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CHAPTER ONE

KERIN threw the last of her sandwich into the smootbwihg water
of the Avon, and watched while a gaggle of greaaykd fought over
it with a flurry of wings and indignant argumentd willows that
were supposed to be descendants of slips brougheto Zealand
from the island of St Helena when Napoleon waseexihere trailed
into the water from the neatly mown riverside, amach flowerbeds
between spreading trees splashed the park withuicolo

Typically Christchurch, she thought, suddenly geliimpatient with
the beautiful order of it all. She was actuallyywfmd of the city and
had spent most of her life here, in this most 'Bhglkcorner of New
Zealand. The early settlers had chosen a piedeedfdat Canterbury
Plains (even those named for a place in their hantt) and had
transformed the alien landscape into a modest cd@n English
town, with well-planned streets, solid 'gothic'ldings of grey stone,
and carefully tended parks lining the banks of tiver they had
called after the one that belonged to Shakespdara's

They had bequeathed to their descendants a citgrefgrace and
charm, of which those descendants were for the madtquietly

proud—and to Kerin Paige, at least, a modicum ot ®pirit of

adventure which had led the early wanderers to ppdiamilies and
possessions and emigrate to an unknown futuresmall group of
islands at the other side of the earth.

She was suffering now, she recognised, from a mitdck of a
recurrent malady—wanderlust, or 'itchy feet'.

'‘Dear, oh, dear!" she murmured to herself, witlueful smile, and
leaned back against the bark of the willow behied &tretching long
legs out on the grass and crossing a slim painkies.



No. It wouldn't do at all. She had a very good ¢gobthe staff of the
outdoor magazinédventure,a comfortable flat in the city shared
with a friend from her schooldays, and perhaps mgsbrtant, a man
in her life who was gradually becoming rather salei her.

No, she told herself again. Time you settled domg,girl. Time,
perhaps, to think about marriage. Opportunity wasicking. Her
dark shoulder-length hair framed an oval face \itbtraight nose,
warm hazel eyes and a beautifully feminine mouttd she had no
special vices. She was aware that her figure cun/éee right places,
too, and that some of her female friends franklj@shher looks. She
never lacked for male attention—in fact, she natieath slight
amusement, as her gaze wandered idly about thedapd, she was
attracting some now.

The man was leaning on the parapet of a nearbgdyriguite near
enough for her to read the look of lazy apprecmata his face as he
watched her.

She appraised him with swift impersonality beforeving her own
gaze away. She didn't want him to think she wakihap for a
pick-up.

Quite attractive, she decided, in a slightly chilbay. He was
fair-haired, light-eyed—Dblue or grey, it was difiit to tell. Regular
features, almost classic, except that a certaimdbne about the
cheekbones and chin added unexpected strengthetdatte, an
Impression of determination, even power, that veasforced as he
suddenly straightened and she saw he must betglljteerhaps a bit
more than six feet. His hands gripped at the woadédimg of the
bridge for a few moments, and she saw the streimgthem, too,
before he moved them.

He was coming her way, and she got quickly to ket &nd turned,
walking rapidly away. It was time she was moving amyway.



Having lunch by the river had been pleasant, bath&d to be at the
Canterbury Club by two o'clock.

It was probably this assignment, she thought, pagsher previous
line of thinking, that had caused her faint restiess. The speaker
she was to listen to was Dain Ran- some, just b&cdkn the
Antarctic, and, according to the background infarora she had
looked up on him, a man with a large wanderlugtisfown. With a
background in geology, he was respected as a stiemtid had
written several dozen papers of a learned spetamisre, and a book
on volcanoes which she gathered incorporated afldirst-hand
knowledge, and some pretty spectacular photogragbse-ups of
volcanic activity which he had taken himself.

He had first gone to Antarctica at the age of twdive —her own
age now, Kerin reflected—and it must have hooked, thecause
since then he had spent several seasons thereat amidty-four he
was recognised as one of the few who could be tsakhow the
region fairly well.

Well, he should be interesting, and she expectée &ble to write up
his talk into a feature for the magazine with dittrouble, perhaps
with the help of a short interview with him aftemga. Roger Harris,
her boss and the man in her life, had tried to misgaan exclusive
interview, but Ransome was hard to pin down, apyreery much
in demand and, so he said, short of time.

He also, Roger had indicated ruefully, seemed te hittle respect
for magazines such @glventure.

'He said," Roger told her, 'something about "arnmcadventurers

who get their kicks from vicarious experience sdrup secondhand
and warmed over by hack writers with heart cond#fo Which he

implied they wouldn't have if they spent time dothings instead of
writing about people whdodo them.’



'Did he indeed! Kerin said indignantly. 'He soutide an arrogant
beast. He's probably never even read the magdzine !

'He's certainly never met a journalist like yoaidsRoger, smiling
slyly. 'l thought you might like to cut along tagHecture of his that
we've been rather grudgingly allowed to send anep¢o. He said,
"I'l be speaking at the Canterbury Club, Wednesdayp o'clock.

Send a reporter if you like." So, darling, I'm s&gdyou.’

She eyed his bland smile with faint suspicion, askked, 'Why me?'

Roger laughed. 'Because you're a knock-out, anlikédto see his
face—though unfortunately | can't come along andgale-when he
sees what sort of "hack writer with a heart cooditiwe send. And
because | hope like most men he's susceptible éntudet you

charm him into giving you a short interview, atdeafter the lecture.
Turn it on, will you, honey, and try to thaw hinb&?'

'l know what you mean,' she told him. 'But | ddinitk | approve, I'm
a journalist, not a—a—'

'‘Don't say it!" he grinned. 'Yes, | know you'resaninist, darling, and
no doubt it's all very sexist and all that. Letistjsay you've more
charm than Willie Webster, and leave it at that-ap&?’

She laughed and left it. Willie Webster would haeafined all the
Ransome man's worst suspicions—overweight, baldemd

obviously out of condition, he was a surprisinglyod interviewer
who spent a lot of time at airports and hotel bawsnering his
subjects. When he was much younger he had been rkriow
accompany them to unlikely spots such as bush caleepg in the
heart of Fiord- land where deerstalkers plied theide, or remote
outlying islands only accessible by helicopter. &ildeclared
himself now past all that and cheerfully blameddeserioration on



drink and loose living, which, he declared withaining laugh, he
had no intention of giving up.

'Do | take a camera?' she asked Roger.

'‘No. He said no photos. If we want one we can fdrybget a print
from the Antarctic Division of the Department ofi&dific and
Industrial Research.' He paused. 'Anyway, | carsgeteone else on
to that. You get down there Wednesday and getttmg or me.'

Well, she would get the story. She hopedviees an interesting
speaker, not one of those who rambled on internlynabscientific
jargon that bored the listeners to tears, when Wit wanted was a
spark of imagination and enthusiasm that woulddotive place, the
excitement of discovery and adventure, alive fenthIf he turned
out to be one athoseit would be up to her to liven up the story witt
some carefully researched embellishments of herabvanit the man
and his subject.

She had left the park and stopped at a traffid liglatching idly as a
phalanx of young cyclists from the very 'Englisholiti school' of

Christ's College passed by. The youngsters werthaainly cyclists,
though. The city's wide, flat streets were ideal tloat mode of
transport, which had always been popular and wgsyieg a

resurgence due to the fuel-crisis.

Someone came to stand beside her, and she castgiamce at a tall
figure, to find the man from the bridge regardirg With a quizzical
look from eyes that she could see now were blueatkeer cool blue,
but they were taking a warm interest in her.

She looked away and the light changed, but he tlbhbeside her as
she reached the other side of the road. He dipedks but kept pace
with her, and she began to feel a faint warmthrofogance in her



cheeks. When she looked at him again he was stsiiaight ahead,
and she wondered if it was just coincidence after a

But when she turned into the building she had beaking for and
entered the lift in the lobby, he walked in bedige and said, "Which
floor?' his hand poised over the buttons.

'‘Second,' she said, after a slight hesitation.

The doors had closed, but he didn't press thersttaight away. He
glanced rather teasingly over her trim figure ie light wool, belted
coat and commented, 'You're a brisk walker. I'dehthought two
flights of stairs would be nothing for you.'

'‘Why don'tyou go—climb the stairs?' she asked him sweetly, a
repeated firmly;Secondloor, please.'

He laughed a little, which took the slightly colsbk from his face
altogether, and pressed the button.

'l have my reasons,' he said, leaning against @ik his blue eyes
full of meaning. '"You know, you're what's knownaasight for sore
eyes. And you don't know how sincerely | mean that.

"He didn't look sincere, he looked derisive and yvatightly
admiring, in an almost clinical way, like a judgedlower show who
admires the blooms but is also weighing up thewf and assessing
the precise degree of their beauty.

Kerin didn't care for it much, and as the lift catm@ stop, just before
the doors opened she said bluntly, 'Are you follgume?'

'Of course. Where are we going?'



She stepped out of the lift into a carpeted corratal turned on him
as he followed. 'l don't know wheg®u'regoing,' she said crisply.
'I'm going to listen to a lecture.’

'‘What about?' he asked, as she made to turn away.
‘Antarctic geology.'
'‘Sounds fascinating.'

'It does not!" she snapped. 'It sounds dead baaimdyjt probably will
be.'

‘That will depend on the speaker, surely.'

‘The speaker is an arrogant, pigheaded intellednab,’ she told
him.

Just for an instant the man in front of her lookadtly startled, then
his eyes narrowed and she saw he was amused. ooulkm?'

‘Not exactly. | knowabouthim—Iook, | have to go --'

Determinedly, she turned again and began walkinggnddhe
corridor.

When he fell into step beside her she didn't dtapsaid coldly, "You
can't Come. It's a private club.’

'‘Will you meet me afterwards?’
'‘No.'
‘Then I'm coming.’

‘They won't let you in," she warned him.



He laughed softly and said confidently, '‘Oh, | khihey will.’

Kerin looked at him briefly and realised what ancdiconfidence he
had, as though he could do anything he wanted, bacet his mind
to it—and knew it.

As they neared the open door to the room wherenéeting was to
be held, he said, "You could say I'm with you.'

Tempted, she almost agreed. Usually she didn'bgéafr men, but

this one, apart from looking like a latter-day Vigi was having some
sort of powerful effect on her usual good sense @dn't care for

casual pick-ups, but although he admitted followirgy and was
clearly interested, he hadn't been offensive.

But she had a job to do, and besides, in a persmalell as a
professional capacity, she felt she owed some tipyta Roger.

Firmly she said, 'No. Sorry," and turning into ttw®rway she flashed
her presscard at the man behind the small tabiensisle the room
and found herself a seat at the back, refrainirty amn effort from

looking round to see how the man was faring, if Hzsl really

attempted to enter.

She made herself think of Roger, of the intimatendr they had
shared only last Saturday night, of the sweet masnen his car
afterwards when he kissed her and murmured that/ke her. It was
the first time he had said that, in so many woesg] she didn't yet
feel quite ready to reciprocate, but she found digood companion
and his lovemaking was considerate and yet excitteghad been
hinting lately that he was tired of bachelorhooald &he was quite
sure that before long he was going to ask her toynam. And she
already had nearly decided that she would acceperel was
absolutely no point in rocking the boat of theiadwally growing
happiness and confidence in each other for the sakeme cheap
adventure with a chance-met stranger. He wasn'fitfieman to



attract her, and he wouldn't be the last, she sqghobut sexual
attraction was capricious and unreliable. It wasking in her
relationship with Roger, by any means, only it waslerpinned by
much more solid qualities of mutual liking and resp

'Hello, Kerin!'

She turned to see a girl of about her own agengjithto the seat
beside her. Val Lamont worked for one of the bidydaapers. She
was an attractive girl with bouncy red hair angargkling of freckles

ornamenting a creamy sKkin.

'Hello, Val, | didn't realise you were coveringsiioeat now.'

'l finally managed to persuade my boss there's nwliée than the

women's pages and the gardening news. When | heardmenting

that Dain Ransome wouldn't give an interview and have to send
someone out here to cover his talk, | threateneoviith the Human
Rights Act if he didn't send me! Apart from everthelse, I've been
half in love with the man since seeing him on telew—I can't wait

to meet him in person.’

Kerin laughed. 'So I've got a rival.’
'‘What, you too?' Val asked smilingly.

'‘Not exactly. I've never seen the man—even onigtev. But Roger
wants an interview very badly. When Ransome firsghe lecture I'll
be up there batting my eyelashes and exuding femiallure for all
I'm worth." Giving Val a preview performance, steed, 'Oh, Mr
Ransome— you're so handsome! And your lecturediase Well,
something like that, anyway,' she added, in hemabrtones. 'I'm
supposed to be here because, quote: | have maten ¢chan Willie
Webster: unquote. Mr Ransome will get the full esrod it—and I'll
get what | want, | hope.'



Val rolled her eyes in comic dismay. 'All | want\s Ransome!' she
smiled. Solemnly she put out a hand. 'May the giglsivin!’

Kerin laughed and accepted the handshake. Val wgasahd a good
reporter. It might be true that she had liked D@@msome's looks, but
like Kerin, she was here primarily to get a sto®l. the rest was

fooling.

A few minutes later a group of people went up toftlbnt of the room
and the chairman called for silence.

Kerin hastily took out her notebook and pencil frtver bag and
flipped over the pages to be ready for the maialspe It wasn't until
a spattering of applause greeted the end of thdrntha's
introduction and Val whispered in her ear with athof laughter,
‘There, what do you say? Isn't he a gorgeous bbeagt?' that she
looked up at the man who had stepped forward awtidtehind the
lectern, , surveying the audience with a faint,fic@ntsmile on his
firmly chiselled mouth.

The man from the park. The man she had snubbedmaheshe had
accused of following her. Andeh, my goshshe thought. The man
to whom she had said, 'The speaker is an arrogagiheaded

intellectual snob.’

Dain Ransome.
What did she do now?

Of course, there was nothing she could do, excpplogise later

when she got the chance. He might héold her! The beast, she
thought indignantly. Of course he hadn't been Wity her—he

must have thought she had colossal vanity.

But hehadbeen giving her interested looks, hadn't he?



Or had he? There had been that air of detachmesit @g¢ he
inspected her. Had he merely been thinking sih@thought he was
interested, and wondering why she should imagine/tvédd bother
with her?

He had said he was following her because it ambsedo say so. He
had been amused, after his first shock, when stidnbm her opinion
of the then unknown Dain Ransome. So at least deahsense of
humour. And hdvadasked her to meet him afterwards. She wonder
If he had meant that, or had it been a part oatliée had put on after
she accused him of following her.

With an effort she wrenched her mind back to tresent moment.
Dain Ransome was speaking, and Val had her head,doaking
rapid notes. She must concentrate on what the naarsaying.

'... and the continent contains ninety per cenalbthe ice in the
world," she heard, and dutifully wrote it down,|léeVed by '... the
lowest temperatures in the world ... the strong@sds ... the hardiest
animal life ... richest ocean ... at the Pole thewsis three hundred
feet deep, then a solid sheet of ice; the landdddm under seven
thousand and five hundred feet of snow and ice ...’

He's a statistical speakeKerin thought, her pencil pausing for &
moment as he went on to say that if the polar jg@calted the oceans
would rise two hundred feet all around the worldd anany great
seaside cities would disappear. She wrttat down, quickly
translating it to mean that New Zealand's capiéd]lington, would
be swallowed up, and the Queen City, Auckland, al as New
York, Sydney ...

Thatmight interest her readers, remote as the posgisdemed, but
too many statistics would only bore them, howeascinating the
facts were in themselve3wo hundred feetshe thought. Would
Christchurch and the Plains go under, she wondened,ould the



Port Hills protect the city? Probably not, she dedi The city would
drown.

But now he was describing the phenomenon of thewuhAustralis,

and his hands left the lectern and began weavittgrpa in the air as
he tried to show them the different shapes of trenge lights in the
winter sky, and his voice became quiet and almgsatic as he told
them how it felt to stand on the vast polar iceeaqu watch a
beautiful, eerie display of moving, rainbow ligfiessh and shimmer,
glow, fall and spread in ever-changing pattern®sgrithe empty
darkness.

His voice was beautiful, she realised, deep andetl and as she
listened tiny tingles of excitement ran up and ddvemn spine. She
closed her eyes and pictured the spectidnadehe was painting with
words, with that beautiful masculine voice.

Then he began to talk about the scientific aspafctise Aurora, the
theories as to its probable causes, and the metisedsto record and
analyse its occurrence in the Antarctic. Kerin'sqieflew again and
she wrote '... possibly caused by some sort oftrelesagnetic
activity in the ionosphere ..." and put a questoark after that
because she didn't have the faintest idea whaganin Then she put,
'modern instruments analyse the frequency of hghwes ..." Ifshe
didn't understand it, perhapemeaeaders with a scientific bent might
nevertheless find ihteresting.

Personally, she liked the sound of the all-sky cameith the
spherical lens that he was describing now, whidk @ne-films of
the Aurora for the scientists to study at leisiNew that would be
something to see, if one couldn't go down to thiampoontinent and
watch the thing itself.

