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Andrea was used to roaming all over the world Wi brother, and
the prospect of a three-week trip into the Malayamgle with him
held no terrors for her. But James Ferguson theodadto was to act
as guide to the expedition was adamant that hedvootl have her
along. This was a decision that Andrea had no fiterof taking
lying down, and she managed to follow the party jndthen after
all. But in the primitive conditions of jungle lihe was to see Doctor
Ferguson in quite a different light...



CHAPTERI

It was five o'clock when the airliner landed at gzipore, and they
stepped into brilliant sunshine, and a temperaiprin the nineties.

Two hours later, by the time they had settled &irthotel and were
dining in the lofty fan-cooled restaurant, the bgezen dusklight of
the tropics had merged into early nightfall.

‘Shall we have a look round?' Andrea suggested, miféee.

Refreshed by a cold shower and a change of clathesyas eager to
go out and see the sights. For weeks she had bekind forward to
this moment, the culmination of so much planning preparation.

Singapore ... the Gateway to the E&sthga- pura . . . The Lion City.

When she had first learned the meaning of the namerea had felt
a tingle of excitement. It sounded so exotic andsteryous ... SO
different from the depressing greyness of Londoeany January,
with all the coldest weeks of winter ahead. But naw last, the
waiting was over, and the rain and smog were dlgtisand miles
behind them.

Her brother glanced up from the book he had beaatimg throughout
the meal. ' Not tonight, Andy. | want to finishghiThere may not be
time tomorrow.'

Andrea looked hopefully at their companion, a lafdy-haired man
in his early thirties.

"You'll come for a walk, won't you, Guy?'

Guy Ramsey sipped his second brandy and soda. ndimn an
energetic mood, honey. Let's take it easy tonigin,?"



She laughed. ' Oh, Guy, you're hopeless! We've tada@ng it easy all
day. We need some exercise. Do come.'

But Guy was not to be persuaded. He had passdiriten the long
flight from London drinking double whiskies andrfiing with a
pretty red-haired air stewardess. Tonight, his bant face looked
even more dissipated than usual.

'‘Oh well, I'll go by myself," Andrea said equably.

‘Better not. You might get lost or abducted or stnimg. This isn't
Europe, honey. This is the Mysterious Orient,’ Gugrned her
teasingly. But in the past three years, Andrea thadelled many
thousands of miles about the world. Strange plaeés no fears for
her.

'l won't go far,' she assured him.
‘You won't go anywhere,' her brother interveneahij:
'Oh, Peter . . . why not?' she protested.

'‘Because I'm pretty sure European women don't g@alone here at
night. You'll have to wait till the morning, Andy.'

Andrea sighed, but she did not argue with him.

Although he had been trying not to show it, foresal days Peter had
been under a considerable emotional strain. Andickaot know the
full facts, but she did know that he had recendlgl  serious rift with
the girl he had been hoping to marry.

‘All right,' she said amenably. ' In that case yyraa well go and wash
out my smalls. I'll see you both at breakfast. hilig



The two men rose to their feet as she left theetayld Guy turned to
watch her leave the restaurant. For a moment,dietbas if he were
about to change his mind and offer to go out with Ahen, with a
slight shrug, he resumed his seat and tossed Imeckest of the
brandy.

The people sitting about on sofas in the spacioasbi®a-paved
entrance lounge also watched Andrea as she sttolatds the lift.

They were mostly Americans and Australians, andy tbiel not
recognize her as the majority of English people ld/tave done.

But her honey-blonde hair, tall lissom figure aneaubtiful legs
attracted attention everywhere. She was not comrelly pretty,
like the red-headed stewardess on the plane. Buielsow the
combination of her long-lashed hazel-green eyesrtstose and
square boyish chin was far more arresting than ragmgttier face.

In her room on the first floor, Andrea rinsed oulrgo-dry blouse and
a pair of nylons. Then she draped them over thesltoail, and
wandered aimlessly about, longing to explore theylstreets she had
glimpsed during the drive from the airport.

Was it true that girls could not go out on theirn®she wondered
restlessly. Or was Peter simply being stuffy anereprotective?

Even though she was twenty now, he still had adeagito treat her
as his youthful teenage sister. In fact, withouty'&isupport, she
would not be in Singapore at all.

She had been seventeen, and an unenthusiastioisaide London
secretarial college, when Peter, a zoologist, ang, @ television
cameraman, had managed to raise the money to niededance film
about wild life and primitive ' bush ' medicinetire Bahamas Islands.
Andrea had begged to go with them in the role oiegal dogsbody,
but Guy had suggested that they might use hereirilth.



'‘She's not a bad-looking kid, Pete, and a spolamhgur helps to sell
anything,' he pointed out. ' With those legs, ana snazzy bikini, she
might become another Lotte Haas or Michaela Denis.'

Peter, less commercially-minded than Guy, had dised this idea as
nonsense, but in the end he had agreed to let Arateompany
them.

That first film, made on a shoe-string budget anth wAndrea
appearing in only one short sequence, had had Gssiexceeding
even their highest hopes for it.

First screened by a regional company, it had laten an
international award, and sold to several Europedawarks. But the
most important outcome had been a contract to raadaries of Six
thirty-minute films. Now, three years later, thénfiof their last
expedition to Basutoland was being screened ahle-pewing hour.
And tonight they were on the eve of another expmdit

This time their objective was to find and film son®ves deep in the
Malayan jungle—caves which, it was hoped, mighttamnsome of

the most remarkable primitive rock drawings evdrealiscovered in
south-east Asia.

* * %

At half-past eight, unable to concentrate on a baaol disinclined to
join Guy in the bar, Andrea decided she would néesable to sleep
until she had stretched her legs. After all, shd hat made any
promises. Surely there could not be any harm ppslg out on her
own for half an hour, as long as she kept to thm istaeets?

Having changed her high heels for a pair of flattend with a silk
scarf covering her hair, she locked the door ofrbem and left the
hotel by a side entrance to avoid passing the addr.



Outside, the temperature had dropped by about waEgrees, and a
slight breeze stirred the fronds of the palm tieg¢ke hotel grounds.
The sky was cloudless, and brilliant with southstars.

At the main gateway, a passitiggha boy swung his pedal cab close
to the kerb to solicit her custom. Andrea smiled ahook her head.

Although the big Western-style stores were closad,nmost of the
Chinese shops were still open, and the city wdisely and noisy as
during the daytime.

Fascinated by the babel of sing-song Cantoneseeypoitie acrid
scent of smouldering joss sticks, and all the asidhings for
sale—long scarlet wax ceremonial candles, sacKksofupungent
dried fish and gaily patterndshtik sarongs—Andrea strolled along
the colonnaded pavements which sheltered shopperm &ny
sudden tropical downpour. But evidently it had reohed for some
days, as the deep monsoon drains were dry ancbttteith refuse.

In the doorway of a bank, a grey-bearded turbankkl Batchman

was already snoring soundly on lkisarpoy.Andrea wondered how
he managed to sleep amid the staccato rattle ofjomgjy counters,
the cries of street vendors and the blare of radios

Presently, she found herself on the waterfront. Tagbour was
crowded with sampans, on some of which women weiking
supper over glowing charcoal braziers. Other peopes buying
ready- cooked meals from theatay stalls along the quayside.
Tempted by the appetizing aromas mingling withgak: tang of the
sea, Andrea waited her turn at a stall where frledken skewered on
wooden sticks was being sold.

She was opening her bag to take out her purse wiednnd her,
someone said sharply, ' | wouldn't, if | were you.'

Startled, Andrea swung round.



She found herself looking up at a man who, althobghwas a
stranger, immediately reminded her of someone. l@eired and
brown-skinned, he could, in profile, have beenlgasistaken for an
Indian. But his eyes were grey, his deep voice stakably English.

'‘Why not?' she asked blankly.

‘Because nobody does,' he informed her.

'‘Nobody?' She glanced at the people round the stall
‘No Europeans.'

'‘Oh ...l see. Youmeanitisn't" done ", | stgg® she said, with the
slightest of shrugs.

Andrea had no time for people whose lives were geae by a long
list of pettifogging rules about what was ' dome ' not done '. She
preferred to set her own standards.

The man's eyes narrowed. ' | mean that if you et gtuff it will
probably make you sick—perhaps seriously ill," iel $latly.

'‘But it looks delicious.'

‘It may be," he agreed, without expression. ' Butydu see that
opening in the wall? Do you know why it's there?'

Andrea looked where he indicated. At the foot of thall of the
building behind the street stall, there was whakéal like a small
cupboard door. She had not noticed it before.

'‘Behind that door there's a lavatory,' the man Bhidtly. * Any time
now, the night soil collectors will come along anmkn it. And ifthat
doesn't deter you, take a good look at the stap&e His clothes are



clean enough, but he may not have washed his Handscouple of
days.'

Andrea swallowed, suddenly feeling slightly queaBlyen, hastily
recovering her composure, she said lightly, * Wislgnk you for
warning me. But you needn't have worried, becawsgust realized
| haven't any local money anyway.' She gave himiéirsy nod, and
walked away.

But she had gone only a few yards when the mamtelistep beside
her. ' I'll see you back to your hotel,' he saidisieely.

'l know the way, thank you," she said politely.
He must have heard, but he did not even glancerat h

Andrea flushed, and walked faster. But she knewcslué& not hope
to throw him off. His long legs could easily outdé& her.

It was not that she was nervous of the man. In thete was
something about him which made her wonder if hehmiige a
plain-clothes police officer. But she resented duistere, superior
manner. He could have warned her about the fodd wsithout
making her feel such a fool; and he could haveredffehis escort,
instead of simply imposing himself.

At the junction of two main roads, he put his hander her elbow to
steer her across the busy thoroughfare. But as a®dhey reached
the far side, he dropped his arm.

In sight of the hotel, Andrea halted. ' I'll be tgusafe now,' she said
firmly.

The man looked down at her, his grey eyes coldrapdrsonal. ' Are
you alone in Singapore?'



‘No, I'm not. I'm travelling with my brother.'

'I'd better have a word with him. Evidently he dderealize that this
IS not a place where young girls go' out alonegtttri the man said,
in his clipped expressionless voice.

Andrea squared her shoulders and said frostilyihk that's a matter
of opinion. | happen to be accustomed to going abgunyself.'

'So you may be—in England. But this is a foreigapset, with some
fairly unsavoury inhabitants.’

Andrea's temper began to simmer. ' | daresay thwerebut | never
intended to wander about in the back streets. yncase, I've seen
several British sailors around. I'm sure they wdudde helped if |
had been in any difficulty.’

‘That's beside the point,' he said evenly. ' It dne wiser not to put
yourself in the position of needing help.’

'‘Oh, really! I'm not a half-baked schoolgirl, youndw," Andrea
retorted hotly. ' Do you always make it your busséo lecture
unaccompanied women on the dangers of taking aléssrmevening
stroll?'

'‘Most women don't need to be lectured,' he answerpdssively. ' Is
that your hotel across the square ?'

‘Yes, itis,' she said furiously. ' And I'm perfgatapable of going the
rest of the way by myself. So please leave me &lone

‘Very well," he said, shrugging. ' Goodnight." Bug did not turn
away, and for a moment Andrea did not move eitliben, with a
muttered ' Goodnight!" she swung on her heel amddalioff.



But all the way across the public square, she wasaious of his
eyes on her back, and when she reached the hotsl| gad glanced
swiftly over her shoulder, he was still there untlex street lamp,
waiting and watching.

As she made her way to the side door by which alddéft the hotel,
she was mortifyingly conscious that .she had deitt the situation
with a galling lack of aplomb.

Andrea found it hard to get to sleep that night: bdroom was not
air-conditioned, and although the Whirling bladéshe ceiling fan

did alleviate the heat to some extent, the atmasphvas still too

oppressive for comfort.

But it was not only the heat and the unfamiliarsundings which
kept her awake. Lying on her back in the darkned$, only a thin
sheet covering her, she found herself thinking abilseiman she had
met on the waterfront, and trying to pinpoint lkehess to someone
she had met, or seen, somewhere else.

Considering that she had never had a particulavbdgnemory for
faces, it was strange how sharply every detaili®Bbpearance was
imprinted in her mind. In spite of the brevity dir encounter, she
knew that she would recognize him anywhere—not bglyis dark
arresting face, but merely by his walk or the bafckis head.

And suddenly, wondering how long he must have livetthe tropics
to acquire that Indian-brown sunburn, she realinddy he had
seemed vaguely familiar. The key to the puzzle waa book of
photographic portraits which belonged to Guy, aridctv she had
browsed through one afternoon in his London flalevhe and Peter
were planning this expedition. All the photograplasl been studies
of people of different nationalities, ranging fraxwrinkled Sicilian
peasant woman to a tattooed Dyak head-hunter.H&upicture she



remembered most clearly was of a fierce-eyed Pdthmasman from
the wild mountainous region along the north-westfier of India.

Sothatwas why the man she had met tonight had remindedftan
Indian. He was not at all like the Indians in Sipgee—the plump,
indolent, full- lipped Sikhs, or the short, skinmyavy-haired Tamils.

But, because of his darkly bronzed skin, and hilgfdged nose and
lean cheeks, he did bear a striking resemblant®ettough fighting
men of Afghanistan.

She remembered Guy telling her that they sometiraddlue or grey
eyes, and that they were famous for their pride emarage, and
also—in the old days—for their ruthless treatmdrtheir captives.

* * %

Andrea's early morning tea was brought by a smithgnese youth.
She had to tip him with English money, but evidefiis was quite
acceptable as he bowed himself out of the roorhsheiwere royalty.
Instead of the customampetit beurrebiscuits, there was a bowl of
pineapple on the tray, and several small fat basyar@longer than a
man's forefinger and sweeter than the kind impaxtdgingland. The
fresh pineapple, too, was juicier and much moreideis than tinned
fruit.

'‘How did you sleep?' Guy asked, when she joineddnoh Peter for
breakfast.

Andrea spread a table napkin over the skirt ofgrenrose cotton
sun-dress. Her brother, after saying good morrorget, was already
absorbed in his newspaper again.

'Oh, not too badly," she said, in response to Gemtuiry. ' How
about you ?'



Guy grimaced. ' Badly,' he said succinctly. ' Sionths in this
climate would finish me. Black coffee—no, nothing ¢at, thanks
'—this to the waiter who had come to take theieord

After studying the menu, Andrea asked for some mivesh
pineapple and scrambled eggs on toast.

‘Mind if | smoke?' Guy asked.

She shook her head, and he slit open a fresh pakis davourite
brand. By the end of the day he would have smoked/ay through
two more packs. Watching him light up and inhaledfea felt a
spasm of irritation at the way he was steadily diesssly ruining his
health.

She had often wondered what made him the way he wéghere
seemed to be nothing in his past which would accfmurnis feckless
way of life. She liked him—everyone did—and he wadoubtedly a
brilliant photographer. But his playboy attitudettbe rest of his life
made her angry and impatient. He seemed incapdbiesisting a
pretty face or another drink or a bet. He neverktamything
seriously. Yet he was so unfailingly good- humouraad often so
kind and generous, that it was impossible to white off as a
complete waster.

Before they had finished breakfast, Peter wasa#adiehe telephone.

‘That was Ferguson,' he told them, when he returride rang up to
check that we had arrived on schedule. He saystiee'sup with
various appointments all day, but he'll come rotimd evening. |
suggested he had dinner with us.’

'‘What did he sound like?' Andrea asked, with irgere

Doctor Ferguson was the man who was going to gilndm to the
remote northern valley where the caves were sai@ tound.



Her brother shrugged. ' You can't tell much frofeva minutes' talk
on the phone. But he seems to have everythingdaidWe'll be
setting out first thing tomorrow morning.'

He had got in touch with Doctor Ferguson througé tlondon
School of Hygiene and Tropical Medicine. But akyhknew about
their guide was that he was a pathologist speaiglin the study of
obscure tropical diseases. For the past two yeahsath been engaged
in field research in Malaya, and apparently he was of the few
white men who had ever seen the valley they watttexplore, and
who was also well acquainted with the tribes ofragmoes inhabiting
the region.

'l should think he's a typical boffin," Guy spedathidly. ' Probably
spends half his time with one eye 'glued to a nscope, and the
other half writing abstruse theses on the causecarelof beri-beri,
or what have you. Still, it takes all sorts. . .

During the morning a Chinese reporter from$teits Timegame to
interview them, and then Guy and Andrea went shapfor an hour.

Not yet acclimatized to the intense noonday heaterof them could
manage more than a sandwich and a long iced dtimknahtime.
Andrea spent the afternoon in the hotel's air-dmmked beauty
salon, which was run by three beautiful black-é&aiChinese girls in
high-collared white nylotheongsams.

When she joined the two men for tea in the lourgs, hair was
pinned up in a sophisticated French pleat, anditger and toe nails
were painted with frosted rose lacquer.

Peter, brother-like, did not notice either her lmaiher nails.

But Guy did.



‘Very nice,' he said appreciatively. ' Who are yati to stun? This
Ferguson fellow?’

Andrea laughed and shook her head. 'I'm not ostupn anyone in
particular. | just felt like cutting a dash on olast night in
civilization, that's all. Who knows? ... we miglgwer come back.’

‘That's an encouraging thought,” Guy said wrylWHhat are you
expecting to happen to us?'

'I'm not expectinganything. But there's always an outside chance
something going wrong. We might lose our way, driflaOur camp
might be trampled by elephants. There are a hundredl one
possibilities," Andrea answered cheerfully.

After tea, she went to her room and re-packed ofdsr belongings,
to save time in the morning. Strictly speaking,hdad been an
extravagance to have a manicure, because tomaordie day after,
she would have to take off the lacquer and cunhés short. But on
the other hand she might as well look her best thilast possible
moment. Heaven knew what state she would be in &2 or three
weeks in the jungle.

At a quarter to seven—fifteen minutes before Doé&terguson was
due—she wriggled into a simple white Tricel shifesks with no
sleeves and very little back. The fabric lookea likatt silk, but it
was cool and virtually uncrushable, and as thesdnes fully lined it
was not necessary to wear anything but a bra aef$lomderneath it.

Thankful that she had no need to wear a tight gjirdhdrea slid her
bare feet into a pair of gold kid Indian-style salsdand clipped a
turquoise bracelet round one wrist. Then, havireckld her bag and
unwrapped the filigree ivory fan she had boughtme of the curio
shops, she was ready.



Peter and Guy were already seated at a table iarttnance lounge
when she stepped out of the lift. But it was nateggeven o'clock,
and Doctor Ferguson had not arrived yet.

‘What would you like to drink?' Guy asked, as Ardsettled herself
in one of the comfortable cane chairs.

'‘Pineapple juice, please.’
'‘Nothing stronger? | thought you were cutting and@asight.’

'‘Not that sort of dash.' Andrea turned to watchnaiian couple—the
woman wearing a gorgeous peacock silk sari—studlt@ a waiting
taxi.

Then, as she was about to return her attentiorufg &man came up
the steps outside the main entrance. Recognizing thil
broad-shouldered figure, Andrea stiffened. He visgsstranger who
had insisted on escorting her last night. Hastdgrong her fan, and
using it to screen her face, she watched him diws$ounge to the
reception desk. Tonight he was wearing a white kstkan dinner
jacket and narrowly cut black dress trousers.

Had he called to collect someone?—Or was he diatripe hotel?
she wondered anxiously.

Would he recognize her? Would he show that he m@zed her? If
he did, she would have to tell Peter that she lest lout last night.

She was not kept in suspense for long. After exgimgna few words
with the Chinese desk clerk, the man turned andecatmaight
towards their table. With an indrawn breath of digmnAndrea
suddenly realized who he must be.

‘Mr Fleming? I'm Ferguson.' His deep voice as @ippnd incisive as
it had been the night before, the stranger intreddumself to Peter.



They shook hands, and then Peter said, ' This isistgr, Andrea . . .
and my colleague, Guy Ramsey.'

Obliged to look up and face him, Andrea manageédpaltsmile. '
How do you do,' she said nervously.

Doctor Ferguson bowed. ' Good evening.' Then hreetland offered
his hand to Guy. There had been no flicker of radam in his cold
grey eyes.

As the three men sat down, Peter signalled to eewaind asked their
guest what he would like to drink. Andrea saw Gaige an eyebrow
when the doctor asked for a tonic water and dedlime offer of a
cigarette.

Staring at the gilded thongs of her sandals, shedesed if it was
possible that he really did not recognize her. iBaeemed unlikely
that he could already have forgotten their encautad even in
another dress and without a scarf over her hag,dsth not look so
very different tonight. Her consternation gave plao uneasy
puzzlement.

At their table in the restaurant, Doctor Fergusatnopposite her. But
although she could not resist stealing several talances at him,
he never once caught her eye. Indeed he seemezl deliberately
ignoring her. All his attention was given to Pedad Guy.

As she finished her ice cream and fruit salad, Aadealized that she
had not said a word since they sat down.

They had coffee out of doors on a lantern-lit teeréurnished with
glass-topped tables and comfortable bent cane aimnschBut,

although he sat next to her, Andrea had the immedkat, as far as
Doctor Ferguson was concerned, her chair mightekhave been
empty.



She was trying to think of some appropriate remahnkch would
force him to acknowledge her presence, when heesigdsked
Peter if they had friends in Singapore.

'‘No, we don't know anyone out here," her brothler ham.

Doctor Ferguson raised one dark eyebrow. ' Do kiokit's wise to
leave your sister alone here while we're up-cottmg enquired.

It was Guy who answered him. ' Andrea won't be @l@&he's part of
our outfit.'

*You mean you propose to take her with us?"

'‘Have you any objection, Doctor Ferguson?' Andséad mildly.
For the first time since his arrival, his cold gesges met hers.

'l have every objection,' he said crisply.

Andrea stiffened. 'What do you mean?'

‘The jungle is no place for a woman, Miss Flemihigere can be no
guestion of your accompanying us.'

There was a moment of silence.

'‘But that's absurd!" Andrea exclaimed indignantl@f course I'm
going with you. Why else do you think I'm here? part of the team.
It's my job.'

He looked at Peter. 'I'm sorry, Fleming. | had deai your party
included a woman. If I' d known, | would have infeed you at once
that the idea was not feasible.’



'‘Why?—why isn't it feasible?' Andrea demandede'been all over
the place with Peter and Guy. No one has ever tgd¢o me before.’

'Have you ever been in a Malayan rain forest bé&fof@octor
Ferguson asked her dispassionately.

‘No, | haven't. But I've been in the bush in Africa

‘The African bush is a pleasure garden compardu thvé jungle out
here,' he told her, with a shrug. ' | presume tinaéfrica, your gear
was carried by porters, or you went by jeep mostefvay. We shall
be travelling on foot, and without any porterss lard going for a
man. A woman wouldn't stand the pace for a day."'

'‘My sister is reasonably tough, Ferguson. She know®n't be a
picnic,' Peter put in.

Doctor Ferguson looked at Andrea, deliberately aisprg every
detail down to her slender ankles and rose-paitdeehails. His
expression remained as impersonal as if he wenmiaxag a slide
under a microscope, but nevertheless Andrea feltida of
uncontrollable colour sweeping up from her thraahér forehead.
Her hands clenched with the effort of restrainiegdnger. Suddenly,
and for the first time in her life, she understomldat it must have
been like to be a woman before emancipation—toovemped by the
decrees of some arrogant, adamant male. It wasisaght which
filled her with fierce resentment.

But before she could speak, Doctor Ferguson hadetuto her
brother again.

'I'm sorry,' he repeated, 'but | can't possiblyeptehe responsibility
of taking your sister on this trip. You will haveaccept my judgment
on this. However, rather than leave her alone my&pore, | suggest
she stays with some friends of mine up-country.ywil be glad to



put her up, and if the expedition should take longwmn we
anticipate, you won't have to worry about her wieding."'

He glanced at his watch, and stood up. ' | domktthere's any more
to discuss. Will you excuse me, please? | havehanaippointment at
ten o'clock. I'll collect you at seven tomorrow.ddaight.'

With' a nod to Guy, and a formal half bow to Andrka turned and
strode swiftly away.

‘Well, that puts you in your place, honey," Guydsguizzically, after
Ferguson had gone. ' Steady on now: don't havetyst | daresay
we can talk the chap round.’

Her eyes very bright, her soft mouth tightly congsed, Andrea
looked at her brother.

‘You're not going to let him get away with thise alou?' she asked,
her voice carefully controlled.

Peter knocked out his pipe and frowned. ' It's ek awkward
situation,' he said worriedly. ' If Ferguson watatput his foot down,
there's not very much we can do about it, Andwdsn't too easy to
get him to agree to guide us in the first placeth@t him, none of us
can go.'

'‘Oh, Peter—how can you take his part!'

'I'm not. I'm simply facing the facts,' her brotlsard, rubbing his jaw.
' He's put us over a barrel. You must see that.'

'‘But he is being pretty unreasonable, Pete,' Gidy t&king Andrea's
side. ' After all, I'm not exactly the rugged pienag type. If | can
stick it out, Andy can. It won't be the first timbe's roughed it.'



'l know. But as Ferguson says, this type of terimiquite new to us.
Maybe he's right. Maybe it will be too rough forrhd?eter said
doubtfully. ' Look, I'll try to talk him round irme morning. Perhaps |
can make him change his mind.’

‘And if you can't?" Andrea queried.

Peter hesitated. ' Let's cross that bridge whenosee to it.' He rose
from his chair and stuck his pipe in his pockém'going for a stroll
for half an hour. Do you want to come?"

Both Andrea and Guy shook their heads.

'Oh, that insufferable man!" Andrea said fiercelyjpen her brother
had disappeared indoors. 'I'm sure Peter will nbeeable to budge
him. He's made up his mind, and that's that."

Guy finished his brandy, and grinned at her.

'You shouldn't have put on that backless dresseyndde may feel
your presence would take his mind off his work."'

'l certainly didn't distract him during dinner. ldempletely ignored
me.'

'Yes, he didn't take much notice of you, did he®hder why not?’
Guy said speculatively.

Andrea debated whether to tell him about the evehtse previous
evening, but decided against it.

'He obviously doesn't like women," she answeretimasly.
Guy looked amused. ' That must make life diffi¢aithim.’

'‘What do you mean?' Andrea asked.



His blue eyes glinted. ' Well, | don't claim tolHatn all the quirks of
the female mentality, but from what | know of wom&hsay he was
the type they can't resist. Don't tell me it esdap®ur notice that he
has more than brains to recommend him?' -

'l would hardly describe him as handsome,' Andegch coldly. * And
his manner is downright churlish.'

