I've made contact. Beirut. Cairo. Or further afielsimerica, North or
South."

"You sound very footloose," Martha commented. "Baven't you
found your work here satisfying enough? For instancyour place |
doubt if | couldleave without knowing the result of all the reséarc
that Ben is still working on."

Naomi said, "I can bear the thought, and | darday will find
someone else to pass him test-tubes and the lipmpser when he
wants them."

"You know you do much more than that in the lab foxdhe whole
set-up,” Martha protested.

"Perhaps. But | don't claim to make work my beaatl my end-all,
even to please Jude. Anyway, I've found other vedigiing that."

"Have you?" Martha's tone was dry, non-committal.

Naomi regarded her through half-closed lids. "Welknow you
favour the 'life is real, life is earnest' approgchirself. But though
you might suppose his veins ran distilled watewarking hours, |
assure you Jude is only human like the rest ofand, he has his
moments, believe me."



"Speaking from experience of having 'got' him, as gnce boasted
to Dorrit you could?"

"But naturally! Easy. Give him the choice of timplace and
condition, and he really goes to town. But onlydu accept his
momentsas moments, of course. Because Jude was the origi
model for that gag about love being for a man aglapart, and any
girl who hopes otherwise on a few passionate kissea him is
going to be disappointed - very."

"But do you," asked Martha carefully, "know of agiyl around her
besides yourself whom Jude has chosen to kiss & ainhis
'moments' and who might need the warning?"

Naomi rose, stretched and sauntered towards hen.r6ot on
eye-witness evidence, no," she drawled.y@a?"

Martha let her go, despising herself for invitiing tretort by her own
ill-judged question and resolving to be drawn imi more such
verbal sparring while Naomi remained in Taroued.

Later the little community was to remember Mina&dding day for
more than it signified to the girl herself and tomadi. But it dawned
as just another golden spring day, with the difieeethat, for the first
time in his service, Ahmadi was not on duty in theic and Mina
was already installed in his father's house wharé&edouin custom,
the ceremony and the marriage feast would takesplac

A week had sufficed for the delicate give-and-tddetween her
sponsor and her future father-in-law, and, onceh mtes were
satisfied, the day was fixed for a fortnight latdrpugh with no
formal bidding of guests. Ahmadi and Mina were nearron the
previous evening in the privacy of the family c&chnd were already



husband and wife when the dawn-to-dark ritual ddsteg and
dancing to the music of tambourines and drums hegan

The family ate separately and more richly than guests, who
streamed in as by right to help themselves to fineasl of rice and
hard-boiled eggs and date pastries before giviagepto the eager
press of people behind them, crowding then int@rotboms of the
house, overflowing finally into a cramped courtyeaidd so on their
way.

Jude, who had promised Ahmadi he would be there,neé able to
go. Two days earlier he had received a "commanaiihsons to Aden
from Sheikh Seiyid Alim; he had left the followiray and was still
there. Naomi excused herself on the score of becoypied with
preparations for her leaving, but Ben, Dorrit andrtla went along
together, joining the queue at noon and achieuneghtospitality of
the house quite a long time later.

Ahmadi, a little sheepish in his wedding garmeritaroindigo blue

robe caught up at the waist above narrow embraidieceisers, was
there with the men of his family. But Mina was math him. In the

interests of the fiction that bride and groom had met until the

ceremony and must not enjoy each other's compantlyatfter the

twenty-four hours' celebrations, she was with tloenen in a room
on the second floor, and Ben had to stay below wartha and

Dorrit went to pay their respects to her and hev imelaws.

Like Ahmadi, she was completely transformed from kina they
knew.

She too wore blue over an underskirt of stripeld; $ier wedding
headdress was a circlet of silver; her black has wm innumerable
tight plaits and she wore a gauze face-veil foffitisetime. Seated on
a floor cushion surrounded by the older women, Ilsbked happy
and excited, but pathetically young and remote. Whdmadi's



honeymoon was over, he would return to the Westamrid of his

work at the hospital, but the East had alreadyareed Mina. She
would keep Ahmadi's house and she would bear AHsalildren.

But she would not again run free with Jahra andalNand Martha,
congratulating her on her new dignity, could not fael a pang of
regret that it had to be so.

The girls stayed for a while to accept sweetmeatsta drink the
ceremonial cup of tea which was offered. Then theggined Ben
below, and after watching the dancing and drinkimgre tea, the
three of them left to return to the hospital.

There, Jude's car was in the forecourt, and Juudséti was in the
clinic. He was alone, and unlike him, was doindhiaj. Hands in the
pockets of his shorts, he stood beside his deskirig down at it but

not seeing it, Martha realized. And when, at Beatgless, "So you're
back, Chief? How was Aden and what did his Sheikhalant?" he

glanced up and focused on Ben, she feared she goelss at the
news which he had to tell.

She was right. Squaring his shoulders, he movendrtwe desk to sit
at it. He spoke to Ben but his glance swept theetlof them as he said
stonily, "He wanted to tell me that, failing aile#’, he doesn't intend
to renew the Company's concession and, if and wHelds, he can't
see his way to backing a medical service for Tatdbereafter."

"He won't? The old - I" Ben's epithet was unprif¢aland Dorrit's,
though milder in quality, was no less emphatic. tklar aware of a
curious shame at being forced to witness the hagg#ipped look
on Jude's face, dragged her eyes away and saithgoth

Perhaps Ben felt the same. He moved to the open atab stood,
speaking back over his shoulder. "You were bankiggod deal on
his Yes, Chief?"



"A good deal." Jude's tone made it the understatereras.
"Does Murray know?"

"I haven't seen him since | got back, but he da®g through Seiyid
Alim's official notice to the Company. Dumont tdbwas by way of
special courtesy that | was summoned to Aden toldan person.”

"l hope," said Ben, "you thanked the gentlemannmthing. What's
the difficulty? Lack of cash?"

"More the Inshallah - 'Allah Wills It' philosophy, | gather. He
acknowledged we had accomplished a lot and no doodid do

more, given the freedom of continued backing anetto do it in.

Bat money-Wise, if there's no oil find, he wants @ompany out and
somebody else in, at a higher price for the conacesseanwhile we

stay with his blessing, as long as we do so byam@gncy other than
his. If we have to go - too bad. But if we do, #eiill still remain for

his people the Providence which has cared for tfe@neenturies -

Inshallah."

"Locusts. Drought. Trachoma. Avoidable septicaerdfobhate to be
the Providence answerable for that lot unaided,’i Bauirmured.
"What did you say to all that?"

Jude shrugged. "Does it matter? You don't arguk thi¢ East and
you don't wilfully make it the enemy of anythingatls important to
you. Besides, I'd already said it all - said it &dd it and shown it -
or so I'd hoped."

"But had you, do you think - well enough?" It wasitha's voice,
only half bidden by her will, which intervened.

Jude turned a cold glance on her. "Had | what {.weél



"l just wondered," she faltered, "whether the ht@plid as much to
impress the Sheikh as you hoped it might. If yomember, Dorrit
and | weren't even in evidence on duty that day - "

"Forget it," he cut in. "It mattered at the timeit lthe issue doesn't,
and never did, hang on a triviality like that. Iteéd you - Seiyid Alim
admits everything we've achieved, denies nothimhg. dnly thing he
won't do is to lift a finger to help. Except infew as he is prepared, he
says, to makgouthe offer of a permanent job if and when the oést
us leave."

"Me! A job? In heaven's name, what as?" Martha exclhime

"As resident nurse to his younger children andh#four houses his
religion allows him. | told him | doubted if you wtil be interested,
but | promised to pass on the message all the same.

"But he never even saw me at work - just at higpgon, that was
all!"

"Apparently he was impressed by your fluency inlcaand still
more by your life-saving effort that evening," Jusded.

"You made more of that to him than there really was,tshe told
him as Ben returned from the doorway to tease her.

"Well, there you are, Martha - a chance to make yaark as another
'‘Anna and the King of Siam', while the rest of wusan the dole!

Think of all the lovely lolly you'll get when younte your memoirs

and begin to rake in the film rights - oh, my!"

She smiled at him, grateful to him for lessening tnsion with the
joke. "Sorry, Ben," she said. "No 'Secrets of tlaed#i’ from me, I'm
afraid. When | have to leave here, | shall be gtiack to England as
| always planned | should."”



"Which is where we're all likely to fetch up, comammer - eh,
Chief?" Ben turned to address Jude.

Jude did not answer at once. Thého!" he said. And again,
explosively, "No. Sheikh or no, Company or no, llespital is here
and here it's staying while there's one patientafdwed in it or one
germ we haven't tracked to its source - " Standiegstrode round the
desk to face Ben. "Well?" he challenged, as ifrdpBen to demur at
his peril.

Martha held her breath, knowing - as Jude surelstmthat, short of
a miracle, he hadn't a hope of implementing theatitbut loving him
the more for the burning faith in his work whichdhdriven him to the
reckless, rearguard courage of it.

With every nerve she willed that Ben shouldn't quretine flame too
soon. But Ben was married, he had Dorrit to thihkamd he said,
"All very well, Chief. But how long could you keegoing with
nothing coming in? We run on a shoestring as'it is.

"I could do it on less if | had to."
"On less, but not on nothing."

"Who mentioned nothing? There are funds to be ltadesvhere.

From U.N.O., the Red Cross, people of heart in &mdl We haven't
had to beg anyone's charity yet, but I'm damnédvibn't if all else

fails - " Jude broke off as the young English-spegiBedouin who

manned the radio came in. "Yes, Abdel Tazar, what?l' He took

the paper which the boy proffered, read its mesgdhga passed it to
Ben.

"From Murray. So much for premature heroics, eh&Rg" he said.



Ben read and so did both girls, craning over hmukter to do so.
Jude watched them in silence, the corner of histméfting in a
quiet, withdrawn smile. The radioed message said,

Exploratories Numbers Three and Seventeen, thirgsm
apart, both report extensive anticlines and strsingest
response to soundings. In other words - two striagsir bow.
Drilling begun at each site. Not home and dry hyglahalk
yet, so keep all fingers crossed and don't stauntoog
chickens.