Pity he hadn't some film with him, she thought, Wwats soon lost in
his description of the ice caves near Scott Bast their rarely



beautiful ice stalactites and stalagmites and wietcalled 'the
ultimate purity of nature.’

It was an odd phrase, but when he said it she kmeat he meant,
because he had made ls&rit, so that when she closed her eye
again she could imagine the peace and the fantgsigt of the ice
shelf, the lamplight playing on the natural icelptires in the caves.

But as the lecture progressed she found it hamdrémch her eyes
from the speaker even to make her necessary rt#assed his hands
sparingly but with effect. They were sensitive haralut strong, the
palm broad but the fingers long and expressive. Aisdface as he
spoke became at times intense with some very fietiteugh
controlled emotion. In a strange, distant way sék it herself,
reaching out from him, a pull on the senses, omtimal.

Like a lover,she thought, with a faint, appalled shock. That twaw
he spoke, with tenderness and admiration and adiméger pride,
and at times, when he told them about difficulaed dangers and the
men who had died in blizzards and in falls intot@iess crevasses
or into water so cold that freezing to death wageater risk than
drowning, and lately in air crashes against snomstgied mountains,
then there was also an element of tough deterromd#tiere, a wary
respect mixed with refusal to be cowed. His love waiel and cold
and beautiful, and the only way to respond to el was with
courage and challenge and a will to conquer.

'... Dain Ransome's love ...' she wrote on her pad,began adding
words in her mind, telling her readers of this masadvage and
sensitive love for a mistress that was five milliequare miles of
remote, ice-cold beauty ...

And then she looked up again at his face and weadiérhe knew
how much of himself he had revealed today to lwealltof them in
that room.



She looked around at their faces and saw them rgoiaterested,
amused, some even slightly bored, and she redhatdone of them,
even though they were enjoying the talk, were fggéis involved as
she did. None of them had seen in Dain Ransomeés tfee raw
emotion that she saw so clearly, that &lein her very being, an
emotional storm of minor dimensions but tangiblele same.

Her eyes dropped to the three words on the padshedifted her
pencil and scrubbed them out, blackly obliteratingm. One didn't
reveal a man's soul wilfully to an uncaring, casslevorld ... That
story would never be written.

When he had finished there was a very enthusilastst of applause,
and then a few questions from the floor which hewaared briefly
and clearly.

Then the chairman indicated that the meeting was &nd, and Val
shot up and scooted with speed and decorum tadghedf the room,
while Kerin was still gradually coming down to dgrand trying to
formulate in her mind how she was going to apprdhelman.

When she did, he was talking to Val, and seemiag|gying himself.
A man interrupted them for a minute and Val got jred and pencil
poised. Kerin had put hers away as too blatarttenctrcumstances.
She wanted to get in a graceful, rueful apologst faefore angling for
an interview, and she rather hoped that his inemato join him still
stood, because it would make for a much more satisfy interview,
and besides, she had discovered a definite desigett to know
Ransome better.

The minute the man turned away, she edged in quikh her
shoulder half-turned to Val and touched his armhwight, firm
fingers.



The fair head turned and she discovered that clpsihe blue eyes
had a devastating effect when his smile reacheu.tBait the smile

was evidently not for her, for it faded as his bsowse. They were
straight and much darker than his hair, and hisdasnatched them,
giving character to his eyes and making them sg@amhaps, more
vivid than they were. But right now, they were dipicooling.

She said with sincerity, 'Thank you for a marvedlotalk, Mr
Ransome. | don't remember when I've been so elstiral

His mouth smiled then, but his eyes retained tkiéconcerting
coolness. 'Antarctic geology isn't so boring, aftk?'

‘There was a good deal more than geology in ie' ahswered,
smiling. 'But I'm sorry about that—of course, | alicknow who you
were—I hope you still would like --'

But he said curtly, 'Apology accepted.' And theriuraed from her to
take Val by the arm and walk her away with him tbewe the
chairman was chatting to some other people, andhashr him say,
‘Look, why don't we continue this interview in gi@iesurroundings,
after I've said my goodbyes to this crowd?'

As he shook the chairman's hand, Val looked roonghere Kerin
still stood, trying to regain her poise after thatculated snub, and
made a little face of surprise and apology. Butdide't try to hide
the fact that she was pleased with herself.

Kerin pulled herself together and gave a ruefulghand a smile
back, with a tiny thumbs-up sigklay the best girl winthey had said,
jokingly. And there was no doubt about it, Val ivaoh hands down.

Well, she deserved it, and Kerin didn't grudge fniend the small
victory. She just wishedhedidn't feel quite so much the loser.



CHAPTER TWO
‘THE man's a conceited, pompous egotist!' she told Ratg.
'‘Wasn't the talk any good?' the editor asked mildly

'Oh, thetalk was all right!" she admitted angrily, throwing $&f into
a chair and shucking off her shoes. 'Well, actualyshe added
reluctantly, '—actually, the talk was fantastic.'

Roger leaned his lanky frame against his desketblarms clad in
iImmaculate coat-sleeves with just the right amadrduff showing,
and raised his dark eyebrows at her. 'Well, then?'

'l didn't get the interview,' she confessed.

Annoyance darkened his handsome face for an indtahthen he
smiled at her. 'Never mind, darling, I'm sure itsvaagood try. We
can'tmakea man talk to the press.'

'‘Not this member of it, anyway,' she muttered nesdly.
‘Honey, if you couldn't persuade him, no one could.

'‘Wrong," she told him ruefully. "Val Lamont didthink she's getting
an exclusive, and it'll be good, too."'

‘Val Lamont?' Roger looked startled, and then tcsheprise began to
laugh. "You mean Val pipped you to the postthit why you're so
upset about it?'

Reluctant to tell him the whole story, she shrugged asked, 'Isn't it
enough?’

Regarding her with speculative amusement, he saslirigly, "Your
feminism doesn't go very deep, does it? Talk abfamale



rivalry—you're furious because Ransome preferrddd/gou. Never
mind, darling, the man's obviously blind or mad --'

'Of course it isn't that!" she snapped. 'I'm fusitaecause she got ar
interview and | didn't! And it isn't Val that I'mmgry with --'With
laughter in his dark eyes, he said soothinglyc@frse not.' He came
away from the desk and scooped her up out of the and into his
arms. '‘But anger becomes you, my sweet,' he mummigiss me.’

She didn't respond immediately to the feel of hagith on hers, still

annoyed that he had construed her fury as femwvangy, and too

strung up to suddenly change from one mood to tther oBut after a

moment she let his strong arms pull her closenvemahd hers about
his neck, trying to drown her anger and the fauitriagging sense of
hurt ...

Roger's mouth lifted from hers and he smiled dotwhea and said,
'‘Blind or mad. Val Lamont can't hold a candle toy@od,but you're
beautiful!'

He found her mouth again with eager passion, andhdmnds moved
over her back, shaping the narrowness of her wist) shifting
again to find the curves of her breasts.

Kerin pulled away, her cheeks flushed, and fumiitedher shoes.
She put them on and put up a hand to straightehgiersmoothing it
back over her ears, and dared to look at Roger.

He stood with his hands in his pockets, regardeigwith a mixture
of curiosity and amusement. 'You're very shy,' ael,s'for a girl
who's been around as much as you have.’

She said, 'lIf you mean what | think you do --'



'‘No!" Roger said hastily. 'Sorry. | meant you'ee/&glled a good deal,
not only in this .country but the East, the comin¢he islands. Off
the beaten track too, even in North Africa, yow tmle, with a mixed
group of girls and young men.’

‘Yes, well, it didn't include mixed bedrooms," dad tartly. 'There
are some places it's more convenient to have adhpagy. There are
still countries where women on their own are regdrdvith
suspicion—or as fair game for any passing maleprtuhately.'

'‘What about the stint you did crewing on that yaolihd the Pacific?’
'‘Whatabout it?' she asked, regarding him steadily.

'You said the captain was the only male on board.’

‘That's right.'

'Well?'

'‘Well—what? Did you think | was one of his floatihgrem?'

'‘No, of course not. It's just that—well, you mudtrat it was a pretty
funny set-up, Kerin.'

'‘Was it? The captain happened to be the fathemefad the girls,

Roger. We were all on holiday from the universibdave were all

good friends. Carol's father needed a crew, andhdte no male

hang-ups about an all-girl crew, he trusted oulitgbHe's a very

nice man who would never have dreamed of makingriladest pass
at one of his daughter's friends. And on shoreblkdd after us all as
though wewerehis daughters. Satisfied?"

'I'm sorry, Kerin. But thank you for telling mesuppose you think
I've no right to ask you about—well, | suppose vérat yet, but you



know how | feel about you. So don't mind if | askegtions, will
you?'

She looked at him frankly, saying, 'That dependgh@nquestion.
And | suppose this—licence to question applies ¢o tmo?"

He looked very slightly startled at that, and sh®aoat laughed.
Roger was a very attractive person, and she dstippose he had
learned how to make love to a girl in his reallytguexpert fashion
from sitting behind a desk. She didn't mind thatnauch, but ithad
crossed her mind that a roving eye wouldn't necigdee stopped
from wandering , by the exchange of wedding vowsiess he
meant them with all his heart. And so far she wagmte sure how
much Roger's heart was involved in their affairm8tmes she had
the chilling feeling that he had been looking fom&one he could
bear to spend the rest of his life with, and stejhst happened along
at the right moment.

Not that there was anything so wrong about thatfaa, she had to
admit that to a certain extent it applied to hewadl. Probably they
were lucky to have found each other. Maybe fatethken a hand.

‘Anyway," she said, 'l'd better go and write u thaik.'

Roger nodded, and she wondered if he looked sjigélieved as she
left the office, or if that was her imagination.

It didn't take long to turn out a competent andnesting article based
on the Ransome lecture. She knew it lacked tha splark that might
have resulted if she could have interviewed the marself, but had

to be satisfied with what she could make of it.

When she went home to the flat that night there avaste from her
flatmate to say she had gone out for dinner anddvoa late. Kerin
cooked herself a light meal and tried to read &bbuot pictures kept



floating into her mind of a snow-covered landscapkjcebergs
floating on a deep green sea, of a man with a lafhpassionate
feeling in his face.

Eventually she took out her small portable typesvrénd some fresh
copy paper, and began to type ...

Val's feature article incorporating the exclusinerview she had got
from Dain Ransome appeared two days later, spreada whole
page. There was a photograph of him looking toabigjtoo vital for
a leather armchair, his light hair contrasting vatark background,
two buttons of his shirt casually undone, and ce@d, Dain
Ransome, seen here relaxing in one of the city'shglst hotels, says
he feels more at home roughing it in a tent—on lisere, only the
drinks come that way ...

He had a glass of something in his hand, and looktked and
pleased with life. So Val had managed to get hiapdse for a
photograph as well, Kerin thought with envy. Haetlgone straight
to his hotel after the talk? And how long had \4kdn to glean all the
information she had packed into the article? Theais plenty of it.

His childhood jon a backblocks farm and his edwrativere

described in one or two sentences, then it wa® dnst passion for
geology that had led to a special interest in vadbagy and the
publication of his book. He had researched thatifand in Peru, the
Soviet Union, the Philippines and other cornerthefworld as well

as in New Zealand. It was Erebus, the Antarctidisastive volcano,

that had first drawn him to the last continent amte there, he
admitted, he was 'hooked'.

He had returned to the Antarctic several times betw stints
lecturing and writing in New Zealand, plus a spdliteaching in a
university and a few field trips to other partdlod globe.



'‘But the Antarctic is my first love," he says wahgrin, Val had
written. Marriage doesn't enter into his plans for the fetuThere
isn't a woman in the world who could rival the Awtec in beauty
and sheer fascination—not to mention a certain amhoticapricious
bloody-mindedness. Maybe when I'm too old to capie twat, I'll

settle down with some cosy, accommodating littlenarg who'll
warm my slippers and listen to my old man's rerognsges.'

And what about women in the Antarctic? Mr Ransookmawledges
their presence of recent years but says laconicdgsically, the
Antarctic is still a man's world."'

He would! Kerin thought irritably as she put down the pajpet
really analysing the reason for her irritation. Thece of the man's
personality had come through in Val's write-up, als a little of the
fascination that he held—for Val, of course, whal lsmitted he
attracted her even as an image on the TV screemh tfeattraction
had been mutual, it seemed, if fleeting. For \Edke, Kerin hoped it
was fleeting orher side. The man had given fair warning, after al
that no girl should take him seriously. Not if e permanence in
mind ...

She -reached for the phone and dialled the numbéheo paper,
asking to be put through to Miss Lamont.

'‘Congratulations,' she said, when Val's voice cémeugh on the
line. "Your Ransome piece was terrific.'

‘Why, thank you, Kerin. You're a good sport! | abtlardly believe
my luck when he whisked me away like that!'

‘The masterful type!" Kerin commented drily.

Val chuckled. 'Definitely! | have a confession t@ke— | rather
liked it.'



‘Traitor! What price the Human Rights Act now?’
'What's that?' Val asked innocently.

'Only the Act that outlaws discrimination againsimen —the one
you quoted to your boss yesterday, remember?'

‘Spoilsport! I'll remember it tomorrow—after Dairogs away. I'm
seeing him tonight—a proper invitation this timeotna
spur-of-the-moment thing. You must admit he's aadrgman.’

'‘Well, don't get too carried away, will you? He'sdded to his work,
by all accounts—byouraccount, at least.’

'‘Don't worry, | know that. | didn't spend hours hwitim on
Wednesday without receivirthat message loud and clear. He's jus
back from the ice, and he wants a good time—timattaral. And |
don't mind helping him have it. At least I'll haad®eautiful memory.'

‘Where's he going tomorrow?' Kerin asked.

‘America. He's doing a lecture tour or somethingl then | gather
he's to be attached to one of their universitiea few months, sort of
combination teaching and researching.’

‘Nice for him," Kerin said casually, fighting sorf@eign emaotion
that seemed compounded”., disappointment and.réNell, have a
good time.'

‘Thanks, | know | will. 'Bye, Kerin.'

She and Roger were going out tonight, too, to a flewand a late
supper afterwards. The dress she planned to wesanewa, silky and
clinging with a prettily flared skirt swirling abouner knees. The
colour was a rich dark green that turned her egésahd mysterious,



and she played them up as she got ready with desgbéen
eyeshadow and a touch of mascara on the tipseddlrdark lashes.

She added a faint dusting of powder to her ligtdtyned skin and a
pretty pink gloss to her mouth before donning a pahigh-heeled
black sandals, and surveyed her appearance in thermvith
satisfaction.

Roger was right on time, and when she opened thefdo him his

eyes slipped over her with blatant appreciationtddehed his lips to
her cheek—he was always considerate, and wouldmt i spoil her
lipstick this early in the evening—complimented hemd said,
'‘Ready?’

‘Just about. Come in, Roger.'

Her flatmate wandered out of her bedroom and sasdally, 'Oh, hi,
Roger.'

'Hello, Cara.' Roger smiled at the girl as Keritumeed to her own
room for a fringed silk wrap and a small eveningspyand she could
hear their voices as they exchanged pleasantrezs liked Roger
and in private jokingly pretended jealousy of Kefon appropriating

such a good- looking and successful male. 'If yoer elecide to

throw him back, throw in my direction, will you?hes had said
laughingly, once. 'Not that | suppose you're thatyg.'

It was all in fun, of course, but sometimes Kerusgected an
underlying element of sincerity in Cara's covetifidroger. Not that
she would ever do anything to hurt her friend. kgalty to Kerin
was unbending, founded on a friendship that weck lb@any years.

The film was not quite up to expectation, but wg&em something
to talk about over their supper in a quiet, crowtdatattractive little
restaurant afterwards. The light was dim, creaingmpression of



intimacy about their table for two in a corner etlenugh there were
at least fifty other people in quite a small space.

They lingered over coffee, and Roger laid his waand over hers on
the table, stroking her wrist pleasantly with isrhb. She looked up
with a slight smile, realising how handsome he was feeble flaring
of a single lowereadandle on the table emphasising the classica
straight nose, the sensuous shaping of his mouhummistakable
light of admiration and desire in his dark eyes.

He lifted her hand—the left one—from the table &egan to play
with her fingers, running his thumb over them imtiand stopping at
the third one, holding it and smiling into her eyes

'It looks bare,' he said lightly.
Kerin smiled uncertainly.

He bent his head and dropped a quick kiss on hret, ot didn't let it
go. And in that instant as his dark head was lodeshe looked
across it and straight into a pair of ice- blueseye

Dain Ransome and Val were seated at another talfi@ay across
the room.

'‘How about putting a ring on it?' Roger was sayary] she stared at
him, still feeling the sudden shock of the impa€tseeing Dain
Ransome look at her without a vestige of recognitio

Roger reached across the small table to take lenchis thumb and
forefinger, tilting her face a little while he stileld her left hand in
his.'Well?Is it so much of a surprise?’

'Yes,' she said, not thinking of him at all. Anelh as the sense of
what he had said penetrated, she was flooded wiltier shame and



remorse. 'Oh, Roger!" she smiled at him with mgltwarmth to make
up for inexcusable inattention at such a crucialhmaot in their
relationship. 'l don't know what to say --'

His fingers left her chin and his face became shedt

Remorseful, Kerin put her own hand quickly over t¢me that still
held her left one. 'Let's go,' she said. 'We dalkKthere." .