'Oh, | wouldn't say that exactly," Guy replied nyld' He's not a
smooth-tongued character like me, but he seemad quil. | think
you're piqued because—apart from this last-minuist-bip—he
didn't pay much attention to you. The one thing warnan't stand is
male indifference.’

For an instant, Andrea almost rose to the baittiBen she realized he
was only teasing, and her mouth curved into a tahismile.

‘What a beast you are, Guy. You wouldn't take itightly if you
were the one he had a down on.’

'l daresay I'll be on his black list before thianais over,' Guy said
wryly. ' I've met blokes like Ferguson before. Thieyn't smoke, they
don't drink, and they haven't much time for weakertals. I' 11 bet
you five dollars our friend leaps out of bed atamm. and does twenty
press-ups before breakfast. He'll probably run thig like a
Commando assault course. You may be well out shigetie.’

'‘But he's only our guide. Peter will be in chardehe expedition,’
Andrea objected.

'In theory, yes. But Ferguson has already staagdd down the law.
It's my guess he'll carry on that way.'

Andrea sat abstractedly twisting her bracelet émne minutes. Then
she sighed, and said, ' Oh, well, we'll just havevait and see, |
suppose. It's been a long day. | think I'll go ¢al pGuy.'



Guy glanced at his empty glass, then rose to bis fe

‘Yes, I'd better turn in too, as we have to be antyeHave you got
your room key?'

Andrea's bedroom was at the opposite end of thedoorfrom the
one shared by the two men.

Guy accompanied her to her door and unlocked ihéor

'‘Don't worry, Andy. | expect Peter and | will belalio make
Ferguson see reason,' he said encouragingly.

'l hope so,"' Andrea said doubtfully. 'GoodnightyGu
‘Goodnight. Sleep tight.’

Unexpectedly, he put his hands lightly on her stierd and kissed
her cheek.

Then, before she had recovered from her surprisgumed and
walked off down the corridor.



CHAPTERIII

Andrea went down to breakfast the following morninga crisp
cotton shirt, denim trousers and rope- soled Sphaspadrilles.

But as the shirt was a vivid sherbet-pink, the $aya pale blue and
fashionably tapered, and tespadrillesscarlet, the outfit was as gay
as it was practical.

She had also changed her fragile marcasite cocktaith for a
larger, cheaper one with a serviceable white wepbirap, and taken
the precaution of rubbing her heels with methylasgurit and
shaking plenty of talc into her shoes. But sher@d/et removed her
nail varnish, and was wearing her usual day-timkeng and some
of the expensive French scent which Guy had given for
Christmas. Her hair, unpinned and with last niglasttsjuer brushed
out, was held back by an elasticated bandeau tchniar shirt.

'l wonder what the roads are like up-country?' Gaig, while they
were eating.

Peter glanced over his newspaper. ' Pretty gobdli¢ve. Ferguson
said we ought to reach Sungei Musapg about thobeck:'

'l think we would have done better to have flown' @puy said,
frowning. ' An eight-hour run in this climate worse a joy-ride,
particularly in some rattletrap old jeep.'

'Oh, it may not be too bad if the roads are tarfddeast we shall see
more of the country than we would from the air,dfgn pointed out.

He grinned at her. ' And you'll have the pleasursitting next to
Doctor Ferguson all day! That's a prospect whiclulaidhrill any

girl.’



She made a face at him. ' Not this girl. I'd ratsiem the back with
you.'

At precisely seven o'clock, Doctor Ferguson arrivedpick them
up—not in ' some rattletrap old jeep'.

'l say, what a beauty!" Guy murmured in surprisethey saw the
sleek, coffee-coloured convertible which was parkedside the
hotel's main entrance.

It was not necessary for Andrea to decline hetlentent to the front
passenger seat because it was not offered. Indbeatior Ferguson
opened the rear door for her. Clearly, he hadttks tiesire for her
company as she had for his.

Both Peter and Guy were in the khaki drill slackd sun-bleached
bush shirts they always wore on location. But, &fpam the fact that
he was not wearing a tie, Doctor Ferguson migheHhasen on his
way to work in an air-conditioned laboratory. Hisite shirt and
shorts appeared to have come straight from thehaest laundry in
Singapore. His knee stockings were equally immaeuland his
brown calf shoes shone with polish. Unlike the ttloer men, whose
shirts were already clinging . to their backs,dekkd as cool as if he
had just stepped out of a shower. And whereas kgl still the
unattractive winter pallor of Europeans newly advin a tropical
climate, the doctor's forearms and knees were eglyglbronzed as
his face.

They crossed the causeway linking Singapore with rtfainland

behind a Chinese lorry loaded with reeking fish oxanThe Straits
of Johore glittered in the bright morning sunligh sky was a clear
lapis blue, and it was impossible not to feel ireahilarated holiday
mood.



Beyond the town of Johore Bahru, Doctor Fergusdrigufoot down
on the throttle. The speedometer needle flickepetbuseventy, and
the cool slipstream from the windscreen countedattie heat of the
dark green leather upholstery.

But although the doctor drove fast, he was notlessk Over his
shoulder, Andrea could see his lean brown handsgekghtly on
the wheel in the approved ten-to-two position, hadused his gears
in preference to his brakes, never taking a beodiast and scorching
the treads of his tyres in Guy's reckless style.

At eleven, he stopped the car on a straight str@fticbhad beside the
dim orderly groves of a rubber estate.

'If you care to stretch your legs for five minuté#,get the lunch
basket out,' he said briefly.

Peter strolled off in one direction, and Guy andifea went the other
way.

'Still fuming?' Guy asked, when they were out akbat of the car.

Andrea shrugged. ' Fuming won't help. Unless Rbtgr his heels in,
there's not much | can do.'

'‘Oh, I wouldn't say that. You haven't tried turnomgthe charm yet.'

'‘Doctor Ferguson is not the impressionable typedraa said dryly,
thrusting her hands into her pockets.

'Who can say? That stiff-necked manner may be @fdgade. Under
the surface . . ."' Guy made an expressive gesture.

Andrea looked sceptical. 'l doubt it. He strikes asebeing hard as
granite all through.'



'‘Maybe . . . maybe not. But there aren't many mka van resist an
attractive girl if she really sets her mind to wimgn'em over. Take
me, for example. I'm not the impressionable typieeei— except on a
strictly short-term basis. But | wouldn't bet oninge proof against
you, honey.'

Andrea smiled at him. ' What are you trying to dasest my
shattered morale?'

'‘No, | mean it," Guy said lightly.

She flashed an uncertain glance at him, suddenlynded of his kiss
the night before. Preoccupied by Doctor Fergusohitsiatum, she
had not attached much significance to that kisg.riéw . . .'Given
some encouragement, | could fall for you in a baywGuy went on.

Andrea stopped and stared at him. ' Oh, Guy, tieese. Why, all the
way out on the plane you were flirting like madiwibe stewardess.'

'Yes . . . but not with my usual enthusiasm. Arat thias before | had
diagnosed my condition, so to speak. | guess laenlfeeling off
form for quite a while. But it wasn't until lastght that | realized
why.'

Andrea did not know what to say. Surely he couldb®oserious?

'When you first joined up with us, Pete warned hat tf | ever made
a pass at you he'd tear me apart,’” Guy commeitetitiat | would
have done anyway, because even | draw the lin@oah§ with kids
of seventeen. But the situation has changed nowndt fooling, and
you've grown up. So think about it, will you?'

At this point a whistle from Peter summoned therokb@ the car
where the other two had already begun to eat tkhellext packed
lunch Doctor Ferguson had provided.



Andrea was so shattered by Guy's extraordinarylagee that she
took no part in the conversation.

What exactly had he meant? she wondered perplexétigt he had
said was: Given some encouragement, | could jail for yow ihig
way. But such an equivocal statement could be takemynnumber
of ways.

On the second lap of the drive, Guy sat in froritbhvidoctor Ferguson
and Peter joined his sister in the back of the 8ametimes the road
ran straight through fairly open countryside witlblber plantations
or rice fields on either side. Sometimes it wousdvay up steep hills
among evergreen rain forest so dense that no giéammlight could
penetrate the canopy of foliage high overhead.

They reached the small northern town of Sungei Mgsia the
middle of the afternoon. The State- owned Rest Boudere they
were to spend the next few days, was a one-star#et building
constructed on thick concrete piers, and with aewierandah
running all the way round it. As the car turnedtimough the
gateway, a Chinese houseboy came out to help atluggage.

But as he was about to lift Andrea's suitcase ftbenboot, Doctor
Ferguson stopped him.

‘No, not that one, Lim."' He turned to Andrea.ydti're going to stay
with the Baxters while we're in the interior, MiSeming, you may
as well move in with them at once. | suggest weadround there
now.'

'‘But | would rather stay here,' she protesteadan't possibly impose
myself on people | don't know from Adam. | shoukklf most
uncomfortable.’

‘Malaya is not like England, Miss Fleming,' he aasyd briskly. '
You will find that Europeans out here are generatlych more



hospitable than they would be in their own coustridost of them
are only too pleased to have visitors—particulanlythese smaller
out-of-the-way places where newcomers are rare.'

‘All the same, | would prefer to stay here at tlestRHouse,' Andrea
persisted. She looked appealingly at Peter forapp

'Is there any reason why she shouldn't stay hezsguson?' her
brother asked.

The doctor shrugged his broad shoulders. ' Notenyful're here with
her—but | wouldn't recommend it after we leave.'

'Why not?' Guy asked him. ' | thought these plages2 much the
same as hotels.’

‘Yes, they are,’ the doctor agreed. ' But they umed mainly as
night-stops by men who are passing through. Thaadsare that
Miss Fleming would either be alone here most oftiime, or there
would be a good deal of hard drinking and pokengan.’

‘That wouldn't worry her. She's used to my decadeys, Guy said
flippantly.

Andrea hesitated. Then, quietly but firmly, shelsai'm sorry . . . but
| refuse. It's bad enough having to stay behindenthie rest of you go
into the jungle. But it's really too much to expeet to inflict myself
on strangers. It's not as if it were only for a daywo. You'll be away
at least three weeks? If | can't stay here at ¢st Rouse, I'd sooner
go back to England. | mean it, Peter.'

‘And | agree with her," Guy added. ' Hang it aité? she isn't a kid
any more. | still don't see why she can't come@lumthe trip.'



'l think my sister has a point, Ferguson,' Petéat, sdter thinking it
over for some moments. ' As she says, we shalbhe quite a time,
and it's always uncomfortable to feel under angattion.'

‘Very well. But | shall certainly ask the Baxteoskeep an eye on her,’
the doctor said curtly.

After they had unpacked and changed their clothedrove them the
short distance to his friends' bungalow where theye all expected
for dinner that night.

In the well-kept garden, a woman in a floral pdreéss was talking to
an IndiankebunHearing the car, she turned and waved, then came
greet them.

‘You're back early. We weren't expecting you widown. Did you
have a good trip?' she asked.

‘Yes, thanks, Margaret. How are you?'

For the first time, Andrea saw Doctor Ferguson enahd it gave her
an odd little shock. Suddenly, with that friendbhit in his grey eyes,
and his stern mouth lifting at the corners, he &mbtotally different.

Miss Baxter—who looked in her late twenties— wasnzédium
height, with a trim athletic figure and regulartig@s. But her thick
brown hair was drawn into an unbecoming knot atrthpe of her
neck, and she obviously had very little dress sense

After the introduction, she said pleasantly, '‘Camte the house. |
expect you'd like a drink. Tea ... or somethingl@bl

For a time conversation was general. But, aftehésbbeen served by
a Chineseamahin black sateen trousers and a starched whitercot
tunic, the three men fell into a discussion abbatéxpedition, and
Miss Baxter turned to Andrea.



'‘What part of England do you come from, Miss Flegfin
'‘London,' Andrea told her.

'Oh dear, I'm afraid you'll find Sungei Musang veliyll compared
with London. The only amusements we can offer laeestvimming
club and one cinema.'

‘Do you find it dull?' Andrea asked.

'‘No—but | was born in Malaya,' the older girl expkd. She glanced
at Doctor Ferguson. ' So was James.'

'Oh, really ? So you've known him all your life?'

Miss Baxter shook her head. ' No, James was bdPalrang, and he
was at school in England when the war broke out.ri#@aged to
escape to Australia. Although my father knew hithéa | didn't
know James until he came back to Malaya on thisares project.
But of course we have a great deal in common. Wk bave our
roots in the Far East, and we both come from médthrailies. My
father, is a doctor too, you know. | had hopedualify myself, but
after my mother died | felt it was my duty to loaker him.’

At this point Doctor Ferguson announced that hetakiag Peter and
Guy for a drive round town before the light faildglt he did not
invite Andrea to accompany them.

Soon after the men had gone out, Miss Baxter excageself in
order to supervise the preparation of dinner. Sbappened that
Andrea was alone when she met Doctor Baxter.

He arrived in a shabby estate car while she wasgibutside on the
verandah.



'‘Miss Fleming? I'm Robert Baxter.' With a frienglyile, he held out
his hand to her.

‘How do you know my name?' Andrea asked, in sugpris

‘James told us about you when he rang up from Sorgdast night.
If he had mentioned how pretty you are, | woulddhaome home
earlier,' Doctor Baxter said, with a twinkle.

Andrea laughed. ' Oh, | see.' She wondered howddé&rguson had
described her.

The Chineseamahappeared, and Doctor Baxter asked her to bring
Carlsberg for him, and an iced lime juice for Aralre

'So you're a television actress?' he said, asghegown on a cane
garden couch.

'‘Not an actress exactly.'

Andrea explained her occupation. She found it &gy to talk to
him. Unlike Doctor Ferguson, he did not eye hemhw#serve and
more than a hint of disparagement.

Doctor Baxter's face was full of warmth and inteéraad the network
of lines round his eyes were probably as muchdkalt of frequent
laughter as of living in a country of brilliant digt.

The sun had almost set now, and the garden wasdatthhe strange
green light that heralded nightfall.

Suddenly, glancing up at the sky, Andrea saw atdi@ek of what
looked like large birds flying over.

'‘What are they?' she asked, unable to identify them



‘They're flying foxes,' the doctor explained. ' ¥ne really a species
of bat. They sleep in the forest all day, and cooreat dusk in search
of fruit. I'll fetch a pair of field glasses andwyoan take a closer look
at them.'

But before he could do so, tleenahcame back with their drinks,
followed by Miss Baxter.

'‘Oh, you're home, Father. | didn't hear the cdnre Bad changed her
cotton frock for a printed silk one which, in Andieview, was more
suited to a matron. ' You'd better have your bahtraway. The
others will be back soon,' she advised him.

'Oh, very well, dear.' The doctor excused himsaifj took his beer
with him.

Miss Baxter sat down and unrolled a damask napkmtatning some
needlework.

'‘What are you making?' Andrea asked politely.

The amahlit an oil lamp, and Miss Baxter held up a balpgston
nightgown.

'l do a great deal of needlework for the Salva#domy orphanage,’
she explained. ' Do you care for sewing, Miss Hgy®i

''ve made a few beach suits, but I'm not veryfgkil buy most of my
things. Is there a dress shop in Sungei Musandp gou have to send
away to Singapore?'

'‘No, | have my clothes made up by an Indian tailMiss Baxter's
glance rested briefly on Andrea's smooth bare Ielgs.own dress
had a calf-length skirt which she had pulled wellvd as she seated
herself. Perhaps it was not intentional, but shdeendrea feel that
exposing one's knees was not in good taste.



There was a period of constrained silence unti\ridrea's relief, the
three men returned.

About ten o'clock, while Miss Baxter had gone ttciesomething
from her room, and Peter and the two doctors wermestly
discussing Malayan politics, Guy touched Andreais. a

‘Shall we take a stroll round the garden ?'

She nodded, impatient to know if her brother hazkleal Doctor
Ferguson about taking her with them into the junglet when she
asked him, Guy shook his head. ' No luck, I'm dfr&eter did bring
the subject up, but Ferguson was adamant. In fattink he's
convinced Peter that it would be folly to take yadang.'

'‘Oh, what an obnoxious man he is,’ Andrea exclaineddly. ' |
wonder if | can get Doctor Baxter on my side?"

'You certainly won't get much support from Miss By said, with a
grin in his voice. ' She hasn't taken to you, honey

'It's mutual,” Andrea said frankly. ' | find herawy going, and she
obviously regards me as the feather-brained blyttee.'

‘That's probably what worries her. She's afraidryeye appeal may
outshine her sterling character.'

'What do you mean?' Andrea asked, not following. him

Guy slid his arm through hers. ' You're not vergearant tonight.
Miss B. has her sights on Ferguson.'

'You think she's in love with him?"

‘No, | wouldn't say that precisely. | don't thirtke&s lost her heart to
him. She just wants a husband,' Guy answered.



'‘Well, | should think they're ideally suited,’ Ardr said, after a
moment's reflection. ' But | don't see why | shoutairy her. Doctor
Ferguson couldn't be more offhand with me.'

Guy steered her towards some deck chairs undesumigaa tree at
the end of the garden.

'‘Ah, but who can say what might happen if you wadome together in
the jungle?' he said, pulling two of the chairsselaogether. '
Propinquity often has unexpected effects on people.

‘Do you think it might have an unexpected effectyon if you were
alone in the jungle with Miss Baxter?' Andrea geerieasingly.

'‘Heaven forbid!" Guy said piously. 'l can't stargrieus-minded
women.'

‘Are you implying that I'm not?' she asked, laughin

He reached for one of her hands. ' Far from it,etiwel think you're
rather brighter than most. But if a girl has brastge should also have
the sense to keep them under a crazy hat.'

Andrea turned her head to watch a firefly hoveramgong the
branches of a near-by shrub. She was not surstieavanted Guy to
hold her hand, but his" clasp was too firm for berdisengage it
casually. She said lightly, ' Perhaps we oughtadack. They may
think us rude to wander off like this.’

'l don't suppose they noticed we've gone." Gugdifher hand and
rubbed it softly against his cheek. ' Have you giduabout what |
said to you this morning?'

Before she could answer there was a jingle of c@ios behind
them, and they turned to find Doctor Ferguson stand few feet



away. Coming across the lawn in rubber-soled shwebad given no
warning of his approach until he was up to them.

Instinctively, Andrea jerked her hand free. Andhaligh it would not
show in the moonlight, she was chagrined to feefdee reddening.

‘We're leaving now, Miss Fleming,' the doctor imhexd her.

'‘Oh ... are we?' Andrea jumped to her feet agaméo walk towards
the bungalow.

In a way she was glad of his interruption. At thens time she was
irked by her nervous, almost guilty, reaction tdShe had not been
doing anything wrong, yet she had jumped like dlsththief.

Back at the Rest House, Guy suggested they shduldage a
nightcap. But Andrea said goodnight and went torbem.

She had undressed and creamed her face when shenked®rother
and Guy saying goodnight in the hallway. But aljloshe waited,
listening, for some time, there was no sound of tBo&erguson
retiring to the room adjoining hers.

Thinking he might be taking a stroll round the gardshe slipped a
tailored silk dressing-gown over her short voilghtdress, and
stepped into her mules. Then she opened the beddwam and

walked softly down the hall.

The lamp was still burning on the verandah. Do&terguson was
leaning against the balustrade, his hands on tleel@vorail, his tall

figure slightly inclined, a stance which accentddtes narrowness of
his hips in proportion to his wide powerful shoukle

‘May | speak to you for a minute?' Andrea said tyiie



He straightened and turned to face her. For a mbthew stared at
each other across the top of the lamp. Then wstight inclination of
his head, he gestured for her to sit down. Andidasd, wondering
rather belatedly if she ought to have dressed adainSungei
Musang, it might be considered indecorous to cae/aith a man in
one's dressing- gown. But, accustomed as she w&siyoand her
brother's other friends dropping in at the flabkthours of the day
and night, such a thought had not previously oeclto her.

Hoping that this oversight would not increase hsapproval of her,
she said, ' | feel | owe you an apology, Doctorgkeon. I'm afraid |
wasn't very polite the first time we met.’

He did not answer her immediately, and Andrea thowipe had
never met anyone whose reactions were so unreadable

Then, in a tone devoid of any expression, he saidhouldn't let it
worry you, Miss Fleming.'

'‘But it does. |—I feel that we got off on the wrofapt . . . that
perhaps that is partly why you don't want me witlu.yPlease . . .
won't you reconsider your decision?'

'I'm sorry—no," he said curtly.

'‘But why not?' she protested appealingly. ' Womavehbeen in the
jungle. What about the Chinese terrorists during EBmergency?
Some of them were women, and they lived in thelpifay years.'

‘They had no choice,' he said briefly.

‘Well, what about the women who have explored Sdutterica?'
She smiled at him. 'At least there are no headensm Malaya.'

‘There are plenty of other hazards,' he answeregiagly. ' In any
case, you can hardly compare yourself with protesgi explorers,



Miss Fleming. If you were a qualified scientist ghosition would be
different. But, as | understand it, your functisrpurely decorative.'

Andrea stiffened, but this time she was determinetdto lose her
temper.

'‘But this is not a scientific project, Doctor Fesgu,' she pointed out
pleasantly. ' We make our films to entertain peegd@d to earn a
living. The air fare from London to Singapore isywexpensive. The
cost of my fare will be wasted if | don't take guayt in this new film.'

'If you do, it will probably result in an even gteawaste of money,’
he said dryly.

'‘What do you mean?'

'l mean that either we should have to lose timadang you back
after a couple of days, or—if you somehow managdaep up with
us—you would almost certainly finish the trip asaspital case.’

'‘But I'm as strong as a horse. I've never beemilny life,’ she
protested.

Suddenly, from the rafters overhead, somethingdethe floor near
her feet. Not unnaturally, Andrea jumped.

It was a tiny bright-eyed lizard. Momentarily staaby its fall, it lay
splayed on the mat, its throat pulsating. Thertefakan a mouse, it
streaked away.

'It was only achichak. They're perfectly harmless," the docto
informed her sardonically. ' You would need strangerves in the
jungle, Miss Fleming. Now | suggest you go to bkge ordered
breakfast at seven. Goodnight.’

* % *



The following afternoon, Andrea and her brothernisahe shade of a
garden umbrella at the Sungei Musang Club, watcMrgg Baxter
and Doctor Ferguson playing tennis in the full glaf the sun.

'‘How the devil do they stick it?' Peter said womagy, as the ball
shot back and forth across the net and the twoevdhitd players
darted energetically about the dusty hard court.

He mopped his neck with a handkerchief. Even thobhghwas
relaxing in a deck chair, and wearing only swimmingnks and
sandals, it was so hot that rivulets of moistureaigckling down his
chest, and his face was flushed and shiny.

'l say, what a backhand!" he exclaimed, as Misgdssstammed the
ball back to her opponent.

Andrea sipped a glass of lemonade. ' So you'ranitdfi going to
leave me behind ?' she said, in a low voice.

It was the first opportunity she had had to talkhey brother alone
because the three men had spent all morning chgectieir
equipment and she had had to go shopping with Meirgaxter.

'I'm afraid so, Andy.' Peter looked rather uncorable. 'l did try to
get Ferguson to change his mind, but he would@hewonsider the
idea. And now that we've had a taste of this clenéim inclined to
think he's right.'

'‘But | don't feel the heat as much as you do,'mheted out. ' And
Doctor Baxter doesn't seem to think there's angaiign to my going
along. | saw him this morning and asked him. Tlee ddthe matter is
that Doctor Ferguson doesn't like me. It's as smglthat.’

'Oh, that's ridiculous, Andy,' her brother said,lgm. ' I'm sure
there's nothing personal in his attitude. How cahlere be? You



hardly know each other. No, | think he honestlyidads this trip
would be too much for you.'

'‘But you've just said yourself that he doesn't know,” Andrea
persisted. ' So how can he possibly judge? | majoo& very tough,
but I've never been a liability before, have 1?'

‘That isn't the point, Andy. What you don't seemetalize is that, if |
insist on your coming, Ferguson may ditch the whmigject. He
more or less said so when | brought the subjegesgterday.'

‘Well, isn't there anyone else who could guide us?'

'l doubt it—anyway it's too late to change our glaow. I'm sorry,
old girl—but it's just one of those things.'

A few yards behind them, Guy heaved himself outh&f Club's
blue-tiled swimming pool.

‘Aren't you going to swim?' he asked, strollingoasrthe grass to join
them.

'Yes, in a minute. Oh, here are the others,' Bztiel He rose to his
feet as Miss Baxter and the doctor came towardsa.the

'‘Would any of you like a game? You're welcome tordwo our
racquets.' Margaret Baxter dropped on to a ben¢ ¢aunger and
blotted her glistening face with her bathing towel.

The tailored simplicity of her white cotton shirtcashort pleated skirt
suited her sturdy athletic figure much better than fussy dresses
did. Her legs, although not slim, were firm and lvpebportioned.

'I'm afraid we haven't your stamina,' Peter saefully. ' You're a
very good player, Miss Baxter.'



She shrugged. ' One must keep fit. Too many Eurgpeat here let
themselves go to seed. Do you play, Miss Fleming?'

Andrea shook her head. ' I'm afraid not. | didiestrschool, but | was
never any good. You would trounce me off the comith one
service.'

'I'll give you some coaching if you like,' the otagrl offered. ' It will
be something for you to do while the men are away.'

'It's very kind of you, but | really don't thinkhlave any aptitude for
tennis,’ Andrea said hurriedly.

'‘Never mind, sweetie, you have plenty of othernisg¢ Guy said
lazily. He crushed out his cigarette. 'I'm gointpithe water again.
Come and submerge with me.'

‘All right." Andrea stood up and unbuttoned hemuaise cotton
beach shift. Under it she was wearing a matchingmgwimsuit. It
was not a particularly brief suit, but the thinesthy fabric did cling
fairly tightly to her figure. And, as she pulled ber white petalled
cap, she sensed that the others were watching\bsurdly, she felt
herself colouring.

The water in the pool was lukewarm and stronglyochéted.
Surfacing from her header into the deep end, Andiaa Guy
plunging in after her. He came up an arm's lengidyyaand they both
struck out towards the shallows.

'You may be a rabbit on the tennis court, but Yo slouch in the
water," Guy said, grinning, as he reached the la@nurarly a length
behind her.

Andrea laughed. 'You weren't really trying. You daat me easily
when you want to.'