Dorrit read aloud, making a marvel of every wordartha, hardly
trusting the news they had awaited so long; Bereags then handed
the paper back to Jude and grinned, "Trust a aaychike Murray
senior to spring something like this and then ti-gedal on it like
crazy! But fighting through his bag of mixed meta) wouldn't
you say he knows very well that this is it and tthety're bound to
find on one or both these sites?"

Jude nodded. "He knows, | think." Ben agreed. "Miggs too that
he's as cocksure as any good Scot allows himsegttoSo - where
can we hope to go from here?"

"Nowhere spectacular at once. Just into a futurelide't know we'd
got five minutes ago," said Jude.

The base camp's immediate and logical reactiots toreak-through
was to throw a celebration party. It was planneadtie night of the
day on which the first drilling rig struck certamil, which happened
at Number Three Camp a fortnight later.

That was a day or two after Naomi was due to le®ug.though
Dorrit prophesied sourly that she would cash irttennew situation



and decide to stay on after all, she merely pogigpdrer departure in
order to take in the party, before flying down tdeh the next day.

On the evening of the party Jude and Ben werewidaliduty, Jude
going over to the camp for the first hour or twal aeturning later to
take over from Ben at the hospital. Martha and Darere free to go
together, but Martha was to leave with Jude iniotmlsleep "on call”
for the rest of the night.

Dorrit was still dressing when Martha went to datl her, and as she
sat with her while she did so, Martha was struckhbw Dorrit had
changed over the months of their friendship.

She had lost most of her puppy fat and, with iot@f her gaucherie.
She cared now how she dressed and was even widirsgw for
herself with Martha's help. She took trouble wtile tittle make-up
she used and, at Martha's suggestion, had abandamnetrtured
pony-tail for a softer, layered cut which framed faze.

Tonight especially there was a bloom, a subtle gibaut her as if
someone had lighted a lamp inside hdtartha thought fancifully as
they laughed together at the way in which the ilifeDorrit's hair
sprang electrically to meet every brush strokegahwe it.

The cup's main mess hall was the scene of the .pdie
commissariat had excelled itself in the matter af upplies and a
loaded buffet, and the side attractions includeduette wheel and
an aluminium camel, made in the workshops, actsg bran tub of
absurd, laughter- evoking parcels. There were azgdrparty games
and a lottery on the next day's lift of oil. And fance the male world
of the camp had a mixture of the other sex - sotakah girls
working in Bab Magreb and the French nurses from hbspital
there.



Everywhere, in place of the day-to-day "shop" awdsgp of the
camp, the talk was of the future - of the dazzpotentialities ahead;
of the men who, their work done, would be leavioigthe new army
of men and machines which would move in - boffersgineers, oil-
riggers, -builders; derricks, bulldozers, genestqipelines; the
makings of an airport where there had been a Ignstinp; of a city
where there was now a mere encampment of lonehepis.

Shops, schools, avenues, houses - it had happéseahere, in
Kuwait, Bahrein, the Sahara, and it would happeae.hEhe air was
electric with hope and speculation and plans. Batdamour of talk
glanced backwards too, toasting the rigours anchtimours of the
long, dogged haul which the men who had taken agmted they
would gladly face again for such reward. Or indedtiout it, being
the stamp of men they were.

As soon as the girls arrived Greg claimed them bathtook them to
the bar, one hand beneath Dorrit's elbow, his cdner careless on
Martha's shoulder. As a gesture it was hardly wadtice, but as
always she resented the intimacy which she knewnpéed by it.
And though, taking her stool, she shrugged cleaso®n as he had
ordered for the three of them his palm went betwden
shoulderblades and stayed there, lightly but pesssy.

Jude, along the counter from them, lifted a hantheir direction,
then continued talking to his companions. Greg éabkgrimaced,
then murmured, "And how right | was that Great WhEhief
Tarleton doesn't love me as a brother! Know whékf ast time he
went to Aden I'd been briefed to fly him down. Bulten he heard
that, he asked for Sellars instead, and got hinat'wimore."

"He was staying over. He probably didn't fancykhmal of night spot
a type like you was likely to choose," teased Dorri



"That," Greg told her, "is calumny, slander andtiogsaspersions.
Anyway, Sellars didn't wait for him. He came baékd as he had
another job on next day, milord had no choice byiut up with me
for the returnflight or stay put.”

"And | suppose you saw that he had a bumpy padsageay of
revenge?" asked Dorrit.

"l admit | was sorely tempted. Instead, as he alslpdidn't want to
talk, | settled for chattering sweet nothings aatiunder his skin that
way." Greg drank quickly and wanted to re-ordert Blartha had
barely sipped her Martini, and Dorrit, who hadrdudhed the
gin-and- lime he had insisted she have, asked lEmanade instead.

"You ought to know by this time, Greg, that | simpan't like
alcohol, whatever it is," she said.

"Rubbish. You just haven't found your own poisdmts what. |
mean, you canhot like the stuff in some form or another - it's no
natural! For instance, | bet you've never tried But though Greg
proceeded to list drink after drink by name, Doputsed her lips in
distaste at all of them, and at last he gave up.

"You're a freak," he said. "As bad as these Bedwailtahs. | offered
one of them a drink the other day, and you coulkehsaid | was
withered with a look, no less."

"Well, they don't drink. No orthodox Moslem doesiuyshould know
that," said Martha.

"l do now. But my, what they do miss! Or do thédythey're on a
built-in pledge since they were born? Rather finough" - Greg
swirled whisky in his glass reflectively - "to slgne of them a stiff
one and then sit back and watch the effect - no ?"



"No! Though if you're intent on making all of us, adlvas yourself,
well hated, that would be as good a way as angreéshy - " At that
moment, recognizing one of the nurses she had nidlaMagreb,
Martha made that her excuse for escaping from Inidveent over to
speak to the girl.

There was dancing in a smaller room off the meds &rad the few
girls had only to appear there to be in demanae¢ oMartha and the
French girl spent the next hour there with theirtrpers and then
returned with a crowd to sample the buffet. Naoad hppeared once
on the dance floor with a slim young Cypriot fromecof the seismic
teams, and the next time Martha saw her she haddalude's group
at the bar, commanding all the male attention sually did.

Later Martha and Dorrit played roulette for a whiteen "rode"
chairs in a hilarious team race, and both won pridenylons at the
hoop-la table. By that time it was near the Cinli@reour when
Martha and Jude were due to leave. But when shetbmund for
him he was nowhere in sight, and nor was Dorritpvitad been
standing with her, watching the other hoop throwaefsw minutes
before.

Puzzled that Dorrit should have gone off withoyt-9ang what she
meant to do next, Martha waited, keeping watctbfiih her and for
Jude. At last, deciding she had better fetch hespwirom the
cloakroom so that she would be ready to leave \ileamas, she went
there, and in the doorway of the tiny room, metridowhite-faced,
strained, and using the doorpost for support Un&iil knees buckled
under her and she spread-eagled at Martha's feet.

"Why, Dorrit! Why didn't you - ?" Martha caught bathe futile
guestion and knelt, feeling for a pulse and chafthg girl's
sweat-beaded cheeks until she opened her eyes Mdréma reached
for the only chair, helped Dorrit into it and witfentle but firm



pressure on her nape, thrust her head forward @awvdwlard until the
restoring blood flowed back to her brain.

She sat up and allowed Martha to smooth her brodvveipe her
damp face.

"Where am 1? What happened?" she sighed.

"l don't know, except that you've just come rouradhf a faint. Don't
you remember feeling ill?" asked Martha.

"l think 1 do now. Yes - suddenly my head begaswom and | was a
lot too hot. | daren't even stop to tell you; | plgnran for it and sat
down out here. But | think | must have fallen dfétchair, because |
found myself on the floor, and I'd just managedt as far as the
door when you say | went off again? Yet | felt sp-bf-the-world
earlier. So what do you suppose it can be?"

Martha said again, "l don't know. It could be tleahin the hall. Or
something you've eaten, perhaps. But I'm goingitghlude to have
a look at you, and we'll take you home with us."

But to Martha's dismay Jude was still not in evienwhen she
returned to the hall. The first man she asked thbhg had already
left. The next contradicted this, claiming he wal around. It was

Nick Murray who suggested he might be waiting foaria in his

car, and though, as they had arranged to mee¢ &tah she thought
this unlikely, she agreed to go and see, leavirak ko look for Jude

in the men's room.

At first she despaired of finding Jude's car quickinong the jeeps,
the land-rovers and the huge covered tonneaux wiadlbrought the
men in to the party from the camps and which nogked the tarmac,
nose to tail. But as she skirted the perimeterdesie believed she



saw the car ahead, parked half in, half out oirtimeediate darkness
beyond an arc-light pylon.

Yes, it was there, and Jude must be too, for shédgast discern

silhouetted movement at its near side. She quickéee steps to a
run, and then, within yards, herself in the shadba jeep, suddenly
froze in her tracks and turned . . . straight thi® unyielding bulk of

Nick Murray's chest and the arms he put out to kiner blind rush

from what she had seen.

Nick began, "Hey - whoa there!" and stopped, logkreyond and
behind her as he steadied her, then released her.

"Oh," he said. "l see. Dicey, that - Do you reallgnt Jude badly
enough to interrupt?"

Martha said urgently, "Yes ... yes, he must conw Dbrrit. She's
been takeniill - "

Nick said, peering, "That's Naomi with him. All hg If you like to

cut back to Dorrit, I'll manage to trip over somaethbetween here
and there and make the welkin ring with my cursdgsch should

give 'em time to unlock."

"Thanks, Nick. You agree they mustn't guess thidual, we - ?"

He grinned. "Well, naturally. Otherwise, red faeisound. You can
trust me. Oh, before you go, where is Jude toyfodwhen he comes
back?"