To her relief he was only too ready to accede ¢ostiggestion. He
put his arm about her as they left, and she cdyadidn't look in the

direction of the table where Ransome and Val wétmg. Thank

heaven, she thought to herself, Val had been fatiagpther way.
‘Will you come to my place, Kerin?' Roger asked.

'‘No,' she said. 'Take me home, please. Cara wit gane to bed.'

'‘Okay.' He sounded a little wry, and she wondefégt ithought she
didn't trust him. It wasn't that. But she had teelihg that whatever
they had to say, she would be somehow at a distalyaim Roger's
own home. He could be very persuasive, and shétdi@mt to be
persuaded into anything she might come to regret.

He refused more coffee when they entered the dlad, pulled her
down beside him on the sofa. She started to sage'R--'

But he silenced her with a kiss, parting her lipadrily and pressing
her head against the back of the sofa until she gaand responded
to his passion.

‘That's better,’ he said huskily, when at lastifted his head and
eased his hold a little, shifting so that she lackoagainst his
shoulder. His lips moving against her temple, he, ddow about that
ring, darling? Shall we buy one on Monday?'



She was silent, and he gave a soft little laughsand, "You want a
proper proposal? Kerin, will you marry me?"'

‘It isn't that,' she said. 'l—I just don't know, d&o. You're going a
little too fast for me, | think.'

He moved a little, and cupped his hand beneatletiar turning her
to face him. 'Am 1?' He seemed a little surpriséthve | been
over-confident? | thought from the way you respahtte me—the
way we get on together— that you felt the same My’

'l did—I do—at least, | "think | do."

‘Think!" His hand dropped, and she looked away, puzzldtebpwn
reactions.

'l didn't expect—this --' Kerin tried to explaiAt'least, not so soon.’
‘You're not going to say, "Mr Harris, this is saldan!" are you?'
She smiled. 'No, of course not."'

'‘Because it isn't,' he went on. 'And you knownttisYou must have
known—in fact you just admitted as much— that | yeénning to
marry you.'

'‘Well—yes. | hoped --'
‘Hoped? Oh, darling!

But she evaded his kiss, pushing away from hirea'sd don't, Roger.
I'm just not sure. | need more time.'

He stood up, looking down at her troubled face,dvs chagrined
and a little remote. 'Okay. But don't keep me wagitioo long, will
you? I'm not a boy, Kerin. I'm thirty-seven, angddnt—well, | want



this thing settled. We've known each other oveear yhow. We've
been working together, seeing each other practiealery day. I'd
have thought by now you'd be as sure as | am.'’

Kerin stood, too. 'l thought | was,' she admittexivy. 'Maybe I'm
just panicking a bit now that—that it comes toploent. Marriage is a
big step, Roger.'

‘Yes,' he admitted. 'Particularly for a woman, psose.' He frowned,
trying to be fair. 'l won't be asking you to givp wour career, you
know,"' he said. 'You're too good a journalist featt’ He grinned,
trying to lighten the atmosphere. 'lI'd hate to lpse from my staff!

But I'd hope for children some time. Maybe you cdopért-time for a
while, or do some freelancing from home.'

'‘Between washing nappies and wiping noses?' sleel aglkaint edge
to her teasing tone. 'Do you see me as the mothgyur children,
Roger?'

His mouth tautened a litfleand he said, 'Yes. Yes, | do.'

His hands grasped her shoulders and pulled hantadreceive his
kiss, possessive and forceful. His arms slipped&er body, and he
said huskily, 'Don't panic, darling. We'll both éosome of our
freedom, but it will be worth it, | promise you. Wehave a good
marriage.' He kissed her again, and, wanting tewelhim, Kerin
pressed close and offered her lips willingly to. I88e let his hands
explore her body through the fine material of hexsd, and then he
lifted his head a little and she opened her eyesetohim looking
down at her with a peculiar intentness.

A sudden look of decision came into his eyes, stenclosed hers as
his mouth sought hers, and felt his hands movingsacher back
until they found her zip and began to ease it down.



She stiffened and moved her head a little in a lsmalement of
denial. It had always been enough before, butithis Roger ignored
her rejection, continuing to kiss her with slowlilderate expertise
while the zip slid down with surprising speed, &iwlhands eased the
dress from her shoulders and caressed their batédes.

In that moment she wanted him very much, and shegtit,why no?
Perhaps it would help to resolve her doubts.

He slipped his thumb under the strap of her braeased it out of the
way as his lips trailed across her shoulder. Hislstlark hair brushed
against her cheek, and she turned her head tatagkecalling with
sudden clarity the moment in the restaurant whehdtkebent over
her hand and she had looked up to see Dain Ransatohing them
with his coldly indifferent blue eyes.

Desire suddenly washed away, and she saw, as thbogighhis
watching eyes, herself in Roger's arms, her driggsirg from her
shoulders, her half-closed eyes glazed with sumetadpassion.

The picture seemed very sordid, and instinctively strained against
Roger's hold, the melting willingness suddenly ghiag to frantic
rejection.

Too suddenly for Roger. His hands tightened, bengraimost cruel,
and he muttered against her throat, 'Don't fight sb@p panicking,
darling. I won't hurt you." And therDammit Kerin, | wantyou!'

She cried, 'No!" and wrenched herself away with esonolence,
straightening her dress with shaking fingers astbpped back and
looked at her furiously.

'For God'ssaké' he snapped. 'There's no need to yell. Do you ¥ean
wake Cara?'



'I'm sorry, Roger,' she said. "You'd better go.'

He looked ready to argue, but after a moment sladigand said, "All
right. You're not going to give me an answer tot##gh

'I can't. Please leave it, now.'

He went, not very pleased, and Kerin sighed andegdy for bed.
The evening had been traumatic, and it was diffitmlsleep. She
wished that Roger had waited a little longer, befasking her to
marry him. Which was silly, because as he had saelhad expected
him to do it, he had given her unmistakable hirita/loat was in his
mind. She didn't know what had come over her. Ugisle was a
decisive person, not a bit dithery, even about g decisions. She
had even been sure in her mind, before it all happethat when
Roger did propose she would accept him. If she heid been
planning to do so she would never have encouragadsa far. It
wasn't her first proposal, but scalp-hunting hadendoeen her line,
and if she thought a man was getting serious stlaheays tried to
break off the relationship before he got in toopdgeNith Roger, she
had been serious herself.

So why this sudden, unexpected doubt?

Dain Ransome, came the answer, unbidden, into het. But that
was ridiculous. She had more sense than to lessngaattraction for
a man she didn't even know influence her actions.

Still, she wasn't sorry that the thought of hisdceyes had stopped
what she had allowed Roger to begin tonight. She wdlittle
ashamed of her motives for allowing him to go go Amd she had a
distinct feeling that Roger had made a rather bidebded decision to
try and make her commit herself to him fully.



Their mutual desire had been real enough, but lyndgrnt had been
a mixture of emotions and hopes that seemed somehdittle
unedifying. Roger said he loved her, and she wamstl sure she
loved him, and yet that interlude of passion hadl leas to do with
sharing their love than with his need to make siiteer, and hers to
be sure of herself. Although it had been seen ltlh bbthe m as a
possible way of resolving their problems, they hath, in a way,
been using each other, h.

Roger's manner to her didn't change. He was dtdirmaing and

considerate and he kissed her after their freqoahhgs with the

same sensuous expertise as before. Perhaps sheagasing the

slightly proprietorial air which he seemed to hadepted lately, she
thought, as she packed a small case preparatgagirtg with him to

spend a weekend with his parents. 'No strings,hde told her,

issuing the invitation. 'My parents are the oldsfased sort.’

They lived in Queenstown, a beautiful tourist résbat occupied a
choice position on a series of gentle slopes betwee breathtaking
beauty of Lake Wakatipu and the snowy grandeur ohrage of
mountains appropriately named the Remarkables.

The plane that flew them down wasn't big, but tleather was fine
all the way, and when they arrived the town lookeolwsily pretty,

the exotic trees still holding flame and gold cakof autumn, and
mountains mantled in white in the background. Reg&iother and
father welcomed her warmly, and although nothing waid, their
glances seemed to approve of her in a particupetgonal way, and
she had no doubt that Roger had indicated to tlirenmsght one day
become a member of the family. Their house, ové&rapthe lake

with its surrounding bush-covered hills, was aftggliace, but on the
Sunday she was glad when Roger took her to théedéls for the

day. She was not an expert skier, but competentigihmot to

disgrace him—he was pretty good, himself, and tiy a

thoroughly enjoyable day.



As they drove back to his parents' house she f@lenm accord with
him than she had for a long time, and when he ptubhis hand and
squeezed her fingers in his, she reciprocated \witmatural,
affectionate smile.

They returned to Christchurch early the followingrming, and as he
drove into the city from the airport Roger saidedly, not taking his
eyes from the road, 'I'm still waiting for an ansfrem you, Kerin.'

She almost said yes, there and then, because sheelyas going to,
eventually, and what was the point of keeping hiaitwg? But
something held her back. 'l know,"' she told hirredBe be patient a
little longer, Roger.'

He cast her a wry, curious glance and didn't answer

For something to do, she began to flip throughpghper they had
purchased at the airport, not really reading,glestcing at headlines.
She went right through to the Situations Vacantiiecwis, and Roger
flashed a glance at the page and asked mildlynKiing of leaving
me?'

'‘No, of course not," she said, laughing a littlee $ooked down and
saw a heading in bold typANTARCTICANd below that:

Men and women wanted for next season's Antar@mseSurveyors,
geologists, scientists required. Also radio-operatarpenter, cook
and dog-handler. Applications also invited for tip@sition of
Information Officer, background in journalism or lgic relations
preferred. Apply in the first instance to ...

'‘Kerin? Roger said sharply.

'‘What?'



'l asked if you want to drop by the flat before geeto the office.’
'‘'Oh—no, thanks.'

She closed the paper and folded it carefully. HEarbwas beating
fast, and she felt breathless, with a stirringxafitement.

Antarctica—a frozen continent, an icy wastelandha uttermost
perimeter of the earth. A snowbound, blizzard- gwdypstile
environment where men and a very few women survavrebworked
by the sweat of their brows and the skin of theath, and their own
ingenuity that allowed them to keep, most of theetia step ahead of
the inimical climate.

Antarctica—a place that could make a man give gpcthmforts of
civilisation, the satisfaction and safety of a gsecwareer, the
possibility of a settled home with a wife and famibthile he was
young enough to enjoy them.

And suddenly the restlessness that had plaguedtlertrapped
feeling that had pursued her and almost stifledifiemweekend in the
Harrises' lovely lakeside home, to be dispelledy dw the hours
spent on the white mountainside with its coverifigresp snow, its
free space and pure cold air, crystallised andesteat all at once.

Suddenly she knew exactly and most specificallytvgha wanted.

She wanted to go to Antarctica.



CHAPTER THREE

IT wasn't just as easy as that, of course. She wasigwed, after her
letter of application was received, by the supendent of the
Antarctic Division, and then interviewed again.

The second time another man was present, introdasdeofessor
Prince, who was from the university. The first mtew had centred
on her experience in journalism, but now it seentieely were
interested in another aspect of her application. oAgn the

gualifications (academic) she had listed in therappate section of
her application form, she had put everything shelccdhink of,

hoping to impress. It seemed that she had.

‘You have a degree in psychology?' the superinteraked her.

‘Yes. After | left university | worked in industtipsychology for six
months. Then | went overseas for eighteen monthd,as | was
moving about a lot, had to give up that type ofky@tanning to take
it up later when | returned to this country. Butih was travelling
about | began writing travel articles and other rslmeces for
magazines and newspapers, and found that | enjinggdand was
quite successful. When | came back | took a shorrse in
journalism at a technical college, and I've beanglthat ever since,
first for a suburban newspaper, and nowAdrventuranagazine.'

'‘Miss Paige,' the Professor leaned forward, ‘haeany experience
of living in rough conditions with a small group p¢ople?'

'‘Well—yes,' she said, telling him about the camptimg with four
other people through some of the lesser known pétte world, and
the Pacific yacht cruise.

The Professor leaned back thoughtfully. 'Did youdfithose
situations stressful?' He had penetrating blue,eyesthin face. His



stooped shoulders might have denoted physicatyfr&ilit his mind,
she could see, was as strong as anyone's.

She thought about his question, and said, ‘No. el&re some
strains, of course, in a small group of peoplentivclosely together.
But in both cases we weathered those successfudtiynd it much

more enjoyable than stressful.’

'‘But in both cases the companions were known te-ydley were
personal friends before you went off together asé+—adventures.'

‘Yes. And if | go to the Antarctic, I'll be amontyangers.'

'‘Correct. The circumstances are different. Youisealhat most of
these strangers will be men? Does that appealu®'yo

A dry note had entered his voice, and she lookedimatfrankly,

trying to appraise the purpose of the questionin®a job in the
Antarctic appeals to me," she said slowly. 'Angdatld, whoever my
fellow-workers happened to be.’

The superintendent looked approving, she thougt tlee Professor
turned to him and gave a small nod.

The superintendent cleared his throat, and samdl,gbing to leave
you with the Professor for a while. Would you pkeasmswer his
guestions as fully as you can, Miss Paige.'

She did as he asked to the best of her ability aétied half an hour or
so the superintendent returned and looked quesgbnat the other
man. Receiving a nod, he turned to Kerin and salthnk you for
being patient with us, Miss Paige. The thing is, awe rather a
special proposition to put to you. For some yeBrsfessor Prince
here has been interviewing 'the men—and latelywbaen, who
have wintered over at the Antarctic stations. Hauldkaeally like



some first-hand expert observation, but so far than't been
possible. Even more'—the superintendent looked htdjig
embarrassed—'he would prefer that the men—and wproén
course—are not—reminded that their psychologicaktiens are
being examined.'

'You mean, you don't want them to know?' Kerin dskéuntly,
looking directly at the Professor.

‘My dear young lady --' he said, smiling gentlyolYmust know very
well that when people know they're being obserteeiy behaviour
patterns become subject to changes which wouldcewir otherwise.
You know from your training that that is one of tmest frustrating
obstacles faced by psychological observers tryangptlect accurate
empirical data on the behavioural patterns of tlhwendn race.
Unfortunately we often have to have recourse tertat amount of
subterfuge.'

‘Some of which is downright immoral,' said Kerinke asking one
person to administer electric shocks to another.’

'‘Ah, yes, the famous—or infamous—experiment,' thefd3sor
murmured. '‘But do remember, won't you, the persamsarently
suffering the shock&ereonly faking their pain.’

'l still think it was horrible," Kerin said stubbuy.

‘Yes, well—it taught us some interesting thingsutldmuman nature.
And | don't think that what we're going to ask youdo is immoral.

These people will be told that they are being asgkedke part in a
psychological programme, and will be interviewedhat end of the
year— this is standard practice already, and nohaseobjected so
far. They're scientists themselves, and they urtaleisthe need for
information, data, records. They'll be asked tgpkaeecord of their



own, which at the end will be compared with the adet
observations of a trained observer.'

'I'm hardlythat' Kerin objected.

'Of course you are!' said the Professor. ‘A littisty, perhaps, but I'll
give you a crash course to bring you up to datetalhgou exactly
what it is | want, before you go.'

‘You applied for the job of Information Officer, oburse,' the other
man put in. 'We have other applications, in fagr@at many, and
some of them very highly qualified and very ablege. It's your

psychological qualification that makes you unigdess Paige. If you

agree to help out Professor Prince, the job ofrmé&tion Officer is

yours. There'll be extra pay, of course, in consitien. It's always
useful when one person can do two jobs in the Atiait means we
can send more bodies. The accommodation is limated versatility

and adaptability are always prime considerations.'

He looked at her questioningly and said, "You niaykt it over for a
couple of days, if you like.'

But the choice was quite clear. She either agreatbtboth jobs or
she didn't go. There were better people than hemejng for the post
of Information Officer. It was only because she ldodo the
Professor's observations for him that she was hfieged a place on
the team at all.

I'll take it,' she said.

* k% *

Telling Roger was the hardest part. At first he wsasned, then
furious.



"You might have told me!" he exclaimed, rising froma chair behind
his desk as she stood before him.

‘It might never have happened,' she said. 'Hundségeople apply
for those jobs. There was no point in upsetting ifoulidn't get it.'

‘Upsetting me! Wellyes | suppose you could say lupset\'ne said
sarcastically. 'Good God, girl! I've asked younarry me, you've
kept me dangling for weeks, and now you calmly camend tell me
you're going to the bloody Antarctic for a year!'tlgs why you've
been stalling me off? If yomadn'tgot the job, would you have settlec
for second-best—marriage to me?"

'‘No!" Kerin cried. 'It wasn't like that, Roger.p@lied for the job after
you asked me to marry you, after that weekend ait garents' place,
in fact --'

He laughed bitterly. 'l thought we were so closat theekend," he
said.

'Oh, we were!" she assured him. 'l felt that, too.'