'‘Maybe . . . but only over one length. I'm not opany marathons
these days.'

"You should lead a more abstemious life," she lgghdy.

He pulled a face. ' | shall have to, once we geatedtl. As far as | can
make out, we're going to live on canned beef ataimn pills.'

'l expect you'll survive.' Andrea turned on herkband swam away.

She had always loved the water, and swimming botthgd and

invigorated her. Presently, drawing in her breatie ducked under
the surface and glided down to skim the tiling. Bowrhile, playing

about in the centre of the pool, she was ablergetcall her problems
in the sheer physical enjoyment of exploring tha diolden depths
and kicking up great showers of sparkling spray.

Presently, moving into deeper water, but keepiegrcbf the diving

board, she spotted a coin on the bottom. But sHenbabeen in the
water for several months, and at eight feet dovenpilessure made
her ears sing. Twisting over, she rose towardstinace again.

Above her, a man's spreadeagled body blotted eusuhlight. She
could see he was wearing dark shorts, and shehimoKor Peter,

floating. An instant later, amused by the thoudtitis startled shout,
she grabbed one of his ankles and pulled. It wealess trick they
had often played on each other, and it usually @mdth a strenuous
chase across the pool and a good-humoured tusisie shallows.

But this time, before she could escape, Andreaddwerself caught
firmly round the waist, and being swept down irte tepths again.

If it had been her brother holding her, she woudtl Imave resisted.
But she knew at once that the hands on her waist met Peter's, and
a queer kind of panic seized her. Blindly, at tingitlof her breath,
she struggled to wrench herself free.



Then she felt a sharp pain in her chest and thervgatemed to go
black. The next thing she knew was that they weratuhe surface
once more, and she was gasping in the air andigrig her captor
like a limpet.

'Feeling better?' James Ferguson asked coolly, wehésw minutes
later, they were sitting on the end of the spriragldpand Andrea was
beginning to breathe normally again.

She nodded. ' I—I'm sorry. | thought you were Pet&ne said
unsteadily. Her heart was still pounding, and bgslfelt weak.

'Yes, | gathered that,' he said dryly. 'Much as galike me, Miss
Fleming, I'm sure you have more finesse than taargrown me in
public.'

Andrea tugged off her cap. ' It was you who nedrbwned me,' she
said indignantly.

'‘Perhaps it will teach you to be more careful itufa. That kind of
horseplay can have serious consequences if thenvista poor
swimmer.'

'l wouldn't have done it to a poor swimmer. I'viltgou, | mistook
you for Peter. He can swim like a fish. It wouldméive scared him.’

Doctor Ferguson arched one dark eyebrow. ' You smethyourself,
but you were frightened.’

‘Yes, because it was you,' she said unthinkingly.
At that, both his eyebrows shot up.

'You may not like me, Miss Fleming, but | wouldmve thought you
had any reason to fear me.'



'I—I didn't mean that exactly," Andrea stammered.
'‘What exactly did you mean?'

He sat there, watching her, waiting for her to arswHis broad
brown shoulders glistened in the sunlight. Thers wamall metal
iIdentity tag on a chain round his neck. Somehowfitteesilver chain
seemed to emphasize the disciplined hardness bbhig.

‘Well. . . you startled me," Andrea said lamely.hate being held
down. Most people do.’

‘And you more than most,' he said dryly.

She smoothed back a loose swathe of hair, avoldmgyes. ' What
IS that supposed to mean?' she asked stiffly.

He reached for her wrist, and felt her still quickd pulse beat. ' |
have the impression that you resent any form ofraid, Miss

Fleming. However, I'm sorry if | alarmed you. It svaot intentional.
Now | suggest you sit in the shade andrest fontgmtes. I'll ask the
steward to bring you a pot of tea.'

Was it a suggestion or an order? If she had neintaif her bathing
cap, Andrea would have been tempted to jump stréigtk into the
water.

‘Thank you, but please don't bother. I'm perfeallyight now.' She
stood up and strolled away, her back very straight.

A few minutes later, sitting under the umbrella ®@msore, she was
joined by Guy.

'Hey, what was all that about?' he enquired.

Andrea rummaged in her beach bag. ' All what?'ssine airily.



'Oh, come off it, honey—I mean that touching litleene at the deep
end, of course. | just happened to look round aecetyou were in a
clinch with Doctor Livingstone. Then he hauled yguthe steps for a
tete-a-tete on the springboard.’

Briefly, she explained what had happened. ' WreRseter anyway?"
she asked.

'He's in the Club House, looking for some newspapAh, here
comes the Amazon.'

Guy nodded towards the women's changing room offiathgide of

the pool. Andrea turned her head and saw MargasgteB walk

briskly towards the diving board. She was wearingeaviceable
black suit, but no cap. As intently as if she wtaking part in a
contest, she mounted to the second platform, pd@ed moment,

and dived. Then with a strong rhythmic crawl, same steaming up
the length of the pool.

'‘One must keep fit,’ Guy murmured solemnly.

Andrea laughed and relaxed a little. ' Dear Guythank goodness for
you,' she said impulsively.

He gave her a quizzical glance. ' What broughtahat

Andrea uncapped a bottle of suntan lotion and begaothing it on

her arms. ' Oh, you're such a restful person. Thesanake me feel
defensive all the time." She moved her chair outhefshade, and
unhooked the straps of her swimsuit so that heuldeos would tan

evenly. Already her arms and legs were lightly bmed/ by three days
of constant sunlight.

‘Shall | do your back?' Guy offered presently, aognio sit beside
her.



Her mind still fretted by the incident in the waté&ndrea handed
over the bottle and put on her dark glasses.

She leaned forward, her elbows on her knees, merochher cupped
hands, while Guy dribbled lotion on her back ancgkag it with his
fingertips.

A steward came out of the Club House, bearing drtga He was
followed by Doctor Ferguson, who walked over todineng boards.
On the top platform, he paused for a moment, lapkinsomething
beyond the low-pitched roof of the Club building.

Suddenly, remembering how, minutes ago, he had leiccaptive
under the water, Andrea shivered. Behind her, Giy something.
Quickly, she turned her face to him. 'I'm sorry what did you say?'

He smiled. ' | asked you if you liked it.'
'Liked what?' she asked blankly.

‘My doing this.' Slowly, caressingly, he ran hisgiers down her spine
to her waist, then up to the nape of her neck again

‘Ah. . .tea! Would you like some ?' Andrea jumpedaitake the tray
from the approaching steward.

'‘No, thanks.' Guy waited until she had settlednother chair and
filled a cup. Then he said, ' | haven't finishediyback.'

Andrea undid a wrapped cube of sugar. ' It onlydseg very thin
film.'

He stood up and moved his chair close to hers again

'Please, Guy--'



'‘Don't flap. | won't touch you if you don't want i@e' he assured her,
looking amused.

She flushed. ' You don't understand.'

‘Don't I?' His tone was teasing.

Andrea bit her lip. ' It . . .it wasn't what youotight. It was just
someone walking over my grave. |—I didn't eveniegealvhat you
were doing.

His mouth twitched. ' You must have been very deethought.’
Obviously he did not believe her.

Then, to her relief, Peter came back. But for #s¢ of the afternoon,
every time she looked at Guy there was a glinta¢kary in his eyes,
and she knew that he had no intention of lettingdfileso lightly.

* % %

That night, they dined with the Baxters again. Aftards Doctor
Ferguson fixed up a screen and projected some rcolales of
photographs he had taken on a previous trip irgquhgle.

Andrea sat next to Guy on the sofa, keeping hes @nmssed in case
he took it into his head to try to hold her handrt@inly he looked at
her more than at the screen. She could feel hirnhwag her most of
the time the room was in semi-darkness, but she lepown eyes
fixed on the screen and forced herself to concentom Doctor
Ferguson's explanation of the pictures.

A number of them were shots of aborigine women eahitdren
bathing in a stretch of river where giant bouldEnsned shallow
pools and sparkling cascades.



'‘Paradise Lost," Doctor Baxter murmured, as thekdd at a slide
showing a black-haired Temiar girl, naked but focliaging wet
saffron sarong tied at her waist, rinsing anotla@oisg at the river
bank.

'‘What a lovely spot. Will you be going there onstlip?' Andrea
asked.Doctor Ferguson looked at her. ' Yes. Buttdoragine that
picture is typical of life in the jungle.' He renexythe slide from the
projector, spent some moments searching throughbtus for a

replacement, and finally inserted one which maderRgve a low

shocked whistle.

This time the photograph was of a Negrito woman sehoose and
forehead had been hideously disfigured by somellappdisease.

‘A bad case of yaws,' the doctor said grimly, isve@r to a question
from Peter. But he glanced at Andrea again as ledd It's
contagious.'

She had a feeling he had shown the picture withdélderate
intention of shocking her.

Andrea spent the following morning alone on the tRdsuse
verandah. The others had gone to see a tin mirtkeonutskirts of
town. But, in his usual arbitrary manner, Doctorrdtson had
decided that she would find the excursion bothdiand dull.

Shortly before lunch-time, Guy returned intresha pedalled by a
wizened old Chinese wearing a tattered singlet slmatts and an
ancient topee.

'‘Where are the others?' Andrea asked, as Guy cprtieesteps and
flung himself down on a lounger.?,



‘They're lunching in town at some Indian place. Hot crazy for
curry, so | came back to keep you company. Whew higat! How do
you manage to look so cool ?'

‘The houseboy gave me this fan.' Andrea stirredepil air with a
fan made of coloured woven rattan.

Guy rang the bell and, when the boy appeared, eddarfruit juice
for Andrea and a lager for himself.

''ve been hoping to get you alone,' he said. Tigeimning, 'Don't
panic. I'm not going to make love to you. Lateragrs—Dbut first I've
got something to tell you.'

He waited until the boy returned with their drink8re you still keen
to come with us? Or did that picture last night yau off?'

‘The one of the woman with yaws? No, | daresayas wtended
to—but it didn't,’ Andrea said dryly.

‘Well, in that case | think we can wangle it.'
'‘Wangle it? What do you mean?'

Guy lit a cigarette before he answered. ' | meanthought of a way
to force Ferguson's hand—to put him in a spot whmésn't give him
any choice but to take you. Mind you, it's a pretigd idea, and you
may not be prepared to do it. But | spent halfrtigt thinking it out,
and it's your only alternative to staying behind."'

'‘What is? | still haven't a clue what you're tatkabout,' Andrea said,
mystified. ' Oh, Guy, don't keep hedging. Tell me!’

He glanced over his shoulder to make sure the hoyseas not
hovering. Then he took a long draught of beer, laaded towards
her.



'‘Okay, I'll explain. But don't say it's crazy §ibu've heard me out.’



CHAPTER 11

Very early the next morning, outside the Baxteuwsidalow, Andrea
gave her brother a farewell hug.

'‘Goodbye. Have a good trip. Take care of yourself.'

‘Goodbye, Andy. I'm sorry you can't come with &eter kissed her
cheek, then climbed into the back of Doctor Bagtestate car.

He was driving the three younger men the five milesof town to
the small Malayjkampongnear where they would enter the jungle.

‘Goodbye, Doctor. Good luck." Andrea held out hanchto James
Ferguson.

This morning he was dressed in the jungle greeimrainiform and
high-laced canvas boots which the men of the Briiscurity Forces
had worn during the Emergency. He had also mansmguocure

similar second-hand uniforms for Peter and Guynasis opinion

their usual expedition kit was unsuitable for ghasticular terrain.

‘Goodbye, Miss Fleming.' His fingers closed firrolyer hers, but he
did not return her smile.

She had hoped the smile would surprise him: thatvbeld have
expected her attitude to be frigidly resentful. Bas usual, his
expression remained impassive. It was only whetuhreed to take
leave of Margaret Baxter that his hard eyes shamgdvarmth.

Guy touched Andrea's arm. 'Still game?' he askeaniundertone.
She nodded, offering her hand.

But Guy had other ideas. ' So long, Andy. Be a goiod he said,
winking.



And then, taking her by surprise, and in full viefathe others, he put
his hands on her waist, drew her against him, assel her.

‘Come in and have some coffee,’ Margaret Baxtdtedy after the
car had disappeared down the road. She callecrteh,gave an
order, and returned to her place at the breakédné.t' Now: what
would you like to do this morning?'

'Oh, | think I'll go back to the Rest House and hvasy hair," Andrea

said abstractedly. She could still feel the briafmv pressure of Guy's
lips on hers, and involuntarily her hand went upéo mouth, as if to

erase a visible imprint.

'Yes, you look tired. You'd better take things asiday. Tomorrow
we might drive over to Ipoh and do some shoppiiMgrgaret
suggested.

When she returned to the Rest House, Andrea séateelr reflection
in the mirror on the bedroom wall, and wondereshé had been mad
to agree to Guy's wild scheme. However, it was lade now to
change her mind. If she failed to go through withhe would think
there had been an accident and raise the alarm.

But as the morning passed her misgivings increasddas she wrote
an explanatory letter to Doctor Baxter, she wasngfily tempted to
go down to his surgery in the town, and blurt ¢ whole reckless
enterprise and ask his advice.

No, | can't shift the responsibility on to himwbuldn't be fair, she
thought, frowning. This way, if anything goes wralfigbe the only
one to blame. And if | keep my head and don't parethingwill go
wrong.

There was no one else staying at the Rest Houdaftar serving her
lunch the houseboys retired to their own quartetheaback of the
compound. Even thehichaksdisappeared into the crevices of th



raftete. The whole neighbourhood was drowsing & dabpressive
heat of early afternoon.

Andrea locked the suitcase containing the things whs leaving
behind. She put her letter to Doctor Baxter ortaiide in the hallway.
Then, at two- fifteen, she shouldered her rucksak hurried down
the road to the rendezvous Guy had arranged for her

In order not to attract attention, she was stilmmeg her sundress and
everyday sandals. But as it turned out, there vasnme about to

notice her. Then, turning a corner, she saw a idiapd taxi parked

about fifty yards away. Near it, in the shade tle&, a young Malay

was squatting on his haunches, smoking a cigatddeose as she
approached, and they eyed each other rather warily.

Andrea's impression of him was reassuring. Althosgleral inches
shorter than herself, he was well built and ingeltit-looking, and his
gaudy beach shirt and khaki trousers were spoylessan.

‘Tabek, memHe gave her the customary Malay greeting, and he
out his hand for her rucksack.

Relieved by his trustworthy appearance, AndreaesiniTabek.'

He ushered her into the back of his cab. The saatcgvered by a
clean piece of flowered cloth. Then he dumped beksack on the
front passenger seat and ran round to climb behmdteering wheel.
As he started the engine, Andrea drew a deep berathrelaxed
slightly. For better or worse, she was on her way.

* * %

She spent the night in @taphut in a small watersidempongbout
a mile from the larger village where, early thatrmiog, the men had
set out ahead of her.



Lying in the darkness on a rough pallet stuffechwdtied ferns, she
could hear the river lapping softly against its ksmmbout twenty
yards away. From closer at hand came another sdommaediately

outside her door—which consisted of a piece of isgckailed to the
lintel—Ismail, her guide, was asleep and snoringtlge

He had left his taxi at the larger village, whehneyt both changed
their clothes. Andrea's sundress and sandals weve in the
possession of Ismail's pretty sister, Zakaria.

They had reached their present stopping place lyyofia narrow
winding track through secondary jungle. Ismail Had the way,
armed with a villainous-lookingparang with which to hack at
obstructive undergrowth. But as the others had tisedame track
only a few hours earlier, he had not much need. &ven so, it had
been almost dark when they had at last heardvikeahead of them.

The headman of the riverside village was relatedstoail by
marriage. He spoke no English, but his attitude whsiously
friendly, and his three dark-eyed wives had bediglited with the
small gifts Andrea had presented to them.

Nevertheless, although she felt perfectly at homeray these simple
hospitable people, Andrea found it hard to getdes

* * %

Guy had already paid Ismail for his services, huien she said
goodbye to him the next morning, Andrea tucked allsbonus into
his palm. She was sorry to part from him as heahf@ar command of
English, and from now on she would be dependeritesrown very
limited Malay, supplemented by sign language.

With Ismail gone, she was in the charge of the heas youngest
son, Saleh, who was to take her down river to aratiore remote
encampment.



All that day Andrea sat in the prow of a long narrboat, while
behind her Saleh wielded a rough home-made pati#lewas a
powerful youth and showed no sign of flagging ie tiroiling sun.
But Andrea was soon soaked with perspiration, hadKkful for her
sunglasses which filtered the dazzling lights oa sirface of the
water.

In contrast to the sparkling brilliance of the wideer, hardly any
light seemed to penetrate the interwoven branchésealeep jungle
on either bank.

For most of the way, the river was fairly sluggiBlut there was one
stretch where it gathered speed and swirled ogerias of miniature
rapids. Andrea gripped the sides of the boat, &affecting to be
flung into the churning water. But, arms flailin§aleh skilfully
manoeuvred his frail craft through a central chnaed soon they
were in calm water again.

Although they were much further from civilizationcamight never
have seen a white woman before, the people of éxékampong
greeted Andrea with the same innate courtesy athbsis of the
previous night:-

With elaborate gesticulations, they intimated th#e three
Englishmen had left them at sunrise to tackle ftigh nidge to the
east. By now they should have reached the vallahewother side.

Guy had said that, on the second and third dayheutyould do what
he could to slow down the others so that Andreddcgain on them.
But she knew she would have to maintain a punispage to catch
up with them by the following nightfall.

So it was barely light when, next morning, she &ateh set out to
climb the ridge. It was past noon when they stredglp to the
summit, and although Saleh had been carrying hek far her,



Andrea felt exhausted and longed to rest. But aftifteen- minute
break to eat, she forced herself to her feet again.

Downhill, the going was slightly easier. But ndag top of the ridge
the air had been comparatively cool. Now, at egtep, the heat and
humidity increased until the atmosphere was ona@aaps close and
enervating as that of a Turkish bath.

Knowing that in the jungle it grew dark long beféine sun had set on
the open countryside, Andrea refused to admit tigatlegs were

leaden with fatigue and the band of her slacks evading a sore

place round her waist. Hot, tired and thirsty, shdged doggedly on

through the dim green wilderness.

She felt a little better after they had stoppeditiok at a stream.
Saleh, whose bare brown torso glistened with svegddéished water
over his chest and rinsed his feet. He wore nothurtg tattered pair
of shorts and some ancient tennis shoes with g&dot out. But he
seemed to have no fear of being bitten by snakpsisonous insects.

Crossing the stream, they continued to follow ththfhacked out by
the men the previous day. But it was late aftern@m growing
alarmingly dusky, when Saleh suddenly halted agaadied to her to
listen. Andrea could hear nothing but the mufflecesch of a bird
somewhere up in the tree- tops, seventy feet altbgen. But
evidently Saleh's more sensitive ears had caugithansound. From
his gestures, she gathered that they had not nwtttef to go.

Then, fifty yards further on, they suddenly emergedo a plateau of
sun-baked rock with a stream gushing down a st#éfoaheir right.

Motioning Andrea not to speak, Saleh led her to edge of the
plateau which formed the top of another escarpmént there,
below them, bathing himself in a rock pool, was Guy



Andrea was so relieved to see him that she fathikrsting into tears.
But instead, she thanked Saleh warmly for his hdipping he
would understand her tone, if not her words—anadedam her wrist-
watch as well as a roll of dollar notes.

Delighted with this unforeseen bonus, Selah shaskhbad at her
gestured invitation to have some food and spendititg with them,
then disappeared into the jungle again. It seenmditaly that he
could retrace their journey before dark, so perthpse was another
settlement near by.

Apparently Guy was on his own, and after takingtheolook to

make sure, Andrea whistled down to him. At the safther peering
over the edge of the escarpment, he scrambled fohisopool,

retrieved a pair of sandals from a rock, and cdamalzering up to the
plateau.

‘You've made it! Good girl—well done!’

Looking as relieved to see her as she was to seeGuly seized her
In his arms and gave her a vigorous hug.

'‘Where are the others?' Andrea asked perplexedignwhey drew
apart.

'‘Oh, they've gone off to try and catch some fideyfwon't be back
until sundown. | say, you look whacked, poor swektve you had
one hell of a time? Where's the chap who brough?yGuy asked)

'He's gone. But I'll tell you everything later. Rtghow | must get
myself cleaned up before Doctor Ferguson comes. lizankyou cope
with my rucksack ?'

Itching to strip off her sweat-soaked clothes arallaw in Guy's
clear cool rock pool, Andrea began to climb dowe ¢hff. At the
bottom, she asked Guy to rummage for her towelsaag while she



unlaced her boots. They were a small pair of Anagrizaseball boots
which she had managed to buy in town the day bef®the next best
thing to proper jungle boots.

'It's just as well | knew you were coming, or | gltm't have had these
on," Guy said, indicating his bathing trunks. 't&€lbthe truth, | rather
had the wind up about you. There aren't many wihie could stick
what you've just been through. | found it prettygb going myself.’

Andrea eased off her boots and removed her soduis.sHer feet
were swollen but unblistered. Presently, immersethe pool, she
found that there was an ugly red weal all round aist. But no
doubt it would soon recover if she kept it well mmred, and it did
not show. By the time the others came back, shdedaio look as
cool and composed as if she had landed by helicopte

While she was bathing and changing and rinsingsbiéed clothes,
Guy had been brewing coffee on a Primus stovan§i#l tin mug for
her, he insisted on lacing it with a shot of brafrdyn his hip flask.

'‘Go on, drink it. It will perk you up—and you maged some Dutch
courage when Ferguson comes back,' he said, gngaci

Andrea felt a faint tremor inside her. ' | wonddrawhe'll say?'

Guy shrugged. ' Something pretty withering, no doBlt he can'tio
anything, honey.'

'I'm not so sure. Supposing he insists on my gbaak?'

'He can't send you back on your own, and to takehymself would
muck up the whole expedition. No, you're here, tad's that. Here
you stay.'

A few moments later they heard voices downstreard, taen her
brother and the doctor appeared round an outcrogrks. They were



wading against the current, the water up to theieds. Doctor
Ferguson was carrying a keep-net with several Biedah in it.

The light was falling fast now, and they did nok deer until they
were actually splashing ashore. Then, with a lobkather comical
amazement, Peter stopped dead.

'‘My God!—Andrea!'

'Hello, how are you?' she said gaily. But, inwaydlye was quaking.
And she dared not look at his companion.

'‘Don't pass out. You aren't seeing things," Guyraskhim, as Peter
continued to gape at her. ' She turned up abotiahdiour ago.’

'‘But how? | don't understand. How did yget here?' her brother
demanded.

'It was simple. | followed your tracks.' Andreaded herself to look
at James Ferguson. ' You see, a woroan survive the jungle,
Doctor. In fact, so far, I've been thoroughly emgymyself.'

He did not answer her. But, for a fraction of acset; his eyes were
brilliant with anger, and he looked so fierce amthnidating that, had
they been alone, she would instinctively have shifaom him.

'‘Well, that's more than | can say.' Guy moved p skeser and put his
arm lightly round her.

But the protective gesture was unnecessary. Thdbad already
turned away.

'I'll gut these fish,' he said curtly, over his slur.

They watched him walk across to the edge of thglgiwhere he
broke some giant leaves off a branch. Then herretlrspread the



leaves on the ground, took the fish from the ned, ansheathed the
knife on his belt.

‘Would you light the lamp, please, Ramsey.' Aslaeged up at Guy
his face was unreadable again.

'‘But look here, you couldn't possibly have comerall way on your
own,' Peter said to his sister, as Guy knelt togantilley lamp.

'‘No, of course not. | had a guide. A nice Malay bailed Saleh.’

'‘How did you get hold of him? What on earth possésgu to do
such a crazy thing?'

It was the doctor who answered. ' | imagine Ranhs&lya hand in it,’
he said, still busy with the fish.

'Did you, Guy?' Peter asked.
Guy balanced the lamp on a boulder and turnedce tteem.

‘Yes, | did, as a matter of fact. | fixed the whdlng. Any
objections?’

Peter's mouth compressed and his hands clenchedistd. ' You
fool! | could break your stupid neck.’

But as he seemed about to implement this threatldletor stood up
and intervened.

‘That won't do much good,' he said grimly. ' Lefs on with the
supper, shall we?'

It was not a convivial meal. The fish was deliciolst they ate it in
constrained silence.



'Did you bring anything to sleep on?' the doctdedsAndrea, as he
gave her a mug of black coffee.

‘Yes, | have exactly the same equipment as theofgstu. The same
provisions, too,' she told him quietly.

‘Were there any leeches on you when you arrived ?'
She shook her head. ' No . . . none.’

But the band of chafed skin round her waist wasrmg#gg to itch and
smart, and she hoped she would have a chance tdepatvagain
before bedtime.

Bedtime, it seemed, was immediately after suppen -erder to
conserve the lamp oil. Not that a lamp was necgssase the moon
and stars were out. Had they been camping in tigdguthey would
have had to sling their sleeping bags like hammadalescape from
the multitude of ants. But, here in the moonlitacieg, the flat slabs
of rock provided insect-free beds.

Worn out by her exertions during the day, Andrdbafgleep almost
immediately.

She awoke very early in the morning, when the olgawas still half
in shadow. Peter and Guy were still asleep, butittetor's khaki bag
was empty. Wriggling out of her own bag, Andrearfdthat she was
extremely stiff. She was also quite hungry again.

After she had washed and combed her hair, sheelitimus stove to
make some coffee. While she was waiting for theewtd boil, she
saw James Ferguson climbing down the face of tlghelst

escarpment.



'‘Good morning,' she said warily, when he joined her
'‘Good morning.'

Evidently he had been up for some time, as he \Wweaady shaved
and dressed for the day's journey.

Conscious of his eyes on her, Andrea made theeaffe filled two
mugs.

"'l wake the others," she said hurriedly.

'‘No, leave them for a moment. | want to look at thark on your left
arm.’

‘What mark? Oh . . . this scratch. But it's notHing

'‘Perhaps, but sometimes scratches can be dang@aus. here and
let me look," he insisted firmly.

With a slight shrug, Andrea obeyed.

'Hm ... it doesn't look much, but we may as welbbethe safe side.’
Bending to open his pack, he produced a tube dmant. ' Rub a
little of this in,’" he told her.

Again, she did as she was told.

'‘Right: now hitch up your shirt," he instructed.
She stiffened and stepped back. ' What for?'
'l want to see if you've got any prickly heat.'
‘Well, I haven't," she answered shortly.