She told him, then ran, even her hurry for Dorgti&e now overlaid
by her own need to escape without being tempted backward
glance at the two in the shadows, straining togethea passion
which once, on another night of warm, seductivekidess, Jude's
male impulse had felt briefly for her.



For her then. For Naomi tonight. Tomorrow - for wat®



CHAPTER IX

The next day, when Martha returned from visitingri@o Naomi's
luggage stood in the porch, awaiting the car winels to take her to
the airstrip. Naomi, still in her room making a ckef the contents
of her dressing- case, called out when she hearthiaome in.

"Well, keep me posted,” Naomi invited. "How is tHattle
Mother-To-Be? Is she? Or isn't she? Or doesn'tramaow?"

Martha went to stand in the doorway, noting themr@ostripped

emptiness and wondering how much or how little Niamgretted

the closing of this chapter of her life. She samqrrit? She is, Jude is
pretty sure, and doesn't think her faint last nightnuch to worry

about. But she has got to rest until her tests dhmaoeigh."

"And | suppose she and Ben are coming over all eotmenally
pleased?"

"They're ecstatic,” said Martha bluntly. "You'drtkithey'd invented
the whole idea of babies. But is there anything adout that?"

"Not a thing. It's quite usual, | believe. Andh&t's the way they want
it, they're welcome - " As Naomi spoke she snapjmun the clasps
of her case and allowed Martha to take it fromvileite she threw a
last glance round the room, then came out, shuttiegioor on it for

the last time.

In the living room she offered cigarettes and thegde the brittle
conversation of people waiting for a train to padlt, an air flight to
be called, a ship's siren to blow. Martha askedtwinge Naomi
hoped to reach Aden, which pilot she would havewanether Ben or
Jude were seeing her off.



Naomi said, "l don't think so. I've blotted my cbppk with Ben; he
doesn't mince his opinion that I'm letting the sitd®vn by leaving.
And as Jude and | took our leave of each othernliggtt, it might
smack of anti-climax to stage our grand finaleoakr again, don't
you think?"

"Don't...| think?"
"Well, you were there, in a stalls seat, werenlt?/o
"You mean - on the tarmac ? You - saw me ?"

Naomi nodded. "l did. Jude didn't. | was facing yaay, and let's
say he was rather absorbed in his work. But if gtayed long
enough, | dare say you see what | mean abouttachnique?"

Martha stirred uncomfortably. "But if you know hesams nothing
lasting or sincere by it, why - ?"

"Why do | co-operate?" Naomi paused, watching tineke of her
cigarette. "Because, | suppose, | come in muchstmae mould
myself. Jude kisses and rides smartly back toghEove of his life -
his work; | kiss and move on to the next man whaises me or,
better still, who would like to ignore me but caithere are soldiers
of fortune in our sex too, you know, and | happebé one of them."

"But don't you ever want the real thing? Haven't yver been in
love?"

"l don't think so. | go through the motions, buddesn't last. The
sixty-four-dollar question is whether or not | codpend the rest of
my fife with the current man, and up to date thewaer has always
been no. And even if | do shop around as muchnaaredoes without
anyone thinking the worse of him until he's actalbmmitted, at



least | play it straight. If | suspect it's gettitagp serious, I've my own
methods of moving out and on - fast."

"And doesn't it matter to you that sometimes yoshnurt women ?"

"I never do - when | know there's one in the backgd. Besides, a
man who is fighting his conscience tends to makehmaore heavy
weather of an affair than it's worth to me. Norefpr 'em footloose
and fancy-free."

"But won't you find, as you get older yourself, tthi@e type who can
attract you isn't going to be either?"

"That's what's known as an occupational risk. Whelnegins to

happen too often, at best | can always take up gomtts, and at
worst, | can get me to a nunnery. Meanwhile, itssoie to walk alone
and set to whatever partners | choose as | go adni stood,

smoothing her skirt and touching her piled hairetéis my car,” she
said. "Zero hour."

But somehow, in the moment of parting, Martha saddsaw her for
the infinitely lonely figure she was. She followkdr out to the car,
and when Naomi, her cases loaded, held out her Wehda cool,

"Well - ?" Martha said impulsively, "No, not yetlepse. I'll see you
off, if | may."

Naomi shrugged and withdrew her hand. "Do," she isaifferently,
and made room beside her.

At the landing-strip Martha was glad of the impulskich had
brought her. For the male attention Naomi couldaglswcommand in
off-duty hours was nonexistent for her in the walkaworld of the
camp where at this hour there were very few menialexcept for a
couple of mechanics busy on the waiting plane. @&ellars came
out to make his last checks and embraced Naominsxgay. Then



he was ready to take off, and with the need fordgges really upon
them Martha found nothing less trite with whicksfmeed Naomi into
her future than, "Well, good luck. You won't loseith? You'll let us
know how you get on, where you go ?"

Naomi smiled thinly. "Out of sight, out of mind. Aonth, and not
one of you could care less." She paused, then tohisla surprise,
bent to kiss her lightly on the cheek. "Meanwhden't waste your
time," she advised.

"Waste my time? What do you mean? What in?" Maatied.

"In caring for Jude. Because there's no future,'irsaid Naomi, and
stepped up into the tiny cabin without looking back

Overnight, when Jude had asked her to wait witlah while he
examined Dorrit, Martha's intuition had realized fhrobable cause
both of the girl's earlier air of radiance and loé tfainting attack
which had seemed to belie it, and Jude's snap ossgrhad
confirmed her guess.

He had told Martha so on his way to fetch the cartle three of
them, and when she had rejoined Dorrit she haddfben starry-eyed
- there was no other word for it - with wonder la¢ prospect before
her.

"He says he's almost sure I'm going to have a batlye had
announced.

"And you needed Jude to tell you! Hadn't you sutgzegou might be
going to, yourself?" Martha teased her.



"Well, I'd sort of hoped - But when | felt so ilugt now | was
frightened. Just imagine it, Martha - a baby ofamn! Not someone
else's, that | have to give back or say goodbyenime!"

"Here, steady on! It'll be half Ben's too, you kriibw

Dorrit had sighed happily. "Yes, of course - ous)e said, making
the monosyllable the symbol of fulfilment whichwas.

But though, after the precautionary week's restiwvdude prescribed
for her, she continued to help in the clinic andlewards, it was not
long before she and Ben had to face the changehle coming of

the baby would demand of their lives. As Ben puadfully, they had

jumped the gun too soon. In its now secure andsémable future
Taroued would be a place where European babiesd beuborn and

reared and educated and married off by the hun&tchine months

hence it could still be little more than the stattpost of the desert it
was now, with no room in it for any baby who coalid should be
born elsewhere.

That meant England and the closing of the Tarolegter in Ben's
career, as Naomi's had already closed for herhBytlanned to stay
on until Jude had engaged his successor in thamabeven longer if
the summer humidity did not prove too much for orr

Meanwhile a new laboratory assistant was due inmtNfaglace and
already the hospital had tasted modest affluentieeishape of a new
ambulance. There was extra unskilled help to colaier, more
nurses, new equipment, at least a third doctouaye®n, ambitious
building plans.

Endings and beginnings . . . Sometimes, in thealespf the small
hours which come to everyone, Martha wondered hamynof the



latter she would be there to see; how long sheddoedr to work with
Jude, for him, because of him, with the memory roé aight in his
arms to tantalize and shame her with its falsentsssheapness, and
without hope that his everyday need of her and midg®ece on her
work promised anything she craved of him... anyghanhall.

It had been Naomi who had proved and underlinetittteae were

two Jude Tarletons. One, the "very ordinary marthwassing needs
and impulses which he despised; the other, dedi@ate undeviating

from the purpose he had set himself. And neithethefn for any

woman with pride of her own or with a love for hihat asked some
return.

So, she thought, when the time came and she wastdrgo, she
might do just that, against all her aching longiegstay to see
Taroued fulfilled and Jude's work with it. AnotHight from love to

be lived down . . . lived through. Another endiog lier before other
people's beginnings had happened in earnest, $theheoself in

dreary self-pity, without the foreknowledge then lwdw a few

careless words she had already forgotten spealeng tw precipitate
someone else's "ending" first.

One morning, at the end of the clinic session,\sas alone there,
ready to lock up and go off duty when a jeep stdgpehe forecourt
and Greg appeared at the door.

"Knock, knock. Shop still open?" he asked.
"Only just,” she told him. "What can it do for ydu?

He showed his hand, carelessly bandaged. "Justeadut. Nothing
to write home about."



Nor was it. It was a long gash, not deep, acros®#ll of his thumb.
It had not bled much, and Martha was surprised Hold have
brought it to the clinic for attention.

As she fetched dressing and bandage for it, "Gan'get first aid at
the camp for this kind of thing?" she asked, kngatimat he could if
he had troubled to do so.

"Of course. But | thought it would be cosier to rmakou my
ministering angel. Any objections ?"

"None," she said coolly. "It's what I'm here favhenl'm here. But as
| mightn't have been on duty this morning was yourney really
necessary?"

"Opportunity being a fine thing, yes. Because Imge you realize |
have to make my own chances of seeing you these alay risk a
brush-off when | do?"

She finished his bandage and collected her kitu"Kwow why," she
said.

He smiled, none too agreeably. "But naturally 1\knehy! You've
decided | need slapping down for having jilted yand playing
hard-to-get is your way of doing it-"

At that she rounded on him. "I've done nothing lué sort!" she
denied.

"Then what - ?" he invited.

"Ought you to need tellinggain? I've avoided you because we're
finished. | - I've grown out of you. | had to ruway from you to here.
But it worked, and now we've nothing to say to eaitier any more."



"Haven't we?" Greg's brows went up. "If | thougbuymeant that,
my ego might be quite crushed. But d'you knowallyedoubt if you
do?"

"I don't know why you should think | don't, sind&s ithe truth!"