‘Then why?' He flung out a hand in exasperatedalesphis is my
answer, isn't itAsn't it?' he insisted. "You've finally given me ar
answer and it'so.’

‘Yes,' she said quietly, 'l suppose itis.'

'You suppose!' He came round the desk and grippetyhthe. arms,
looking down at her. "You surely don't expect mevsot for you!'

Bravely she met his eyes. 'No,' she said. 'Thaldnitibe fair.’
'‘Well, at least you recognise that!'

'I'm sorry, Roger,' she said inadequately. "Trolys'



‘Are you? It doesn't help, you know.'

Helplessly, she said, 'l know. But what else ceany? | can't even ask
you to understand—I don't really understand it rfydBut it's
something | feel very deeply, Roger —this is sonmgth must do.'

‘You don't love me,' he said flatly.

Hesitantly she said, 'Not enough, obviously. Pledm@t think too
badly of me. | did want it to work out, for us.'&put her hands to his
lapels and looked down, her eyes filling with tedf miss you,
Roger.'

He muttered'Kerin!" and pulled her into his arms, kissing her with
kind of desperate passion.

She kissed him back, and he insisted, "doware for me.' And she
said, 'Yes.'

'l won't let you go,' he said, and kissed her agati she was dizzy
and breathless, breaking away from him with anreffo

'‘But | have to!" she insisted. 'Please don't makarnd for me, Roger.’

'Hard! I'll damn well make it impossible!" he saiquling-her back
into his arms.

But this time she fought him, and in the end hé&astgo, frustrated
rage in his face, in his voice, as he said, 'l tdonterstand you,
Kerin.'

'Please,’ she said tiredly. 'Just leave it, Rddlework out my notice
and then when | come back I'll find another jotm. $orry it had to end
this way.'



She was almost at the door when he said, in ansttavoice, 'It
doesn't have to end.'

She turned and said a little desperately, 'Rogemn't change my
mind. I'm going.’

He looked grim and a trifle flushed. 'All rightatcept that/you're a
very determined girl. Maybe it's something you havevork out of
your system—you've always been drawn to adventureyeu
weren't you wouldn't want to work for this magazihéink you're
still panicking, Kerin, running away from—from meage, |
suppose. You're scared of settling down, of losiogr freedom,
aren't you?'

‘Maybe | am, a bit,' she admitted. 'But that's quayt --'

'‘Okay," he said quickly. 'Look, | felt the same wawut I'm older,
ready to make a go of it. Perhaps I've been toaimpt with you.
You just admitted that you care for me. | still wam buy you that
ring, Kerin. | want you to wear it—and, when your@back, either
hand it back, or add a wedding ring to it.'

'Oh, Roger, thank you!" she said, deeply touchd. it wouldn't be
fair to you!

He strode over to take her hands. 'lt's what | waetsaid. 'You've
been full of doubts. | have a feeling when you cdraek you'll have
sorted out just what you do feel for me, one waytle other. We
won't make any announcements, but I'd like yougoMearing my
ring, and | promise | won't hold you to it if you-ecide against me.'
He bent and gently kissed her lips. 'Please—ddadhisie.'

The ring Roger bought her was a large diamond édriky smaller
emerald chips. When Kerin protested at the sizbe&tones, Roger
grinned and said, 'l want all those guys at the Roknow that you're



booked—at least, until you get home,' he added wittouch of

anxiety. That hint of unsureness was unlike hisaliswavity and
self-confidence, and she smiled back at him andhed his hand
briefly and didn't argue any more. She knew he c@iford the

slightly ostentatious ring, and if that was whatwees determined to
give her, she would accept it to please him. Shrewaking hard at
pleasing him these days, well aware that it wasabee she felt
guilty—quilty about her uncertainty, her leavingrhiand allowing

him to talk her into wearing the symbol of an irded marriage that
might never take place.

It wasn't until she was trying on her Antarctic getring a hilarious
session in the flat with Cara, that she realiseddize of the ring
defeated Roger's avowed purpose. It was decidetdtprafortable
and very nearly impossible to wear under the reguidwo pairs of
gloves or gloves and mittens. She would be wedhiagh most of the
time, she gathered, and the ring would have to dfe dehind
whenever she ventured outside the base buildings.

Anyway, she decided, as she grinned back at Canauésed by the
sight of her muffled up in layers of clothing stagtwith cream wool
long johns and long-sleeved top, a down jacket amatching
.trousers over them, topped finally by a windprpafka and baggy
windproof trousers, and her canvas-and-rubber nkskisorn over
two pairs of heavy woollen socks, a balaclava dwar head and
snow-goggles over eyes, dressed like this she wedlyhlikely to
awake lust in any man. They would scarcely eveavibare that she
was a woman!

‘Actually," she said, 'they told us that in summeu don't need to
wear everything all at once, unless there's a wind.

‘Summer?' Cara repeated sceptically.



‘All the way from November to March, and the tengpere
sometimes rises above freezing point.'

‘Sometimes!'Cara raised her eyes heavenwards, then watcl
thoughtfully as Kerin stripped off her cumbersonsalg ‘Why are
you doing it?' she asked seriously. 'Roger's jiv&mgyou that super
ring, and now you're off to literally the ends bétearth.’

'It's difficult to explain,' Kerin confessed.
'‘But Roger understands?"

Kerin glanced up briefly from folding her parka asald, 'No. No, he
doesn't understand, Cara. But he asked me to wieaimng, all the
same.’'

‘You're a very lucky girl, Kerin.' Cara's voice ska little, and Kerin
looked up to find the other girl's face faintly shed and a little
indignant. She was angry for Roger's sake, anchikenildn't blame
her. On . impulse, she bent and kissed her friasisk.

'l know that,' she said gently. 'l know | don't ee® him, Cara.’'

Packing her gear was the last task in the longga®of preparation.
There had been health checks, which she had b&ewegkto pass
with flying colours, injections, and purchases take. Some gear
was provided by the department, but a lot had tbdught specially.

She had been kept busy, too, by Professor Prigpesal sessions
with her, and then there had been the week-longntaiion and

training course where she had the chance to meettkler members
of the party. Some of them were 'summer people' wbold leave

before the continent became shut off in the Antaxinter while the

hard core 'wintered over.'



There was some surprise that the Information QOfficas to be one of
the winter team; it wasn't usual. But the officetbry was the
department had commissioned her to write a booky Tvere going
to be the first team at a new station, and the rtieyeat wanted a full
official record in readable form which would be reaa/ailable to the
public.

There was one other woman in the party, a biologisse Carson
was in her thirties, a little overweight and chabyfaware that in her

padded clothing she looked even more clownish thamest of them,

for she stood only five feet two in her boots. Kefiound her good

fun, and the men, too, seemed a friendly crowd.&ofithem made

no secret of the fact that they were going to ehaying the women

along, although she noticed that some of the 'alddk’ seemed a
trifle put out.

There were lectures on Antarctic geology and egglagd first aid,
safety and survival, and practical training in @regAntarctic tents
and negotiating snowfields, on the slopes of MdRuapehu, one of
the North Island's popular ski centres. Insteadstafying at the
'‘Chateau’—the large tourist hotel that graced topes of the
mountain— they were billeted at the nearby Waiamay camp. On
a high, barren plateau swept by winds from the rtenos, it was a
cold, bleak place, approximating the conditiong/tbeuld expect in
the Antarctic.

Their leader was a big, bluff ex-army man called Boyes, with a
friendly manner that combined humour and benigrharity. He

would be in charge of twenty New Zealanders arnddii Americans
and carry the official title of Commander, Hillaigtation. The
Americans they would meet at the station itselftedmational

co-operation was a big thing in Antarctica, and tihe nations had
successfully run a joint station at Hallett for mayears. The new
station was a rather bigger venture, smaller themttBase, New



Zealand's main Antarctic station, but bigger thay af the others. In
many ways it was innovative.

When the day of embarkation finally arrived Kerioke early with
an immediate fluttering of excitement in her stomakhe adventure
was about to begin.

Cara came into her room, carrying a bulky parétdre,' she said. 'l
bought you something.'

'‘Oh, Cara! Thank you.'

She sat on the bed and opened it, shaking outeyfldined stretch
nylon ski-suit—figure-hugging red pants and a ja¢&ematch.

'l know you have to wear those ghastly padded #hinfgen it gets
really cold," Cara told her. 'But | saw this anbdked so smart—and
it is quite warm, see?' She touched the soft lininghdught you

might like to wear it in the plane. It's very smarhuch nicer than
those awful baggy things.'

‘Those awful baggy things', Kerin knew, had beesigited that way
to keep in body heat, but she was touched by tharmil she donned
the suit over her long undies and a natural waskjg before Roger
called to take her to the airport.

Cara came along too, and she kissed them both gepdipeck on
the cheek and a hug for Cara, and a quick kisshenntouth for

Roger—but he caught her close and kissed her tgbhlpwntil she

broke away, pink-cheeked and avoiding his eyesa @Gas carefully
looking another way, but there were one or tworeggeed glances
from a couple of men she had met at Waiouru. Tdlething made it
obvious who they were, and she couldn't help wandeaf Roger

was staking his claim deliberately.



The formalities were tedious and time-consumingj #rere was
some good-natured grumbling among some memberseopdrty,
but at last the cumbersome Hercules lifted off gy were on their
way.

'l say, that's very glamorous!" Rose Carson toldalseshe undid her
seat belt beside Kerin, and ran a slightly doub¢fgé over the red
Suit.

‘But impractical,' Kerin smiled. 'It was a gift,cahdidn't want to hurt
the person who gave it to me by not wearing it. yo& looking
forward to Hillary?'

Rose grimaced. 'l was, but it seems I'm not heéatdtiere now. I've
been transferred to Scott Base.'

'Really? Why?'

The other woman shrugged. 'Ours not to reason whg,'said with
humorous resignation. 'That's what the powersitdalecided. | don't
mind too much. It's still the Antarctic, after all.

Kerin agreed, and looked about the plane, pickutgamiliar faces.

'Only a few of our lot—your lot, | should say, on this flight," Rose
commented.

‘Yes, | don't recognise many of these people,'lsarth. 'l know Bill
and some of the others were to go with the firghflafter the winter.
Bill said they'd be leaving about the beginningoatober.'

In front of them, a man she vaguely recognisedéalisound to speak
to them. 'Excuse me --' he said. 'Hallo, Rose—Kerin

They returned the greeting, and he said, 'Heard meation Bill.
Didn't you know what's happened?'



'What?' Rose asked.

The man grinned. 'It's funny, really. Bill's be&mnaugh the Vietnam
war, climbed mountains when he had nothing beteata, tracked
across the Antarctic and once went down a crevassejot hauled
out without a scratch. Then a couple of weeks Ieclwvalked down
his own back steps in the dark, tripped over he$ &d broke a leg.'

'l don't suppose he's laughing,’ Rose said a titilg.

'‘Guess not,' their informant admitted. 'By the wany, name's Les
Howard, in case you've forgotten.’

The man clicked into place in Kerin's brain, and stcalled that he
was one of those who had spent a season in thecfintalready. He
was to winter over this time.

‘You're a surveyor, aren't you?' she asked.

‘That's right." He smiled. It was a nice smile,annice, craggy,
comfortable-looking face. 'Do you know we kiwis lkeanapped more
than ninety thousand square miles of the Antard¢taf to finish the
job.’

‘Alone?' Kerin laughed.

'If necessary. Seriously, though, there's a long toayo, but there's
something about being a part of something that Yau know, I'll

probably be long dead and gone by the time thesftfithe job, but it
gives me satisfaction just to know that | did myadirbit.'

Rose said, 'If Bill's out of action, who's goingaéfie over as leader at
Hillary?'

'One of the best,' said Les with satisfaction. 'S8oetkon he's a bit of
a martinet, but I think that's only because he w&tand for slacking



or carelessness, and I'm all for a bit of discgplmyself, when people
get careless in the Antarctic. Carelessness costs, [down on the
ice, and it's just as well to have a leader whesdbdet anyone forget
it. We'll be all right with him.'

'What's his name?' Kerin asked, quite unawareebtmbshell that
was about to explode about her ears.

And Les said casually, 'Ever heard of Dain Ransbme?



CHAPTER FOUR

HouRs later, looking down at the first distant, brokeatghes of
white that littered the South Polar Sea far bel&etin wondered
why she hadn't been more surprised.

Dain Ransome was supposed to have been in Amsheahought.

There had been no suggestion that he was to sp&Etikdest summer

on the ice so soon. And yet after the first shotlemvshe heard his
name, she had experienced only a feeling of ineniia

With luck, he might even have forgotten her. Anérevf he hadn't,
surely a man of his reputation and experience wasbtg to let a
single tactless remark affect his attitude to drt@@people under his
command. He had snubbed her thoroughly once, anddwb he

think that was punishment enough? Even if he didgaise her, she
would count on his being willing to wipe clean thlate and start
afresh. According to Les, he was to be both sumamel winter

leader, not handing over as some did after six h®nA grudge

couldn't last a year.

They landed at Williams Field near Scott Base, Esebmoking
gently in the distance, were welcomed and then leghdnto
sno-tracks for a bumpy ride to the long line of-flaofed huts linked
by half-round corrugated iron passageways. Julsbmt of the base
the blunt-nosed machine lurched across a presglge-in the ice
with a sickening lunge, and finally came to resisel to the ramp at
the base entrance.

The sun was shining and it was like a balmy wiatday. In the base
itself they doffed the parkas they had put on leefanding and were
shepherded over the slippery duck- boards »f aredveay to the
Insulated warmth of the mess, where they enjoyeeél&ious and
hearty meal.



Then Kerin and Les and five others said goodby&dse and their
other travelling companions and climbed on boawtlzar Hercules,
this time equipped with skis for the journey to titeer side of the
Ross Ice Shelf. The shelf, a thick layer of iceerowg the sea, was in
area about the same size as France, five hunddeiventy thousand
square kilometres, only a small corner of a vasttinent. But in
adverse weather they would be cut off completaynftheir nearest
'neighbours' and thrown entirely on their own reses.

For a time they could see the broken coast withaebergs, floating
white islands drifting lazily out to sea againdtyirwater. Les leaned
across from where he sat beside Kerin and pointedlack,
slug-shaped objects lying on the white snow neamtater and said,
'Seals.’

She watched the white landscape below in fascimageeing vast
tracts of virgin snow, and sometimes unexpectetep®, no sign of
movement, of life.

Then they were landing, and she put on her parkaagulling up
the fur-lined hood, donned her gloves and mittert fallowed Les
from the plane, keeping herself behind his considlerbulk.

At a little distance she could see the buildingsjlar to the ones at
Scott, and with a plethora of odd masts and wixésneling into the
air from the roofs of some of the huts. A couplesnb-tracks and
some sleds stood nearby, and there was even aalog adding what
she thought of as a touch of authenticity to thdafatic scene.
Several men were about, and stores were alreadhg hailoaded
from the plane and piled on some of the sleds.

Then a tall figure with a clipboard in a mitteneandd approached
them, and somehow the group from the plane arrarigell into a
single line, Kerin standing between Les and anoth@&n, her heart
beating hard and almost painfully in her chest.



He pushed back the hood of his parka and fair, ladittle longer than
when she had last seen it, glinted in the sun. Hes still
clean-shaven, although some of the men about weréirsg stubbly
growth on their chins. He gave them all a tightlsmhis eyes
skimming briefly over them, and said, 'I'm Dain Bame. Perhaps
you'll give me your names as | get to you.'

He held out his hand to the first man in line, velaad, 'Jude Lawson,
Commander. Geo-chronologist.’

'‘Not your first stint, is it? Glad to have you witk, Lawson.'

He had a word for lan Mackintosh, radio enginead &ebastian
Wright, a young biologist who admitted with a gtm being an
Antarctic greenhorn, and an encouraging smile femi»t Davies, a
geologist who said something about being honouoeddrk with

Ransome.

Then he came to Les Howard, and clapped him orstibelder as
they shook hands. 'Les! Good to see you. How'selaér And the
boys?'

'‘Great, thanks. You should have come over to seehes you were
back in New Zealand.'

'It was a rush this time, Les. After this stint,ya.'
'I'll hold you to that.'

Then he turned to Kerin, who had been standing \uéh face
shadowed by the fur hood, her gloved hand fidoVridp its edges.
The blue eyes registered blank shock as she lliedhead and
dropped her hand, and the hood fell back from kaek dair. His hand
dropped and she didn't dare offer hers. Then higimmoved, but it
was more a snarl than a smile. He said, 'Are ydoviing me?' very



softly, then he stepped past her and held outdmsl o the last man
in the line.

'‘Guy Halsey—field assistant,’ the young man saithat means
dogsbody about here,’” Ransome said pleasantlpp@ lyou're not
afraid of work, Halsey.'

‘No; sir.'

Cold eyes swept over Kerin who stood quivering wiige, and

passed on to Les. He handed the clipboard to tiex atan and said,
'You know the ropes, Les. Would you tick off thosames for me,
and check the baggage off? And if you'—his eyespsweer the

group— 'would all collect your baggage as it's adked, and let Les
know when you've got the lot, you can hitch a ndehe next vehicle
heading back to base. Then, if you wait with yoag®in the mess
hall, someone will show you all your rooms."