‘Don't argue—just hitch up your shirt.'



‘But I've told you--' she began, in protest.

'‘And | want to make sure,' he cut in. ' You may redlize it, but
neglected heat rashes can easily become infettedalteady had to
treat your brother and Ramsey. | am a doctor, ymwk'

'Yes, but notydoctor,' she retorted. ' When | need your professi
attention, I'll ask for it, Doctor." She turned nwve away, but he
caught hold of her wrist and held her fast.

'Since you've elected to come with us, you'll doyag're told, my
girl,' he informed her crisply. 'If you don't, | cavery easily make
you.'

For a moment she was tempted to defy him. Thervegug with
suppressed rebellion, she tugged her shirt outeofttousers and
lifted it up above her midriff.

At the sight of her sore, reddened waistline, fleswdn an exasperated
breath. But he did not give vent to the scaldingdsmnation she
expected.

'How did this happen?' he asked.

'l don't know. | suppose my waistband must haveurdqt she
muttered furiously.

'‘Well, you'll have to make it looser. Stand splease.'

With deft, practised fingers he applied a thin caatof salve all
round her waist, then cut and pinned in place tdfdlandage.

‘Have you anything else wrong with you ?'

Andrea shook her head, her cheeks hot.



This time he took her word for it. But he had natshed with her." |

don't know why you lied to me, Miss Fleming, butitbetter get it

into your head that the jungle is no place for egsoee modesty," he
said sternly. ' If you have any injuries—no maltew slight— | must

be told immediately. Do you understaridimediately.'

‘Very well, if you insist,' she said brusquely.

‘Certainly | insist. In a climate like this thereis such thing as a
trivial ailment. Now, go and get your coffee. Wevlasome other
things to discuss.'

She fetched her mug and sat on the boulder heatadic The others
were still asleep more than twenty yards away. tHa@dBaxters know
where you are?' he asked her quietly.

'Of course ... | left a note.'

‘Yes: to say where you were going. But how are thdsnow you've
reached us? Don't you care about worrying peoplefi'tCtheir
feelings matter to you?'

'It depends who they are,' she answered stiffg.far as the Baxters
are concerned, | hardly know them.' She paused, ttiveist out her
chin. ' I certainly don't think you're in a positito lecture me about
consideration, Doctor Ferguson. You obviously calild¢are less
about anyone's feelings.'

'‘By which you mean yours, | suppose.' His tone avgs'What would
you like from me, Miss Fleming? An approach likenk&ay's? Or
merely unlimited concessions?'

She flushed to the roots of her hair, but she he&dyaze. ' So far
you've made no concessions at all,' she saidgoaded voice.



He finished his coffee, and set the mug on the mpod hen he
glanced at his watch and stood up.

*You think not, Miss Fleming?' The slant of his riowas sardonic. '
If you knew me better you would realize that, sg fahave dealt
extremely lightly with you. But from now on youdlet what you've
asked for. And | don't think you're going to liké And, leaving her to
digest this cryptic and faintly menacing partingtsine strode off to
rouse the others.

* * %

At two o'clock in the afternoon—an hour when, hdmk stayed
behind, she would have been resting in her roorn avifan blowing
over her—Andrea found herself wading thigh-deepugh a swamp.

Before they set out that morning, Doctor Fergusach imade her turn
out her rucksack. Then, ignoring her protests,dtedelected most of
the heavier contents and given some to her brabere to Guy, and
added some to his own pack.

But it had not been chivalry which had prompted kantighten her
load. Quite clearly, his intention had been to mdiler feel a
burdensome passenger. And, since Guy had alreadn &
complaining of the weight of the gear they haddaoy she had felt
as he intended her to feel.

Nevertheless, as they splashed through the stimkirdgy water, she
was glad that her pack was not full. The bed of shamp was
uneven and treacherously slippery. Each slow shingcstep was
fraught with the risk of falling.

With Guy cursing under his breath a few feet betied, and the
Doctor and Peter ahead, Andrea wondered if theyrballly been
obliged to come this way, or if James Ferguson teltberately
re-routed the day's journey to punish her for datondefy him. She



was positive that, when they had arrived at theeedghe swamp, he
had looked at her with a glint of malicious amusetme his eyes.

Well, it will take more than this to bring me to rkiyees, Doctor
Fergusonshe thought, as she struggled forward.

The swamp seemed endless: a fantastic nightmardd wafr
misshapen mangrove trees festooned with droopingseso Their
passage through the viscid stagnant water brougtkets of fetid
gas bubbling up to the surface. A sickening miasindecay hung
over the whole eerie place. But at last they recdine ground again,
and presently the doctor called a halt and saigt ttoaild take a
ten-minute rest break.

Shedding her pack, Andrea turned to help Guy uhhiis heavier
one.

‘Thanks, sweetie." He dumped it on the ground dexed his
shoulders. His legs, like hers, were coated witll md slime. The
taint of the swamp still clung to them.

'‘Ugh, this smell! Isn't it vile?' she murmured dgefully.

‘Yes . . . worse than rotten eggs,’ Guy agreedfrélgened at her
sodden trousers. ' You shouldn't be here. He vg. rit's no place
for a girl.'

'Oh, nonsense,’ Andrea said lightly. ' This stuff wash off. | don't
mind it.'

'‘Oh, God!" Guy looked suddenly horrified. He podhtéLook . . .
your arm. There's a leech on it!"

For a moment, looking down and seeing the thing reer
mud-splashed forearm, Andrea felt sick. She hadaywhad a
loathing of slugs, and the leech was like a bldokted slug.



Then Guy called to the doctor, and forced her tarob her revulsion.
She braced herself to pluck the creature off.

'‘No—never do that!" James Ferguson said sharplyen,Th
surprisingly: 'Light a cigarette, will you, Ramsey.

Guy fumbled with the button on his shirt pocket. &lthe had lit up,
the doctor took the cigarette from him. He apptieel burning tip to
the leech. It fell off instantly, leaving a trickié blood behind it.

'If you pull the things off, they leave their headsyour skin,' the
doctor explained, returning Guy's cigarette to him.

While he was swabbing the place with antiseptid, thien treating it
with penicillin powder, both Guyand Peter foundtttieey too had
leeches gorging on them.

'You'll probably find some more when you strip tdhight," James
Ferguson said casually. He glanced at Andrea apdike.

But, although her skin crawled, she managed to kee@xpression
unconcerned.

About a mile further on, they came upon a largenogeace. Over
nearly two acres of ground, all the trees had He#ad and the
foliage and ferns burned down.

The doctor explained that this was a newly prepdagting or
cultivation area. Somewhere near they would findTamiar
longhouse.

The Temiar were aborigines, and markedly diffefesrn the Malay
people. The men wore only loin-cloths, and some &abrcupine
quill pushed through the cartilage between thestmis. The women
wore lengths obatik cotton bound round their hips, and some of tt



young girls had painted patterns on their facesoamghes of flowers
in the large holes in their ear lobes.

After some initial reserve, they became very frigndnd seemed
fascinated by Andrea's blonde hair. They insistedheir visitors
sharing a meal with them in the longhouse, andna#tels the
headman and Doctor Ferguson became involved in donae of
argument. The old man kept pointing at Andrea,Retegr asked what
he was saying.

'He's offering us his own bed for the night. lie tustom,’ the doctor
explained. ' If we refuse, he'll be offended.’

'‘Well, you can count me out. | prefer a spot o§lfrair." Guy blinked
and rubbed his bloodshot eyes.

As the entire tribe lived and cooked in the longuse, the rafters
were blackened with soot, and the atmosphere wakwaith smoke.

'‘By " us " | meant myself and Miss Fleming,' Jarfkesguson said,
without expression.

They stared at him, momentarily dumbfounded.

‘Thepenghulus under the impression that Miss Fleming is mfewi
the doctor said, looking at Andrea. Perhaps it @rdg a trick of the
flickering firelight, but it seemed to her that ndlaere was a faint
glint of mockery in his eyes.

'‘Well, tell him he's mistaken,' Peter said shortly.

' have—but he isn't convinced. He thinks we domdnt to
inconvenience him.'

Thepenghuluouched Andrea's arm and gesticulated. Clearlwdse
urging her to persuade her ' husband ' to accepifthr of his bed.



Scarlet, she shook her head. Then she had anlnde®mne, without
speaking, she indicated that it was Peter, notittogor, to whom she
belonged.

For a moment it seemed the old man did not beliee Then,
apparently highly diverted by his mistake, he bumgb a raucous
cackle of laughter. The joke passed round the longh and
everyone seemed to find it hilariously funny. Eveerdrea managed
to put on a passable smile. But her heart wasriggatsurdly fast
considering that what had occurred was really alyfaminor

contretemps.

Later, sharing thg@genghulu'sbed with her brother —Guy and the
doctor were sleeping in a rouglatap shelter outside the
longhouse—she wondered what would have happerste ihad not

resolved the situation herself.

Next morning, before they set out, the doctor lzetdinic. Many of
the men of the tribe suffered frotinea imbricata,a scaly skin
disease similar to ringworm. The women did not sézive affected
by it, but several of them had hoarse tuberculaghs, and nearly
everyone had an infected leech bite, or a boil@gruo be treated.

Sitting on the ramp of the longhouse, Andrea walctiee doctor
examining the children and coaxing them to taketirvitamin pills.
He had a way with them that surprised her. Indegdéttitude to all
the jungle people was quite different from his nmamtowards his
white companions.

With the Temiar, he seemed to relax. He never ldeé&ethem with
the critical detachment with which he regarded hir.appeared to
have a genuine affection and respect for them.

‘A penny for them?' Guy said, startling her.



Andrea started. ' Oh, hello. Where have you been?’

‘Some of the men have been giving me a blowpipeodstration.
They're pretty good shots. | must ask Fergusontaheipoison they
use on their darts. | gather it's fatal.'

At this point the doctor, having dealt with thetla$ his patients,
came over to join them. ' Yes, it's deadly," heficored, in answer to
Guy's question. ' They tap it, like latex, from tlp@h tree and a
creeper. They mix it in various strengths, andsthengest is fatal in a
matter of five or six minutes.'

'‘But how can they eat what they Kkill if the pois@nso potent?
Andrea asked.

'‘Because the poison percolates the bloodstream,itbdbesn't

contaminate the flesh,' he told her. ' Incidentdye arranged for one
of their men to carry a message that you're safke toethekam- pong

by the river. With any luck, it should be relayedhe Baxters some
time tomorrow. The Temiar travel much faster thande. Now, are
you ready to push on?’

They spent the next night at another Temiar encasnprlose by a
river, arriving there quite early in the afternosa that there was time
for a leisurely swim while the sun was still high.

'l wonder how far we are from civilization?' Guyaskzily, as he and
Andrea sat on a sandspit in the middle of the river

‘Not very far as the crow flies, | shouldn't thisthe turned her head
to watch her brother swimming across to the farkbddoctor
Ferguson was up at the longhouse, talking to theinean.



'‘Alone at last!" Guy put a hand on her shouldergamtly pressed it. '
You're getting a wonderful tan. How smooth youngki'

'Of course—I always use Camay,' she answeredyightl
Guy edged closer. ' Look at me, Andrea.’
'Oh, Guy, this is hardly the place to start . aking advances!'

'‘Why not? Nobody's looking.' He laughed and sl&ldrim round her
waist. ' " Making advances "—what a prim way oftjpgj it!

She tried to keep her tone casual. 'I'm ratherma person, | think.'

Unexpectedly, he let her go again. ' | doubt if k\aow what you are,’
he said, with a smile. ' Tell me something. Theshpyu've dated in
London . . . have you ever taken them seriously&Hau ever been
really involved?'

'If by that you mean " in love "—no, | haven't. Bulhat on earth has
that got to do with it?'

Guy leaned on one elbow, studying her. ' Everythimgney. It's
precisely what | meant when | said you didn't knamwrself yet. Tell
me something else. Do you find me attractive?"

Andrea wished that her brother would come and jogm. But now
he was swimming back to the villagers' rude landitage.

'l don't find you repulsive,' she said flippantly.
‘That's evading the issue. | want a straight "ygs'ho".’

She shrugged. ' Then | suppose it's "yes ".

'So we're mutually attracted . . . right?’



Andrea felt that was putting the case too strongly, before she
could qualify his statement, he said, ' Now predugngou won't

deny that you know | want to kiss you. Well, youaheady admitted
it. But will you admit that you also want to be se&sl?'

'I'm not sure,’ she said cautiously. ' | havertlyghought about it.'

He grinned and lifted an eyebrow. ' You're evadihg question
again. My bet is that part of you wants to be ldssad part of you is
scared. Am | right?'

'‘Why should | be scared?' she asked uneasilye 'ttid you—I've
been kissed before now.'

'Yes, but not in the way | would kiss you. This &int would be
different, and you know it. | don't count that famdl peck the other
morning.'

Andrea said nothing. She knew that she could egasitpone the
conversation by the simple expedient of diving baxtk the river.
But sooner or later Guy would get her alone agand, to be honest,
what he had told her was true. A part of her didwta be kissed. But
another part—so far, the stronger—hung back.

Guy marked a pattern in the sand with his forefingie said, ' There
are two kinds of girls in this world, honey. Thene the good-time
girls and the serious ones. The good-timers aretessarily bad
girls. In the end they mostly settle down in thealsemi-detached
with the usual quota of kids. But they're realigtisey know they're
going to wind up washing nappies, so they makentbst of their

freedom in the meantime. Maybe a few of them galoéfrails and

get in a mess, but mostly they just enjoy life withharm done."'

He paused to rub out his doodle and start afreghinA Andrea said
nothing. She had never known Guy to philosophiZeree and she
was curious to hear more.



‘Then there are the serious types—including yoa,went on. '
Serious girls don't take life as it comes. Thegealists . . . dreamers.
Their big dream is that one day some supermancaiie along and
—Bingo!'—they'll be in love with a capital L.'

His tone was edged with cynicism, and Andrea fradvaed said
quickly, ' Well, what's wrong with that, may | ask?

Guy flicked an amused glance at her. ' There'simpthpecifically
wrong with it, sweetie. But like a lot of theoridétsgloesn't necessarily
work out.'

‘What do you mean?'

'Simply that—as supermen are in rather short supphpst of the
dreamers finally have to settle for the same orglibébkes as anyone
else.’

Andrea lay down on her back, her forearms crossed loer face to
shield her closed eyes from the glare.

She said, ' | should think, if you fall in love Wisomeone, they seem
wonderful to you even if they strike everyone asebeing totally
insignificant.’

'‘Maybe . . . maybe not. My guess is that a heeklof of marriages go
wrong because girls suddenly get in a panic abeungbleft on the
shelf,’ Guy said. ' They marry an ordinary blokat they go on
dreaming about their superman.'

'So? | still don't see what this has to do with'me.
‘Ah, I'm coming to that now.'

She heard him move. He did not touch her, but,autlopening her
eyes, she knew he was bending over her.



‘The odd thing about you day-dreaming types is tWha¢n you're
offered a chance of putting your wishful thinkinga practice, you
invariably get cold feet.'

‘You're talking in riddles,' she said.

‘All right, I'll be more explicit. Isn't it true #t you've often imagined
yourself in a terrific clinch with someone . . .ifog kissed till you
don't know whether you're on your head or your $f&el

She managed a laugh, but her cheeks were suddsnly h
‘It may have crossed my mind,' she conceded.

‘Well, now you don't have to imagine it any longé&uy said softly. '
Now's your chance to try the real thing.'

Andrea lay very still. Her throat felt tight. Shevalowed. Then,
swiftly, she dropped her arms to push herself inprig

But Guy was too quick for her. Before she couldupt he had
pinioned her arms and held her down. There wa®aloforce in his
hold, but it was enough to keep her where she wdsss she
squirmed free. But Andrea did not move. Nor did akk him to let
her go.

Lying there, with his gay good-looking face clodeowae her, she
realized that this was probably the only way teask the tension
between them and to resolve her own uncertainnigeiabout him.

She had no time to change her mind. Smiling, Gayde down and
kissed her.

It was—as he had promised—a very different kisenfeoy she had
received before. Not that her experience was extenlsecause she
had always avoided casual embraces—especially tihaseful



tussles in the home-going taxis. But there had lbefemv young men
who had neither dithered nor pounced, and whonmremembered
with affection.

Guy's lips caressed her smooth cheek. ' Well ?'.he murmured,
close to her ear. ' Was it up to your- expectati®ns

For a moment she lay quiescent, her eyes stiledo$hen, gently,
she freed herself to sit up again.

‘What is it? What's the matter?' he asked swiftly.
Andrea bit her lip. ' Nothing . . . nothing's thatter.'

How could she explain an emotion which she did hdty
understand?

'‘Are you angry?' he persisted concernedly. ' Did ggally not want
me to do that?'

She flashed him a rather shaky smile. 'No, I'm pudittle . . .
confused.'

He smoothed back a strand of her hair. There wesderness in his
eyes which she had never seen before. ' You'reedylgirl,' he said
softly.

His tone and his look brought new colour into hacef. She said
awkwardly, ' We'll fry if we stay here much long&te'd better
submerge again.’

And then, as she scrambled to her feet, her ey#gsned. A pang of
dismay shot through her.



Doctor Ferguson was standing on the landing stegewas in his
swimming trunks. A moment after she spotted himgliived cleanly
into the river.

But she felt sure he had been watching them.

* * %

There was to be dancing in the longhouse that night

All afternoon, hunks of wild pork had been roastimgbamboo spits.
Towards sundown, the headman's wife presented #re \isitors

with menkuandheaddresses, made specially for the occasionhdll
Temiar women were wearing their best sarongs, fnétbh posies in
the holes in their ears.

The children had helped each other to paint tresed, and fixed
flowers in their wavy dark hair. Everyone was inextited happy
mood, and there was much laughter and raucousdigelas the final
preparations were completed.

Andrea had one blouse in her pack. It was a sisipkeveless top of
pleated coral Tricel which weighed practically nothand could be
stuffed into a plastic bag without becoming crurdplghe decided to
put it on, with one of the sarongs she had brotmtdleeping in.

While she was changing in the privacy of a sratdlp shelter some
way from the longhouse, she heard someone coming.

‘Miss Fleming?'

At the sound of the deep, clipped voice, Andregpgeal the orange
stick with which she had been manicuring her naiew- cut short
and unpainted. Feeling rather self-conscious ingdé/ patterned
sarong, she emerged from the shelter.



'l hope it's all right to wear this. | thought itould be more
comfortable,' she said diffidently.

‘Yes, certainly. Have you fastened it securely?'

'l think so.' She lifted the bottom of her blouseshow him how she
had pinned the cloth at her waist.

He nodded. ' Yes, that will do, but later on Hkabne of the women to
show you how it should be fastened. | came to bymgthis, as they
haven't made a headdress for you.'

She had not noticed that he was carrying a ciafiéfowers. They
were wild orchids, amber with flecks of brown. Iih@ndon florist's,
they would have cost half a guinea each, if notanor

‘Thank you . . . they're beautiful." She hesitat&id you make this?'
‘Yes, the stems are tough. They're easy to twigether.'

Andrea touched the tawny waxen petals. Between fiaebr he had
fixed a frond of fern. The effect was charmingfdit a bridal coronet.

‘Doctor Ferguson . . . couldn't we be friends?'

The appeal was quite spontaneous. She had noteguldnmmake it.
The words simply came out, before she could chieeint

‘Do you feel we've been enemies, Miss Fleming?'

As usual, his expression was unreadable, butmhedao her that his
tone was slightly less brisk.

'‘Not enemies exactly . . . but we haven't got ay weell. [—I know
I've displeased you,' she said, avoiding his eyes.



‘Does my displeasure worry you?"

‘Well, it's never very pleasant to be on bad temith someone.’
Andrea was already regretting her impulsive attemopend the
antipathy between them. He might at least meehakway.

A moment later, he did. ' Very well, Miss Fleminye'll call a truce,’
he said evenly.

But although he offered his hand, he did not smighile I'm here,
I'd better have a look at your waist," he suggestéghould have
examined it this morning.'

'Oh, it's very much better now. In fact I've taklba bandage off.'

She hitched up her blouse to show him. Whatewsag that he had
applied the day before, it had certainly been éffec Now, only a
slight discoloration showed where the place hashbee

'You're lucky. You must have a strong resistancentection,' he
said, after making her turn round so that he cealelher back. ' That
reminds me, you'd better start taking these.'

He unbuttoned his shirt pocket and handed her ss glaial full of
small white pills.

'‘What are they?"

‘Salt tablets. Even if you don't normally take ,saitu’ll need them out
here. They'll prevent you from getting cramps. Take every
morning.'

Andrea nodded. ' Well, thank you again for the Bosv | shan't be
long.'



He turned to go, then halted. ' There is just otierothing, Miss
Fleming.'

'Oh, please—won't you call me Andrea now?'
‘Very well, if you wish,' he agreed.

Fit>m the other side of thadangcame the high plaintive notes of &
flute—a summons to the feasting, perhaps.

Anxious to put on the coronet before it grew tom éor her to see her
reflection in her mirror, Andrea waited for Jamesrduson to
continue.

'l was going to say that there are certain abaaigiemwvs which it's

advisable for even outsiders to observe,' he tetd'Whe Temiar are
a highly moral people, with some very rigid coddsbehaviour.

Anyone who breaks a taboo is severely punished ddesn't apply
to us, of course. But, even so, it's wiser notfterml them.’

He paused, and she thought he was going to exgpdaire points of
etiquette to do with the coming feast.

Instead he said evenly, ' Your relationship withrRay is entirely
your own affair. But it was fortunate that noneloé tribe were near
the river earlier this afternoon. They're forbiddemmake love while
the sun is up. After dark, you can do what you.like

Then he walked away, leaving Andrea staring aft@; s shaken as
if he had slapped her.

So hehadseen Guy kiss her! Well? He said himself it wasenof his
business. But somehow this thought did not easenbetification.

'Oh, what does it matter? Why should | care whathneks?' she
muttered aloud, as she turned back into the shelter



But it did matter. Suddenly—alarmingly—she did care



CHAPTER IV

The next day's journey was by raft. For a payméhsi hooks, nails
and coloured balloons, the Temiar headman delefatedf his men
to pole the party down river to the far end of vadey.

This was a distance which would probably have takem two or
more days on foot. But travelling by water, thougicker and much
less tiring, had certain disadvantages.

The hot noon sun did not penetrate the deep juBgle.as Andrea
had found on her first day out, the heat on thenopeer was
gruelling.

Peter and Guy went on the first raft; Guy filmirg tpassing scene,
and Peter recording a commentary on tape. Andreangzanied
James Ferguson on the second raft, an arrangeniech added
mental tension to the physical discomfort she viiesady suffering.

Normally, she had an excellent digestion. But theyh greasy roast
pork she had eaten the night before had givenumemiy-ache. She
did not relish the prospect of having to ask far taft to be stopped
so that she could retire into the underbrush.

Both rafts were constructed of about fifteen lesgthf hollow
bamboo, lashed together wittana creeper. There was a raise
platform in the centre for passengers or cargo, thedaborigines
stood at either end to propel the raft along orerghthe river ran
swiftly, to guide its course.

In spite of the glare, James Ferguson was not ngarishirt. The
highest temperature did not seem to affect him,lndias browner
than some of the Temiar.

'‘When should we reach the valley where the cave8' akndrea
asked, after they had been sitting in silence &arly an hour.



'In a couple of days. But it may be a wild goosasgh I'm still not
convinced there are any caves in the valley,' itk séth a negligent
shrug.

He was whittling a small block of wood, the bladehis knife
glinting in the sun.

Her eyes on his long lean fingers, Andrea sai@j€tlthe impression
you don't really approve of this trip, Doctor Fesgno.'

He glanced at her. ' | thought we had dispensdd farmality.'

Andrea pretended to be staring at something onb#rk. It was
ridiculous, but she was not sure she could brimgditto use his first
name.

'‘No, you're right—I don't approve,’ he went on,amnswer to her
guestion. ' Whether or not the caves exist is notamcern. But I've
always believed that the aborigines are best lafisturbed. Apart
from medical aid, civilization has nothing of valtgeoffer them. In
fact when they are forced into contact with thesm# world—as
they were during the Emergency—it invariably dokemt great
harm. It's the same with all primitive people. Asos as the
missionaries arrive, the rot sets in.'

'If you feel like that, why did you agree to guigs?’

‘Your brother is paying me a fee. | need the moidy.research
funds aren't enough for all the medicines thes@lpateed.’

'Oh, | see. What exactly are you researching?"

'I'm trying to find out if various aboriginal remied may have a wider
application. Most laymen don't realize it, but marfyour so-called
modern drugs were first used by tribal witch dogtor



'You mean likecurare?'she suggested.

'Yes—although the original purposeairarewas to Kill, not to save
life.'

‘The poison that the Temiar use on their blowpipesd—has that
been investigated?' Andrea asked.

‘Yes: it's similar tocurare. At the moment I'm working on a plant
calledpetai. The aborigines use it as a remedy for diabetessarmlo
the Chinese and Malays. It could prove extremelyalae.'

Before Andrea could ask any more questions—- amdcsiuld not
help being interested—the Temiar behind them saigeshing.

James Ferguson glanced over his shoulder and noddestemed to
be fluent in the aborigines' O(fd staccato dialdéctt it was quite
unlike Malay and Andrea could not understand a vadridl

‘There are some rapids ahead,' he explained to her.

‘Do the others know?' she asked anxiously. ' Itld/be disastrous if
they lost their gear.’

'Yes, | warned them before we started.'

The leading raft had already disappeared roundnd bethe river,

and, as they neared the corner themselves Andeed kige roar of
tumbling water. Evidently these rapids were higtiean those she
had shot in Saleh's little boat.

The river began to surge with treacherous crossuotgy and the raft
tilted and swerved.

‘You'd better hang on to me,' he directed.



As they were swept round the bend, the doctor guaitm round her
waist and drew her firmly against him.

If Andrea had first seen the rapids from a distasbe would have
thought it impossible for any craft— let alone armbmo raft—to

survive the precipitous torrent which now confrahtiegem. As it was,
there was no time to be afraid. Like a straw flurig a whirlpool, the

raft swirled dizzily over the brink of the falls @was caught in a
churning maelstrom of rocks and spray.

When they were through—soaked to the skin but, culausly,
unscathed—she found herself clinging to James dikdrowning
woman. It was not that she had panicked. It waplgirtinat, in the
circumstances, it had been instinctive to grab vloéd she could.