He shook his head. "Not it. You're over-playingtth all. Because if
it wasn't going to do something for you to havearand, why didn't
you give the thumbs-down signal when you had tlanca?"

Martha stared at him, too surprised to pretend ragmee of his
meaning. "How do you know | was offered any sayhether you
stayed or went?" she asked.

From his flash of expression she saw that he h&do\wn; he had
merely ventured a long shot which had gone homenitisg it, he
said, "Just a guess. You see, | figured someondikedg to sound
you unofficially on your reactions to your 'ex' hgioffered Will
Shorthouse's job, and it seems | was right. Whoityéy the way?
Dumont, or Tarleton direct? Or did they employ abgtween?"

"It was Jude."

"Well, well! He said, '‘Does he' - meaning me - ‘thet push or not?’
And you said, 'Let him stay' - because it suited yo have me
dangling while you marked time over when, where aog you
would kiss and make it up - "

"l did not! It was simply that | hadn't the right to decidelsa thing
either way, and | told Jude so."

Greg affected awe. "And there's finesse! 'She tsdhy' yes, she didn't
say no' - knowing, the little hedge- sitter, thdtlbe staying if she
didn't weigh in against me! And it worked. You gdtat you wanted
- me, to keep at arm's length until you judgeditine was ripe for me



to be forgiven. But don't | get a break soon? fstance, do you
realize | haven't kissed you once since that twsts-shot after |
crashed?"

Martha said, "That was a failure because | meatd lhe, and my
feelings haven't changed since then."

"Come to that, nor have mine!" he flashed.

Suddenly she felt helpless in face of his obtuseses to take his
dismissal. "Oh, Greg," she appealed, "what's tleeofigoing on like
this ? For the last time - | don't love you anygdenand | don't want
you to think | ever shall again. But if only younche generous
enough to accept that, is there any reason in thedwvhy we

shouldn't still be friends?"

He came closer and stood over her. "Friends!" fa. sgust how
corny can you get? As if any man in his right senseer made a
friend of awoman- " Then his hands went to her shoulders, crushi
her to him, and his lips took hers in a deliberat&orced kiss of
which he made an even greater insult than his words

"Greg, let me go!"
"How badly do you really want me to?" he taunted he

"You should know - " Suddenly, as he laughed witlfaumour at her
struggles to free herself, her anger flamed. Shkéedstthen,
deceptively, and as soon as his imprisoning holdxesl she
wrenched a hand free and slapped him full acrasshikek.

She saw tears of shock start into his eyes andvakegglad, fiercely
glad. He exploded, "Why, you little - I" ready widim ugliness which
went unspoken as Ahmadi put his head round the @odrspoke to
Martha.



"l have taken the drug basket. | go nGwapibaShore?"
"Yes, that's all, Ahmadi. I'm just off myself."

"Hold hard a minute. Going my way?" That was Greg, back
turned to Martha, addressing the young Arab.

Ahmadi, surprised, looked from one to the othergdlhome," he
said.

"Well, that's all right. Show me where, and I'llogryou," Greg
offered. Then, without a backward glance at Martiestrode out,
Ahmadi at his heels, and a minute or two laterrsaad the churning
of the jeep's engine before it drove away.

For hours after that she tried to recall the pesgmmust have been
so short a while ago; the one who had loved Grdglisdly as never
to have faced his nastier side, when his will wassged. Their
engagement couldn'thave been all idyllic agreentbay must have
guarrelled sometimes. Had she always then givgusirshort of the
flashpoint which would have shown his ugly streakwhat it was?
She supposed she must have done, warned by timeinghich knew
it was there, but wanted it kept out of sight amtl @ mind in the
name of love.

And what now? Now, she suspected, his malice migiitstop at
mere avoidance of her. She could not foresee aryinvavhich he
could harm her. But he would if he could. Of thag $elt sure.

She returned to the hospital in the late afterrenuh since there was
to be no evening clinic, she was surprised toweeBedouin women
waiting in the forecourt. Nearer, she recognizeuhtiivoth. The slight



one, Mina; the stout, older woman, her mother-w; laithout whom
or some other escort Mina did not now go out.

Martha hurried to them. "Mina, how good to see yaotl Madame
Mounia bint Haradj - Come in, won't you, and Jabhall make
coffee. Or" - she broke off at sight of Mina's tobed eyes - "is
anything the matter? Something I can help with? ifiel"

The older woman's only response was a forlorn wepef her head,
but Mina said breathlessly, "It is Ahmatikbiba. He has not come
home to his house. Since morning he has not conagel, worry. His
mother also troubles herself. For he has no hdbihgering in the
markets as other men have, and today he should dlept to be
ready to return for his duty of the night houreafie had been to the
mosque for the evening prayers. So we come tdf siggaippens that
you know where - ?"

"- where he can be?" Martha shook her head in peitgl "No. He
left here as always. Oh - " She bit her lip asrglneembered how and
with whom Ahmadi had gone. "That is, he went iraawith one of
the air pilots from the camp who had come for straatment to his
hand. But Ahmadi meant to come home. He said so."

"Yet he comes not. Evil has befallen himshallah," mourned his
mother in Arabic.

Martha said gently, "We must hope not. But you wigt to come
here. If there has been an accident the hospitiahswe heard of it."

As she spoke she shepherded them into the clididedinthem there
while she went to make inquiries of the staff wlaal lbeen on duty
during the day. To her relief there had been nla@a@n accident, but
equally no one could suggest what might have haggbém Ahmadi

since he had left the clinic with Greg. She decitied next move
must be a radio call to the camp to contact Gred,she was on her



way to put this through when she passed two gigdhoy orderlies
on their way to the wards, and checked as heraaght Ahmadi's
name.

"Hassan! Mohammet!" she broke into their chatt&iou speak of
Ahmadi. Where is he?" And then, when the boys' oaply was a
sheepish giggle and a shuffling of their feet, "@ghshe urged
sharply, "if you have seen him or know where heow, tell me."

More giggles, exasperating though reassuring inr tvay, she
supposed. Then Hassan ventured, "We do not knowewteeis now,
tabiba. But we have seen him. In the markets. Witdaaarani who

goes so0."

A Christian with a limpHassan's mimicry of the slight remaining
stiffness of Greg's injured leg was graphic. Mamloalded. "Yes, |
know theNararani.And he and Ahmadi were together in the marke
- when?"

Some argument ensued as to when before it emdnged had been
an hour or two earlier and that Greg and Ahmadieweat on their
way through but making, as it were, a day of it.

Martfyi mentioned the jeep. "They were in a workmgtor-car?"

They had a "rough" car, yes, Mohammet admitted. tBay were
afoot when the boys had seen them. They were dodng booth to
booth making fun with some traders, "angering ®hEor they were
- Mohammet sought a word, then, embarrassed, tutestiaction.
"They were . . . thugabiba" he said, his lolling head and rocking
wide-legged stance description enough.

Drunk? Martha said sharply, "How could this be? Ahmad igood
Moslem. He does not drink!"



Mohammet shrugged and looked at Hassan for suppe. have
seen ittabiba.We know it was so," he insisted.

Drunk! Both of them! Martha's anger against Greg wawvhiplash
she would have liked to use on him. How dared he® Haredhe?

she raged inwardly. For she was in no doubt that-this incitement
of Ahmadi to a vice quite foreign to him - was hesort direct to her
rejection of him, one mean way of hitting back et While he plotted
others. Oh yes, he had turned enemy all right fand start he could
not have found a better way than this of bringing hospital into
disrepute with the people it served.

And it was she, she realized, who had given hincihe when he had
suggested it might be "fun”, and she had warnedrbumdly of the

consequences, never guessing then how evilly hédwoake use of
the knowledge.

She told Mohammet, "Very well. If you say you sawlibelieve

you," then sent both boys on their way. But whatdonow? She
abandoned the idea of radioing the camp, sincastulikely Greg
would either take Ahmadi there or return himseltilume was sober.
The evening market would not yet be open, so thaylavnot still be

there. Therefore the best hope was that they haedoeompany and
that Ahmadi at least had made his way home by now.

For a minute or two she stood in thought, and vibasiato go back to
Mina with a toned-down version of the story and dldeice to wait
for Ahmadi at home ifhe was not already there waewoor from the
forecourt opened and Jude strode in, his facerskha hand in a
police-grip under the elbow of the shambling figbeside him . . .
Ahmadi. An Ahmadi who, she realized with a stabralfef, was

already almost sobered by some sharp experiencernedime than
his orgy with Greg.



At sight of him she breathed, "Oh, thank goodn&gkere did you
find him?" she asked Jude.

"At Base, where I'd gone to see a patient," he Sadaitly.
"At the camp? Then Greg did - "
"Greg? So you're in the picture?" Jude put in.

"Partly. When | came back on duty Mina and her racth-law were
waiting for me, worried to death that Ahmadi hatbe’en home, and |
knew he had left here with Greg this morning."

"Just a minute. I'm not with you. I'd supposed thHesd met
somewhere in the town. What was Ryder doing hesenbrning?"

"After you had gone on your rounds and just beton@as ready to
close the clinic he came with a cut hand to besdigisand he offered
Ahmadi a lift home."

"And that's all you know?"

"No. I've just heard from Hassan and Mohammetttiete was some
kind of drunken scene in the markets later." Madbded quickly,
"But you can't blame Ahmadi for that."

"I don't. You haven't heard the rest?"
"What; rest?"

Jude ignored the question and answered his own.dNmurse there
hasn't been time. Well, here it is. After they kbig¢ markets, which
wasn't, | gather, until they were more or less dnad out, Ryder
took Ahmadi over to Base, proposing to give him ooly his first
trip by air, but his first lesson at the controfaglane.”



Martha stared, aghast. "But the boys said Gregdmask too!"

"Exactly." Jude's tone was grim. "Otherwise letpdr even he could
hardly be such a criminal fool."

"But he was stopped?"