Les went off and the blue eyes turned back agairKeoin.
'‘Miss—Paige?'

'Yes.'

'‘When you have your bags and get to the basakédd see you in
my office. Anyone at the station will tell you wieeto find it.'

He turned away before she had a chance to replgtaodl off to one
of the sno-tracks, which had a sled hitched onrgkthiat was almost
full already. A few minutes later the machine tadkfor the station

buildings, its caterpillar tyres making wide tradhghe snow.

Guy Halsey, a tall young man with unruly dark rend a thin, bony
face, said, 'I'm going to see if | can hitch a ndéh the dog team.
Think it's possible?’



‘The boss-man said the next vehicle that leavesjhkshrugged. ‘A
dog-sled's vehicle, isn't it?'

They both rode it in the end, after introducingntiselves to Nat
Mitchell, who handled the team with expert handsl a&trange
commands as the dogs pulled with lolling tonguesb rarsted breath
over the snow.

It wasn't a fast ride, but the novelty of it monan made up for that.
Kerin would have loved it, if it hadn't been foettump of trepidation
that seemed to have lodged somewhere in her throat.

As they removed their baggage outside the statioldibgs, she
asked the dog-handler where to find Dain Ransoaoff¢®. Might as
well get it over with, she was thinking as she dacdhper things in the
large room where some of the others were alreadlyngaand went
out into one of the covered ways, careful to ckhsetwo huge metal
doors behind her, and repeat the process in rewdrse she entered
the building housing Dain Ransome's office. Eachding had its
own ante-chamber which acted like a submarineckrto keep the
living quarters insulated from the cold. The hasdiere difficult to
use with gloves and were wrapped about with barglagd tape. It
puzzled her until she recalled being warned ndbtwh any metal
with bare hands in sub-zero temperatures, as ildvsiick to the
skin. Unwary fingers on a frozen metal door-hamdight end with
all the skin ripped off.

She hung her parka on a hook in the ante-roomantifthe door she
had been told to look for. It was warm here, angl shzipped her
jacket before knocking on the painted wood.

'‘Come in,' Dain Ransome called, and she took a teeath and
opened the door. This one had an ordinary rounddlaarand
although it felt cold to her ungloved hand, theesswo danger where
the heating system was operating.



It was a small office, with metal shelves on thveadls filled with
books and files, two filing cabinets under a snuduble-glazed
window, and a large desk in one corner, againstiwbain Ransome
was leaning. He wore a dark, close-fitting jerdegt emphasised his
blond good looks, and his windproof cotton trousbesl been
replaced by a pair of well-worn jeans that clungwtell-muscled
thighs and long legs.

'‘Miss Paige,' he said, glancing at her and then dowarpaper he held
in his hand. 'Kevin Paige?"

‘Kerin,' she corrected him automatically. It was a commastake
that she was accustomed to people making, thetgesfdtaving an
unusual name.

He suddenly straightened up and thrust towardghegoaper he held,
so that she had to take it from his hand. 'Thatsulhat this says,' he
said tersely.

She looked down at the page and saw it was heddGE, KEVIN
DALE: JOURNALIST—INFORMATION OFFICER. Beneath it
was listed her date of birth and her qualificatidodowed by a brief
summary of the information she had supplied abetgdif for the job
application.

She looked up and said levelly, 'A typing errorh#tppens all the
time.'

'‘Not to me, it doesn't,’ he said grimly. "The thisgMiss Paige, |
never guessed you were a female.' He twitched @perpout of her
fingers again and looked down at it with apparesguast. 'Kevin
Dale Paige,' he read out, and then flicked the ipafik fingers as he
listed, 'Journalist onAdventure magazine; experience—crewing
round Pacific, travel across Libya, Tunisia, AlgeriMorocco,
worked around Europe, odd jobs, including farmwodad in



England, ticket-collecting, driving hire-cars andrking in a holiday
camp. Returned home overland by jeep, through Iré
Afghanistan—and the rest. Interests—scuba diviaghting, skiing,
books and people.'

He threw the paper down on the desk, and she 'Said,know, the
days are gone when we women sat at home with attimknwhile
you men did all the interesting things, Mr Ransome.

'‘Obviously. But the day has not yet come, Miss @anhen | have to
accept a woman on my team.'

'‘What?'Whatever she had expected, it had not been ttheugh the
signs, she realised had been there for anyoneatb re

'l said, I'm not having a woman on my team,' he told herin
rock-hard voice. Then his tone changed a littlen 8orry about the
mistake, but when that plane turns round you're@do be on it,
Miss Paige. Maybe they can find something for yduSaott,
otherwise there's still time to fly you home——

‘Mistake!" she interrupted him furiously. 'The omhystake is yours,
Mr Ransome. I'm not flying home—and I'm not goiragk to Scott
Base, either.’

'l happen to be the station commander, in caseesitaped your
notice,' he said coldly. '‘And | say you're going!

'It's obviously escapeglour notice,' she said witheringly, ‘that we
happen to be living in the twentieth century, evesre in your
so-called man's world. You've buried yourself uph® neck in your
precious snow and ice too lom@pmmandérThere happens to be a
Human Rights Act in New Zealand, and it appliestlie Ross
Dependency like other New Zealand laws. It outlavgsrimination



against women in employment among other things,Rdnsome.
You can't refuse to have me on the grounds of my se

'‘Can't?" His head shifted a little, his strong chiting, his eyes
narrowed.

'‘Can't, Mr Ransome.’

He looked down at her and suddenly laughed jesrjngk eyes

passing over her slim figure in the clinging reasaand the creamy
jersey under the unzipped jacket. 'If necessdrjobls you over my
shoulder and put you on that plane bodily," he had

Physically, of course, he was quite capable d¥iu do,' she said,
‘and I'll add assault to the other charges I'lbbeging against you.'

'‘Bring what charges you like,' he shrugged. 'hibw&er them when |
get back to New Zealand—after the winter. At ldddbe rid of you
while we get on with what we have to do.’

But she wasn't beaten yet, by a long chalk. W&k said, trying to
sound confident, 'at least that gives me plentynaé.

‘To prepare your case?'

‘To make sureyou never work in the Antarctic again,’ she sai
deliberately.

It was only a second before he said with soft d&risYou'd be
lucky!'

But she had seen the quick wariness in his eyegdék adopted a
look of calculated disbelief, and pressed her athgm It was hitting
below the belt, but she was desperately-disappbinte this was the
only way she knew to make him back down. '‘Not Iycslye said with
determined calm. 'Clever. I'm a journalist, rememb&now how to



use the media. While you're stuck down here witteouhance of
defending yourself, I'll have every journalist lretcountry howling
for your blood. They don't like injustice, and thieye a chance to
crusade. And I'll give it to them. I'll write my p®nal story of how
the male chauvinist Commander Ransome wouldn't ha/en his

team on the grounds that | was a woman, I'll gd@énl'll go to the

Human Rights Commission, and I'll *release a psegement when |
do it. I'll make such an issue of it they'll probalecall you before
winter. The department will have been so embarcasseall the

adverse publicity they won't ever dare hire youirmg@overnment
departments have to set an example, you see. Witerthey won't
touch you with a bargepole. Human rights are aisemsssue right
now.'

He listened with a stony face, but she knew shege#ig through.
He might not be sure whether she could do whattsleatened, but
she didn't think he would take the risk. She kndvatithe Antarctic
meant to him, and that was her trump card.

When he spoke he wasn't exactly arguing, but hisstipn was
hostile. 'And what strings did the clever littlelygpull to get this job?"

Angry colour stinging her cheeks, she snapped,éNon

He raised a sceptical eyebrow and she said, tlyargdarnedest to
control her anger, 'l applied for the job and I ot

'‘Don't give me that!" he said impatiently. 'Infotioa Officer is a

cushy job, and there are always plenty of takeksiow the kind of

people that usually get it, and you're not in ttlass. You have a
couple of years of experience and a modicum of etemze, you
work for a mediocre little magazine as a secone-ratck-writer.

You've not only got a plum job at the newest depart showplace,
you're supposed to winter over as well—though | ieho'ti count on

that, if | were you !"



Good heavenghe thoughtiHaven't they told him8he was sure Bill
had been told about her special role on the teana &®rt of
undercover psychologist. But it seemed his replagrhadn't been
informed of that.

'Have you—have you read all that they sent you tlpee?' she
demanded.

He looked at her suspiciously. 'Yes. Is there shingtelse | should
know?'

'It isn't up to me to tell you,' she said primlyelly she was sure it
wasn't, but thasecond-rate hack-writehad stung, and she suppose
they would tell him sooner or later. Let him findtdor himself.

‘Tell me what?'
'l just said, it's not up to me --'

He looked as though he wished there was a racktburabscrew
handy, but Kerin looked back at him fearlessly, &edsaid after a
moment, "There'd better be a good reason for that.'

He sounded just about as threatening as he loaketl,she said,
wishing she felt less intimidated than she didefEhis.’

His lip curled sarcastically and he said, 'Doriltrtes you're from the
S.I.S!

She almost laughed at that, because it was fantasbugh to be
funny, but his expression didn't encourage lauglsiee asked, really
quite curious, 'What would you do—if Wwas from Security

Intelligence?’

His eyes narrowed, and he said softly, 'I'd haweowt of here so fast
you wouldn't have time to know you'd gone. | wdrd@ve my people



spied on, and there wouldn't be any question theutait's being
because you're a woman.'

'I'm not," she said—and quickly added, 'a spy, &ameToo quickly
for him to laugh, and she wondered if he had imegjithe brief
gleam of humour in his eyes. '

She wondered what he would think when he foundauatt shevas
here for. Perhaps he wouldn't think it was veryedédnt from spying.
Her heart sank. Maybe the longer he remained inldink, the better.

'‘No,' he said, 'they wouldn't do that. The Antarcdithe one place on
earth where nations work together in an atmospbersutual trust
and co-operation. It's unique, and our governmentlien't be stupid
enough to jeopardise that.'

He stopped and looked at her with speculation. ldayou have an
influential daddy," he suggested. "Your fathertigme Minister or
something, is he?'

‘My father's dead!' she flashed.

'Sorry.' He didn't sound as though he was. 'Wellthese days of
women's liberation, as you've just been remindireg maybe it's

Mummy who has the influence,' he said mockingly.gérhaps --' his

eyes appraised her with insulting deliberation, é&raps someone in
the department just couldn't resist a pretty face.'

Her fingers curled into a fist, but hitting him wdwo no good. She
said, 'l don't have to stay and listen to you itisgime, Mr Ransome.
I'll go and get someone to show me my room.’

She turned to the door, but she hadn't even redchndtie handle
when a hard hand gripped her with bruising forcd amned her,



slamming her back against the door in the samet,swriital
movement.

'You'll go when | say so!' he said between gritessth.

She looked up into a face that had paled with ¢oathrage, and
realised how close he was. So close that his thmgshed hers, she
could see the tensed muscle of his jaw, the leofgths lashes as his
eyes blazed a warning at her.

A warning—and something else. A sudden, unexpeateareness
that matched her own, taking him by surprise jgst aad her.

She didn't dare move, standing pinned againstdbeith his other
hand on the panels beside her face, trapping hieat&Ver happened
now was up to him. They were a man and a womanbatidof them
were thoroughly and completely conscious of it. THmowledge
hummed between them like an electrical currenty béthem aware
of the danger that it represented.

Dain Ransome said, 'You won't get any quarter from. No
concessions to your womanhood. Are you sure you teastay?'

Her answer was husky, but steady, her eyes st#itingp his. 'Yes.
And | won't ask for any concessions.'

His hand left the door and he slowly moved badeasng her arm.
'You'd better get back to the mess,' he said.

Before you do something we'll both regrshe finished for him,
mentally. Well, at least the shock had been mutblaé opened the
door as he took the few steps across the roomtbduk desk.

Then she turned and said, 'Just one question, ksdtae.'



He looked up, and the anger was still in his e)fe=s?"

'Did you ask for Rose Carson to be left at ScoieBa taken off your
team?"'

Cynically he said, "You must know the answer tat thiae, Miss
Pankhurst-from-the-media. No comment.'

Kerin was almost out the door before he said, plehgou have some
decent Antarctic clothing. That outfit could getuym trouble—in
more than one sense.'

Making her way back to the mess, she supposed lshddshave

explained the ski-suit, but at the time she wadedaup to do so. Let
him think what he liked. She was under no obligatio explain

herself to him.

The others had all come in from the plane and w&aeding about
surrounded by their baggage and drinking cups otde or cocoa.
Les got her a cup of cocoa from a table in onealaden with a
variety of do-it-yourself ingredients for hot analat drinks and some
cans of beer and soft drinks.

'It's important to drink plenty here," he told Helumidity is very low,
and you need to guard against dehydration.’

Guy Halsey joined them, a glass of beer in his hakré you friends
with the boss?' he asked Kerin.

‘Hardly,' she said, and caught a sharp look from Le

Guy said, 'Just wondered—I suppose he wanted tg@aedecause
you're the only woman in the party. Special accontation, eh?'



'l doubt it,'-she said. 'The commander doesn'tebeliin special
treatment. Neither do |. He wanted to see me bechwss a bit of a
surprise. According to the dossier they sent hing, mme was
Kevin.'

Enlightenment suddenly dawned on Les's rugged fand, Guy
threw back his head and laughed.

Kerin sipped her cocoa and looked at Les. He ha#tedbwith Dain
Ransome before, she remembered. 'Why doesn'thediknen, Les?'
she asked.

The man looked uncomfortable. 'Oh, | wouldn't sématt he

mumbled, and Kerin remembered the friendly engsiigiter Theresa
and the boys—Les's wife and family, presumably. Afad, being

whisked off with Ransome to his hotel. No, one datilsay he didn't
like women, she supposed. He just had archaic vedvesit their

proper place in the scheme of things.

Somebody else called Les's attention, and Guy tealter, 'By the
way, what was that Ransome said to you at the plarswunded like
something about following him.'

Kerin managed a smile. 'Nothing," she said. 'Jysitea'

Only it wasn't a joke, and no one was laughing ré&lmad been a sting
in that bit of wit, the deliberate repetition oettvords she had spoker
to him when they first met.

Of course he couldn't really imagine she had coere because of
him—could he? He must have known she could havde®that she
was likely to find him back in the Antarctic alrgad



And yet hehad thought that was why she had come here, for tt
moment at least, when he had first seen her. Avgetfew minutes of
sexual tension in his office could have reinforteat impression.

One thing was certain—she must never again letHaue the least
inkling that he could affect her that way. The sgyth and suddenness
of her physical reaction to his closeness had takety surprise, but
forewarned was forearmed. Now she knew what coaighléan, it was
just a matter of avoidance and control. Avoid trepand control her
emotions.

Since he didn't like her any more than she did befirst, within the
limits of the circumstances, should be relativeisye As for her
emotions, she had had some experience of sexuattadh before,
but she had never let her feelings overcome hed gemse. Dain
Ransome was an unexpected problem, but not annmasuntable
one.



CHAPTER FIVE

KERIN awoke to the sudden shrilling of an alarm clockh8me she
had never needed one, but here it was a necdssiid been strange
going to bed in broad daylight, and even pulling thark-lined
curtain across the tiny window had not entirelytteld out the
intrusive midnight sun.

A reedy shout sounded from the outside, and orteeohuskies was
barking in the distance. The only other sound Wwaddint hum of the
generator that supplied power for the station. iKeéad been lodged
in what she was told was the guest suite, two rowitistwo bunks
each, one of which she had chosen for her own,aabdthroom
which at the moment she had all to herself. Luxaggommodation
for this part of the world, but she didn't supptiseas because Dain
Ransome had relented on his promise of no concesdite probably
regarded this as segregating his men from her oonging
influence, rather than catering to her need forgmy.

She winced with shock as her bare feet found the filThe heat that
warmed the rooms came from a convector systemenditing, and
the chill from the frozen ground below still affedtthe floor. She
was glad she had taken the advice given her bgriheing, bearded
young man who had volunteered to show her to lemnyrdo sleep in
the top bunk.

There was hot water in the little bathroom, but wfas careful to be
sparing with it, knowing that water was a precioasamodity.

She dressed in her long underwear, a pair of greeh trousers and
one of her raw wool jerseys, and fleecy sheepséoid) then pulled
on her parka before making her way through the nofzmiildings

separated by their covered corrugated iron passagewEach
‘cold-porch’ held a different clutter of equipmetpending on the
building, but every one held one essential item-+readxtinguisher.



Fire was the greatest potential disaster in theasstt, the reason for
the careful separation of the buildings, and fairtlbeing sited at
right angles to the prevailing wind.

She reached the mess and stepped into its welcowangth. A
delicious aroma wafted across the room as sheosa @t a table
with Guy and the young biologist, Sebastian Wright.

A burly figure with a friendly grin across a broadnned face got up
from another table and joined them, greeting themth wan
unmistakable American accent. 'Eddie Priest,’ tredluced himself.
'l fly one of them choppers out there,' he expldjnerking a thumb
towards the outside. Kerin remembered seeing twlohedicopters
parked outside the base buildings. "You guys athfKiwiland?'