But as soon as the danger was past, that instuidided. Wet,
breathless and scarlet with embarrassment, sh&lguoew away
from him.

'I'm sorry,' she said, in confusion, drawing awaly—I thought we
might be flung off.' She pushed back a swathe ohae and sat very
straight. ' You were talking about your researchkywshe reminded
him.

James stared at her for a moment. Then he leamedrfb with his
elbows on his knees and his face hidden in his fraAdter a
moment's bewilderment, Andrea realized he was slgakith silent
laughter.

'Is something funny?' she asked stiffly.

He began to laugh openly then, and after a montemtTemiar
raftsmen joined in. They laughed so loudly that shend of their
guffaws echoed back from the jungle on either sidd the whole
river rang with merriment.



With no idea what it was all about—except thatwhe somehow the
cause of their mirth—Andrea sat even straighteraaited for them
to control themselves.

'I'm sorry about that." Still grinning and breathimard, James made &
gesture of apology.

‘Can | share the joke?' she asked distantly.

That almost started him off again, but he managexbber himself,
though the Temiar were still both convulsed. 'Danihd them.
They're just being sociable," he explained.

'‘And you?' she prompted frostily.

He studied her for a moment, his expression sepags more.

'l was wrong about you, wasn't I?' His tone andresgon were
rueful. ' I'm afraid | judged by appearances—anat'shalways a
mistake.'

'l don't understand,' she said blankly.

‘Unfortunately there was nothing in your appearancgiggest what
a redoubtable young woman you are,' he went aanldy, | thought
when you saw the rapids you'd probably scream Yywad off. |
certainly can't think of any other girl who wouteat them as a minor
interruption in an earnest conversation about rekaaork.’

'Oh . . | see,' she said, disconcerted.

It was the first time he had ever really smilechat, and it sent a
strange tremor through her.



'‘We'd better catch up with the others," he saidenhoiskly. Below
the rapids, there was another bend. A little wayobd it, the leading
raft was moored under some overhanging trees.

‘Now we know how it feels to go over Niagara inaarbl," Guy said,
grimacing, as the second raft came alongside.

'Is your gear all right?' James asked him.

'Yes, the boys gave us plenty of warning and wepped it in
groundsheets and lashed it to the seat. But ievesnned near thing.
| thought we were going to be smashed to smithereere there any
more rapids ahead of us?'James shook his head it'INeasy going
from now on.' He glanced at Andrea's brother. 'yoe all right,
Fleming?'

‘You haven't got any dyspepsia tablets, have yoy?stdmach is
playing up a bit. | must have eaten too much laghti Peter said

wryly.

‘Yes, sure. I'll get something for you. Is your taynall right,
Andrea?' James asked her.

'It is now. | had a bit of a pain earlier on.’

'‘What | need is a drink," Guy put in. 'Is it safedrink this river
water?'

'‘No, | wouldn't advise it." James spoke to the Berand one of them
produced a length of bamboo, plugged at either and filled with
the sweet pure water from the fast-running streaar theladang.

'What was in that stew they gave us last night¥y &bked, when he
had slaked his thirst. ' Did you try some, Andreae@uldn't place it.'



'‘No, | only had the pork and some sweet corn.' Aadook out her
pocket comb and began to tidy her wet tangled hair.

'Did you like the stew?' James asked Guy.

'Yes, | thought it was rather tasty. Much bettantifeat darned tough
pork.'

'It was monkey,' James said casually.

Guy blenched. ' You're kidding! You must be.'

'‘No, I'm not. All the aborigines eat monkeys.'

‘Ye gods! You might have warned me,' Guy said indigly.

‘But you just said you liked it, Guy," Andrea reoh@ad him teasingly.

To her amazement, he glared at her with real aingeis eyes. 'Oh,
very funny. Ha-ha!'

'I'm sorry,' she said, taken aback.

'Forget it." His mouth set hard, he moved awayaidhout cigarettes
to the Temiar.

Half an hour later, when they were on their wayiagée sky
became overcast and heavy drops of rain began lltoWathin
minutes they were being lashed by a torrential gmwmn. For nearly
an hour, Andrea sat hunched under a groundsheks thibi raftsmen
poled steadily on through the teeming deluge.

Then, quite suddenly, as if a tap had been turffethe rain stopped
and the sun came out again.



'You'll have to change. It isn't a good thing todi®thes dry on you,’
James told her, after instructing the Temiar terste the bank.

So Andrea unpacked her second outfit, and quicklggied out of
her steaming garments behind a thicket.

'l've just realized something—I haven't seen alsisgake yet,' she
said, as she clambered aboard again.

'l doubt if you will," he said. ' There are pletythem about, but they
keep well out of our way. They're far more frighedrof us than we
are of them. In fact the jungle isn't really damgesrat all, if you stick
to a few simple rules.'

‘Then why were you so against my coming with you?'

His mouth twitched slightly at the corners. ' Chiebecause |
underestimated you—as I've already admitted. Bugay that the
jungle isn't dangerous doesn't mean that it hotdkarards. What |
meant was that most people have a false concegititve type of risk
involved.'

'You mean like my being surprised at not seeingsarakes?’

'‘Exactly. The fact is that the chance of beingekilby a snake or a
tiger or a crocodile is a good deal less than th@nce of being
knocked down by a car in Singapore.'

'‘What are the real dangers, then?' she asked.

'‘Well, | should say the most common causes of dedtie jungle are
pneumonia and septicaemia. We're still not muchvalsea-level
here. But up in the hills, the nights can be vexrglcThe cold and the
damp can soon cause a serious chill.’



'Yes, | suppose so—though pneumonia is about Htellaess one
associates with this climate," Andrea said thoudlytf

Before she could ask him any more questions, thmidre behind
them called for a light for his homemade cigareltanes went aft and
stayed there chatting to the man.

After a while, Andrea began to feel drowsy. It li@en past midnight
when she and the others had left the festivitigh@longhouse. But
the aborigines had gone on dancing until abouetimehe morning,
so she had not had much sleep.

Presently she decided to lie down and take a nag.sAaon, lulled by
the murmur of the river and the swaying motionhdf taft, she was
fast asleep with her head pillowed on her pack.

* k% %

That night, for the first time, they had to laskeithsleeping-bags
between the trees like hammocks. Next morning, 8advas woken
by the mournful hooting of a troop of gibbons sorneve up in the
high tree-tops.

From seven until noon, they struggled up a stelkgide track which
had not been in use recently and was largely ogengrwith tall
ferns. But although it was such hard going thay teed to take a ten-
minute break every half hour, their exertions prtbvamply
worthwhile when they reached the top. For now,nother smaller
valley enclosed by a crescent-shaped ridge, thayddhemselves in
jungle of an entirely different character from dhenk, gloomy rain
forest through which they had passed so far. Wisdrezalower-lying
jungle had a somewhat sinister ambience, herartpeession was of
tropical nature at its most luxuriant.

They were even more cheered when, after followhey gound of
running water, they came out into a large cleaniipy a series of



waterfalls cascading down sun-baked rocks into re¢v&hallow
pools.' We'll spend the rest of the day here,' 3asaéd, as the other
three sank wearily on to a fallen mossy tree trukit | wouldn't sit
there, if | were you. There may be scorpions ardund

'Hell' Never a minute's peace,' Guy said crosstgeun his breath.

But Andrea could not see that he had much causmfaplaint, since

it had been James who had taken the brunt ofridesint ascent. Most
of the way up the track he had to use gasangto slash down the
tangled ferns.

To conserve their tinned foods, they lunched oeddiaro root and
bamboo shoots which made a substantial meal, ibrudrticularly
appetizing one.

Again, Guy muttered resentfully, and Andrea began feel
thoroughly irritated by him. He had been in a fodod ever since
the previous evening. But after lunch when, wrappealsarong, she
was sitting on a rock and swishing her feet abowatne of the pools,
he came over and apologized.

'I'm sorry | snarled at you yesterday, Andy. Thet fathat I'd already
had one row with Ferguson, and that business gheustew really
got my back up. Still, that was no reason to taleii on you.'

'‘What did you have a row about?' she asked, raginsely, thinking
that it might have been over Guy kissing her onstiredbank.

'Oh, he gave me a long spiel about not callingaiheriginessakai.
It's what the Malays call them. But apparentlylitexal meaning is "
low-caste outsider" or something. So he findsfemdive.'

‘Well, he's fond of these people,' she pointed out.



'Yes, he's a queer fish altogether.' Guy lit am@ta. ' How did you
like being stuck on a raft with him all day yesty@'

'He told me about his research work. It was vetgrasting.'
'l see,' Guy said, in an odd tone.

She glanced at him, slightly puzzled.

'‘Oh? What do you see?' she asked blankly.

Guy shrugged. ' | gathered relations were improwhgn he started
calling you Andrea.’

'‘Have you any objection?' she said lightly.
'‘No . . . but | wouldn't like it if you got too cps$

She stared at him. Slowly—because the mere ideaavasmpletely
preposterous—it dawned on her that he was jealous.

'Oh, Guy, what utter nonsense,' she said, halfhisgg ' Good
heavens! Just because I'm no longer at daggersdvéatvthe man--'

He cut her short. ' If it's nonsense, then why hauebeen avoiding
me?'

‘But | haven't,’ she protested.
‘Yes, you have. You haven't spoken a word to mdagfl'

'‘Well, most of this morning | was too short of dredo speak to
anyone,' she said reasonably.

'‘Anyway, | thought you were still annoyed with me."



Guy did not answer. He was smoking his cigarettehiort irritable
puffs and scowling at their .reflections in the poo

Andrea was amazed. This was a side of his charaloeehad never
even glimpsed before. As long as she had known linenfad always
been unfailingly gay and lighthearted; a charmirgnusing
philanderer who never took anything seriously.

Now, all at once—and inspired by a jealousy that wat only
completely unfounded but totally irrational—he weehaving like a
sulky, touchy youth in the throes of impassiondtlloae.

'l knew this would happen,' he flung at her. ' Wormaee such darned
masochists. The more a man treats them like tetpetter they like
it!"

Andrea began to get angry. 'Well, you should kngau've treated
some pretty badly in your time.’

'l've never treated you badly.’

‘Until we came out here, you hardly noticed meabyust Peter's kid
sister . . . part of the outfit. It can't be manart three months since
you packed up a big affair with that model . . ra&S&hingummy.'

Guy crushed out his cigarette with two savage jabs.

‘All right, so I've played around,' he countereddguely. ' What else
do you expect? I'm not a boy. If it comes to tHatlon't expect
Ferguson's past has been exactly monastic.'

Her eyes sparkled, but her voice was low and catt@as she said, '
You're being ridiculous, Guy. | don't know what'® tmatter with
you.'



'I'm in love with you, that's what's the matte' told her fiercely.
Then, abruptly, his anger subsided. ' Oh, Godlon:t let's fight any
more. Look, we can't talk here. The others maydmklin a minute.
Let's go for a walk and simmer down.'

'l can't. I'm not dressed.' Andrea slid off herkraad stood knee-deep
In the pool with her back to him. Choosing her vgocdrefully, she
said, ' I'm tired, Guy. We had a hard morning, eamtde honest, I'm
finding the whole trip a bit more than | bargairfed' She turned to
face him. ' Please . . . don't rush me. With adl ghysical exertion, |
just can't cope with . . . emotional problems & mhoment. I'm all
mixed up, as they say.'

His expression softened. ' Poor kid—I supposehtisl on you. But
you never complain, so we tend to forget you'reastough as we
are.’

'l can't complain,’ she said wryly. ' | was warnedvouldn't be a
picnic.’

A dragonfly with brilliant azure wings came dartiragross the
clearing to hover near them. But Guy barely glaraethe beautiful
shimmering insect. He was watching Andrea withraensity which,
when she noticed it, made her feel oddly restivsarong suits you,'
he said. ' Particularly that one.’

A slight flush rose in her cheeks. She glanced datithe thinbatik
cotton which was patterned with strange flowers &oty-tailed
birds. Considering it had only cost her a few dsllghe colours were
lovely—sienna, topaz and cream, with splashesabf dull gold. '
Yes, | must buy some more before we go home. hear them made
up into shifts,' she said uncomfortably.

Then, to her relief, Guy said, ' Stay where you amegoing to get my
Leica and take some colour stills.’



As he hurried away, Andrea's eyes were troubleahllf she had not
let him kiss her! But how could she have known tGay—Guy, of
all men! —would take a single kiss as some kindarhmitment?

While he was loading his camera, the others cantk.b@hey
lounged on the rocks and watched Guy directing tbetake up
various poses.

'It's a pity your hair isn't longer,' he said @dtily. His appraisal was
purely professional now. ' | wonder if there are 8lowers about.

What you need is a garland, like the one you maddou the

dance-last night.'

It was on the tip of her tongue to say, ' | digngke it—James did.’
But she decided to keep silent.

'‘We came past some flowers just now. Shall | gokhbaed pick
some?' Peter offered.

'Yes . .. would you?' Guy clambered up the rodsde the waterfall
to try the effect of an angle shot.

'‘What are these pictures for?' James asked.

‘They're for magazine features," Andrea explaih&tbw that we're
pretty well known, we have quite a few irons in fine. We've even
had an offer from an advertising agency. They waideuse us in a
promotion campaign for a new type of tanning loti@ut Peter
turned them down.’

'‘God knows why—we could have made a nice little packit of it,’
Guy put in, from above them. ' You could make a I6faatune,
Andy. " Glamorous explorer Andrea Fleming always u&em® face
cream to preserve her youthful radiance. Even enttrrid Malayan
jungle, Gookept her skin satin- smooth."'



Andrea laughed. ' " Footsore Miss Fleming usedg pfickets of our
famous corn plasters " would be more appropriate.’

‘Are your feet painful?' James asked quickly.

She shook her head. ' Not really ... | was jokiagt | must admit
boots aren't my favourite form of footwear. My feetget dreadfully
itchy by the end of the day.’

A slight frown contracted his straight dark eyebsoiwyou may have
picked uptinea.Let me have a look at your feet.’

Andrea climbed out of the pool, and perched orrdlo& next to his.

Why was it that she no longer resented his autitoré manner? she
wondered. Because resentment had proved to beZNib: it wasn't

as simple as that.

James took one of her slim wet feet in his hamis$ gently parted her
toes.

‘No, you're all right so far—but watch out for agign of flaking,' he
said, when he had examined the other foot.

At this point Peter returned with several flowers.
'‘Will these do?' he asked.

‘Yes . . . just the job." Guy came down from hische' Stick one
behind each ear, will you, Andy?'

But as Peter was about to hand the blossoms teistisr, James
intervened.

'‘Wait a moment—have you shaken them out? Therdoaaysects in
the petals.'



He took the flowers, shook them, and turned to A&adind carefully
inserted the stems above her ears. As he did s@dipe of his hand
glanced lightly against her cheek.

A thought popped into her head, but she quicklyngised it.

* % %

During the night, both Andrea and Peter were wokgra hoarse
coughing sound from somewhere close by. The othatk slept
undisturbed, but next morning James said the rtbisg had heard
must have been made by a tiger on his way to drork the rock
pool. If they looked, they would probably find pogarks to confirm
this.

'l thought tigers were almost extinct in MalayaldsPeter, as he
sliced tinned meat for their breakfast.

‘There aren't many of them left,’ James agreece c@vtainly aren't
likely to see one during the daytime. It would haarcoming and
sheer off.'

'What would we do if welid come across one?' Andrea asked. ' St
up the nearest tree, | suppose?'

'‘No, the best course is to stand your ground aod glaway,' he said
casually. ' Most tigers aren't as savage as theyade out to be. But
of course they'll chase you if you run. That'sretinct common to all
felines.’

‘Well, I'm afraidmyinstinct would be to run like mad,' she answere
laughingly. But as she watched him mending a nerthé sleeve of
his bush shirt—his long brown fingers as competetit a sewing
needle as they were with a hypodermic syringe —rshkzed that
she was not really afraid of anything as long as/ag with them.



It was a discovery which brought a faint tinge ototir to her cheeks,
and made her turn quickly away to busy herself with task of
threading new laces in her boots.

Later, when they were packing their gear in reane move on,
Guy said, ' You didn't swallow that line Fergusoasvshooting, did
you?'

'‘What line?' she asked blankly.

He kept his voice down so that the others wouldawatrhear. * All
that cock and bull stuff about shooing off tige¥eu didn't believe
it?'

‘Yes, | believed it. Why not?'

'For Pete's sake, Andrea, how gullible can you g2vas out to
impress us.'

Andrea hesitated. ' Do you think so?' she asketipwt expression. '
| would have said he couldn't care less what wektbf him.'

Guy foraged in his rucksack and brought out a rocigdrette tin.
Stripping off the tape sealing the lid, he sai¥pu are impressed,
aren't you? You're beginning to think he's a praigged type.’

Andrea tied the strings of her wet pack. ' Weli;tige?'

'‘Oho, so you admit it!" Guy grinned, but there wasamusement in
his eyes.

‘Admit what?' she asked evenly.

‘That you're changing your mind about him.'



'l don't still bear him a grudge, if that's whauymean. What would
be the point?’

‘What indeed? After all, you never know when yogimineed him to
rescue you from the perils of the wild-:' There v@asharp edge of
sarcasm in Guy's tone.

* % %

Three days later, when it seemed as if their qwastto be in vain,
they came upon a small tribe of Negritos. Much &ron stature than
the Temiar, and of strikingly negroid physiognoniey were at first
very shy of the Europeans. But their initial tintydgradually gave
place to friendliness, and they became extremégrasted in Guy's
photographic equipment, and in the ' magic boxtivinecorded their
guttural voices.

However, in response to James's questions aboutxiseence of
caves in the area, they shook their frizzy heads.

'‘Don't worry: this isn't conclusive," James tole tbthers. ' These
people are nomads. They may not have been hereebefo

'‘Poor little devils. They're no better off thanraais;' Guy remarked
later, in the evening.

For because of their wandering life, the Negritas ho cultivated
food, like the Temiar. They appeared to live ehtign edible roots
and wild fruit, and this particular tribe did notem have blowpipes.
Their only weapons and means of hunting were chm&s and
arrows.

Peter knocked out his pipe. 'Oh, | wouldn't say.thlhey seem happy
enough.’

Guy shrugged. ' Only because they don't know wiet'te missing.'



This led to an argument which eventually becaméested that it
verged on an outright row, and ended with Petengiiag off to his
hammock, and Guy disappearing into the jungle.

Like Andrea, James had taken no part in the wraibglieg occupied
with checking his medical supplies. Now, locking tlvorn canvas
case and pocketing the small notebook in which deorded all
treatments, he said dryly, ' Don't worry. Theydl/e cooled off by the
morning.'

'l hope so. I've never known them to quarrel likattbefore,' she
answered uneasily.

He shrugged. ' Emotions always run high in the leihg
‘Do they? Yours don't seem to,' she said unguaydedl

He made an adjustment to the Tilley lamp. 'I'm usedthese
conditions.'

Andrea stared at his strong dark face and foundeffewondering

what stresses, if any, would affect him. At fireeshad thought he
had no emotions at all. Now she had come to thelgsion that his

apparent detachment was a kind of mental equivalenis physical

self-discipline. Certainly he was capable of tendes with the
aborigine infants and younger children, and hengditllack humour.

But beyond that she could only speculate.

Alone with him in the lamplight, she was remindédhe night on the
Rest House verandah, when she had filled to peeshizad to let her
join the expedition. Now, although there was nagkma current of
antagonism between them, she could not honestlglsajelt at ease
with him.



A moth darted out of the darkness and blunderethsigdie shade of
the lamp. A moment later, panicked by its contath the hot metal,
it was enmeshed in Andrea's hair.

She tried to free it, but could not.

'Oh, can you get it out, please?' She crouched dopwdames and
bent her head forward.

It took him some seconds to disentangle the insghbut damaging
its delicate wings.

‘All right, it's out now.'

As Andrea raised her head, he opened his cuppets lzend she saw
the moth, spread out on his palm, its pale greygwiaxquisitely
veined with black.

'Is it hurt?' she asked.

He did not answer and, glancing up, she found helaaking not at
the moth but at her.

For an instant, nothing happened. Their eyes meithatd, but the
moment seemed to have no more significance thanoagipary

exchange of attention. Then, all at once, Andrea piarced by a
sensation which—even if it was not wholly unfamttshad

certainly never thrown her off balance before. 8hew in a sharp
shaken breath, every nerve in her body stretched ta

And then the moth suddenly fluttered and flew affd James looked
away . .. and it was over.

‘Time you were in bed,' he said evenly.



Andrea rose from her crouching position, feelingiausly weak at
the knees.

'Yes ... | suppose it is,' she said huskily.
‘Have you got your torch ?
‘Yes. Well . . . goodnight.'

He rose and looked at her again. ' Goodnight, AmtBut this time
his eyes were impersonal.

Quickly, she turned and walked away to her sleepheiter.

While she was undressing, there was a muffled shrdeom
somewhere out in the dark labyrinth of the jungledrea started and
shivered, knowing that the sound had been the degtbf a small
night creature caught by some soft-footed prowler.

But it was not nervousness which kept her awakg kfter she had
settled in her hammock and pulled down the protecshroud of
netting. Restlessly shifting her position—so thaiceé she was
almost pitched out—she wondered if what had happbad been all
her imagination.

But even if she had imagined that look on Jamexs, fthere had
been nothing illusory about her own reactions.limer life she had
never felt such a wild upsurging excitement as wifi@nthose few
tense seconds, his narrowed grey eyes had held hers

Merely thinking about it set her pulses racing ag#i he could do
that to her with one look, what on earth would reapif he kissed
her?

The blood burned hotly in her cheeks, and her tsssmed to lurch
against her ribs.



I'm in love with him, she thought, with a tremor.

* k% %

The sun was already slanting into the clearing whAadrea was

roused by someone rocking her hammock. It was Peterhad

already flung back her mosquito net, and was hgldimug of coffee
in his right hand. ' | gave you a shake half anrtago, but you were
out like a light. Do you want a cuppa to bring yound?' he asked,
smiling.

Andrea shielded her eyes from the bright mornimg SWhat time is
it?' she asked muzzily.

'Eight o'clock. Look, | think you'd better get up drink this. It's
straight from the pot, and we don't want you scajdiourself.’

Blinking, she rolled out of the hammock. ' ThanRste. | shan't be
long.'

'‘No hurry. We all overslept this morning. | havesfiaved yet.'

He left her to sip the hot black coffee, her brstill blurred by the
sudden awakening from sleep. At first she was bagily aware that
today was different, that something portentous lggpened. Then,
abruptly, memory came back and she choked on ahfuboff coffee.

James was lacing his boots when she joined thesotee minutes
later. He acknowledged her good morning with a erapied nod,
and presently went off to seek out the leader ®NBkgritos.

Helped by several of the tribesmen, they sperthatlday searching
the crescent-shaped valley. But although they caaness several
massive outcrops of limestone, there was no sigimgfcaves.



The second day's search was equally unsuccessfuPeter and Guy
returned to camp so exhausted and disheartened #ftsr
swallowing some food, they both went straight ®irtthammocks.

On James's order, Andrea had stayed with the Negwimen and
children all day.

'‘Were you nervous being on your own here?' he askbdn the
others had left them.

Andrea shook her head. ' | like these people. Teemething
frightening about them.' She passed him another ofiapffee. ' It
seems you were right. We have come on a wild golase.'

He lifted an eyebrow at her. ' Do you always gipeso easily?'

A week ago that tone of voice would have stung Bet.now she
ruffled less easily.

'‘Have you changed your mind, then? Do you thinkelse some
caves?'

'‘Who knows?' he said, with a shrug. 'But if thenes ghey must be at
the north end of the valley. We haven't tackled #nea yet.'

'‘Well, | suppose that failing any caves, we shadt have to make do
with the film we've taken so far," Andrea saideefively.

When she got up next morning, her brother and Garg\still asleep.
A note pinned to James's hammock said that he bad gunting
with the Negritos, and might not be back until noon

‘That's a great help," Guy remarked sourly, whedr@&a showed the
note to him.



'l expect he thought it would do you two good twéha rest this
morning.'

'Oh, sure—he's the thoughtful type,' Guy said sticzlly.

Peter was equally irritable; not because he redelames's absence
but because his hands were badly blistered fromshafuwielding a
parangthe previous day.

‘You should have told James last night,"” Andreddech as she did
what she could to soothe the painful red weltssschos palms.

By two o'clock, the hunting party was still someweut in the
jungle.

‘You don't think anything could have happened ®nthdo you?'
Andrea asked worriedly.

‘What?—with Superman in charge?' Guy quipped acidly
Andrea ignored this, and looked questioningly atdrether.

'‘No, | shouldn't think so,’ Peter said reassuringRerhaps they didn't
come across any game this morning.'

But although Andrea told herself it was absurd ¢cabxious about
anyone as tough and experienced as James, shenocbujdite quash
her concern.

It was after three, and the others were dozingheir thammocks,
when at last she heard the hunters coming backh&utelief was
short-lived, for when James appeared in the clgamnis tunic was
torn and blood-stained and his face and hands filtre

Instinctively, she ran to him. ' Oh, James, youuet! Oh, | knew
there was something wrong,' she exclaimed in alarm.



He glanced at the rent in his tunic which laid dasgpowerful brown
shoulder. ' It's only a scratch,' he said calmly.

'‘What happened? Why are you so late? We've beeredpshe said,
without thinking.

'‘Have you?' His glance shifted to the two recumblignires on the
other side of the clearing.

Andrea flushed. ' Well, perhaps not worried, exa@&ut you did say
you'd be back by twelve. Shall | heat up the stew?'

'Yes, | could do with something to eat. But firshiist go and clean
up.'

While he was away at the pool lower down the HlilisiAndrea
roused the others and set about making a mealrforBut although
she was outwardly composed, she still felt shakehugpset.

'‘Well, I've found the caves,' James said casualign he reappeared.
' They're right up at the north end of the valleysome pretty dense
jungle. But we've hacked out a fairly good traaig omorrow we'll
all move up there.’

'So they do exist after all,' Peter exclaimed ellgte

Even Guy looked pleased. ' What about the drawiAge2hey there
too?' he asked swiftly.

‘At first | didn't think so. There are three cavasgd the two smaller
ones don't appear to be of any interest at athedaexplained. ' But
the central cave is a vast place with a colonyat$ living in it. The
walls are so coated with droppings that you caelt what's
underneath. We shall have to rig up some lightssznape the stuff
off.'