"Not until he had smuggled Ahmadi into the coclgmt they were on
the point of taking off. Then a mechanic gave themaand they were
hauled out by Dumont in person."

"If they'd crashed the plane they might have kilttémselves!"
breathed Martha.

"If they'd crashed the plane they might have kiletier people,
which would have been worse. As it was, sheer fingldl pretty well
sobered up our friend here by the time | arriveth@scene, and | left
Dumont spoiling to deal with Ryder without benefigloves - " Jude
paused and surveyed Ahmadi with a measuring eys.f0A you,
we'll settle accounts later. Meanwhile, you'd beget home and
sleep it off."

None too steadily Ahmadi stood his ground. "It widt be so again
with me, Tabib Tarleton. You know that of me ?" he pleaded.

"I hope | do. I think so. Now be off with you aneport to me in the
morning. Eight o'clock sharp in my office, d'youah®"

Ahmadi drew himself up. "l have no time for sleghib. | am on
night duty after sunset."

Not without irony Jude said, "It does you crediteémember as much,
but we'll manage without you, | dare say." TurnbegMartha, he
asked, "Are Mina and his mother still here?" aneémwbkhe told him,



"Yes, in the clinic," his gesture in that directibnooked no more
lingering on Ahmadi's part.

When he had gone, "Let's hope Mina will relieve feslings by
giving him the curtain lecture he deserves," Jud@. And then, "As
for Ryder, Martha, I'm afraid you've got to facéhiait this means he's
finished here. Smuggling an unauthorized persotodhe landing-
ground, drunk at the controls of an aircraft, negdnanhandling to
get him out of the cockpit - neither Dumont nor hempany are
going to wear it, you know."

Martha said, "You can't think I'd want them to? Bbate even more
what he did to Ahmadi. That was unforgivable - &e thim and
Mina's worry for him as a weapon against me - "

"Against you? Do you mean you and he had quarreltedl you're
suggesting he took Ahmadi off on a drunken jagabytique?"

"It was more than pique. It was deliberate malieekhew | should
understand, because | had told him about the cqitdma Bedouins
have for drink and for anyone who tempts them.to it

"But in this case that was Ryder himself, surely?"

"Not only Greg. You know they might not distinguibbtween him
and the rest of us in the matter of blame!"

Jude shook his head. "I know what you mean - mudas|s and
sticks. But | think you needn't worry too much -mgdeginning to be
well enough thought of to be able to ride it now.y®u did quarrel
with Ryder this morning?"

"It was more than a quarrel. | made him my enemygtmd. He had
persuaded himself that | had had the say-so abhegefting his job,



and he seemed to think that gave-'him rights overthmt he hasn't
had since he broke our engagement.”

Jude regarded her thoughtfully. "But could youraladnand on heart,
that you haven't yourself to blame for that? Yoavdn't noticeably
kept him at arm's length, have you?"

"It wasn't easy. He knew | still loved him whenbreke with me, and
he always refused to accept that we couldn't pocthe threads again,
just like that."

"Yet you wouldn't say the one word to me which vebludive sent him
on his way?"

"He had no job to go to, and he had forfeited lgktrto a reference
from D.L.C. He's a good pilot and Monsieur Dumortded him.
How could | have said, 'Yes, get rid of him, pledsecause he's an
embarrassment to me' ? It wouldn't have been fair!"

"You still needn't have handed me the half-truth giad - that | had
no right to thrust the decision on to you. Anywayoubt whether
you could have been as fair as all that if you wereer in two minds
about forgiving him and taking him back as soog@swere free of
your contract here."

"l never was. You'vgotto believe | didn't want him to stay!"

"Yet | merited so little of your confidence thattilinow you wouldn't
admit as much and leave the rest to me? All rightleast you
convince me you've finally taken his measure now, I&m glad. But
you know, Martha" - the corner of Jude's mouttedifas if in wry
despair of her - "when you choose to dig in yowelfien a matter of
principle, as you did in our clash over Nura's vesand again over
Ryder, you do try goodwill and sympathy rather Mot to mention a
friendship which you must know is yours for theiagk And you do,



don't you? Because surely, professional dependencsach other
apart, we've the makings of friendship by now?"

Friendshi? Ah yes, if that was all he had to offer her, anted of
her, it had to be enough. Better the half- loahtha bread until you
outlived hunger or came to terms with it . . . As@d "Friends? Why,
yes, I've always hoped we could be that," she sh&h left him,
shrinking from meeting mere cordiality in his eydsile all her heart
was in her own.



CHAPTER X

Two days later Greg had gone. By the camp managset&rs he
remained a virtual prisoner in his quarters befwrdeft, and he took
leave of no one but his housemate and David Sgelldrs flew him

down to Aden. On the return flight David broughicka pilot to

replace him, and the self-contained world of thegabusy with its
glowing future, promptly forgot him.

Nor did his drunken escapade have the repercudseohad intended.
But it was Jude who was to be thanked for that,tihdaknew. At his
suggestion, he and Monsieur Dumont devoted a dagdessing the
annoyance and damage which Greg and Ahmadi hag¢danghe
markets. Compensation was paid, suspicion anigdling dispersed,
and the story passed without rancour into the gasisthe old men
over their hookahs and the chatter of the womeheatvells.

Meanwhile the small community, lacking all food aasce but its
domestic livestock and the meagre crops it tendeldharvested on
tiny holdings snatched from the desert, faced darly threat of
near-famine between the end of winter and the tnéhe spring
sowings.

The consequences came to the clinic in the shapaithg babies,
toddlers on matchstick legs and mothers who madadorand
rationed milk for the children without allotting ahare for
themselves. Morning after morning Martha stood lylevJude or
Ben advised and prescribed for malnutrition, arevgas always loud
with protest afterwards.

"Isn't it anyone'sesponsibility to see that they feed all the yeand
and not just while their own produce lasts ?" dagoured to Jude.

He looked up from his desk. "We're working on h¢' said. "Don't
forget they are a nomad race, used to eating \wegie got while it's



there and moving on when it's not. Things are cimgnd his lot have
settled here and they'll stay, and ultimately twewn't want for much.
But the habits of centuries die hard, and you @pect them to go
all community-minded and see the virtues of a maig system
overnight."

"Then you are trying to introduce one?" Martha [stesl.

"Under the Sheikh's distinguished patronage, ybserd's a scheme
afoot by which every settlement in the territorgugpposed to declare
the size of its wheat or millet harvest and itsuisgments for food
and seed, with the surplus going for distributidat you can't budget
for much surplus after a season of poor rainslikesummer; you've
got to reckon that figures of yields are going &'tooked' and that
here, for instance, you're up against a handfapofs who bought or
bartered cheap and are sitting on stocks, plaroirsgll dear on the
black market."

"Do you know that's happening?"

"We suspect it without the means of proving it, #mel three or four
characters | have in view don't appear to havesadiwf grain or a
side of goat's meat too many on their premiseslé Jase, and as he
passed MarthaOn his way out his hand rested momentarily on h
shoulder.

"l warned you, remember, that Arabia had its samisaces? Well,
this is one of them, and the remedy is long- teBat. it'll come all
right, and making sure that it does is what weaelor, isn't it?"

But the promise of plenty for Taroued when the ddimvered at the
dictates of the oilmen did little for Martha's coasgion for people
who were hungry now. She envied Jude his authartch could

badger the Government, the Sheikh, more produsgitéements and
the Company for funds. At least he could a@ctsomething about it.



Whereas for her there was only pity and impatiemza futile sense
of guilt whenever she ate well herself.

More and more Ben was deputizing for Jude when &g out and
about in connection with the problem. And he wa8ab Magreb,
summoned by the Sheikh, on an afternoon when Mawtha had
walked to a visit of her own, had returned to thepital too early for
the evening clinic but without its being worthwhitego back to her
guarters for the hour she had to spare. There meays a backlog of
clerical work, entering up the patients' recoralsaand she was busy
with this when the door opened and a Bedouin wifase she
remembered came in.

He bowed."Salaam aleikum, o tabibads theTabib Tarleton here?"
he asked.

Martha smiled. He was Youssif, whose wife's babgytthad

delivered on her own first night in Taroued. Shenmged his greeting
in Arabic, adding that though Jude was not avasiaBen would be
there for the evening clinic after his return frbm rounds.

Youssif shook his head. "That will be too late."
"Too late?"

Martha's heart had missed a beat, but Youssif'taeapon was

reassuring. It was his good "house", he said, vawbHad the thought
and now insisted that the doctor must see the bafye they left on

their journey. There was nothing amiss with theybdut Fatima

would have it so - theabibaunderstood?

Martha agreed that she did. Mothers were like e, said. "When
are you going on your journey, Youssif, and hov'faashe added.



"To the Outer Tents, where they have hunted ibebsarhave meat to
share and where there is still grain for makingtréVe travel in the
cool of the evening and night, and we should haweegat dawn if

Fadma had not had this thought about the baby,'s3ibsaid.

Martha said, "Very soon now - thiabib Tarleton is seeing to it -
there should be meat and meal for you here. So yaustake this
journey?"

But as she put the question she realized she wasgragainst the
nomad instinct of which Jude had spoken - the togp in search of
food when supplies failed on the spot. And Yousséply confirmed
this.

"When there is meat in Taroued we shall return.ri@w we must go
without thetabib seeing the baby ?"

"If you must leave by this sunset, yes. But | wdime and look at the
baby, if that will make Fatima content to go?"

Youssif beamed. If theabibawould do that, Allah would grant that
the whole world should love her, he declared. And would come
with him now?

"Yes, now," said Martha, and they set out, Youssifducting her by
a shorter cut than the car had taken that firditrogon her later visits
to Fatima with Jude or Dorrit. When they reacheel tiiree-sided
courtyard of which Youssif's house formed the narkack end, it
was clear that he intended that the family's tredugd begin as'soon
as Martha had pronounced on the baby's fitness. féor his mule -
Fatima's transport - stood waiting, heavily paredemo hens now
pecked or rustled about the open ground floor, 4odssif would
have called to Fatima to bring the baby down if tdarhad not said
she preferred to examine him upstairs.