They said yes, but he was obviously more interegte&erin's
answer than in the two men's. 'Which part you froh# asked,
leaning across the table a little.

'‘Christchurch.’

'Yeah? Good ole Cheechee. Great place, Christchgrelat beer,
great broa --' He stopped himself abruptly and éob&o embarrassed
that Kerin took pity on him.

'Which part of the states are you from?' she asked.

New York State, he told her, obviously relieved] anoceeded with
little encouragement to expound on the beautiés witil the arrival
of breakfast. There was fruit juice, porridge, oatkel and bacon and
toast with marmalade or jam, followed by tea orfeef Kerin had
everything except the porridge, concentrating @nfttod, although
she was aware that she was attracting curiousegdnam around the
room. Aware, too, that Dain Ransome was sitting &ble not far
away with Les and two other men.



At the end of the meal he stood up, rapped onssdta attention and
welcomed the new arrivals from yesterday. Appayethiy were the
last batch, and the station's complement was nowpkzie. He told
them to spend the day familiarising themselves witteir
surroundings, setting up their equipment and ggtttnknow their
fellow- Antarcticans.

'I'm sure | don't need to remind you,' he said,gy®ss sweeping the
room and coming to rest momentarily on Kerin, toanterfere with
the work other people are doing. The carpentergaiticular, are
busy men. The base isn't yet completed. If anyoaf gthers have
time to spare, they can probably give you a jolgbanin nails. No
union demarcation exists here!'

That got a small laugh, and he added, 'And a spe&eianing for the
new chums among you. Don't go wandering away frbenlhase
without letting someone know exactly where youoeng, and listen
to the advice of the old hands. Andverleave the base alone unde
any circumstances. On the ice a partner is estentia

'‘One more thing—if anyone has a problem or a gbpag it to me.
It's my job to sort them out. Okay—thank you.'

Kerin didn't have any equipment except a couplearheras and
some related gadgets. What she needed to do wastdnformation

about the base, since it was her job to informtatisiwho arrived
during the season as to what was happening indbke, las well as
collating and writing up information for the outsidvorld on the
Antarctic programme.

Deciding it would help if she had a guide, she $aigddie, 'Do you
have a helicopter to fly this morning?'

'‘Nope. Want me to show you round?’



She smiled. "You're quick on the uptake, Eddie.eSgou've got
time?’

'No problem. Better put on your mukluks, thoughdAyioves.'

They started with the inside, though, with thelk&a right next to the
mess. It was decidedly warm, dominated by the hliggel burning
stove. The cook turned out to be an army-trained, mad Kerin

learned that the omelette she had just eaten leadrbade with dried
egg. On the cold-porch, she looked askance atpe tefrigerator in
one corner, and Eddie grinned and said, 'That dtogpdood from

freezing.' She looked sceptical, and he said, Ompsheart, lady. I'm
not putting you on, honest.'

They visited the communications room, where lan kitgosh, the
radio engineer, was in his element among a maswiplicated
knobs, switches and lights, and the wonderfullyiigoed darkrooms,
and then on to the laboratories.

Eddie edged in front of her and eased his shoalgainst the door as
he went to open it for her, but he didn't have pehof hiding the
almost life-sized poster of a nude blonde girl #xdbrned the door.

He shrugged sheepishly, and she said, 'It's &it,riEddie. I'm getting
used to them." There had been pin-ups in the nae$sw in the
corridors, even one calendar girl in about the ovdyl space left by
the mass of equipment in the radio room, thoughrerarthem had
been quite as blatant as this.

‘The thing is,’ Eddie said earnestly, 'men on thawn, you

know—well, they like to remember that thexee girls in the world.

It's kind of a compensation, you know? Well, | gui@® one knew
you were coming, Kerin.'



‘That's all right. | wouldn't want the men to feedeH-
conscious—because of me.’

‘That's all right, then. You're okay, Kerin. As atbter of fact,’ he
dropped his voice as he opened the door and lgptds= him, 'l get
suspicious when | see a place here with no girthenvall—it means
the scientist is a—well, you know!"

Kerin bit her lip on a grin and went in to admihe taboratory: Two
bearded young men conferring over a rock sampleksher hand
and welcomed her to the base, and seemed onlydasqul to explain
the functions of the equipment they used.

They had a quick look at the small sick bay andioadoom, passed
by the men's ablution block and their sleeping delsi where open
doors showed a few family snapshots on the walts atot more

nude pin-ups, from some of which Kerin hastily aedier eyes, and
then went through the generator room and the machiepair shop
before venturing outside.

The sun was shining, but a brisk breeze made Kgad she had
donned her windproof baggy trousers over the gnest slacks. The
cold was intense, although some of the carpenteoswere putting
the finishing touches to the prefabricated buildimgere working in
plaid shirts with | their sleeves rolled up.

There wasn't much to see about the base exceptthielicopters,
some wide-tracked machines and the cache of fuehém, and the
big incinerators that had been built to cope witk tubbish, and
storage sheds. The snow round about was dirty aming to
unpleasant slush, and in places gritty volcanic aim& showed
through a thinning cover. But beyond the baseisdipe sheet of soft
white spread across the ice towards the sea, ahd other direction,
past the pressure ridges that formed where thpusked against the



hidden land, the mountains in the distance brokeutyh, their
rugged peaks blue, the hollows between filled witkkets of snow.

'Would you like to visit the huskies?' Eddie asked.
''d love to!

‘Well, we'll have to have permission for that. Sedhey reckon it's
bad for them to have too many visitors. Nat Mitthebw, he's the
man to see.’

But the dog-handler seemed to be elusive. No omkesean him
about. They approached a group of men who werewiigyg one of

the buildings to the ground, and Kerin was surpris®e recognise
Dain Ransome, with a mallet in his hand, drivirggsspikes into the
frozen earth.

He glanced up and seeing Eddie, handed him a pfes&e cable.

'Here,' he said. 'Get that secured, will you?' laéked a little further
away to pick up another long spike, and Eddie, wasly the cable,
asked, 'Have you seen Mitch?'

‘Down with the dogs. Why?'

'l was going to take Kerin down to see them.'
‘You're needed here.’

Eddie shrugged. 'Sorry, Kerin.'

‘That's okay.' Dain Ransome had his back to hesitiponing the
spike. 'Can | help?' she asked.

He glanced up, mallet in hand. 'This isn't a job—foyou,' he said
briefly.



Holding her temper, she reminded him, "You saidetlseno union
demarcation here.'

He grasped the spike in a hard fist and tappetehd of it smartly.
Kerin persisted, 'l drive a mean nail.'

He glanced up at her and her heart thumped, just.OBecause
unbelievably, there was a hint of grudging lauglividhe ice-blue of
his eyes. He stopped what he was doing - and rkaiked at her,
taking in the fur-lined hood pushed back from afaare of make-up,
the hair pulled back and tied neatly at her nape, $ensible
windproof trousers and clumsy mukluks. The maNatirsg gently at
his side, and he said, 'There's a man putting ajva$ in the mess.
Maybe he could use a lady nail-driver.'

She turned smartly and went back to the mess witderse of
triumph.

She didn't drive too many nails, but the man whe warking in the

mess, erecting bookshelves right along one wadingel pleased to
have someone to hold pieces of timber and pasafitpieces when
he needed them. When she asked him, 'Will | do aarpenter's
apprentice?' he said, 'You'll do. I'll shout yodrank on the strength
of it.'

He opened a door beside a pass-through with ar rdibsure that
Kerin had assumed was the bar, looked back at litdeaoubtfully,
and said, 'Just hang on a minute.'

She waited, wondering, and then the screen roftesihal Fergus was
saying, 'What'll you have, Kerin?'

She asked for gin and lime, and surveyed the afdpottles with
some awe. It was undeniably a well-stocked bamg#sepoured her



drink and helped himself to a small whisky, leanamgelbow on the
bar to drink it. His shirt buttons strained, ane Saw a corner of
white paper briefly protruding. Idly she ran heesgylong the bare
wall above the bar. Presumably she had just besedhe sight of
another example of erotic art.

He rinsed their glasses at the small sink and thesed up the hatch
again. 'Officially, the bar doesn't open until aftee evening meal,’
he explained. 'But Dain's a reasonable man abatitstirt of thing.
He doesn't come the heavy unless someone abusiksgas.'

"You've worked with him before?' Kerin asked.

'‘Once. Not the chummy sort, exactly, but a good mamtight spot,
and not the sort to stand by cracking the whip eveNeryone else
does the donkey-work, either. We'll make out witin.h

Lunch was sausages and mashed potatoes followedctyes
dripping with butter and two choices of jam. Kedecided death
from starvation was unlikely these days in the Agtte. But of

course, it wasn't starvation so much as scurvigdatb the appalling
conditions, that had plagued Robert Falcon Scatt las party on
their epic journey to the Pole. Captain Cook hadvkm back in the
eighteenth century that fresh fruit would preveoarsy, but that
wasn't available to Scott, and the vital discoverat it was the
vitamin C content that was the preventative age# yet to be made.

After lunch she went back to helping her new partaed even got to
drive a few nails herself, proving that she waseqaompetent at it,
too. She couldn't help hoping that Fergus might jusppen to
mention that some time, when he was talking to BRRansome.



They cleared up the mess when two other men cane set the

tables again, and after another hearty meal Keaoh d drink with

Fergus and Les, watching with secret amusemersutised looks
passed at the empty space above the rows of b@thesfancied her
presence might be a little inhibiting to certain tbe gentlemen
present, and went off to her room to take out loetgble typewriter
and type up some of the notes she had taken dilvenday. Not that
there were many. She had contented herself mairly general

Impressions during the morning, and kept her naiklsnd pencil

unobtrusively out of sight most of the time, wagtho give the men
time to get used to her presence. Some people foatebooks or
tape-recorders intimidating. Kerin had a recorfet,felt she should
be cautious about its use.

She was surprised when she heard footsteps in dssageway
outside her room, and even more so when a pereynipamd tapped
on her door.

Expecting to see Eddie or perhaps Guy, she clutahdlde edge of
the door with slight shock when she saw the tgurfe of Dain
Ransome standing there instead.

His light eyes went past her to the paper in hpewyriter. "You're
working?' he asked, almost too politely, for him.

'Yes,' she said, obscurely pleased that he haalnght her reading a
book, although heaven knew it was well past workiogrs. 'But it
can wait. Did you want me?'

His mouth moved in a way that should have madenites but the
way his eyes flicked over her made it more of aster sneer. She
was thankful she didn't blush easily.

He asked, 'Do you still want to see those dogs?'



'Yes.'
'I'll take you,' he said.

For a moment she was so surprised she could ookydack at him
blankly.

‘Well?' he said impatiently. "You don't need torg@ Just put on a
few more clothes.’

‘Yes,' she said. 'Thank you. | won't be long.'

‘There's no hurry," he drawled as he leaned ag#iestioor-jamb,
looking away from her down the passageway, while Bhastily
pulled on the cumbersome windproof gear. ‘It wad)etgetting dark
for six months or so.’

She laughed, a soft, vibrant sound in her thraattritade him turn his
head suddenly and look at her.

Her fingers fumbled with the zip of her parka, amel suddenly
stepped into the room, making it seem very smaltl ®ok over,
clipping in the fastening and pulling it up to fuéin.

‘Thank you," she said steadily, and he stepped, l&oing in an
impersonal voice, 'Ready?'

'Yes, thank you."'

‘You're very polite all of a sudden,' he observedckingly as they
moved into the passageway and he reached forwanpleio the first
of the metal doors.

‘You'revery considerate all of a sudden,' Kerin retorted.



'My mother brought me up to open doors for ladies said, and beat
her to the next one as her fingers were aboubseabver the handle.

'‘Don't you regard that as a concession?' she astegahing out into
the crisp coldness of the outside air.

'l regard it as a habit,' he returned. 'One tiattd to break.'

‘Habits of mind are hard to break, too,' she szhéerfully watching
her feet, because she wasn't yet used to the clbostg, and the
melting snow made the ground hazardous to walkhéf slipped it
would be a choice between falling ignominiously has feet or
grabbing at him to save her. She didn't fancy eidfternative.

He hadn't responded to her last remark, and sde'Same of them
are just prejudice, when you get down to it.'

'‘Leave it, Kerin,"' he said quite gently, and beeahis casual use of
her name for the first time had given her an unetgqekjolt, she did.

They were walking on cleaner snow now, hard-packadi slippery
on the surface. They had to negotiate one of tesspire ridges that
from a distance resembled frozen ocean breakeis,abclose
guarters seemed more like a strewn pile of hugélimeks. Dain
Ransome didn't offer to help her, but she couldseekeeping a
sharp eye on her as they climbed over.

Then they were on the flat surface of the ice slaelfl could see the
dog lines. A bulky figure in a bright yellow parikeaved at them, and
Dain Ransome lifted a hand in acknowledgemenald Mitch you
were coming,' he said. 'He's ready to answer quresti

Nat Mitchell was a stocky high-country shepherarkd@®yed and
with a respectable growth of curly black beard. kasdclasp almost
crushed Kerin's fingers even through the thick entt they both



wore, and a broad grin parted | the beard as ke $amet Kerin
yesterday, Dain.'

She counted eleven dogs, spaced apart on thedinéshe turned to
Nat and asked, 'Is it true that they have to be k@art because
they're so prone to fighting?'

'‘Nope. That used to be what happened, but our ésiske tied so
they can talk to the neighbours if they want touMion't put them
next to a dog they don't get along with. They dasa@ bit, in some
circumstances, but like most dogs, their temperardepends a lot
on how you treat them. The Arctic dogs' reputafmmsavagery was
literally a case of giving a dog a bad name. Att&te dogs are given
the freedom of the base after a run, and they'vernabused the
privilege. They get on just fine with people.'

'‘Could | pat one?' Kerin asked, longing to getftéhed of the shaggy,
soft-looking fur.

The dog-handler cast a quick look at Dain Ransami®, returned
one that she couldn't read, then Mitch said, 'Swrth a nonchalance
that she felt hid something else. 'Come and megtdOk," he invited,
and stopped in front of the | nearest dog, whittedia black muzzle
in a sandy-gold face and made small, welcomingasoi§&so ahead.’

He was grinning, and Kerin sensed some kind of. ttapit all-right
to take off my glove?' she asked, stalling. Buytweuldn't be stupid
enough to let her get bitten. Even Dain Ransomdadmiwgo that far.

‘Sure,' said Mitch, still grinning.

Suspiciously, she looked at Dain Ransome agairtheuilandness of
his expression gave her no help, and she stripffdteomitten and
glove from her right hand and let the dog snifftiten stroked the
beautiful head, as he nuzzled at her parka, hraguLtail waving.



'Oh, you lovely fellow!" she said, laughing and mgpidown on her
knee, then drawing back as a cold nose nudged feekc She
straightened up and said, 'He's as gentle as d Bmmuch for the
savage husky!

‘And now you can pat the rest of them,' said Dand$®me.

It sounded like an order, and she looked at himoasly. Nat

Mitchell laughed outright and said, 'That's theeruerin. You pet
one, you pet them all. One fault of the husky ssj@alousy. Making a
favourite of one is asking for trouble. It mighttrize until the next
time out in the traces, but they'll vent their rdsgent on him
eventually. Then you'd see how savage tteybe. That's why we
don't encourage people to visit the dogs at randbroan cause
trouble.'

Kerin shrugged, laughing. So they had been havsrgall joke at her
expense, but it wasn't a cruel one, and she didnd. She duly went
all the way down the line and was introduced to dbgs in turn,
making sure they all got equal treatment, and vdienwas finished,
Dain Ransome said, 'Put your gloves on.’

She said, '"You bet!" cheerfully but with fervouechuse her hand felt
frozen, but just as she was fumbling with her gldweeshot out a hand
and grabbed her wrist, saying, 'Let me see!’

The tips of two fingers were showing white, andshél, 'Why didn't
you say you were that cold?' and unzipping his parka, pdsher
hand inside it, under the warmth of the woollerrtsbovering his
hard chest. Apparently acclimatised, he wore nolleoandershirt.

She stood quietly, feeling the beat of his heatlemier palm, and the
warm palm of his mitten covering her hand underclothes.Forget
about old wives' tales such as putting snow ortliite they had said



at the survival courséThe best cure is body warmth—your own ¢
your partner's.’

He would have done the same thing for Nat or anthefmen, she
told herself firmly—only they wouldn't have feltahwvay she did,
small tingles of awareness sensitising her skith@asvarmth against
her hand seemed to enter it and spread througleoundaly.

Her fingers were tingling too, quite painfully, askle said, her voice
quite steady, 'l think it's all right now, thankuwb

‘Hurting?'
‘Yes.'

'‘Good.' He stayed there a moment longer and thérlwew her hand,
still held in his, and looked at it. 'Put your gésvon,' he repeated.
'‘We'd better get back.'

Nat said casually, 'Okay?'

'Fine," said Kerin, turning to him with relief. 'Miyst taste of the kiss
of the Antarctic.'

‘Kiss or kill," Dain Ransome said almost absernit\s. all one to her.'