* % %

When Andrea first entered the great gloomy cavgsmoof clustered
with hundreds of bats and its atmosphere strangaily after the

steamy heat of the jungle, a shudder of revulsientwhrough her. It
was not the bats which frightened her, for she kitgwas a myth that
they were likely to become entangled in her hawmt Bhere was
something intensely eerie about the place, andvsisenot surprised
that the superstitious Negritos refused to setiftade it.

Scraping away the thick crust of hardened bat dnggpwas slow,
unpleasant work, but she insisted on doing hereslard, late in the
afternoon, when they were all as filthy as James been the day
before, their efforts were rewarded. With a sudddmout of

excitement, Peter called them to the part whenedseworking.

'‘Look!—d'you see? Thereare some drawings underneath,’ h
exclaimed triumphantly.

And there on the bared rock face, crude but rezadpe, was the
outline of a tusked boar.

Next morning they uncovered a whole frieze of samilrawings, and
Guy began to unpack his Hash-lamps in readinegsh&ograph
them.

While the others were still busy scraping, Andreaaped into the
sunlight. Apart from the foul odour from the dropgs, there was still
something about the cave which gave her the shigérs would not
have admitted it, but she was longing to get awamfthe place.

Presently James emerged and found her sitting emgitbund, her
back against a boulder, eyes closed.

'Is anything wrong?' he asked sharply.



She scrambled to her feet and brushed down heyglimeks. 'No, |
just came out for some fresh air,' she answerédyig

‘You look pale. Let me see your tongue.'

Obediently, she put out a clean pink tongue for ihispection,
although it made her feel rather foolish.

‘Are you taking your salt tablets?"

Before she could answer, he had cupped her clongrpalm and was
examining her lower eyelids.

At his touch, her bones seemed to melt.
‘Yes, | am," she answered unsteadily.

James released her chin and, with the tips of inigefs, gently
probed the sides of her neck.

Andrea held her breath and stood very still. AndnfHor one
heart-stopping moment, it seemed to her that hish@n her throat
was no longer that of a doctor.

‘Constipated?' he asked crisply.
She gasped and jerked quickly back.
‘No, I'm not.' Her cheeks were scarlet.

‘My dear girl, don't be so childish." His tone maus feel about
sixteen. ' If you have any tummy trouble, | wankiow about it.'

‘Well, I haven't,’ she answered brusquely.



James lifted an eyebrow and shrugged. ' All theesanmink I'll give
you a dose of something this evening.' He turneddesappeared into
the cave.

* * %

They spent their last day with the Negritos atehmp lower down
the valley.

Andrea did not say so, and no one seemed to nibtibat she had
woken up feeling slightly off colour and listless.

After the noon meal, she went downstream to batkdeshampoo her
hair. Then, wrapped in a sarong, she sat on aaodlcombed out the
tangles, watched by a large bright-eyed lizard.

This time tomorrow, they would be on their way bdaokSungei
Musang. In five or six days the expedition wouldaver.

For once the prospect of returning to civilizataid not cheer her.
Usually, after a week or two of roughing it, shelked forward to

living comfortably again. But this time the thougiftsleeping in a
proper bed and wearing a dress and having herdoditeft her

curiously unmoved. In fact it increased her depoessWhen the
expedition was over, their connection with Jamesld/i@ome to an
end. She would probably never see him again. Araimn ftheway

things were going, it seemed highly unlikely tHegre would be any
drastic change in their relationship within leszrtla week.

Once, and only once, he had looked at her in athatymight have
meant something. And even that could have beeadkaai lamplight.

The irony of it was that now—too late! —she had edmunderstand
that the very qualities she had at first so intBndesliked in him
were the ones which had made her fall in love With.



The trouble was that while, deep down, she wartedrtan she loved
to be strong and forceful, it wasn't so easy tcetakthe present
circumstances.

| should have tried to be more docile ... | sholilthave crossed
swords with him so often, she thought unhappily.

Absorbed in her thoughts, she did not notice thatizard had taken
fright and darted away. When Guy appeared throbgtbtishes, she
stared at him with the faraway look of someone quotlly
preoccupied.

'‘Have you finished? | could do with a tub myséi&'said, slumping
down on a rock, and mopping his face with the drii@towel slung
round his neck.

Four days earlier, he had decided to try growibgard, and now the
rough stubble on his chin and his long and toufdecdair reminded

Andrea of the unkempt youths who sprawled aboutctifeee bars

along the King's Road in Chelsea.

'It seems hotter than ever, doesn't it?' she saitkcting her toilet
things together. ' Even the water in the pool psde

'‘Don't go. | want to talk to you.'
‘The others may want some tea.'

‘They don't need you to wait on them." As she mawogxhss him, Guy
caught hold of her wrist.

'Please, Guy . . ." Andrea stopped short, contigoin instinct to jerk
away. She had sensed him watching her all mor@ind,now there
was something in his manner which made her feciasyeand
defensive.



'Please, Guy . . . what?' he prompted.
She bit her lip. ' What do you want to talk about?'
'Sit down and I'll tell you."'

'‘No, | can't just now. | want to change,' she saidasily. ' We can
talk after supper.’

‘After supper you'll make some other excuse.' kengited to draw
her down beside him, but she resisted.

'I'm sorry, Guy—I just don't want to discuss angthuntil this trip is
finished.'

‘It may be too late then. Perhaps it's alreadydts’
‘What do you mean?' she asked tensely.

He let go of her wrist and stood up. ' You've gotheng about
Ferguson, haven't you? You started out hating hinrand now you're
halfway infatuated.’

" You're being ridiculous!' she said sharply.

'‘Am 1?7 | don't think | am. Why do you watch him #ike time? You try
not to, | agree. But you can hardly keep your efekim. And when

he isn't around, you think about him. You wereiofé dream about
him when | arrived.’

'Of course | wasn't. I—I was thinking about Lond@he stammered.
' Really, Guy, I don't know what's got into you.'

'If it isn't true, why are you angry?' he askedlilsl

'Because it's absurd,' she retorted.



" The lady doth protest too much ",' he murmuredsively. Then
his blue eyes kindled with sudden exasperatioou'ré being a fool,'
he told her roughly. ' He's not your type, anddm& interested either.'

Andrea tried to brush past him, but this time Gaught her by the
shoulders and his grip hurt.

'‘No, we'll have this out right now.’

‘There's nothing to have out. It's all your imagioma Please let me
go,' she said coldly.

'‘No, I'm damned if | will,' he said thickly. ' | waato know where |
stand.'

The pressure of his fingers made her wince. ' Bleasyou're hurting
me.'

Guy slid his hands down her forearms, drawing heses.

"You wouldn't mind if it was Ferguson holding ydug' said bitterly. '
That would be different, wouldn't it? He's the cawen type. Ifhe
was rough, you'd enjoy it.'

‘Well, I'm not enjoying it from you,' she flarecetgng angry.

For a moment they glared at each other in tautadeThen, with a
stifled expletive, Guy pulled her hard against hpinjoned her arms
behind her back and attempted to kiss her.

If she had been wearing shoes, Andrea would haet deth the
situation by the crude but effective expedient icking him on the
shins. Being barefoot, she was at a disadvantage.

Nevertheless she was able to evade his lips byngeiter head from
side to side, and straining backwards. But the eayas holding her,



and the rasp of his beard against her cheeks,asemvoluntary
shudder of revulsion through her.

Guy must have felt it, and seemed to unleash am wilder anger in
him. Releasing her arms for an instant, he clanmpadround the
waist and used his other hand to hold her hedd stil

Andrea closed her eyes, and braced herself to eridarhot hungry
pressure of his lips. Then, all at once, she wees. fr

He let her go so suddenly that she overbalanceda@hdideways
against the rocks, hurting herself. But it waspaih which made her
draw in a sharp anguished breath. It was the sigldmes, and of the
look on his lean dark face as he stood over Guy, dd also lost his
footing. 'What the hell are you playing at?' Scrangbupright, Guy
lost the last shred of his control and took a veNdng at the other
man.

James parried the blow with his left forearm arad, dne ghastly
moment, Andrea thought he was going to knock Gatydih his back.
But although he grabbed Guy's shirt, and his gimd was clenched,
he only shoved him away with a look of contempt.

'‘Being in the jungle is no excuse for behaving Bkeavage, Ramsey,’
he said, with a lash in his voice. ' Get back tmgand cool off.'

For an instant, Guy's face was murderous. But agghde was as tall
as James, he lacked the other man's powerful drsbphysique.
And, enraged as he was, he obviously realized wbatd happen if
he defied that curt dismissal. Abruptly, withouteavglancing at
Andrea, he turned and lurched off through the bsishe

‘Are you all right?' James held out his hand te #eidrea up.



'Yes, thank you.' Her voice was low and unsteadycheeks scarlet.
The skirmish with Guy had loosened the knot of &mong. Her
fingers shook' and she tugged it tight again.

'You've scraped your leg. Sit down. I'll cleanpt'u

James took the towel which had fallen from her &heng during the
tussle, and dipped one end in the water. As he toeattend to the
graze on her right shin, Andrea felt an almost wh&iming impulse
to stretch out her hand and touch his crisp dark ha

'‘What about your hands?' he asked.

She swallowed. 'My hands?' she said blankly.
'‘Did you scrape them too?'

'Oh .. .no. No, | didn't.’

Suddenly, because he was so close to her—and leet@usvas
always so percipient of other people's emotionslewhvealing none
of his own—she was terrified that he would sensg sloe felt about
him.

'Look . . . please . . . don't blame Guy,' she stared hurriedly. '
He—he didn't mean to behave like that. He just tosthead for a
minute.'

James finished cleaning the graze in unreadabdecgl Then he
rinsed the towel and wrung it out.

'Is that supposed to be an excuse?' he askedgsle

'‘Well, no . . . not exactly that. But I've knownrhfor ages—he isn't
really like that. | expect he'll apologize later.'



‘And will you apologize to him ?' he enquired cgoll
She stared at him. ' | don't understand.’

James folded his arms across his chest, and repaedesvith the cold
sardonic expression she had seen so often before.

'‘People don't usually lose their heads, as youitputithout some
provocation.'

'You mean you blame me?' she protested. 'Butshdtfair. It wasn't
my fault at all.’

‘Are you sure?' His tone was sceptical.
'Of course I'm sure,' she exclaimed. ' He just snfjdgrabbed me.’
'Not for the first time," he said dryly.

She flushed and bit her lip. ' That was differesite said, in a low
voice.

James lifted an eyebrow. ' | see.’

'‘No, you don't—you only see what you want to s&edrea burst out
impetuously. ' Well, if you think | encouraged higou're wrong.'

He shrugged. ' Very well, if you say so.'
'‘But you don't believe me, do you? You think | tsthe flared at him.
'‘Does it matter what | think?' he asked evenly.

And then, without waiting for her answer, he swamghis heel and
left her alone by the pool.



CHAPTER YV

Early the following morning they said goodbye te #borigines, and
began the journey back to civilization.

At noon they stopped for lunch in a clearing bebogmall waterfall.
It was a delightful spot, and the sight and souhthe cascading
water seemed to relieve the heat a little, forasvan exceptionally
hot, muggy day—even in the deeper parts of thelgumdnere the
sunlight could not penetrate the dense canopy bag® high

overhead.

However, in spite of the pleasant surroundingsas not a convivial
meal. Guy sat in sullen silence, and James and &atkanged only a
few desultory remarks.

Andrea was quiet because—apart from the fact ti@had nothing
to say—it took her all her time to swallow her ghaf the boiled rice
and heavily salted squirrel meat which were thegiions for the day.

Shortly before they set out that morning, she katith retire into the
jungle to be sick. Now she felt queasy again. Betsould not forgo
her lunch without causing comment, so she forcesktigto eat about
half of it, and stealthily disposed of the remaingea convenient
clump of undergrowth.

During the afternoon the track they were followiad past the top of
a thirty-foot escarpment. James said it would dSiresn about an
hour's travelling to climb down the rock face.

'‘Can you manage it, do you think?' he asked Andrea.

It was the first time he had looked directly at bigice the episode by
the pool the previous afternoon.

'l expect so,' she answered stiffly.



'I'll take your pack.' He held out a hand for it.

She gave it to him without argument, and he slungver one
shoulder.

"'l go down first, then | can break your fallnecessary.'

Actually the descent was not as tricky as it appeéafhe rock face
offered plenty of hand and footholds, and as Angrag not troubled
by heights she followed him down without difficulty

Guy came down next, then Peter. But as her brethemearly at the
bottom, a narrow ledge crumbled under his weightlanfell the last
six feet. Although it was not a long drop, he lashdevkwardly,

toppling backwards and hitting his head againstdole& with a force
that knocked him out.

'‘Peter! With a cry of alarm, Andrea darted forward anduched
down.

‘Ye gods, that's done it!" The second exclamatamecfrom Guy.

James said nothing. He simply sloughed off the patk& was
carrying, shoved Andrea unceremoniously out of Wwey, and
dropped on one knee by Peter's inert body.

'He isn't dead, is he?' Guy asked bluntly, afterelkahad pulled down
Peter's eyelids and was feeling his pulse.

James gave him a brief glacial glance, but didreply. He began to
unlace one of Peter's jungle boots.

He had just eased the boot off, when Peter moamedtared. James
peeled off his sock, and made a swift experienzathenation of his
ankle.



‘Sprained,' he said succinctly. ' We'll need adter, Ramsey. Take
my parangand cut a couple of saplings and a bundlkaofa vine.'
Then, to Andrea: ' Get all our blankets out, ancheshing to put
under his head.'

Guy was away nearly a quarter of an hour, and when
returned—dragging a couple of young trees, butama—blood was
soaking a handkerchief bound round his left hand.

''ve damn nearly cut my hand off,' he said furlgudlinging the
parangon the ground. ' That thing is so sharp it's letha

James's mouth set into a grim line, but he onlg,sdiet me have a
look.'

By this time Peter was fully conscious again, bbewhe attempted
to sit up James sharply ordered him to lie still.

The slash on the back of Guy's hand was not aadde had made
out, although it was bleeding profusely. James d¢@vean injection,
applied a sterile dressing and told Andrea to ling temporarily
while he went to get thieana for the stretcher.

'‘We can't camp here. We need running water. Theeseatream
shouldn't be too far away,' he said curtly, befeeavent off.

Guy submitted to Andrea's ministrations, but herditlook at her or
speak. As soon as she had pinned the bandageca, la moved
away and lit up a cigarette.

When James returned with a loadiaha, he immediately set about
constructing a rough but serviceable stretcher. ciMag him
weaving the supple but extremely strong creeperanttice pattern,
Andrea wondered if her brother would have to beiedmall the way
back to Sungei Musarig. If so, the rest of the p@yrwould take them
at least twice as long.



As soon as the stretcher was ready, James ordergdoGielp him
lift Peter on it. And with Andrea bringing up thear, they set off in
search of the nearest stream. They had not gonehfan the track
became so overgrown with undergrowth that it wagually

impassable.

James halted.

'l shall have to go ahead and hack out a pathouf pack goes on the
stretcher, do you think you could manage to hetpydafor a time,
Andrea?' he called back to her.

To Andrea's surprise, Guy said angrily, ' Of cowsise can't. Do you
want to knock her up too?'

'Oh, | think | can manage it, Guy,' she intervegeutkly.

You'll have to try or we'll be stuck here all dalgmes said briskly. '
Let her take the back, Ramsey. You come up front.'

Although Peter weighed about eleven stone, in argin
circumstances Andrea could have helped to carry Without

difficulty. But as she was already feeling off amip the effort
required to manoeuvre the stretcher along the wamnack was much
greater than the others realized.

But although, in less than five minutes, her cletivere drenched and
her shoulders ached with the strain, the sightobinother lying with
closed eyes and looking alarmingly grey kept hadlgdmg doggedly
on.

At last—after what seemed like hours but was probabd more than
forty minutes—the undergrowth thinned out, and tlteyne to a
stretch of track which appeared to be in fairhgtrent use.



'Right: we'll take a five-minute break,' James sge&bturing for them
to put the stretcher down.

Andrea eased her painful muscles, and wiped aystilch of sweat
from her face and neck.

'Is he unconscious again?' she asked in a low vagdames bent
over Peter.

But her brother must have heard her, for he opdnedkyes and
blinked hazily at his surroundings. ' Sorry to belsa nuisance . . .
got a splitting head ... be better soon,' he saaidely.

'‘Not to worry, old chap. We'll soon have you cortdbte.' James
stood up and glanced at his watch. Then he lookexsa at Andrea. '
Are you all right?'

She nodded. ' Have you been this way before? Areeaea river?'

He shook his head. ' No, the nearest river is tnihi@e hours from
here. We can't reach it today. But there's bourtzkta stream in the
area.’

'Oh, sure.' Guy's tone was sharp with sarcasme 'poimt is where?
It's all right for you. But lugging the stretcharplaying merry hell
with my hand. If you ask me, we should never havae down that
blasted cliff. Some short-cut!'

James ignored him, but Andrea saw the muscles gawi harden.

It was almost dusk when at last they heard the cdafrrunning

water. By this time Andrea was so exhausted thahal wanted was
to lie down on the ground and not move till the same up again.
But before any of them could relax, there was kimgifor a fire to be
found, and more rice to be boiled, and the hammuxke slung.



James did most of the work, and while Guy and Aaginere sitting
down, sipping hot sweet tea, he applied cold cosga® to Peter's
sprained ankle and then strapped it with a crepdduge.

'It's only a slight sprain. He may be able to waikit tomorrow. If
not, we'll head for the nearest Temiar village a&me a couple of
helpers,' he said, when he had finished.

Presently, when Peter seemed to have dozed off,Gnd had
disappeared for a few minutes, Andrea said, ' Vdbaut his head?
He gave it a terrible crack. How can you be surenit fractured?'

'l can't, he said evenly. ' But | don't think Itkeely. There's certainly
no point in worrying about it.'

She was glad he had not lied to her. She knew hasviee did that, in
any other circumstances, he would have had Petay&d by now.
As things were, they could only hope for the béstleast her own
tummy upset seemed to have passed off, which wasthing to be
thankful for.

* * %

When she woke in the morning, the fire was stilinng and James
was sitting near it on the box containing the rdoay gear. His arms
were folded, his chin sunk into his chest. He wsisep.

He roused the instant she touched his shoulder,hadirst and
almost immediate action was to spring up and golaol at her
brother.

‘You've been up all night,' she said, shocked, wieegame back to
the fire.

James ran a hand over the stubble on his chin.els were
bloodshot with fatigue.' Yes, | thought I'd betteep an eye on him.



If there had been any subdural damage, it wouldbsinertainly
have shown by now. But his pulse and respirati@vehn't fallen, and
he's sleeping quite normally.'

'‘Oh, what a relief! But you must be exhausted. Wbg't you go to
bed for a couple of hours?'

He shook his head. 'We'll have to make as earlgraas possible. It's
going to be a tough day.'

When he had gone to the stream to clean up, Andiessed and
combed her tousled hair. It felt lank and stickyt there wasn't time
to wash it. She collected her towel, soap and twoth, woke Guy,
and took the water can to the stream.

James was rinsing his razor when she joined hinwékestripped to
the waist, his discarded shirt already washed anitigvout.

Watching him for a moment before he noticed herdréa suddenly
realized how she would have felt if it had beenihstead of Peter,
who had been injured—with none of them knowing wisatlo for
him.

When Peter woke up, he seemed to be completelyessd. And,
after testing his sprained ankle, he announcedhiatas perfectly
capable of walking on it and had no intention dbwing them to
carry him.

Fortunately the going was mostly downhill that mogy and every
half hour James called a halt for five minutesadgcipated that they
would reach the river about midday, and then amolloeir or so

would bring them to a Temiar encampment.

During the morning, Andrea was walking along— thmngk how
much she would like a tall glass of fresh iced lijmmee—when she
was suddenly attacked by a strange giddinesstddanly a moment



or two, and none of the others noticed her sturahtk sway. But it

left her with the peculiar sensation that she wasing about an inch
above the ground; a sensation which very much &drner because
she had experienced it once before when it had thediorerunner of

a bad bout of food poisoning.

The river, when they reached it, was a broad slovwning, surge of
muddy brown water. James consulted his map and @ssnpnd said
he thought they would have to cross it immediatsdy—if he was

judging their position correctly—the river was pFatly joined by

another tributary which would make it too deepdwf

‘You three wait here. I'd better go over first e how deep it is at
this point,’ he said.

They watched him wade cautiously across, the waisnng up to
the top of his legs. That meant it would be neatlyvaist level on
Andrea. She hoped she would not get another digelt balfway
across.

James came back and made two more crossings \eithbdiggage.
Then he returned for the third time.

'You give Fleming a hand, Ramsey, and I'll see Aadover.' He
snapped open his clasp-knife and bent to impaéeehl which was
humping blindly up the side of his boot.

'‘Ugh ... to think doctors used putthose things on people!" Andree
said, with an involuntary shudder.

'l thought you didn't mind them?' he said, lookig ' You were very
casual about the one you had on your arm the dagawe through
the swamp.'

Andrea shrugged. ' Well, if they're on you, thegineyou—but | can't
say | like them.’



His glance travelled over her, and she guessedasethinking how
different she looked from the girl he had first meSingapore. No
doubt it gave him a good deal of satisfaction ®Iser like this—her
hair dull, her shirt and slacks crumpled, even lipstick forgotten
today.

'Is the jungle beginning to get you down?'
Was there a note of derision in his voice?
'‘Not particularly, but | think we could all do withchange of diet.’

She turned to clamber down from the river bank. dtter two were
already out in midstream.

'‘No, wait!" James moved past her, stepped downth@ovater and
held out his hand.

She thought he was only going to help her fromlthek, and was
quite unprepared for being caught round the wadtldted into his
arms.

'‘What are you doing? Put me down!" she exclaimed.

'‘We still have some way to go. There's no poingaar getting wet
unnecessarily," he said coolly. ' Don't worry, Intarop you.'

Once before he had held her in his arms—that afteriat the Sungei
Musang swimming pool. Even then, when she had knbnnfor
only a few days, the contact had upset her. Noweffect of his
nearness was paralysing. He shifted his hold osligdtly. * It would
help if you put your arms round my neck.'

His voice was expressionless, but as she did asdgested, Andrea
was almost certain that the glance he slantedrahdmet a gleam of
derision in it.



She had known he was strong, but for a man whonbadlept for
thirty hours, he carried her as effortlessly ashi& were no heavier
than his pack. Nevertheless it took him severaleisi to cross to the
far bank; and those minutes were the longest Andhac ever
experienced.

‘Thank you,' she said stiffly, as he set her orfdéwtrwhere the others
were waiting.

James removed his arm from her waist and used arhamging
branch to swing himself easily up out of the wat@/ithout
acknowledging her thanks, he shouldered his padkiehthem on
their way.

* % %

In the early hours of the following morning, Andreeke up
shivering with cold and feeling sick again. Shewrteen that her
previous bouts of sickness, and yesterday's gigaylss could no
longer be dismissed as the unpleasant but notuseresults of an
indigestible diet and general fatigue. She was definitely ill. By
sunrise, an hour or so later, instead of feelirid,cshe was burning.
When she climbed out of her hammock, the groundnedeto tilt
under her feet and she thought she was going ®©quds

| shall have to tell James, she thought miseraftyg then: No ... |
can't be ill now . .. notin the jungle.

By the time she had managed to dress herself edhe little better.

But she knew that her temperature must be well@bovmal and, as
there was no way of disguising her flushed cheeksumnnaturally

bright eyes, it seemed certain that James wouktt#tat something
was wrong.

However, as it turned out, James had other matiggeeoccupy him
that morning. Among the group of Temiar with whdrmayt had spent



the night, there was an old woman with an infedéedulcer and a
number of sick children who needed treatment.

It was mid-morning when they set out again, accanguhby three
wiry young Temiar who had agreed "to act as beafersthe
remainder of the journey.

For Andrea, those last thirty-six hours in the jgngere an incessant
conflict between body and will. Having no idea whais wrong with
her— and terrified that it might be something sesiopossibly
fatal—she somehow managed to hide her conditiom fize others.
Her one thought was that she had to stick it otilt ey were back at
the Sungei Musang; that, no matter what it cost, wAs going to
leave the jungle on her own two feet.

They arrived at the Baxters' bungalow in the lafegrnoon, and both
Doctor Baxter and his daughter were sitting onweandah as the
taxi, picked up on the outskirts of the town, eetethe gateway.

‘Just in time for a meal! Did you ha ve a goodiigxpect you could
all do with a stiff drink," Doctor Baxter said gally, as he came
down the steps to greet them.

Andrea was the last to climb out of the taxi. Sio®d for a moment,
holding on to the door, her temples throbbing, Yiston queerly
blurred. She saw Doctor Baxter hold out his hardisanile at her.

'So James has been proved wrong, Miss Fleming?'

Andrea licked her dry lips, and tried to answer .hiihen, as she let
go of the door, the whole world began to spin anel it herself
falling.

When she opened her eyes, she was lying in a dimmgom, and
there was a sound and a smell which puzzled heter Af few



minutes, she identified the sound as the soft wdfian electric fan.
The smell was disinfectant.

'Feeling better, my dear?' It was Doctor Baxteoise and, when she
turned her head, she found he was sitting by tlde $ke frowned,

trying to remember why she was in bed and why shad weak. But

before she could recollect anything, he said, ‘Weddeen ill. But

don't worry about it. We'll soon have you up andwtlagain. Now try

to go to sleep, there's a good girl.’

The next time she woke, the room was still dim,thate was no one
in the chair beside her bed. And quite suddenlg, dmembered
what had happened . . . how they had returnedtinejungle and she
had collapsed in the drive.

At the sound of voices in the passage, she instelgtclosed her
eyes and feigned sleep. Then the door opened, bhedheard
footsteps and knew that someone was looking dowerat

‘She's still asleep. Well, it's the best thingther now. She may not
wake up till tomorrow," Doctor Baxter said in ardentone.

There was a pause. Andrea wondered who was with Hiis
daughter? Peter?

'‘What still beats me is how she kept up as lorghadid,' he went on
softly. 'A fever like that doesn't come on in a teabf minutes. She
must have been feeling ill for several days, pdualidc| wonder why
she didn't let on about it?'

'Yes, that's something I'd like to know.'
James.

Under the pillow, Andrea's left hand clenched.