Fatima too was veiled and ready with yet more gebe loaded on to
the long-suffering mule, while Youssif Junior, whéiatima was still
feeding herself, appeared to be in much bonniepestizan Martha
had hoped to find him. Yes, he could travel witfega she took the
responsibility of telling Fatima. And when he wasasldled and
be-capped and was wearing the right talisman fojdbrney, Fatima
looked about her, said, "Then now all is arrangead with quiet
dignity led the way out and down the stairs.

At sight of the extra luggage Youssif protestedthie best male
tradition that it could not go, it should not gadadid Fatima suppose
that their friends of the Outer Tents could notvmte them with a
buchari for their tea? But he set to work to rearrangeldiael, and
while he did so Martha looked up at the silent vewmtess first floors
on either side of the courtyard.

"You have no neighbours, Youssif?" she asked.

He looked up, following her glance. "No oriabiba.But these are
not dwellings. This one" - he jerked a thumb -distore place for
camel trappings, millstones, other things. Thaf;anary."

"A granary? You keep your own grain there when lyaue some?"

"l have to buy my flour. | am a camel-driver," l@minded her. "No,
Hadrassi the merchant hires the place from meofwolittle silver. But
it is empty now. Hadrassi, like his fellows, wilh¥e no more wheat
to store or sell until harvest." Youssif tighteraedirth, helped Fatima
to mount, took the mule by the bridle and was rdadyo.

Martha waved them goodbye and was about to leanselfievhen a
solitary hen padded into the courtyard from theettiand began to
scratch in the dust beneath the harness place.



She watched it idly. It must be a stray from a hbauring yard;
Fatima had said all Youssif's flock had long sigoae for the pot.
"Better find your way home. Nothing there for ydwen," Martha
addressed it. But in the way of hens it ignored hlnenan voice,
changed course to cross to the other side, whéegrn to pick so
busily that Martha felt curious to see what it gasting.

She followed it into the shadow of the overhanthefupper floor. It
was semi-dark there and she had to stoop to seetidnen had
found. It was corn . . . wheat, dropping in a tlamall rain from a
knothole overhead and forming a pile of grainsefiaghan the hen
could peck.

Martha stared, fascinated, expecting the tricklestop at any
moment. But it came on, its flow seemingly limitely by the size
of the knothole outlet, until even the hen was etpland strolled
away, leaving Martha alone with the puzzle of gfeowing without
stint from a granary where no grain was supposée 1o

She frowned, catching at a memoHadrassi-! She remembered
now that though the names had meant little to dteone time Jude
had mentioned those of the few black market suspant Hadrassi
had been one of them. Hadrassi, like the other imaets, had no
stocks on his premises, nothing to sell for his gwofit, nothing
surplus for requisition. But Hadrassi found it wohtis while to rent
storage space from Youssif for non-existent graumy?

Pondering, Martha looked at the palmful she heldials real enough
and it was still dropping. More where it came froh8o, how had
Youssif not known it was there, waiting until itudd be sold in secret
at an outrageous pric€ had he knowand had lied to her? That she
hated to believe. But money, bribery to a poor teamold his tongue
could explain it. Could explain too Youssif's fii. Suppose he had
moved out to avoid the backwash of trouble and supo for
Hadrassi if there were any to come ?



Well, there was going to be in plenty if - MartHang down the
wheat in her hand and scanned the blackened uddeddi the
flooring above her head. From the ground to YotssBikt floor there
was a stairway. Here there was none. But theresaarething else -
the outline of a close-fitting trapdoor, just disuble by the flange
along one side against which a ladder might rest.

There was no ladder. Frustrated and bent now @pdss, Martha
stared up at the square of the trapdoor until qes ached. Then she
remembered that she had noticed a ladder lyingydtmback wall of
Youssif's ground floor. It might be too heavy farho lift or drag; it
could prove too short to reach the flange of thpdoor, which latter
would almost certainly be locked. Three chancesagaer, none in
her favour. But she went in search of the laddehalsame.

It was reasonably light and it was long enoughtl@ purpose. An
impediment to her short climb was the shoulderksgtcontaining
her treatment kit, but she slung this diagonallyttsd it bobbed on
her back, and went up.

To her surprise there was neither lock nor botht trapdoor. Fast
only by the closeness of its fit, it gave heavihdalowly when she
braced herself on the ladder and pressed up athibath hands, and
though something prevented it from falling full Bawhen it stood at
right angles to the aperture and seemed firm,@bleanother step up
the ladder and pulled herself over the edge.

She straightened, accustoming her eyes to thegtwibf the long

room, noticing first the obstacle to the trapdooa daden sack,
lurching sideways of its own weight on its baséert other sacks,
piled in places to roof level, some spilling theantents from ragged
holes, and finally the sea of loose wheat aboufltiue.

So- ! Her long shot of deduction had paid off - Hadrassean, illicit
hoard was here by the bushel, the hundredweightoti, enough to



feed hungry children with bread for many a long.d&yt how had he
amassed it and off-loaded it in secret? And how, ugly thought
stabbed again, could Youssif not have known?

Martha glanced at her watch. Time had passed tmklguand now
she had little enough to spare to get back forBelimic and to tell
her news. But first, on the notion of discoverimgihthat knothole
had rained the continuous stream it had, she malsedt the floor,
scuffing grain aside with her feet, and found itcgly, about where
she judged it to be.

Now the flow had stopped. Its "feed" - a hole saak slumped on its
side - had no more to give. But there were morediadmall ones,
their edges ragged, bitten, the surface around befauled . . Rats!
On her sick recoil of distaste Martha turned quickbck to the
trapdoor - just as the sagging bulk of its proptedraway from it,
leaving it to teeter on its hinges for a split setdhe chances even a
to its falling back or forward into place.

It fell forward with a crash. But though Marthasit nerves jumped
at the noise, she had no misgivings about liftingntil she knelt to do
so. Then she saw it had neither ring nor crossjieeaet as handhold
and that it fitted - or had jammed - so flush tihggave not even a
knifeblade's play of space by which it might bespd open.

At first she refused to accept its defiance, andech her kit for her
only available tool - surgical scissors. But neitlieey nor the
scrabble of her fingernails would serve, and asssitédback on her
heels, acknowledging defeat, for the first time har life she
understood what it was to feel her scalp crawl wWehr. Sweat
beaded coldly on her upper lip and her eyelids jieiodk a conscious
effort of will to get a grip on herself, to look hiear in the face and
try to cut it down to size.



It was, she knew, as much a fear of sharing heoprwith the rats
when the swift, full dark came down as it was hrexad of discovery
by Hadrassi before she was missed elsewhere.

And how soon or late might that be? She wrenchethioeghts from
the rats to work it out.

She had left a message for Ben, saying where shgdree. But he
might not worry nor, even if he did, be free tokanto her absence
until the end of his clinic, which could well lasntil dark. That

meant, at best, over an hour more; at worst, thermBen sent or
came in search of her, he would find Youssif's koampty and

Youssif gone, and unless he read aright the clukeofadder below,
what was there to tell him where she was ?

Only a blank wall faced the yard; there was nohewslit from which

she could fly a signal. On the thin hope of a dgiging through into
Youssif's first floor, she went to that end of tb& - finding a door,

certainly, but one that was locked fast. She redlithe futility of

beating on the thick outer wall, and though shelcca@hout, what
hope was there that she could time even that tahbace of being
heard?

For all that, she tried - only to be mocked by émswering silence.
None of Youssif's neighbours lived near enoughdgarhHadrassi -
No, she wouldhot contemplate the possibility of his coming befor
Ben did! She would shout again at intervals andtinage she would
hear Ben come into the yard. Meanwhile she coulg wait.

One more fruitless assault on the trapdoor, thenlsbged some
sacks into the rough shape of a throne on whichpsinehed, well
clear of the floor which, after dark, would be ster with comings
and goings. If only she had a torch! If only - gieng at the ingrained
filth of her hands and guessing that her face wasleaner - she
hadn't lost her handkerchief!



But search revealed that indeed she had, and anathe do with a
square of surgical gauze from her kitbag, somelm@ybssession of
both a torch and a handkerchief looked like theveroial riches

which surpassed the dreams of avarice.

Already there were rustlings among the wheat ares#msed the
bright, wary eyes which watched her. She shoutetl reeard her
voice crack, go out of control. This was the edfypamic, she knew.
"Oh, please, Ben, hurry!" she prayed. Jude - ? Rute, about
Taroued's business in Bab Magreb, seemed very/ay.a

Jude said curtly, "Let's get this straight, may we® first missed her
- when ?"

Watched anxiously by Dorrit, Ben took a quarterdec&rch the
length of his living room. "Look, Chief, I've tolgbu already how it
went!" he protested.

"Then tell me again. Only make it snappy."
"Well, there was this note she left for me. Yoween it yourself - "

"Yes, yes - saying she had gone to look at Yosdsaby before clinic
time. And you took the clinic alone, without fegjiover-concerned
as to why she hadn't shown up ?"

Ben appealed again, "Look, Chief, that's not tdow was | to know
what might have delayed her? Anything could havesi@es, the
world and his wife all his wives - turned up at the clinic tonight. Bu
when Martha hadn't arrived by the end of it, | s&himadi to scout
for her and myself hared back to her quarters amnd, o see if she
had skipped the clinic for some reason. Becausews® ill or
something - "



"And Ahmadi's story is that he found neither Yolis&r Fatima to
guestion; the house was shut up and the neighbewasked told him
that Youssif had taken his wife and baby off to @wter Tents at
dawn? But that makes nonsense of Martha's noteoto B'you
suppose Ahmadi is telling the trutfitid he go to the house? Or
guestion anyone?"

At that Dorrit broke in, "Oh, Jude! You can trushiAadi. Why, he
adores Martha's shadow!"