Mitch looked a bit puzzled as he fell into stepideshem. But Kerin
knew exactly what he meant.

When they got back to the base, Dain said, '‘Comevefll have a
drink in the mess.'

They left their windproofs in the porch and walkatb a pleasantly
warm fug of cigarette smoke and the sound of marstctalk. Several



of the men looked up and smiled at Kerin and assgiped her drink
at a table with the two men, Mitch with his elboars the table and
Dain Ransome leaning casually back, tipping hisrclshe felt a

warm glow of belonging. Even the ice-blue of DaianRome's eyes
seemed to have thawed a little. Tonight he had bepagite human.

Encouraged, she began asking him about the bata|sdef its
purpose, design and construction. He replied veitly kolerance and
eventually asked, 'Can you remember all this?"

'Most of it,' she said. 'l do have a tape-recorttenigh.

Would you object if | used it some time to intewigou— as base
commander?'

'‘No. Would you like to see the original plans andtiuctions for
setting up the station?' he asked. 'They're in fingeo

'‘Could 1? That would be great.'

He finished his drink and said, 'Come on thennglag at her empty
glass. 'Unless you want another?"

She shook her head and got up. They picked upwhedproofs but
didn't put them on for the trek through the buitgirto his office. He
hung both lots of clothing up outside and ushermedit She had to
admit his mother had trained him well. Fervent surgy of women's
rights though she was, she couldn't help feelimague regret that
they seemed to spell the end of old-fashioned esurtA pitythat
sort of virtue seemed to go with male chauvinisrthefworst kind.

'Sit down while | find it," he said, turning to lb@long the shelves.

She didn't like to appropriate the chair, perchomgthe edge of the
desk instead, and looking about the businesslike lioom, noting



the complete absence of any personal note. Apam fner own
guarters it must be about the only room that dila¥e either a
wife-and- family photo or a pin-up. She wonderedats bedroom
was like.

He had turned, a file in his hand, and was watcheg
‘Looking for something?' he asked.

'‘Pin-ups,’ she said. 'l suppose you keep yourstin gwn room." And
she supposed she shouldn't have said that, buhtekypeen almost
friends, these last couple of hours. And friendd@dsay these things.

An unreadable gleam had entered his eyes. He 'aion't require
that kind of stimulus.’

She wasn't sure what he meant by that, but regafioidie's solemn
theory, she smiled irresistibly. Obviouslythat wasn't Dain
Ransome's reason. If anyone was, he was all man.

‘Something funny?' he enquired.

Her eyes full of laughter, she looked up at hinhastepped closer.
‘Just a theory of Eddie's,' she said lightly.

He stopped only a foot away. The gleam in his éybsintensified,
and with dismay she saw that it held anger and gontejust as
devastating and even more frightening. 'l knowaddbut Eddie's
theories!" he snapped, and threw the file on todimsk beside her.
Then his hands closed on her shoulders and hedjdri&e off her
perch and into his arms.

For a few seconds she was plain terrified, regydtim with all her
strength. He simply tightened his hold until it thuand his mouth
bruised hers. Even through the thickness of heejeshe felt the grip



of his hands, the warmth of the body that presssalfiruthlessly
against the length of hers.

With a choked, protesting sound in her throat, ghee up the
unequal fight and prepared to endure the punishm®&md then
suddenly it wasn't punishment any longer. Dair Iséld her tightly,
but his hands on her back were caressing, notuhuatid his mouth
began a sensuous coaxing movement on hers thataiisachade her
relax against him and obediently open her lipslum sent her
spinning into an other-world of mindless, breatklssnsation.

Time spun away between them, and she wanted thédckendure for
ever, but he slowly broke it off, bringing her baokearth, and then
moved away, still holding her shoulders, his thuroéiessing them
as she dropped her head, afraid to let. him seéwadmin her eyes.

Then his hands dropped, and he said, mockery wolge that set her
guivering, 'Maybe that will set your mind at resigarding Eddie's
theories.'

He moved, and she instinctively flinched, but h&/ gncked up the
file and thrust it into her hands. 'Bring that badken you've finished
with it," he said impersonally.

Kerin risked one look at his face as her fingerssetl on the
cardboard cover. It seemed expressionless, exaeatslightly ironic
look in his eyes that she couldn't bear.

Trying to match it, she said, 'Thanks. I'm suré fihd this
instructive—too,"' and left the room with her heaghh



CHAPTER SIX

KERIN spent the following morning reading that file anghking

notes. Every now and then the words blurred adaled her mind
wandering and reverting to those few incredibleutes when Dain
Ransome, the man of ice, had suddenly become atowbsuman.

But it hadn't been the result of genuine feelingst ja calculated
punishment for what he apparently saw as her daoihgugh at his
expense.

Beast!she thought, and forced herself to concentrate@words she
was trying to read.

She handed the file back to him at lunch, becalbseal&in't want to
go to his office again. She thanked him coollyuneing his slightly
mocking glance with a calculatedly indifferent aféher own.

She went and sat with Sebastian Wright and andtioéwgist, who
were talking about a penguin rookery they hopestudy. Sebastian
had unruly fair hair that hung in curls over hisefloead, and had
apparently decided to follow the prevailing fashafrthe Antarctic
and grow a beard. His chin was covered with adiold stubble. The
other man, an earlier arrival, already sported ahaunch of downy
growth.

Kerin listened with interest to their conversatibey back to Dain's
table, but half-way through the meal discoverecdsé&émwondering
why two men with such similar colouring’ as DaindaBebastian
should look so utterly different, and comparingisrcool stare with
the eager light in Sebastian's blue eyes. The distlovould be easily
ten years younger, but she didn't think it was #enaf age alone.

A chair scraped back, and without looking round lslnew that Dain
had left the room. Immediately some tension with@r unwound,



and she was able to laugh naturally at some jokasiian made, and
relax with the men over their coffee.

Later she put film into her camera and wandereditatnatside, taking
pictures of the views and the activity about theeba

There was no wind, and most of the men worked lgsedd and with
shirtsleeves rolled up, in balmy sunlight, but ahgve the shade fell
from the buildings one was immediately conscioust tithe
temperature hovered about freezing point.

Among a group of men heaving up a prefabricated Kexin caught
a glimpse of fair hair glinting in the sun, a datlid shirt covering
broad shoulders, and narrow hips in blue jeanstilahe turned
away, but a moment later he must have spottedaner called her
name.

Reluctantly she turned and he strode over to heryes flicking to
the camera and then back to her face.

'‘Busy?' he asked.

‘Just taking some preliminary snaps,' she saidchitay the end of
the first stage of a new station.'

'‘When you've finished,' he said, 'there's a jobyoght do.'
‘Now,' she said, 'if you like.'

A faint smile on his lips, he remarked, 'Willingea't you?' and she
didn't know if he meant that to have a double magni

'l aim to please, Commander,' she told him calmgll aware that
she was here under sufferance.



The smile hardened as he said, 'I'm sure you til.eyes swept over
her unfastened parka over a shapeless thick jarskirer green wool
pants as though he had no trouble visualising wi@et underneath
them. He wasn't going to let her forget her sex.

Then he said, 'We have some boxes of books to goime of those
shelves you helped Fergus with yesterday. I'veogetof the men to
put them in the mess room. Think you could sorttloait and put
them out on the shelves?'

'l suppose so. Any particular order?’

He shrugged. 'Whatever seems best to you. It saamiable job for
an Information Officer.'

Kerin supposed it was, and wondered if he hadscke# to prove he
hadn't asked her simply because she was a womato dredspared
the heavier tasks. But he had said she wasn't pectxspecial
treatment.

She didn't know if it had been a concession tooget of the men to
bring in the boxes, but when she saw them she laastigat he had.
She would have managed somehow, but the boxesheang/ and
she didn't relish the thought of having to carmmh

There was quite a library, including books aboet Amtarctic itself,
some best-sellers, a few classics, biographiess soaft books, some
others on a wide variety of subjects, and a seleadf paperbacks
which seemed to be mainly of the blood-and-blondety.

Kerin sorted them roughly into categories and ayeainthem neatly
on the new shelves. She had brought a few booksg dlerself, and
she supposed most of the men would have soméMbiothese, and
a general sharing among themselves, they shoutdm'tshort of
reading matter for some time.



She didn't see Ransome again until the evening.n&e had

changed into a pair of jeans herself, beginninfg& acclimatised,

and teamed them with a light wool jersey that geskimmed her

figure instead of enveloping it. At the last minstee put on Roger's
ring.

A few of the men cast her appreciative glances taidie hailed..her
with a cheerful grin and a soft whistle. Eddie wbbhve any ardent
Women's Libber tearing her hair with rage, Kerin m® doubt, but
he was harmless and didn't mean anything by it.

She got a tray of food and found Dain at her eld&w.with me,' he
said. 'l want to talk to you.'

She supposed that was an order, so she shruggeacenmehpanied
him to a corner table which they had to themselves.

She put her plate on the table, sat down and ldt&dife and fork,
facing Dain across the gay plastic flowers primbadthe tablecloth,
and said, 'Well?'

He lifted expressionless eyes from her left hartisad, 'Eat first.'

She did, quite well, less from hunger than fronetedmnination not to
let him think he could affect her healthy appetitewas steak and
vegetables with a delicious rich gravy, followed dyple pie and
tinned cream, and Dain did full justice to it, too.

Over their coffee, against a subdued buzz of tedknfthe other
tables, he said, 'Scott Base sent a bag of mail@véhe plane with
your lot, that got dropped off there weeks ago, smmiehow missed
the last run out of Hillary. I've just got roundreading it. There was
a letter from the Superintendent, Antarctic Divistemostly about
you.'



Kerin cradled her coffee cup in her two hands aadeéd up into an
impersonal blue gaze.

'So,' she said carefully, 'now you know.'
‘Yes, now | know. You are a spy after all.'

Her soft lips firmed and she put down the cup withdrinking from
it. She kept her voice low, but it shook a littlgwanger. "That isn't
fair!’

He picked up his own cup and drank from it, thgplaeed it- in its
saucer before he replied. Surprisingly, he saigllg 'Okay, maybe
it wasn't. You're a "psychological observer", thés.there much
difference?’

'Of course there's a difference! Professor Prinemtsythe men's
reactions reported, but naturally he doesn't waarntto know they're
being observed because their behaviour wouldr'taberal, then. It
wouldn't give a typical picture at all.’

‘A typical picture is what he wants?'
‘Yes, of course.’

'‘But if the men knew you were reporting on theiaatoons to the
environment, that would be introducing an alientda¢hat might
distort the results of the study, right?’

‘Yes, exactly." She looked up at him almost eagdidy .was a
scientist, he understood. She could understand ihisal
reaction—she hadn't liked the idea a bit, hersglfirst.

But he was studying her with faint derision in green eyes, in the
slight curve of his mouth. 'Good God!" he exclaimégithe man out
of his cotton-picking mind?'



Kerin blinked and said coldly, 'He has a mind tt@ild probably run
tings around yours," although that wasn't truenB@ansome was no
fool, and in his own field was at least as welpeded as Professor
Prince in his.

'l've no doubt,' Dain rejoined. 'But he knows daalirabout men in
the Antarctic.'

'He's been studying them for years!

'‘Well, he hasn't learned much!'

'He knows there are gaps in the data. That's whyamts me to help.’
You!'

'l happen to be a trained psychologist,' she ingafrhim with cold
calm. 'Didn't the letter say that?'

But he brushed that aside with a short, derisargha'Whatyouare,'

he said with deliberation, 'is an alien factor. Qmmman in a bunch of
men. What the Professor should have realised tsytha presence
will screw up his precious data more thoroughlynthea daily

announcement that our every move is being psychysethby an

appointed board of experts.’

‘That's ridiculous!

'Is it? Already three men who were growing beagetshaved them
off. 'The theory is women don't go for beards. Aiigh there was
some difference of opinion. One or two are convihtteat a bit of

facial adornment turns a woman on. Someone eveayestef asking
you, but they got shy. They don't feel they know yeell enough,

yet.'



‘You're making this up,' she said stubbornly. Hel lrer eyes with
his, long enough to show her he didn't like thelicgion that he was
lying. Then he said flaty, 'No.'

‘Well, when they do know me," she said defiantlyey'll know it
doesn't matter. I'll be just one of the team, keryone else.’'

‘Just one of the boys?' he said ironically. ‘Nait.yo

'‘Why not me?' she demanded. 'I'm not the first wonma the
Antarctic, by a long chalk. Some of the men musehaorked with
women here before --'

‘They didn't look like you.'

For a minute she floundered, taken by surprisen'Bhe said, 'If that
was meant to be a compliment --'

‘It wasn't.'
‘Then | won't thank you for it!

Dain raised an eyebrow and inclined his blond heaatravesty of
politeness, and she wanted to hit him.

‘Anyway,"' she went on, trying to recollect hernraf thought, 'most
of them must have worked with women at some tirtie. ot so
different here --' He interrupted there with a dp@risive crack of
laughter, and she went on, simmering with contamagg, 'And it's
your own fault I'm the only woman heréoustopped Rose Carson
from coming!

'l didn't say so,' he reminded her.

No, he wouldn't. He was too clever to give her dmigsion that she
might use against him.



‘You didn't need to,' she retorted. 'l know howrymind works!'

He was laughing at her again, but silently thisetirfiReally? That
must be interesting!'

'‘No, it isn't!" she said smatrtly. 'It's so prediudé’
'‘Well, that's one thing that couldn't be said ofi+veor any woman.'

Scornfully she said, 'How you do generalise! Remdike that arise
from sheer prejudice.’

'‘Or experience.’

She didn't want to get into a discussion of hiseeigmce of women.
He certainly had some, if that kiss had been angtto go by. Apart
from the initial violence, his technique had beeslimigh faultless.

Unknowingly, her gaze had slipped to his firmly lpted mouth, and
to cover her thoughts she saidpudon't wear a beard."'

'‘No. Perhaps | should have told them that you adeqtiire a beard to
turn you on.'

Too late, Kerin realised she had left herself wogen for that. Dain
Ransome didn't fight fair.

Before she could think of an adequate comebaclkbleesagain, his
voice sounding quite impersonal, as though theyewscussing the
weather. 'ls the ring a keep-off-the-grass sign?'-

Flatly, she said, 'lt's an engagement ring."'

After a moment's silence, he said, 'You weren'trimgat last night.'



Did that mean he wouldn't have kissed her it slugden? Somehow
she doubted it would have made a scrap of differenc

'It doesn't go under gloves,' she explained.
'You weren't wearing it last time | saw you, either

‘Last time?' He had hardly glanced at her thattnighd shown no
sign of recognising her at all.

‘At that restaurant in Christchurch. You saw me,5aid calmly.

‘That was the night Roger asked me to marry himasn't taking
much notice of anyone else.’

‘Naturally." She couldn't read the expression srfdte.

'Right there in the restaurant, actually,’ she tofd, driven by some
obscure instinctWhile you watched, and | hardly even heard hir
she remembered, with sudden shock.

'‘By candlelight,’ Dain drawled. 'How romantic!" Hface hadn't
changed, but there was a deep spark in his eyelethkad like anger.

‘Yes, it was,' Kerin agreed, a little breathlesx;ause that deep ange
rather frightened her, although she would have dagter than admit
it.

'So Roger's the lucky man. The poor trusting fassh't know you,
does he?'

Fury brought her to her feet, pushing back herrohdh such force
that it rocked. Blindly she turned away from thbléaand made for
the door, catching a brief glimpse of surprise andosity on the
faces of the men at the next table. She glanced laac she
manipulated the heavy door-handle and saw Dainsgitihg where



she had left him, his hand gently holding his cefteip, his face a
cold, indifferent mask.

Through the cold passageways between the buildsigshardly felt
the chill, anger driving her feet at speed along wket boards, and
generating warmth of its own.

She hurried into her own room and slammed the delind her, then
stood against it, hugging her arms about her wshie called Dain
Ransome a few choice names under her breath. Siid have liked
to go out for a long, long walk, but she didn'tifidee company, and
there wasn't anywhere she could go alone.

Well, she could work, and maybe forget him and diffensive
remarks in that.

She got out some paper and rolled it into the typgew and made

three mistakes in the first line. She ripped ot plaper, screwed it
savagely into a tight ball, and threw it into arear of the room.

Which was silly, of course. There was a minute elaasket under the
table where the typewriter stood, and sooner er site would have
to pick up the ball of paper and dispose of it gibp

Well—Ilater, then. She took another piece of papersid a carbon
and copy sheet under it, and typed a line verylglow

Five minutes later the door opened, and she turdnech the
typewriter as Dain Ransome came in and shut itrokihim.

'‘Don't you ever knock?' she demanded furiouslytjrgeto her feet.
'l did last night," he reminded her. 'Not this time

'l might have been --'



'‘Undressed?’ he asked mockingly. ‘Hardly. You \bargging away at
that machine so hard you wouldn't have heard mevayny

‘Do you usually barge into people's rooms uninvited
'‘Only yours. | didn't think you'd invite me.’
‘You're damn right | wouldn't! And you can just '’

'‘Shut up!l'll say what | came to say and then I'll go. Rgou ever do
that to me again, Kerin.'