Somewhere in the bungalow a telephone began ta fihgn a
floorboard creaked as the footsteps returned taldloe. As it closed
behind them, she let out a long sighing breath.

For a time she lay still, wondering what she wam@ao say when

James put that question to her. Presently sheeeadhe was thirsty.
Perhaps there would be some water on the tableof@red her eyes
and rolled over on to her back.

'Sorry, did | scare you?'

James moved to the window and adjusted the blma@simit a little
more sunlight. Then he came back to the bedside.

Did he know she had been awake all the time? Hasdadyed behind
deliberately?—to catch her out? Was he going téléaber now?
Andrea wondered, appalled.

'l expect you're thirsty. Would you like somethbogdrink?' Without
waiting for her assent, James removed an upturtess grom the
carafe on the bed-table.

It wasn't until she tried to sit up that Andreacdiered how weak she
was. If James hadn't slipped a strong arm behindheeeffort would
have been beyond her.

Sitting on the edge of the bed, he supported hek bad held the
glass to her lips.' Don't worry about the limp fegl It will soon go
off when you're eating again,’ he said, as shessipipe water.

'‘How long have | been in bed?' Her voice came ask

‘Three days.' He replaced the glass on the talldealped her to lie
down again. Then he reversed his position and fhexdHere it
comesshe thought, with a thrust of panic.



But although he studied her face with that discdimeg shrewdness
for several seconds, he did not ask the questiewsis dreading.

Instead he said quietly, ' | should try to go &gl again now. It's only
three o'clock. By this evening you may feel up atireg something.'
And then he put out his hand and gently smoothe#t bae lock of
hair which had fallen across her forehead.

Andrea was so shattered by this extraordinary a¢hat it was some
time after he had left the room before she realstezlhad not asked
about Peter and Guy, or even discovered what had tee matter
with her.

* % %

By the following day she was sufficiently recoveredeat a light
breakfast. During the morning Doctor Baxter caméoirtheck her
temperature and give her an injection.

'It is good of you and your daughter to have me&hBoctor Baxter,'
Andrea said awkwardly. 'I'm afraid it must be makan awful lot of
extra work. | feel most guilty about it—particukarlafter my
vanishing act. You ought to be furious with me¢ shded penitently.

' must admit we were rather concerned about yoll dames's

messenger arrived—but | can't pretend that yowapgisarance was
entirely unexpected,' the doctor said, with a twenkl could see you
didn't take kindly to James's arbitrary attituderothe matter. | must
say I'd like to have seen his reaction when yoogdithem.’

'Still, he's had the last laugh, hasn't he?' Andeac ruefully.

'‘Because you've been ill, you mean? Well, thanloéising to do with
your sex, my dear. Where this type of jungle feseroncerned,
anyone can be laid low. If the bug happened to hite, James
himself would have no more resistance than you haaked, I'd



venture to say that if any of the other three hadnbaffected, they
would probably have succumbed a great deal sodwaer you did.
You've remarkable stamina, young woman.'

Later in the morning, Margaret Baxter and #mahgave Andrea a
blanket bath. She felt much better when she wascknd wearing a
fresh nightdress, and presently Peter came to esed3ht he stayed
only a few minutes, because the exertion of gethuigof bed while
her sheets were changed had made Andrea tired, againMiss
Baxter said she must nap before lunch.

About four in the afternoon, when the bungalow s@sgjuiet that she
thought everyone must be out, Andrea slid out df be

In spite of the chicken and egg custard she haddrddnch, she still

felt oddly hollow inside. But she managed to puthsr dressing

gown and pad softly along the passage to the batinrdVhile she

was there, she stepped on the Baxters' scalesstulered that she
had lost eight pounds since the last time she leaghed herself. Her
reflection in the mirror over the basin was evenaradepressing. Her
hair, unwashed for more than a week, was dull delés$s, and there
were shadows as dark as bruises under her eyes.

She was back in the bedroom, and about to do wiatceuld to
improve this wan appearance, when there was a ttapeadoor.
Before she could scuttle back into bed, James aame

At the sight of her sitting at the dressing tabis,eyebrows went up.
'Did Doctor Baxter say you could get up today?abieed.
‘Well, no . . . but I'm feeling so much better.’

James crossed the room and laid the back of hid hgainst her
forehead.



'l thought as much—your temperature is up againw Hng have
you been out of bed?'

'Only a few minutes. | just wanted to brush my hair
‘Il do it for you,' he said briskly.

She gave him a startled glance. 'Oh, no, pleas&oesn't matter. I'll
ask Ah Kim to do it this evening.'

'It's no trouble.' He picked up her white plastarbrush and waited
while she climbed back into bed.

As soon as she was settled, he sat down besid&bkrher chin in
his left hand, and began to brush her hair witlg lfom strokes.

"There ... is that better?' he asked, after a fawies.
‘Yes, thank you very much.’

Andrea knew it was absurd to feel embarrassedyéxgrtheless her
cheeks were uncomfortably hot. James tossed thsh livack on to
the dressing table, and moved a cane chair todtiside.

'I'm afraid you'll have to stay in bed until yoentperature has been
down for at least forty-eight hours,’ he said,irggttdown, and
evidently intending to stay for a while.

Andrea lay back against her pillows. ' How longl whiht be?'

‘Three or four days, probably. Even then you'lldh&y take things
quietly for a time. It will be at least a fortnighefore you're fit to
travel.'

'‘But that's impossible,' she protested. ' The stlaee waiting to go
home.'



He shrugged. ' They'll just have to wait. Jungleefecan have some
unpleasant after-effects if it isn't treated propéer

Andrea did not argue. She knew it would be a wadtbreath.
Besides, deep down, she did not want to returmggdad. Even if it
was only prolonging the agony, every day in Malaes a reprieve
from the black despair of knowing that she wouldaresee him
again.

After a pause, she said, ' How are the others? Retiked in for a
moment just before lunch and he said he felt idwes he really?’

‘Yes, | ran him over to the hospital at Ipoh and han X-rayed.
Ramsey's hand isn't completely healed yet, butstinat unusual in
this climate.’

There was a pause while Andrea tried to think upesmnocuous
small talk. Finally she decided that, instead oftwg for him to
bring up the subject on her mind, it might be lbediroach it herself.

'‘Are you very annoyed because | didn't tell youalsvbeginning to
feel ilI?' she asked, without looking at him.

'Did you hope | would be?' he asked.
'‘No, of course not! That wasn't the reason atsdlk' said quickly.
‘Then | must be very obtuse. | can't think of atheo.’

Andrea bit her lip. ' I—I just didn't want to benaisance, that's all.
Peter was still pretty groggy, and Guy kept commpig about his
hand. It seemed best to try and hang on till ipewias over.'

'l see,' he said dryly. ' What did you think wa®mg with you?'

'l didn't know. | just hoped it wasn't infectious.'



'Didn't it occur to you that | might have been aoleheck it before it
developed ?'

'‘Could you have done?' she asked gravely, lookmat tnim.

For a moment his expression remained unreadablen Téluctant
amusement lit his lean dark face. ' Not entiregrhaps—~but | could
have staved off the worst of it.'

His smile made her heart turn over. Since thatradten at the pool

when he had found her struggling in Guy's arms,adipractically

accused her of wilfully precipitating the incideshe had thought he
would never smile at her again. But now, all ateynais attitude

seemed to have changed. Or was it only becaudeashieeen ill?

‘After all the trouble we've given you, | expectiibbe glad to see the
back of us,' she said lightly.

James glanced at his watch, then rose to his $&et.nad grown so
accustomed to seeing him in jungle green Armytat she could not
guite get used to his being back in his immacuMiges again.

'‘Oh, I wouldn't say that,' he answered equivocaMow you'd better
try to sleep again. The more you rest, the soonalllybe on your
feet.’

* % %

That evening, after supper, her brother came toviit her for an
hour. And he had not been in the room more thanrfinutes when
Andrea realized that he had something on his mind.

'You seem very preoccupied. What's up?' she adked\h when it
appeared he was not going to volunteer any infoamat



Peter hesitated, and for a moment it seemed thatdsegoing to
evade the question. Then, looking rather sheepesbaid, ' Well, as a
matter of fact | had a letter from Nina this moishe's changed her
mind.’

‘What about?' Andrea asked blankly.

She had been under the impression that her bretieéationship with
Nina Sheridan had come to a stormy end a few defggsdothe start of
this trip.

‘Well, | didn't tell you, but the reason we hadlsadust-up was that |
asked her to marry me and she said no,' Peterieggld She wanted
to carry on working, you see, and | wouldn't have told her she

could either pack up her job, or we might as wall the whole thing

off.'

‘That was very assertive of you,” Andrea said, iamilslightly.
Somehow she had never thought of her brother inrdhe of a
masterful lover before-.-

'It was common sense,' he said, shrugging. ' it &nif we need her
salary to help us make ends meet, and | can'thgegeadint of getting
married if we're going to be separated every tinfee to come
abroad.'

'‘But what about when you have children? She'll Havatay behind
then," Andrea pointed out.

'‘Well, we'll cross that bridge when we come té-dr the time being |

want her with me,' he said firmly. ' Anyway, I'vens her a cable
explaining that we're held up here till you'redigain, and asking her
to fix all the wedding details. We've been goinguifor over a year.

There's no point in a long engagement.'



He grinned—and it was the first time he had lootesdly happy and
carefree since before they left London. ' Besidbs, might change
her mind again. You women are such illogical cresgy he added
cheerfully.

'Oh, Peter, I'm so glad it's worked out. I've alg/Byed Nina," Andrea
said sincerely. Then an idea occurred to her. kLbim sure you must
be dying to get back to her. Why don't you go opaal? There's
really no need for you to wait for me. And the®Estainly no pointin
Guy hanging about,’ she added, as an afterthought.

'‘As a matter of fact the idea had already occutoedne," Peter
admitted. Then he frowned and shook his head. 'vidocouldn't
leave you behind. It wouldn't be right.’

'Why on earth not? James says it may be as muzfoaight before

| can travel. As far as you're concerned, it's guptire waste of time
when you could be helping Nina fix the wedding. iEiebe an awful

lot to do, you know.'

Peter was clearly tempted. ' But what about thg foght back? You
may still be feeling a bit groggy-'

'Oh, nonsense. By this time next week, I'll beitaas a fiddle again,’
Andrea said confidently. ' And even if | am stilbd weak on my
pins, there'll be plenty of airline staff to giveera hand. | think it's the
obvious thing to do.'

‘Well, I'll think about it," he temporized.

* k% *

Next morning, a few minutes after Doctor Baxter keited Andrea,
there was another knock at her door.

Hoping it might be James, she called, '‘Come in.’



But it was Guy who opened the door, and he wasagtegerson she
had expected to see. Something of her surpriséianthy must have
shown on her face, because he did not advance t¢lyerthreshold.
' May | see you for a few minutes?' he asked quietl

'‘Why, yes . . . yes, of course. Come in and sitrdbghe said quickly.

Since she had last seen him, Guy had changed. dHghiaazed off his
half-grown beard, and had his hair cut. Outwardlieast he was as
he had been before they entered the jungle.

'l hear your hand isn't healed yet. Is it painfgl® asked, when he
had closed the door and sat down.

Guy glanced at his bandaged hand and shook his hdad . . just
itchy. How are you feeling?'

'Oh, much better, thanks.'

There was a brief awkward silence between themn They cleared
his throat.

‘Andrea ... | don't quite know how to say this,’ began
uncomfortably. ' Maybe there's not much point igisg anything.
But . .. well, I'm sorry about what happened tdf&grnoon.’

Andrea studied her short unvarnished fingernallgat's all right,
Guy,' she answered steadily. ' | —we were all rastreing up by the
end of the trip. Let's forget it, shall we?'

‘Can you forget it?' he asked, his voice very low.

Andrea looked at him then, and the pain and hutwhan his blue
eyes made her heart ache for him.



But she deliberately kept her tone casual as sde'd#is forgotten
already. Oh, by the way, has Peter mentioned mgesimpn that you
two. should go back to England before me?"

Guy nodded. 'Yes, he told me last night, but | dtnhk he's too
happy about the idea.'

'‘Well, | asked Doctor Baxter and he has no objectiiidPeter rings up
the airport in Singapore, it's possible they mightve a couple of
spare seats on a flight tomorrow. You tell him ybink it's a good
idea, will you ?'

Guy hesitated, and she could see that he was yoimdbcision, and
dangerously close to another emotional outburstt, Bdter a
moment, he braced his shoulders and managed aettcokile.

‘Yes, okay—I'll speak to him now,' he agreed, ggttip.

At the door, he turned and looked at her. ' Take o yourself,
Andy.' His voice was husky.

Then, without waiting for a reply, he left the room

* k% %

Andrea was creaming her thin brown hands when Jaares to see
her late in the afternoon. He was carrying a lalooygar with several
sprigs of foliage stuck in it.

'l thought you might like something to keep you pamy,' he said,
setting the jar down on the bed- table.

The large insect perched among the leaves was lscameouflaged
that it was a moment or two before Andrea realiwbdt he meant.



'It's a praying mantis," James explained. Verylgeht removed it
from its hiding place and set it on the palm of lef$ hand. ' If you
don't like the look of it, I'll take it away agaiBut it's perfectly
harmless, and | think they're rather engagingelitteatures.’

'‘Oh . . . thank you very much,' she said uncemainl

At first sight, she could not honestly say that itheect appealed to
her greatly. It was about seven inches long, witlthia green

stick-like body, four legs, and a small trianguteead. And then, as
she stared at it rather dubiously, the mantis thitsehead and looked
at her. And the movement of its head, and the espye on its small
green face, were so uncannily like those of a hubsng that she
had the feeling that it was actually summing her up

James put the mantis down on the counterpane gt $he edge of
the bed.

'l hear the others are going home without you, shél, in a
noncommittal tone.

Andrea reached for a tissue to wipe her handss, ¥ere are two
cancellations on a flight leaving Singapore tomerrevening. So
they're catching the morning train from Ipoh. Yaantd disapprove,
do you?'

'‘Not if you don't mind being left behind.'

'‘My only worry is about being such a nuisance t® Baxters,' she
said, with a troubled expression.

At that point the Chinesamahcame in with Andrea's tea tray, anc
James asked her to fetch a second cup.

'‘How is your appetite?' he asked presently.



'Oh, not too bad. | can't expect to feel very hyngnen I'm not using
up any energy.'

'‘No, but you must still try to eat as much as gaesiAt the moment
you're far too skinny,' he said unflatteringly.

Andréa laughed. ' | suppose you'd like me to blikgea well-stuffed
cushion?'

‘Not at all. Overweight is just as unhealthy asamatight. When you
first came out here you had a very attractive figur

Andrea swallowed, and carefully folded a thin slafebread and
butter.

‘Well, thank you,' she said lightly. But her pulsese racing, and she
was intensely aware of his nearness, and of teacgl and stillness
which lay over the rest of the bungalow.'

"You sound faintly surprised,' he said, in a diyetd Were you under
the impression that, being a doctor, | only regigople's medical
condition?'

Glancing up at him, Andrea saw that his eyes wearmeowed and
amused.

'You must admit you haven't been in the habit oz me
compliments,' she countered, trying to sound fligpa

His firm mouth curved at one corner. 'No, | havemve 1?' he said
smoothly. And then with a curiously deliberate @cthe put his cup
and saucer on the bed-table. ' Have you wantesb®&¢ asked her.

It was an impossible question, and he knew it. Audrea was saved
from having to answer it by a tap at the door.



‘James! | didn't know you were back.' Margaret Baxtised her
eyebrows in surprise.

James rose from the side of the bed, and turnéac®her. ' Yes, |
decided to knock off early today. I've just beerihg some tea with
Andrea. Shall | go and get a cup for you?'

'‘No, thank you. | had mine at the mission. I'm gdimthe pool for an
hour. Are you coming too?'

'Yes, | think | will." James bent to recapture thantis. ' Shall | leave
this with you, or not?' he asked Andrea.

‘Yes, I'd like to have it. Thank you,' she saidhea faintly.

'‘We'll see you later, then." With a casual nod, ermrfollowed
Margaret Baxter out of the room.

* % %

Early next day, James drove Peter and Guy to lp@atch the train
to Singapore. They were accompanied by Margaret, hdd some
shopping to do.

About half an hour after their departure, Andrambkd out of bed
and found that her legs were almost back to nor®alshe went
along to the bathroom and washed her hair.

Doctor Baxter came home for lunch, but the othetsdt return till
after supper, and during the hours she was alodeeariay watching
the activities of the mantis and wondering what lddnave happened
if Margaret had not interrupted James's visit thevipus afternoon.
Merely thinking about it made her heart thud agdues ribs. But she
could not rid herself of the uneasy suspicion Hemight have been
only playing with her.



By the end of the week, she was allowed to spenst wiothe day
lying on a lounger on the verandah. But they stdllsted on packing
her off to bed at seven o'clock, and she neverJmames alone. He
knew that she sat up reading until ten o'clock, hadccould easily
have found some pretext for looking in on her. Bainever did, and
as her health improved her confusion and depregstreased.

On Monday, she persuaded Doctor Baxter to lettnelf B1to town to
have her hair cut and set at a Chinese salon.dtaxfairly primitive
establishment by English standards, but the womam r&n it was
quite as skilful as the average London stylist, Andrea emerged
with her hair shining again and her morale muchrowed.

At supper time, she changed into a cool blue anitevdhift, which
she had not worn in Malaya before, and spent fifi@eutes on her
face.

Margaret was sewing on the verandah when she wsitle.

‘The mantis has disappeared. Have you seen it arg®hAndrea
asked.

't may have been eaten by a lizard," Margaretedpurtly. She put
aside her needlework. ' The others won't be backdt an hour. |
want to talk to you.'

Andrea had been aware of the older woman's veitetdility ever
since she recovered from the fever. But tonighteéheas open
animosity in Margaret's expression and tone ofe/oic

‘Don't you think it's time you went back to Engl@&hshe demanded,
without any preamble.

Andrea moved to the balustrade and leaned agdwesthandrail.
‘That's up to your father and James," she saidymift the moment
they say I'm still not fit to travel.'



‘They can't force you to stay," Margaret snapped.

‘No, that's true. But it would be a poor return tieeir kindness if |
went off without permission, don't you think?'

'You did it before—but that was different, of coeirdast time it
suited you, didn't it? This time you're determitedhang on as long
as possible.’

'What makes you say that?' Andrea asked.

Margaret's thin lips curled in a sneer as she lddiex guest up and
down.

"You must think I'm blind," she said bitterly. kmow why you're all
dressed up tonight. | know what you want. You'teralames.'

It seemed to Andrea that there was no point ingTteating. ' I'm in
love with him," she said quietly.

Her unruffled admission seemed to take the othenavoby surprise.
Then she gave a short mirthless laugh.

'‘Well, it's very obvious he doesn't care for yoshe answered
unpleasantly.

"1Is it? How do you know?'

Margaret flashed her an angry glance and shruggedtoulders.
'Oh, he may be temporarily attracted,' she concéd#édnen are the
same when a girl like you plays up to them. But gan't seriously
imagine he'd marry you.'

Andrea turned her head to watch a chevron of flyomgs winging
south. Soon the green glow of dusk would fall.



'Why not?' she asked over her shoulder. Strangkég/felt very calm
and self-possessed.

‘You've nothing in common with him," Margaret stadly. ' James is
a dedicated man. His work will always be the cenfrhis life. You
wouldn't accept that. You'd expect him to put yost f

'What you're really saying is that you want himyourself." Andrea
turned to face her again. ' But are you in lovénkaim ?'

Margaret flushed, and her thin lips compressedgadrd that question
as impertinent. | do not care to advertisgemotions.'

Andrea felt a sudden surge of impatience with héfell, there's not
much point in discussing this, really, is theré® what James feels
that matters.'

And | don't know that any more than you slee added silently.

Margaret sat glowering at the floor, her nostrus/gring. Then, all at
once, her bitterness boiled over.

'‘Oh, why don't you go away? Can't you see you'tenvamted?' She
sprang to her feet, her voice high pitched andeaust. 'James is
mine, do you hear? He's mine. He doesn't want #sutold me
himself you were just a spoilt little flirt.'

It was at this point that Doctor Baxter's car swumghrough the
gateway.

Realizing that the older woman was on the brinkysteria, Andrea
said sharply, 'They're here. You must pull yourselgether,
Margaret.'



For a second she thought that Margaret was goisgit® her. Then
the car doors slammed and the sound seemed tcheurbutburst.
With a choking sob, she collapsed in her chaiears.

James took the verandah steps in one lithe spgreaglid not look at
Andrea. He went straight to Margaret Baxter.

'‘What's happened, Maggie? What's wrong?' He kyehd chair, his
hands on her shaking shoulders.

His touch seemed momentarily to calm her, though letpt her
hands over her face.

'‘What on earth has upset her?' her father murmuoczddulously to
Andrea.

But before she could reply, his daughter buried lesd against
James's broad shoulder and began to sob again.



CHAPTER VI

Within seconds of Margaret's redoubled outburstvetping, an
Indian boy came tearing up the driveway. Panting heeath, he
gasped out a message in Tamil.

‘There's been an accident at the crossroadsaVvd to go at once. See
to things here, will you, James?' Doctor Baxterriedrback to the
car.

As he drove away, James lifted Margaret in his aemd carried her
inside the bungalow.

It was a quarter of an hour before he returnede 'liven her a
sedative. Now I'd better go and see if Baxter neagshelp,' he said
curtly.

And with that, he sprang down the steps and disapperound the
side of the house to get out his own car.

It was ten o'clock, and Andrea was still restlesphcing the
verandah, when the two men returned. As he caroehetcircle of
lamplight, she saw that Doctor Baxter's trousersevegeneared with
blood and dirt.

'One dead, and one seriously injured,' he saidilye@av answer to
her unspoken question. ' These damned young foolstheir
motorbikes . . .'

James had already strode straight through to Met'gdredroom.

'l suppose I'd better clean up. Tell Ah Kim we'eek, will you, my
dear?' Doctor Baxter seemed to have forgotten laisgloter's
hysterical outburst. His lined face was haggardh fatigue.



Andrea nodded, and went through the bungalow arasad¢he back
garden to the cook-house. She had eaten her owmpersuj
earlier—although with little appetite—and asked #mahto have
something kept hot for theans.

Returning to the bungalow, she wondered if it wdadest for her to
retire to her room. But presumably the men woulatia question
her about what had happened earlier, so she deitidstdy up. '

Wandering uneasily about the living-room, she woadehow she
could possibly account for Margaret's extraordindngakdown
without giving away the true cause of it.

As she had feared, James was the first to joinHherdark hair was
wet. Evidently he had had a quick shower beforengimgy into a
clean shirt and shorts.

‘Your supper is just coming. Shall | pour you ank#' she asked
quickly, as he paused in the living- room doorway.

'‘No, | haven't eaten since lunch, and we may Hdedalut again.' He
gave her a single brief glance, then crossed tditheg table and sat
down. Andrea hovered uncertainly by the window. #ias relieved

when Ah Kim bustled in with a bowl of hot soup.

It was a strange meal. Andrea sat at her usuaé @ad toyed with
biscuits and cheese, and the two men ate theirtiwaygh three
courses, and discussed possible complicationsindhdition of the
injured motor-cyclist. Neither of them made anyerehce to
Margaret.

' think I'll run over to the Clinic again beforeurn in,' Doctor Baxter
said, as he finished his second cup of coffee. hisied for you to

come, James. We may both be needed before morriiog.'

preoccupied to remember to say goodnight to Andrepushed back
his chair and left the room.



After he had gone, James refilled his own coffee @ad shifted his
position so that he could cross his long legs. Haied from Andrea,
he seemed also to have forgotten her presence.

Presently, Ah Kim came to clear the table. Shehieddis shoulder. '
You like more coffeetuan ?'

James roused from his frowning abstraction. ' Ohyes, please, Ah
Kim. And would you make up a bed for me. I'll bayshg here
tonight." He noticed Andrea sitting quietly at tb#ner end of the
table. ' You Should be in bed,' he said flatly.

Andrea didn't know what to think. Knowing James blad expected
him to start cross-questioning her the-moment hered the room.
But now it seemed that he intended to ignore thelevepisode. It
just didn't make sense.

‘Yes, | suppose | should,’ she said uncertainlyell, I'll say
goodnight, then.'

She rose, and he also stood up. ' Goodnight,'ideve#hout looking
at her.

About half an hour later, Andrea heard the teleghong. It was
answered immediately, and a few minutes later tbenee the sound
of a motor starting up.

For a long time afterwards, she lay awake in th&rgsss, unable to
sleep. She could not blot out a mental picturenat moment when
James had knelt by Margaret's chair and held heepwg, in his
arms.

* * %

There was no one about when Andrea came out dbddnoom the
following morning. And although the estate car wtsding in front



of the bungalow, the double car-port was empty. a&kpptly James
was still at the clinic.

The hours between dawn and breakfast time werents pleasant
part of the day. The grass was spangled with desair still cool. In
the distance, the jungle-clad hills were wreatmedg/hite mist.

But as Andrea wandered about the garden, her masdnet on her
physical surroundings. Her sleep had been troulbgdstrange
unhappy dreams, and she had woken with a sensgehding crisis.

It was half past seven, and Ah Kim was layingtheakfast table on
the verandah, when she heard a car approachingin8hebefore she
saw it that it was James's car, and had a fleatipglse to hurry back
to the bungalow. But instead she crossed the dgmsards the
car-port.

James had switched off the engine and climbed efré she
reached him. He had a towel slung round his neok, @ she
approached he unlocked the boot and took out a @aiwet
swimming trunks.

'‘Good morning. How is your patient?' she asked.
He slung the trunks over a line at the back ofctreport.

'We nearly lost him last night, but | think he'tb ciow. There's an
ambulance coming to move him to Ipoh. I've beerafswim to clear
my head.’

Andrea walked to the verandah with him. ' Haveol fiad any sleep
at all?'

He shook his head. 'I'll get in a couple of hodtsrabreakfast.'



'You like food now,tuar?’ Ah Kim enquired.! Tuan Doctor and
Missy not up yet.'

'Yes, Miss Fleming and | will have ours now, Ah KiBon't disturb
TuanDoctor, but if Missy Margaret is awake you car lbelr | want
her to have breakfast in bed this morning. I'll eoand see her
presently.'

After the amahhad gone, Andrea drew in her breath and brac
herself. ' James . . . about Margaret--' she began.