Jude said, "Sorry, but I'm not trusting my own sivact the moment.
However, if that's Ahmadi's story - "

"But it isn't. You've got it wrong," said Ben. "Afadi found the
house shut up and came back to report. Then | wakemg and
guestioned the neighbours."

"Did you go to the house yourself?"

"What was the use? | took Ahmadi's word that Ydtsssnule had
gone. And though my Arabic is nothing to write hoaf@out, the
people | spoke to certainly said he had planndéawee at dawn."

"Ah, but which dawn - this morning's or tomorrow¥s@u know they
date their day differently."

"But if they meant tomorrow's, Youssif would stié there, and he
could solve the mystery for us," Ben argued redsigna

Jude nodded. "Always supposing the message whohMiartha out
was genuine," he said.

At that Dorrit blanched. "Jude, you're not suggessomeondured
her out? You don't think - ?" she pleaded.



He turned on her. "I'm not thinking. I'm doing," &&d. "I'm finding
Martha if it means turning the Quarter inside @dame on, Ben - "

Dorrit followed them out. "You'll bring her backte® I'll have a bed
ready for her. And - and everything," she callegrathem. But her
words were drowned in the snarl of the engine de&ucar.

Whenever Martha stirred or clapped her hands thedgbory

scurryings would stop as if in affronted surprigely to begin again
as soon as she was still. But though she knewdltk the sane thing
would be to patrol the floor from end to end andikbagain she could
not make the initial effort, and stayed where sl vstraining her
ears for the first sound which would be differerituman.

Yet when it came a long while later, though she ldkdnvave sworn
she was still wide-eyed and alert, her uneasydladp heard it only
as a new menace, a terrifying crescendo of alidbe

She froze - not recognizing it for what it was e tthud of the

ladderhead being readjusted against the flangehoshwvt rested. Nor
in the moment which followed did the terse voiaesif below reach
her. But she was fully awake to the next soundwéts the

unmistakable tread of feet on rungs. Someone, tvas,mounting

the ladder and would find her. But was it Ben ixians search of
her, or Hadrassi about his furtive affairs, nevaesging she was
here? And if it were Hadrassi - ?

But she was to be spared the full dread of thaea&ly there was the
insistent thump of fists on the underside of tlapdoor; the creak of
its reluctant yielding; a widening aperture lighteylthe beam of a
torch from below; then a silhouetted head and steyalwhich could
not be Hadrassi's, and then - arms into which slmalded blindly,
but which were not Ben's ...



Jude held her close, crushing her to him as ifvwaee a precious
thing found, instead of the misguided meddler hestnthink her.
Above her bent head he spoke her name - "Marthand then was
scolding, "You little fool. You little, littlebelovedfool!" - over and
over, the endearment as emphatic as the blame.

Beloved. . . She heard it, marvelling, treasuring it, reifeshe must
believe it only sprang from the edged reaction ieffears for her.
Then Ben was there, climbing in over the edge ettap, shining his
torch and exclaiming, "Martha!" in his turn.

Jude released her and she put trembling handsrtbdneand her
flaming face. "H - how did you find me?" she askadkily.

"By this. It was half buried under a little hilloodf grain down
below," Jude told her.

"My handkerchief? Oh - I" She took it from him, nad nervous
play with it to avoid meeting his eyes so soonrdfiat "Beloved". "I

must have dropped it when | came up here to firidhow that pile of
grain came to be there. But that was just aftersgtand Fatima left
- hours ago. Or was it?" she appealed to both tfi¢awve | lost all

count of time?"

Jude said, "It was long enough. It's close on ngildinnow."

"Yes, well - then the trapdoor slammed on me aoouldn't open it
from this side. But | hoped you would find me sogmfeBen got the
note | left for him."

Ben nodded. "I got it all right. Only thing was, tiye time | set
hue-and-cry afoot for you, you had disappeared, #odssif's
neighbours assured me that he had left at dawis atbrning."

"Originally he had meant to, yes."



"Well, that seemed to make nonsense of your noie aasearch for
you around here rather futile. You'd said that fxad been called to
Youssif's baby, not that he had fetched you him#elitl as that was
impossible if he had already gone away, nothingualtoe whole

thing seemed to tie in. You've got Jude to thamkdfxiding to tear
this area apart first before we began on the ffetstectown in search
of you."

Martha summoned a smile. "And here | was, all time {'

"And here you were indeed. What's your middle na®kerlock, by
any chance? Fancy your catching on to that pileladat"! Ben raised
his torch and raked the granary from end to end wstbeam. "All
this, Chief! Where d'you suppose it all came frédnd whosas it? It
can't be Youssif's!"

Martha said quickly, "It isn't. Youssif told me be¢ he left that he
rented this place to Hadrassi the merchant, buitthhas empty, and
| don't think he was lying."

Ben and Jude looked at each other. "Hadrassi!"eztade. "So this
Is where the old so-and-so has been cacheinguffeastay until he
judged he could ask and get his own price for it!"

"But - packing it in, with Youssif knowing nothingbout it? Oh,
come again!" Ben scoffed.

"I don't know so much. If Youssif had had iakling there was this
lot literally under his own roof, he'd have staymd. No, with no
windows to the houses, these alleys and courtsaarelead as
graveyards at night, and | imagine that's when &girmay have
brought it, alone and probably by the single sam#cand using a
rope-ladder of his own."

"But the trapdoor wasn't barred or locked!"



"Only this once, | should think. Perhaps on hisVest he had to skip
in a hurry. In which case he'll be back, and J bardly wait -

Meanwhile, the top priority is to get Martha outtbfs and home.
Lead the way down, will you, and show a light faerhReady,
Martha? Dorrit has a bed waiting for you, and Betl take you

straight there instead of to your own quarters."

Obediently Martha followed Ben through the trapt tauned on the
ladder to face Jude. "But you're coming too?" shked.

He crouched in the aperture just above. "Not y&t,'said. "Ben can
bring the car back for me at first light. But oretbff-chance that
friend Hadrassi may show up, I've quite a yeartorige here when he
does. But, Martha - ?"

She searched his face for some clue to "BelovétEs?" she said.

"Just - bless you for this night's work. But dondke a habit of being
SO0 catastrophe-prone in future. My nerves won'tndstat."
Momentarily his hand went to touch her cheek arohger about the
contour of her jaw. "Meanwhile, goodnight," he s&lflyou need it,
get Ben to give you something to help you sleeq, ldinsee you in
the morning. Wait for me."

It was not an order. Somehow he made "Wait for amind as if it
were both a promise and the asking of a boon....

When Martha woke the sun was high and Dorrit waseatbedside
with a coffee-tray. Dorrit said, "This is the umgi¢h time I've
peeped at you, and not once have you stirred. lbo#ted in at you
too, and said to let you sleep on, and that heloblok - "



Jude.Martha rubbed sleep from her eyes and made an &ffsort
dreams from reality. "I must get up," she saidpting back the
covers.

Balancing the tray on one hand, Dorrit promptlylaepd them. "I
thought you'd want to be up to seeJude, so I'veSadsima bring you
a change of clothes and some make-up and yout tbifegs. But |
haven't run your bath yet, because you're to haue goffee first. Is
it all right?" she added as she set the tray adviastha's knees.

Martha looked with pleasure at the fringed ginghieayicloth with its
matching napkin, the gleaming china of the bredkdas which had
been her own gift to Dorrit, the thin crisp toastiahe rolled butter,
and compared it with the rough-and-ready serviegth would have
regarded as "good enough" a few months earlier.

"It's delightful,” Martha told her, adding as shauped coffee. "You'd
better put me in the rest of the picture, hadnit?yvhat happened
after Jude stayed at the granary? Did Hadrassufuthere after all?"

"He hadn't, when Ben went back for Jude as soarwvess light, and
Jude was hopping mad, because he wanted to caichedhanded.
Anyway, they went together to rout him out and tigaye him the
works - requisitioned the lot in the Sheikh's naamel suggested
Hadrassi might care to leave town before the nesisrgund the
markets. He tried to bluff, though of course heldow, and they
made him admit that Youssif hadn't had a clue.iBagine, Martha,"
Dorrit's eyes rounded indignantly, "Jude calculatee bread
potential of all that grain the old devil had haedldvas enough to
feed every child in Taroued for weeks!"

"That's how it looked to me. Not to mention the feuwndredrats it
seemed to be nourishing last night," shudderedhdart



"I know. You poor thing - I'd havdied.Funny that, come to think of
it - the way any normal female's reaction -to verimsithat she'd far
rather meet a herd of rhino head-on. Well, thaidrdssi, that was.
But what about the other news? | suppose in thergénarry-on last
night, no one got around to telling you that eittier

"What other news?"

"Why, that yesterday in Bab Magreb the Sheikh vidared to play
ball to the tune of all the funds Jude estimatasded heeds for food
relief between now and next harvest!"

"At last? What a wonderful triumph for Jude!" biteed Martha.

"And how!" Dorrit agreed. "Apparently, on the stgdm of the first of
his oil royalties, the old boy admitted that heldowell afford it. And

with the Company getting into really big productinext year, and
work and money beginning to flow, Ben and Judeitsegn't ever be
as bad again. And that's a funny thing, too," slded, and stopped.

"What is?"

"Well, that though I've hated this place like nopsdousiness, and
especially before you came, now it's going to lke lieaving an

exciting book half finished when Ben and | go apeljeve it or not,

I've begun to feel quite cheated of the rest!"

"You'll have to come back," said Martha.

Dorrit shook her head. "Maybe we shall. But comiragk is never
the same, even if we could lug Martha Ann out hereich we
couldn't for ages yet!"

Martha puckered a brow. "Martha Ann? Am | tunedarthe right
channel?"



Dorrit dimpled. "Michael Jude as was! It's justttlzest night Ben and
| decided we ought to budget for the fifty-fifty amce that he might
be a girl, not minding which really, as long asduen-she turns up in
due season." As she spoke she relieved Martha afdit and was on
her way out, promising to run the bath, when sbpmtd and turned.