He cut her short. ' Margaret needs a change. Tteisiaon I'm going
to drive her to Penang to stay with some friendsaftew days.' His
tanned face was masked and unfathomable.

Andrea stared at him bewilderedly. Had he madeugpisn the spur
of the moment? Or had it been planned with herefatturing the
night?

But, if so, what did they imagine was wrong with riglaret? They
were both doctors. Surely they couldn't believe stee was merely
run down and depressed.

Beyond exchanging a few words with tKkebunwho passed the
verandah on his way to clip the hedge, James atpiheapple and
eggs in silence. In spite of his all-night vigiltae clinic, he did not
look particularly tired, and Andrea was remindedhaf other time he
had gone without sleep—the day he had carrieddresa the river.

'l think it's time | left here,’ she said abruptlym sure I'm well
enough to travel now.'

He was buttering toast, and did not look up.

'Yes, | think you are,' he agreed. ' I'll run yawah to Singapore when
| get back from Penang. Excuse me, will you?"



And with the toast in one hand and a cup of tethénother, he rose
from the table and disappeared into the bungalow.

Andrea spent all morning in her room. She was nawenconfused
than before, because she could not understandwiten his whole
manner was so chillingly brisk and detached, hedffeded to drive
her south.

Perhaps I'm being over-sensitive, she thought aiskioHe was tired
and worried. He may not have meant to sound s@beus

Towards noon the sky began to cloud over, and tapliom her
window Andrea saw Ah Kim run across the garden landiedly
unpeg the linen from the laundry lines. Tdraahhad barely reached
the shelter of the servants' quarters before thasea tremendous roll
of thunder and the heavens opened.

It was the first really violent rainstorm Andreadhexperienced in
Malaya, and it soon became clear why such deep @woondrains
were necessary in the towns. Within seconds, thdegavas awash,
every flower bed a wrecked morass.

The centre of the storm seemed to be immediatedy thhe bungalow;
and apart from the crashes of thunder, the noigbeofain on the
corrugated roof was like the deafening rattle o€hmae guns.

With her hands over her ears, Andrea watched veatsrading over
the gutters above the verandah, and flooding tbergt about the
swirling gulleys.

She did not hear the rap on her bedroom door. Amcs$ not until
James touched her on the shoulder that she realieedias no longer
alone in the room.

‘Are you all right?'



Another mighty clash of thunder drowned his volng,Andrea knew
what he had said from the movement of his lips.

She nodded, miming her amazement at the sceneletis window.
He shrugged, tapped his watch, and indicated b®atdrrent would
not last long.

It did not. There were a few more rumbles from $kg, each one
progressively further away, and then, quite suddehné rain stopped
and the din subsided.

'Heavens, what a deluge!" Andrea exclaimed. ' Thgombdness it
never poured like that in the jungle.' She turreedim, venturing a
smile. ' Thank you for coming in, but | was morepsised than
alarmed.'

'l thought you might have been asleep. It can bé& annerving to
wake up and think the roof is coming down on yblis' glance went
to the bed.

She had already begun some packing, and the cowergescattered
with flimsy bits of underwear.

‘There's no hurry about getting your things togethiéhave to stay
in Penang overnight, so we won't be starting outl drnursday
morning.'

'‘Oh, | thought you'd be coming back today.'

'‘No, we won't get there till dinner time, and | @omant another late
night. The Conways will give me a bed. I'll be bdke about two
o'clock.’

Andrea picked up a blouse which had slipped offair¢ and put it on
a hanger.



'It's funny, | feel as if I'd been in Malaya for ntbs instead of weeks.
Do you remember that first night in Singapore wkeua told me off
for wandering about alone?'

'Yes, | remember,' he said dryly.
She knew what she was going to do, and a tremaroegide her.

‘It wasn't a very good start, was it? And the naight was even
worse. You made me feel about twelve,' she saldlig

He let that pass without comment, and stood tivesig;hing her. His
expression had never been more enigmatic.

For a second her resolve weakened. Then she thoWgit, I'm
leaving ... so what does it matter?

She smiled at him. ' I'm sorry, James. | mean 8mysl was such a
thorn in your side at the beginning.’

Then she took a step towards him, put her handissshoulders, and
quickly kissed his lean brown cheek.

The instant she had done it, she was appalled. ¢tmihd she have
been so incredibly transparent?

Then, before she had time to wish she could sinduthh the floor,
she was in his arms and his mouth was presseclijeoa hers. He
kissed her long and hard; and by the time he mashied Andrea had
discovered instincts she never knew she had, andslaad proved
very conclusively that his air of cool detachmeetwno deeper than
his Indian- dark tan.

He released her slowly, holding her steady on ket tintil she
opened her eyes. His own eyes were oddly brilliant they held no
warmth or tenderness. His expression was coldyjosac.



'I'm not going to apologize for that, because mkhyou asked for it,’
he said evenly. ' Is your curiosity satisfied?'

‘James!'she whispered, aghast.
He removed his hands from her waist and steppeg.awa

'It must be time for lunch. In the circumstancaesdgine you'd prefer
to have yours in here. I'll explain that you haveeadache. Ah Kim
will bring you a tray.'

And with that, he walked out of the room.

* * %

Andrea was lying on the bed when she heard théecese. A long
shudder went through her body, and she turned dw into the
pillow.

Presently she heard Doctor Baxter coming alongptssage to her
door. She pretended to be asleep, and after regnénanuntouched
lunch tray he went away again. She heard him tallkdm not to
disturb her.

About half-past three, when the servants woultaltiozing in their
guarters, she telephoned Singapore Airport andchighere was a
spare seat on a flight to London at noon the falhgwlay. She asked
them to reserve it for her. Then she got througihéostation at Ipoh
and was told that there would be a night traintspatssing through at
half- past nine. Finally she arranged for a loedd driver to come to
the bungalow at seven o'clock. Her bags were paakeldshe was
dressed for travelling when Doctor Baxter came home

She explained the arrangements she had made.



'You see there won't be another spare seat faaat b week, and |
really can't impose on you any longer,' she enkieolwing he would
forgive her the white lie if he knew the reasonifor

Somewhat to her surprise, he accepted her abryairtdee without
protest.

‘Very well, my dear—if you're sure you feel fit fdve journey,' he
agreed kindly. He paused to light his customaryhexgcheroot. ' |

don't know that James would approve,' he went sieashook out
the match. ' But travelling by night is certainlgtras tiring as the day
journey, and | daresay you'll be able to sleep rabgte way.'

Something in his tone made Andrea wonder if pertegpknew, or
suspected, more than she thought.

'Yes, | expect | shall,' she said awkwardly. 'lyosish | knew how to
thank you for all your kindness to me. Believe indo appreciate it.
No one in England would be, so good to a completnger. If I'd

known what a nuisance | would be, | would nevereheame on this
trip.’'

'Oh, nonsense, my dear, we've been very glad te yaw,' he said,
patting her shoulder. 'And don't worry about a resnce of the fever.
It's not like malaria, you understand. It's notigtermittent type of
infection.’

Before she left, Andrea said goodbye to Ah Kim arzked a roll of
dollars into her hand. Then, knowing that it woblel offensive to
offer the doctor any money for her board and loggshe put nearly
all her remaining Malayan currency into an enve)@vel asked him
if he would pass it on to the Salvation Army missio

Then her taxi arrived and it was time to go.

* % %



The train reached Singapore very early in the nmgr;réand with five
hours to kill before the flight, Andrea took a taaithe hotel where
they had stayed on the outward journey.

There she was able to hire a room for an hourhao gshe could
shower, change her crumpled suit, and have brdal#er forcing
herself to eat a reasonable meal, she paid thddsilher belongings
in the care of the luggage porter, and went outafowvalk. She
wandered aimlessly along, too dazed with misenotoce where she
was going. And then, as a narrow crowded streebigdn to the
open waterfront, she realized she was only a fedsyiom thesatay
stall where James had first spoken to her.

'l wouldn't, if | were you.The memory of that clipped admonitior
made her draw in a sharp breath of pain. Beyond nio®red
sampans, the sea glittered in the sunlight. Buhen mind's eye,
Andrea saw the quay as it had been that night wagés.. the stalls
lit by hissing naphtha torches, the air fragrarihwpices and cooking
oils, and a tall grey-eyed stranger looking dowheat

'Oh, James . . ." she whispered aloud.

And then the anguish became unendurable, and shmlsied into a
trisha and told the driver to take her back to the hotel.

But the worst time was the last hour in the airpouinge. She was
certain that James some time last night would halephoned
Doctor Baxter to tell him that he and Margaret haaved in Penang
safely. And the doctor would undoubtedly have infed him of her
departure.

And although she knew she was only torturing h&rsake couldn't
stifle the faint futile hope that, at the very lasbment, the voice on
the tannoy would announce that there was an utgkphone call for
Miss Andrea Fleming.



But no call came, and a few minutes before middagirAa boarded
the airliner. She did not look out of the windowths great jet rose
into the sky.

A chapter of her life was closed for ever.

* k% *

Peter Fleming was married to Nina Sheridan onitselflustery day
of March. As the bridegroom, the best man and titeebmaid were
all well known to television viewers, shots of tiedding and
reception were shown at the end of the News the samning, and
Andrea saw them as she was changing to go ouhteedi

How gay | look, she thought ironically, as she ettt herself
smiling and sipping champagne under the eye ot#mera at the
reception. Not a care in the world, and a hat¢bat twenty guineas.

And then the News came to an end and she switdfidldeoset, and
went through to her bedroom to put on a sophigcthtack chiffon
dinner dress.

She was stepping into her evening shoes when @Ggythe doorbell,
and she told him to help himself to a drink white ginished getting
ready.

Instead of the bracelet or brooch customarily giviey the
bridegroom to the bridesmaid, Peter had surprised with the
present of a pale mink stole.

‘You deserve some, compensation for giving up gbare of this flat
and going to live in that rather grim bed-sittée' had said, when
Andrea protested that it was far too lavish a prese

'l suppose the happy pair will have reached thestidation by now.’
Guy came to the bedroom door with a glass in hielhaThough |



must say a honeymoon in Scotland wouldn't appealms,
particularly at this time of year.’

'‘Nor to me," Andrea agreed, fastening her earsclip

He leaned against the door jamb. ' When are youngde your new
place?'

‘Tomorrow morning. Otherwise there won't be timethe decorators
to finish here before Peter and Nina come backoifve nothing
better to do, you could help me cart the rest ofamlpngings over.
Everything is packed. It wouldn't take more thalf &a hour.’

'Yes, sure . . . it'll be a pleasure.' Guy putghess on top of her chest
of drawers, and lit a cigarette. ' If you're reddlyphone the rank for
a taxi.'

He used the extension by her bed, and watchingefiection in the
looking glass, Andrea wondered if it had been aakesto agree to
have dinner with him tonight. It would be the fitishe they had been
alone together since her return to England. Btiténpast few weeks
he had been so much his old self with her thaathsed silly to refuse
his invitation. Besides, she knew he was currerdbting a
spectacular bottle blonde.

They dined and danced in a newly opened club i Sarid although
the floor was small and crowded, Guy did not attetophold her
close. Indeed more than once she saw his eyeagti@ypreciatively
to some of the other girls present. Soon afteregletre suggested it
was time to take her home.

After the over-heated atmosphere of the club, & w@ld in the back
of the taxi. Andrea shivered and snuggled her stiolger about her.

‘This weather! | wish the spring would hurry upéssaid forlornly,
looking out of the window at the dark wet streets.



'Yes, it is pretty nippy tonight. | think that sprel Malaya must have
thinned our blood or something,' Guy agreed caguall

The taxi drew up outside the flats, and he helg¥dht and turned to
pay the driver. It had stopped raining, so sheeudaior him, feeling
in her bag for her latch key.

The ring of footsteps on the pavement made hecglap. A tall man
In a raincoat was striding swiftly towards her. feore second her
heart leapt.

‘A cup of coffee would be welcome,' Guy said, wtesy reached her
door.

Andrea nodded, and let him follow her inside. Sheswo longer
aware of being physically cold— only of a queerldadhe deep
inside her.

'You sit down and get warm. I'll brew up." Guy sskiéd on the
electric fire and disappeared into the kitchen. Wine returned
Andrea had taken off her wrap, and was sittingrggeait nothing.

'l spotted a drop of whisky in the cupboard, sbdught we'd have
Irish coffee and really give our corpuscles a tte@uy said
cheerfully. 'What time shall | come round tomorrow#l ten be too
early?'

'Oh . . . that would be fine,' she said vaguely.

Guy put the tray on a low table, and settled hifns@hfortably at the
other end of the three-seater sofa. Then he lindngtable cigarette.

'‘Andy, don't you think it might be a good ideaatktabout it?' he said
suddenly.



Andrea looked at him, startled. But before she aquétend that she
failed to understand the question, Guy stoppedwtara gesture.

‘Yes, | know you've been trying to pretend thateiver happened,' he
said wryly. ' But it's quite a while since you duztck, and yet when
that chap walked past outside you looked as ifd/@een a ghost.
And, apart from his height, he wasn't even remdiké/Ferguson.'

For some seconds she stayed very still. Then ghediand reached
for her coffee. ' No, he wasn't, was he?' sheftalg. She gave him a
twisted smile. ' | read somewhere that the aveEaggishman is only

five feet seven. It's odd how many tall men theegeia London.’

‘Tell me," Guy said gently. ' What happened?’

She shrugged. ' There's nothing to tell. | thinkMas . . . attracted to
me, but that was as far as it went. He's probatdyaged to Margaret
Baxter by now.'

'He must be out of his mind,' Guy said, with a Slcow

'‘Oh, -no—she probably suits him very well." Andseabice shook
slightly. ' Look, it's after twelve,' she went amrtiedly. ' | really must
turn you out now, Guy. The other tenants know Fstaway. | don't
want to scandalize them.'

He did not argue. But, at the door, he paused.rigiit, | won't bring
this up again. But remember, if you ever want toyéir hair down,
I'll be around." He bent and crushed a light kissher cheek. '
Goodnight.'

Later, lying in bed, Andrea knew that what he haid svas true. The
long dragging weeks since her homecoming had ngdithe edge
of her wretchedness. As Guy had witnessed, shetiigdo see a tall
dark man in the street and the pain was as ratheaday she had left
Singapore.



Each morning she woke up with the same empty sehkess and
desolation. And there were nights when she wasedoted by the
memory of those moments in James's arms, and tlk heart-
thudding response he had aroused in her.

But it can't last for ever—itan't,she told herself.

* % %

Next day, after helping her move her belongingbémnew bed-sitter,
Guy stayed to share a pot luck lunch.

‘This place isn't too bad really,’ he said, lookmogind the large
high-ceilinged attic which was at the top of theddg-built Victorian
mansion and overlooked a pleasant walled garden.

'‘No. | would have preferred my own bathroom, butauld be a lot
worse, and at least | can decorate it as | please.'

Andrea, dressed in ancient slacks and a sweateheating eggs for
a Spanish omelette.

'I'm going to fix up divider units to make thregaeate areas,’ she
explained. 'The sitting part where you are by tiedaws; a bedroom
section over there; and a cooking corner here.'Mghe only one
who's got to live in it, I'm going to paint one Watilliant yellow and
have one of those huge blown-up murals.'

'I'll give you a hand, if you like," Guy offered. father like slapping
on paint. What's in here?' He tapped his foot agaitong cardboard
carton on the floor.

‘Supports for bookshelves. | can screw them up Hhydaink.'

Andrea poured olive oil into the pan on the ratli@iquated cooker,
and lit the gas jets.



'How about seeing a film tonight?' Guy suggesteldemwshe had
washed up the dishes in the old-fashioned Beliaki and he had
finished drying them.

'‘Oh, not tonight, Guy. | want to get all this chamsted out." She
slanted a curious glance at him. 'Anyway, | thoughi had other
interests at the moment.’

He grinned. ' | never believe in chasing too hdre said carelessly.

He left about three, and after he had gone Andodladr up her
sleeves and started sorting out her heterogenolisctoan of
belongings.

She could not make up her mind whether Guy hadiyresdumed his

former way of life, or whether he still wanted hand was only

pretending that what had occurred in the jungleliessh a temporary
aberration. He's so nice in some ways. | wisbuldgrow to care for

him, she thought unhappily. Oh, what a muddleisfe

At seven o'clock she made herself a pot of teasantk toast. As yet,
there were no curtains at the windows, and thelesingked bulb
dangling from a flex in the centre of the ceilirggta hard light over
the room. Even though she knew it would look qdiféerent when
she had finished doing it up, Andrea was suddeillgdf with
depression at the thought of living alone thereof.the solitary
evenings with only the shadow-people on the teieniscreen for
company.

She was making up her bed, and hoping the wateldvb@uhot in the
bathroom on the lower landing, when someone knoaké#uk door. It
was not locked and, thinking she was about to vecewvisit from her
landlady, she quickly finished smoothing the bedadr and called '
Come in!



It was raining outside, and the shoulders of Janggy tweed coat
glistened with moisture as he stood there in tharwlay, looking at

her. She had never seen him in winter clothes, lendboked so

different from her memory of him that, at firstesthought she was
having some kind of hallucination.

He glanced round the room and closed the door bddhim.
'Hello, Andrea,' he said quietly.

The shock of seeing him was so immense that shidrcbanswer.
She felt paralysed and dumb.

'l got this address from the porter at your brdthiat.' James took
out a handkerchief and wiped away the rain ondue f' May | take
off my coat?'

She began to come to life again. ' Oh . . . yesyes, of course,' she
stammered.

He took it off and looked round for somewhere ta puThen he
hung it on the peg behind the door.

'| gather you've just moved here,' he said.

‘Yes . . . this morning.' She brushed back a Issathe of hair. '
W-what are you doing in London?'

'‘Passing through. I've finished my stint in Malalaw I'm going to
Brazil for two years.'

'Oh .. .1 see.’

There was a silence while they stared at each .ofter only sound
was the scatter of rain on the panes.



It was raining the last time, she thought, andtherat felt tight.

'‘Would you like a cup of coffee? |—I'm sorry theagé is such a
mess. It looks better in the daytime. There's qaiktece view, too. |
was lucky to get it." All at once, words began ¢toipout of her.

Stop it! she told herself fiercely. Don't let himes. . . don't let him
know . ..

'l put the kettle on." She turned and moved kyidowards the
cooker. But her hands were trembling so violerttigttshe couldn't
even get out a match.

Behind her, James said clearly, ' | love you.'

The box slipped out of her hands, and the matct&itesed on the
floor. Blindly, she reached out and gripped the @iinthe cooker.

Then James's hands were strong and warm on heldshguand he
was turning her round to face him, and holding dien so that she
had to look up at him.

'l love you," he said again. And his eyes and logcesr were
unbelievably tender.

And then—quite absurdly, because she had never rknsuch
piercing relief and happiness—she was in his armdscaying all over
the front of his clean white shirt.

After a while, he gave her his handkerchief, anel lslew her nose
and let out a long shuddering sigh, and then getifgngaged
herself.

'I'm sorry,' she said, in a new kind of confusidrdon't ... it was just
... oh,James!"



'Please, darling, don't cry again. Look, come atnbsvn.' He steered
her towards the bed. ' Have you got any brandyraet®wou need a
pick-me-up.'

'‘No, there's only Chianti,’ she said, sniffing.'alt better than
nothing, | suppose. Where is it?' She pointed beathottle, and he
fetched it and filled a plastic beaker. ' Now drthlat up, and you'll
feel better.’

She did as he told her, but her hand was stilhststhat he had to
steady it for her. When she had taken a few sipguh the beaker on
the floor, and took both her hands in his warm ones

‘Will you marry me, Andrea? Will you come to Brawiith me?'
"You know | will,' she said unsteadily.

His fingers tightened on hers, and the musclesteasthe angle of
his firm brown jaw. Incredulously, she realizedttha had not been
sure of her answer.

'Oh, God—these last weeks!" he said huskily.

‘But why?—why didn't you tell me in Malaya? That last awdialy ...
| don't understand. You said--' She stopped asthgol of her hands
and stood up suddenly.

He thrust his hands into his pockets and moved aw&npow—I was
a brute to you, wasn't I?' he said, with his badhker. ' But | thought |
was doing the right thing.'

He parsed, and she said, ' Please, James, dawiydrom me. | still
can't believe you're really here.'

He swung to face her, his dark brows drawn togethar as Andrea
smiled at him, his expression softened.



'If | come over there | shan't want to talk," h&saith a glint in his
eyes.

She laughed and coloured slightly. * All right,ihgou'd better stay
there.'

After a moment, he said, ' You see, | knew you vegteacted to me,
and [—well, I'll go into that later. But even aftgou'd shown such
guts in the jungle, | still couldn't see you livipgrmanently in the
wilds. | kept reminding myself of the way you loak#nat first night

at the hotel in Singapore.' His voice deepenetiat dress, and your
beautiful back.'

'l thought you'd disapprove of that dress. You &mbhs if you did.’

A glimmer of amusement crossed his face. Then kes egrew
serious again. ' Well, apart from the dress, thveas your whole
background, and your career.’

‘But if you knew | loved you--'

‘Love isn't always enough, Andrea,' he said somgbtdl love you
very much, but | can't give up my work—not evenyfou. And if you
come with me, there are so many things you'll tas&acrifice.'

'‘Well, this isn't exactly a luxury penthouse," daad, with a rueful
glance round the disordered attic.

'It's better than a tent in the jungle.’

She rose from the bed and went to him. ' Is it,ekhshe asked
softly. ' But if you don't take me with you, whdtadl | do? | shan't
ever fall in love with anyone else.’

He caught her hand, and his lips pressed hardhartpalm. ' Are you
sure? Are you certain, Andrea?"



She slid her free arm round his neck and felt hemsé. ' Darling
James, please kiss me . . . please hold me. Ikyew how wretched
I've been.'

Some minutes later, he picked her up and carriebdnk to the bed.

'l think I'd better make that cup of coffee. Yoaysthere and try not to
distract me.’

Andrea fished her pillow out from under the bedagreplumped it
against the wall and curled up comfortably.

‘How long have we got?—before you have to be ireliramean?’

James had taken off his jacket, and was spoonistanh coffee
powder into cups. ' About three weeks. Do you wantormal
wedding, or can we do it right away by specialrioe?’

'l think a special licence would be best,' she dagamily. ' | can still
have a white dress, can't 1?'

He smiled at her over his shoulder. ' Anything yant, my love.'

When the coffee was ready and he came acrossahg sihe said, '
When did you know | was attracted to you ?"

He sat on the edge of the bed, and his eyes wasmte ' The day we
all went to the Sungei Musang swimming pool. Whdraulled you
out of the water, your pulse was racing. | donikht was because
you'd had a ducking.'

'‘Oh, nonsense,' she said indignantly. 'l stillgudlsliked you then.’

'Did you, sweetheart?' He leaned across and kissedlose to her
mouth.



‘Well . . . perhaps natisliked,'she conceded.

James laughed, and pinched her cheek, and drank& soffee. It
occurred to her suddenly how rarely she had searleugh before,
and then only with the Temiar and the Negritos.

'‘What about you?' she enquired.

'l thoughtthat question was coming.' He pretended to- frown ai
ponder his answer.

'Oh, James, don't be maddening!" she exclaimedfirkkhed his
coffee and slid an arm round her waist.

‘The day | left for Penang, you asked me if | rerberad the first
night we met? |1 do . . . very well. What | remembawst clearly is
that you told me to please leave you alone, and tharched off
across the hotel square. | think | knew then.’

'‘But you can't have done! | was so rude to you.'

‘Well, I must have had some reason for following yato the hotel
and finding out your name and how long you wergista'

‘You didn't! Oh, sahat'swhy you weren't surprised when you me
me properly. But if you wereinterested, why werei ygm adamant
that 1 couldn't go into the jungle with you?'

'For the reasons | gave. | honestly didn't think yould stand the
pace.’

'l probably wouldn't have done if | hadn't beerlstermined to prove
you wrong,' she admitted wryly. ' Do you know tlkealrreason why |
didn't tell you | was feeling ill? | was terrifieaf becoming delirious
and babbling how much I loved you. | wish | had row



‘You're spilling your coffee.' James took the cway from her and
put it on the floor.

A long time later, Andrea stirred in his arms.

‘You must go, James. Supposing my landlady cam&hggd have a
fit.'

'‘Does it matter, since you won't be staying hengrvay?' he asked
lazily. 'All right, I'm going. Don't worry.'

She watched him shrug into his jacket, and straighits tie. ' Where
are you staying?'

‘At a small hotel. Can | come and have breakfast you? We've got
a lot to do tomorrow. How will your brother reactrhy carrying you
off?'

'l shouldn't think he'll object very strenuouslyn hot really essential
to the team. Probably Nina will take my place.’

James raked his fingers through his ruffled dark H2o you still see
Ramsey?'

'Yes. But there was never any real reason for gadidlike him, you
know.'

He lifted one dark eyebrow at her. ' I didn't dislhim. | wanted to
kick his teeth in.’

‘What about you and Margaret Baxter?"
‘Yes, that was tricky," he said, frowning.

*You knew how she felt about you?'



'l knew she wanted a husband, and | was the ordyladle man

around. The difficulty was that | got on very weith her father, and
| didn't realize that, under the stolid exteridre svas actually rather
neurotic. What really happened that night she naasigene?'

'‘She accused me of having designs on you and teltbrget out.’

'l thought as much. Anyway, she's fixed up now \aithearty type in
Penang. | should think they'll deal very well tdget' He glanced at
his watch. 'lt's early, only nine o'clock. Is thesemewhere round
here where we could get a meal ?'

‘There's a rather scruffy Italian place about fiMautes' walk away.'
'Right: we'll go and eat spaghetti and hold hamitkeuthe tablecloth.’
Andrea combed her hair and put on a fleece-linedadn

'‘Hadn't you better change those flimsy slipper&? vtet outside,’
James reminded her. 'l notice you're still a h.th shall have to
fatten you up. From now on, Miss Fleming, I'm gotogtake very
good care of you.'

They switched out the light, and locked the doat,aent down into
the street. The night was chilly and starless itsgemed to Andrea
that now the sharp damp air held the first faimnpise of spring.

She slid her hand into James's. ' I've always wiattteyo to Brazil.
Will we have a chance to look round Rio de Janéiro?

'l don't see why not. We could spend part of ourdyonoon there, if
you like.'

Andrea smiled to herself. Malaya . . . Brazil Burma . . . anywhere
James had to go was where she wanted to be.