"Know what?" she said. "lI've just remembered itter& Day at
Base, and | promised Ben | wouldn't serve tinnetigatawny again
if David brought anything different in, this trigut if | don't get to
the head of the queue, those Base chefs will enthid lot. So would
you mind if | shot over in the car this morning?y#mng you want
while I'm there?"

"Anything | want?"

"Stores,dear!" Dorrit grinned exaggerated patience withrthias
absent tone. "Pins, pineapple chunks, face-povettergentsyou
know!"

"Oh - Why, no, thanks, I don't think so. Are yourgpnow?"

"Well, not straight away. I'll wait until you're athed and in your
right mind to cope with Jude when he comes. Whyhdéiagnake such
a thing of coming back to see you anyway, do yqpsse?"

"l - don't know," said Martha, feeling a prick ofiif when Dorrit
nodded and took the half-truth at its face valug kmowing she had
needed to make it her talisman against dreamshensiteet promise
she had read into Jude's "Wait for me".

In their small community no one stood on the cemynof waiting
for admittance. So that when Jude came on footewartha's ears
were alert for the sound of his car, he was inithieg room, closing



the door behind him with his foot, almost before gmew he was
there.

She started up to face him, taken off gua@h - !"

For a moment he stood, leaning slightly back agahms door and
looking at her hungrily. Then in a single movemdma lunged
forward, his arms went wide in invitation? and wlere ran into
them with another little choked cry, they lockedabher, and his
searching lips found hers, gently at first and tinemounting demand
of the response her own gave willingly back ... badk again.

While it lasted, they were at one in ecstasy, i dlter rapture of
sharing a need, a hunger, which only the urgendheaf kisses and
their murmured endearments could make eloguentgindut just
so, unbidden passion had sparked between them lmefoee, and
when at last Jude held her gently off from him, sae his worried
eyes and was ashamed.

"This time, you - wanted that? It was for real? keeps ? For - me?"
he pleaded.

That he should need to ask! "From me to you, it reasthat - other
time," she told him.

The hands which had rested lightly on her shoultighgened to a
grip that was a sweet agony. "No," he said. "Ihdd been, you
couldn't have brushed me off as you did, made mé ds if I'd
committed rapine, as if I'd despoiled your dreams!"

"l didn't! You hadn't!" she protested. "But | thdug/ou were kissing
me for no deeper reason than that | was - thereer All, you had
forbidden me to cherish dreams and even memomeisl knew you
saw love only as a curb on you, an intrusion youwldio't tolerate. |
believe it was only that night that | had admittednyself that | loved



you and knew | ached to be in your arms. But | dotibear - couldn't
bear, don't you understand? - for you to make love towitbout
meaning anything by it. As - as men do," she adaled!|y.

"And as women, never?"

"Oh, some can and do. Naomi, for one, | think. &lok a pride in
being able to kiss and move on without any regvetsl she warned
me - if | needed warning! - that you and she wearetec much the
same pattern,

the only difference being that she rode away tdtaaraffair, and you
back to your work."

"Naomi!" Jude's tone dismissed her. "But you? llddiss you as |
did that night - with everything | had - and costdl convey nothing
of what | hoped | was telling you, asking of youl?, ®artha, was my
love- making really as inarticulate as that?"

Her colour flamed. "Not while - That iswantedto hope, and for a
moment or two | let myself. But | thought | darerfd wasn't to get
hurt all over again. And then, afterwards, when pagked out by
asking me to realize that you were only 'a veryrad man', | was
sure | understood what you meant by that, and ldcbave died of
shame."

"A very ordinary man!" He made much of each worBut;, my
darling, that was my way of telling you how verydiorary I'd just
realized | was! That I'd fallen in love, just liklee next chap, that |
couldn't and didn't want to ride roughshod oveast,'d always told
myself | must; that | lovedyou and wanted you to know it,
regardless."

"Yet you let me go so easily! Why?"



"Because of that sneer of yours about 'co-operatvbich | took to
be your idea of tact, your way of telling me youdhanly been
embracing your memories, not me at all. Which wasmich
encouragement to ask any more of you when | cofilet gou so
little in return."”

"Why, what would you have asked of me?"

"Too much. All | could have said would have beemsthing like - 'l
love you. Be loyal to me, Martha; work with me; kegour heart
whole for me, as mine will always be whole for yd&ut | wouldn't
have added, 'Share my life with me, marry me,1 fett | hadn't the
right - then."

"If you had said the rest, it would have been ehout

"Wanting you and respecting you as | did and do. -Tinough | know
I'd have been tempted to try again later, if Ryldadn't re-erupted
into your life the next day."

"His coming meant nothing to me. It wouldn't haxand, even if |
hadn't been all yours by then. But | was. And iliyyltad ever said
anything of - all that, I'd have told you yes ndayes ... andjw!"

"l wonder? Don't you remember that after Ryder beeh booted out
and you had convinced me you were cured of himm ¢éveugh you

conceded you and | were still friends, you didettrhe get a mile
nearer than that to you, to the real you, the ylotnat night in Bab

Magreb? Well, did you?" he urged gently of herraile

She shook her head. "No. But you were being soyacall and cool
and judicial that | was afraid."

"Afraid of me?"



"Of letting you guess how much | cared, if yourliegs stopped
short at friendship. And besides, there was NaoNw,-wait" - she

forestalled his convulsive movement - "l think lekm she meant
nothing to you. But at the Base party, when Nickriy fetched you
to Dorrit, I'd already been in search of you and s@en you by your
car and Naomi with you in your arms. | didn't waitouldn't. | just

ran, thinking, 'With Naomi - like that tonight. Anglith me - in the

same way - in Bab Magreb!" And | vowed, 'Not witk again, ever!
Not with me."

At that Jude put her gently into Dorrit's chaisegoe and sat on the
foot-rest, holding both her hands.

"Listen," he said. "Naomi was quite a girl. She lzag, she had
glamour by the three bagsful - and still had delfor me as | had for
her, if only because we had taken cold-blooded oreas each other
quite early on."

"But you had gone out with her?"

"Escorted her to parties in people's quarters atitet odd dinner date
in Bab Magreb to which she wasn't above invitingsb#, yes."

"And you had kissed her before ?"

"That too. Because she was the type to think hehnigue was
slipping if one didn't. But that night we clinchddr a different
reason. You could say it was partly my despairaf,ycraving the
company of her despair of the little which, in heart, she knew she
had left from the countless affairs which had doedher here. I'd
gone out to the car to see how it was placed fogetting away, and
she followed me out. She had spent too much ottening at the
bar; she was a little maudlin and more than aelitt need of
reassurance. So | did my best to give it to héinénkind of terms she
understood. On her last night here - was that smg#"



Martha said slowly, "If it did anything for herm'glad you did. She
was jaunty and debonair enough the next day. Butalied before
she left, and | realized then how very alone she avad always had
been."

"Did you tell her you had witnessed her dramat@véetaking of
me?"

"l didn't have to. She had seen me, and she haskgdd needed
warning against falling in love with you. In fatter last word to me
as she boarded her plane was 'Don't!"" Martha simile

"Advice which, if I'm to believe you, came too lateJude queried.
"I've told you, a lot too late!"

"And now you understand | was only going througitiotions with
Naomi, you aren't saying '‘Not with me' any more? Bhbat do you
find to love in me, Martha - tell me?" he urged.

She laughed. "You shouldn't expect a list. Butesth You - " She
indicated his hands, his bulk. "Your single- mindess, your
fairness, your compassion. What do you love in me?"

"Everything you are. Not to mention this . . . ahib . . . and this - "
The kisses with which he pointed his meaning leftih no doubt of
it before he sat back, his eyes a little grave.

He said, "I'm asking you to marry me now becausmar't help
myself. Wanting you and needing to protect you afo| it's as
inevitable as tomorrow's sun-up that | should. &ace | told myself
| hadn't the right to ask you, nothing has realigroged for me. You
realize that?"



She bent forward to cup his face between her hdhd=alize you're
telling meyou haven't changed. But when did | ever ask that@" s
said.

He turned his lips against her palm. "You havdaéss you. But you
know what | mean? There's work in plenty for meehsdill, but a year
or two hence - perhaps less, perhaps more - Tanilidak all set to
solve its own problems. And then - well, do you eenber my telling
you once that whether or not | succeeded or fdikre, there would
always be other Taroueds for me? And there will to@rriage
notwithstanding. Are you prepared to face that?"

"l should think less of you if you didn't ask it wfe. And with you, |
can face anything," she told him.

"Even if it's not always possible for us to be thge? If there should
be times when | can't have you along, places whérave to go
ahead, leaving you to follow?"

"Even that. It's happening to wives every day dhdweer the world,
and the lonely times would only be the price I'dAbéing to pay for
the privilege of loving you as you are, not wantyaoy different.”

He looked at her tenderly. "I always knew you haddof courage,
and if | had dared to hope you had allthat wisdowh generosity as
well, I needn't have wasted the time | did," helsaBut now, how
soon will you marry me and where? Shall we bringredobson up
to Base or go down to Bab Magreb?"

Martha said happily, "I don't mind. Anywhere."

"Then we'll make it Bab Magreb. It has a spectrevorto be laid. Do
you want banns, or shall | get a special licence?"



"Banns, please. | love them. They're such prou
two-before-the-world things."

"You shall have your banns, and we'll fix a daydsefBen and Dorrit
leave. What are they going to say about all thyghle way ?"

"I don't think they have a clue, so they'll geback, and we shall be
at the receiving end of a lot of the 'We told ya's'sthat happily
married people are always so glib with. But | canef that, can't
you?"

For answer Jude would have taken her into his agas. But she
held him off. "One thing - did you really only lete come to Taroued
because | happened to speak enough Arabic to Gétshg asked.

His eyes narrowed with laughter as he gatheretoh@&m.

"Fishing? Suppose you try to guess," he said.