'‘What?'
'l said,don'tyou walk out on me in a paddy again. | won't hiave

Furious, she took a deep breath and asked in anghatice, 'Is that
an order, Commander?'

'If that's what you want to call it. I'm responsgilbbr the morale of this
station, and that won't be enhanced by the sighhefinformation
Officer scrapping with me in public.’

'I might remind you, Commander, | wasn't "scrappim@g you call it.
| walked out because if | stayed another minuteould have been
tempted to throw my cup at you. And that would Iseladve given the
men something to think about!

'And me?' She was sure that twitch at his mouthdedilbe a smile.
‘Andyou!

'I'd advise you not to try it," he said quietlyt Bhe wasn't deceived by
the tone. He meant he could rip her apart if sled tr

'Is that a threat?' she asked defiantly.



‘That's advice. And you'd better take it.'
'I might—if you'll take some from me.'
His eyes narrowed a little, and he said, 'That dépe

'If | were you," she said, 'lI'd refrain from makimgulting remarks,
unless you're prepared for some retaliation.’

'‘Point taken,' he said after a moment. 'But doqueet an apology for
what | said.'

'Why did you say it?' she demanded. 'Because ot-+right?’

'How did you guess?' he mocked her. Kerin bit lger'ls it any use
reminding you that you didn't give me much choicif® asked in a
low voice. 'At first, perhaps,' he acknowledgedit'dou didn't put up
much of a fight.'

She supposed she hadn't, really. There had conm@na ywhen it
seemed silly to resist, mostly because she dieaflyrwant to.

'You'd better go,' she said coldly. 'In a minuteli®e me, I'm no
more anxious for your company than you are for min
Unfortunately, unless you change your mind withne nhext few
days, we're stuck with each other. I'll make a &mrgvith you. You
don't cause trouble among the men, and I'll dbadh to make your
job easy.'

‘You're paranoid!" she exclaimed, staring. 'I'm mgkno promises
and no bargains, Mr Ransome. I'll do my job, withadthout your
gracious help. And I'll do it well!"

His cold eyes glittered at her. 'Just so long assfk to your job,' he
said. 'And save the rest for Roger.'



Kerin was so angry she felt herself shaking witlamd clenched her
fingers to stop the trembling. '"You are the mogemdive man I've
ever met!' she told him. "You did say you were gdin

'So | did.' But he stayed looking at her flushedefand furiously
bright eyes a few moments longer, seeming to fiedrt amusing.

‘You'd like to hit me, wouldn't you?' he said spftl
Even her voice shook with the rage that consumedVery much!'
‘Then I'll give you an excuse," he said, suddetdp@ng closer.

He took her completely by surprise, cupping henchia hard hand
while his mouth descended on hers in a brief, blytiontemptuous
kiss.

Her hand flew up as he lifted his head, but he pvapared for it, of
course, catching her wrist, and then the other iore painfully tight

grasp, his mouth parting in a wolfish grin as heclvad her impotent
efforts to free herself.

It wasn't doing any good, and she stopped and stadcand angry,
her eyes blazing hatred into his.

'‘Well, you really tried that time,' he taunted hH&oger would have
been proud of you.'

Kerin didn't answer him, her breath coming hard fasd, her head
thrown back defiantly, every muscle straining agaihat implacable
hold on her wrists. He was hurting her, but sheld@tuwhimper, she
wouldn't beg. Not to him.

Then quite suddenly he let her go, and she steppeki to put her
hands behind her and clutch at the support ofablet



His glance flickered over her, and his mouth seetodighten. Then
he turned away and at last left the room, clodmegdoor quite gently
behind him.



CHAPTER SEVEN

THE spring drew on, and life settled into somethingerabling a

routine. The population at the base was depletdieldsparties were

flown into the mountains of Marie Byrd Land for degical studies

of the exposed rock at their peaks, and three neart with the dog

team across the ice shelf to set up a small weatia¢ion. Other

parties were ferried from the base by helicopteheky and returned
to its home comforts in time for dinner.

The days, of course, were regulated strictly bydloek, for as the
season progressed, the sun simply wheeled aroenubtizon, then
settled into a steady glow day and night, and dwars#sunrise came
together, casting an eerie glow of midnight blud anilliant gold
across the snow.

Nobody worked strictly regular hours, but some sbdaily routine
of sleep and work and leisure was maintained, bmtithe sake of
mental and physical health and for the maintenaotework

schedules and general management of the station.

Kerin took her turn as a 'house mouse' like allrties, cleaning the
mess and setting tables, washing dishes and helpengook. The
men vetoed her cleaning their ablutions block, ¢ipueaving her
responsible for her own small bathroom.

She went out on the water collection run, learriiog to drive the
motorised toboggan that the men called a 'tin de@pposed to the
huskies which were labelled 'shaggy dogs'. The miatethe base
was melted from big blocks of ice cut from the grae ridges, and
transported back to the big ice-melter at the lbase sled behind the
'tin dog'.As much as it was possible in a small ahabse-living
community, Kerin kept out of Dain's way, and whenhad to speak
to her he did so with cool, authoritative courtesy.



He stopped by her table at breakfast one mornimgsaid, ‘We're
having visitors for a couple of days—four Americaenators. Think
you could show them about?"

‘Yes. When do they arrive?'
‘Tomorrow. We'd better both meet the plane. Abent t believe.’

One of the Senators turned out to be a woman, tamMaich, Kerin
noted sourly, Dain took in his stride. Not only tthae gave the
Senator a smile of considerable charm and madeskargot the front
seat in the sno-cat that transported them to tke.ldde carried the
woman's bags himself to the room beside Kerin's gane her
another of his incredible smiles before assuringlhat Kerin would
look after her.

Kerin did, of course, finding it perfectly easy bese Belle Yates
was friendly and energetic and very willing to begsed. She had a
pleasantly pretty face and a slightly plump figurad would have
been about fiftyish. 'A bit old to be tramping raouthe Antarctic, |
guess,' she said frankly. 'But what the hell, yoly bve once, and the
chance was there, so | took it. Of course, we'tg murists, really,
not like you young folks—you and that nice Mr Ramso

She ate at Dain's table that night, and it turnetdto be almost a
party. There was champagne and the cook had opgnsaime of the
luxury goods usually kept for later in the seasanhonour of the
guests. Oysters and asparagus spears figured aretihg and the ice
cream that followed the carpet-bag steaks was desmbrvith rounds
of kiwi-fruit that sent the visitors into raptures.

Belle sat at Dain's right hand, and Kerin, at ttieepend of the table,
watched him being almost gallant to the older womaith

increasing irritation. Once he looked across amnhdoher looking at
him, and raised an eyebrow enquiringly. Kerin tarreevay and



bestowed a brilliant smile on the middle-aged ceagman at her
side, who was asking if she had been to the Pole.

'‘No, | haven't,' she said regretfully. 'l may det thance if I'm lucky,
but lots of people who work in the Antarctic neder get to see the
actual South Pole itself.’

'Hey, now! That's a shame,’ the Senator said.

'‘Oh, it doesn't matter,’ Kerin smiled. 'Gettingsthar is quite
something.'

'l guess you're right," he agreed, but later whertdbles were cleared
and they were sitting about in the comfort of theehairs and sofas
grouped at one end of the room, she was sittirgetwveen him and
Belle, and he leaned across her and said earnestly other woman,
'Did you know that some people actually workingeheever get to
the South Pole? Kerin here tells me she might havgo home
without even seeing it.'

'Why, what a shame!" exclaimed Belle, echoing helfeague's

words. 'Now me, | wouldn't go home without seeitigThat's our

next stop, you know, dear, after we leave Hill8iye Pole, and then
back to McMurdo Sound, and home. Well, it's shout,it's been the
trip of a lifetime.

She was sure it was, Kerin was saying, when Eddestrcame up
looking a little diffident, asking for a word witBenator Yates.

'‘Some of us was wondering, ma'am,' he said ultoétepy, 'if you
would care to dance a little. It isn't often we @awo ladies present,
you see, and—well, we'd be honoured, if you andrkagon't mind --'

‘A dance? Why, Mr Priest, that's a wonderful id&alle told him,
beaming.



Glancing at Ransome, Kerin somehow thought he tdadjree, but
the men were already moving tables and someonepwtisg a
record on the turntable of the stereo system inconeer of the room.
Belle did a sedate foxtrot with Eddie, and the otBenator claimed
Kerin for the first dance. After that they were lb&ept on the floor,
the men having a thoroughly enjoyable time, andsehwho had
claimed one dance already hanging back to allowrsth fair turn.

When Kerin had danced briefly with almost everybnéthe guests
and Dain Ransome, and the music had been gradyedting livelier

and the dances more strenuous, someone put orjlatsBaughing
request, a slow number. Kerin saw Guy Halsey, wigosel-looking,

bony face still remained unshaven, and Sebastiaghtythe blond-
bearded biologist, converging on her.

She had a glimpse of a few sly grins and expedtbaks on the faces
of the men about the room as they reached herhegednd then a
hard hand encircled her waist, and Dain's voicd, skly dance, |

think, Kerin.'

He swept her into the centre of the floor, leavimg two young men
with identical expressions of surprised chagriayisg after them,

and she couldn't help a small laugh. Judging frioeneixpressions on
some of the other faces that she could see, she&tvilas only one

who was amused, either.

The hand on her back tightened, hard fingers alrmshed hers in
them. 'Does it amuse you?' he asked glacially.

Cautiously she said, 'What do you mean?'

'Playing off one man against another. Which woutnl yhave
chosen?'



'l don't know,' she said, trying to keep calm. Usdly, you're the one
playing games. Why did you ask me to dance?'

'‘Why not? You've danced with everyone else.'
‘Theyasked me because they wanted to dance with me.’

‘They asked you because they wanted an excusddgydw in their
arms. Why should my reason be any different?'

For a moment she stopped dancing, but he nippedidist with his
fingers and gritted, 'Don't you make a scene héean, or I'll really
make you sorry!

Stiffly she moved her feet to his lead, mutteringai low, furious
voice, '"You really go out of your way to be unpkas don't you?"

'‘As you go out of your way to be provocative.'
'l do nothing of the kind!" she protested.

He looked down at her, his mouth curving, and sRiekhaps that's an
exaggeration. Does it just come naturally?'

She drew an impatient breath, and he said, 'SKden. We're being
watched.'

She flashed him a brilliant smile and snapped, tGdell, Mr
Ransome!'

To her surprise, the quality of his own smile chethghen, as though
he was genuinely amused. 'Dain would be more flygndhe
suggested. 'And you're a lousy daneestiff as a poker.'

She stiffened even more at that and said, 'ActuBity quite a good
dancer. With anyone else.'



‘Do | make you nervous?'
"You make me furious!'

He threw back his head and laughed, whirling heugabuddenly in a
breathtaking couple of turns, and she automatidallgwed his lead.
He looked down at her, saying, "That's better, ngobeginning to
relax. You could be a good dancer, at that.'

Determined to show him how good she could be, Kerade her
body relax in his hold, and fluidly followed hisalé. They actually
danced well together, and she began to enjoy liersel

When the music came to an end, Dain kept his aoutdier and led
her back to where the guests were sitting, cattexgually to the man
at the turntable, 'Okay, Gus, that's enough foigturi

To the Senators, he said, smiling, "You have aly start tomorrow.
We're hoping to show you some seals. Think youbsaup at six?’

'If we go to bed now,' said Belle, taking the hikits been a great
party, Dain. You folks sure know how to enjoy yaives, don't
you?'

‘Simple pleasures, Belle,' Dain smiled casually.

'Yes, indeed,' the Senator murmured. But as sh&and made their
way to their own hut, Belle chuckled, and said,uivoommander is a
very smart man, isn't he?'

'He's a brilliant geologist.’

'Oh, I'm sure. But | was thinking more of his dgdt handling people.
| imagine he's also a brilliant strategist.’

‘Why do you say that?'



'‘My dear, he just sent four United States Senatibte bed without a
murmur of protest. And quite brilliantly preventagossible problem
from developing over you.'

'‘Me?' queried Kerin,

'Of course. One of those young men—the dark oned-obaiously
had rather a lot to drink. You might have found rgalf a little

embarrassed if Dain hadn't stepped in so smartlyasked you to
dance himself. And then he made sure the party ebrag

immediately afterwards, without in the least segnmio exert any
undue authority.'

'I'd have handled Guy,' Kerin assured her.

'‘Perhaps. But there might have been some elemergsehtment
afterwards, and | imagine that could lead to treulnh the rather
unique conditions you people live in, here.'

And Dain couldn't risk that, of coursEgerin thought, as Belle bade
her a cheerful goodnight. He wouldn't have dancig wer at all if it
hadn't been a tactical necessity.

The seals were found some way along the coastupleof hours

journey by sno-cat. They trundled across the pressdges, noses
lifting and dipping, and then negotiating the witwitan ripples of

snow called sastrugi, on to the snow-covered peemtane shelf and
then to the sea ice, ten feet thick over the Atitaocean itself.

Then they left the vehicles and walked with gremtecowards the
sea's edge. The white was dazzling, even with asegb, and Kerin,
trudging between Belle and Dain Ransome, was fasminby the
different shades and textures of an all-white wofldere was the



matt smoothness of the snow, the blue-white traesice of ice cliffs

rearing up where icebergs had broken off and gloa¢ifig out to sea,
the greenish tinge of floating ice as it movedliaacross the dark
water of the bay, and the hard glassy glitter aktice beneath their
feet as they walked across to investigate a bregtiole made by one
of the seals.

There were a couple of them lying on the edge efitk shelf like
giant blackish-grey slugs, which lurched and togpito the water at
the approach of the strangers. A large flat-toppedloe nudging the
ice-shelf held twenty or so, some with babies, dayks blinking
from a covering of downy white fur.

‘Over there,' said Dain, pointing, and Belle lifeegair of binoculars
and gave an exclamation of satisfaction. Kerin d@ade a group of
dark shapes gathered on the snow a little way nesho

‘We could walk over there,' Dain said.
'Oh, please!" Belle begged enthusiastically.

They approached from the sea side, cutting ofedads’ retreat. Dain
and one of the other men carried rifles, but tressenerely lifted

their heads, waving them about a bit, and two oeehflippered

themselves across the ice and disappeared withkaofi their tails

into holes gnawed in it. As they got closer theaswome milling

about, a couple of cries like barking, mingled viita sheep-like calls
of the newborn pups.

The Americans were delighted, busily snapping pestuand Kerin
got a lovely close-up of one of the pups, inquisity lifting its black
nose at the intruders.



Then Dain called them away. 'That's enough dishuba he said.
'‘We don't want to frighten them, and disrupt thehaviour pattern.
If they get upset it could endanger the pups afetafhe breeding.'-

Obediently they retired, and soon the group setideech and returned
to its former somnolence.

As they moved back towards the machines there walsstant

rumbling and crackling, like thunder, repeatech&tnvals. 'The ice is
calving," Dain explained. 'That's the sound of thawing and

breaking off process when the big bergs break avway the main

mass- of ice.’

As he spoke they approached a small mountain @firoedged ice,

diamond-bright icicles clinging and dripping frots jagged peaks,
bathed in sapphire-blue light as the weak sun stimoeigh it. 'That

one,' Dain told them, 'didn't make it last yeawdis floating out to sea
when the sea froze again and trapped it for anctéason.'

'It's beautiful!" Kerin said softly.

Dain looked at her, as she pushed back her dadsegato see the
iceberg properly, and lifted her head in its fuged hood.

'Will it make it this season?' Belle asked.

'‘Maybe.' Dain took his eyes away from Kerin andklidbup himself
at the icy monster. 'When the ice lets dib lie free—to float out to
sea, maybe as far as New Zealand. But all theitimdl be melting,
losing its heart, until there's nothing left ofatyd in the end warmth
will destroy it. Warmth and softness and tropicainfort are the
destroyers to the things of this place.’

'You make it sound sad,' said Belle, and Kerin ndover gaze from
the trapped giant of ice and looked instead at Dain



'How much better this has all beeshe said softlythan lounging in
too great comfort at home!'

'Is that a quotation?' Belle asked, puzzled.

'Robert Falcon Scott,’ said Dain slowly, his eyesKerin's face.
'‘Written in the last stages of his return from Hade, when he'd been
beaten to it by Amundsen, had lost most of his raad,knew he was
dying and would never see home again.'

‘Well!" Belle said inadequately, looking from ometlhe other of them,
in some perplexity. 'Well, | must say, you two ursdand each other
very well!'

Kerin saw her own shock of surprise and rejectiogfly mirrored in
Dain's eyes before he turned away and looked dé,B&hiling. 'l
wouldn't say that,' he said. 'l don't pretend tdaratand any woman,
certainly not one like Kerin.'

Belle smiled back a little archly, and Kerin saWfe'd better catch up
with the others. They're leaving us behind.’

They parked the sno-tracks for a while a littldlier on, and watched
seals swimming gracefully between the flat- topfieés in the bay,
leaping on to them from the water and lowering thelves clumsily
back again.

Then there seemed to be a sudden flurry of actigials leaping,
struggling and flopping on to the ice, and darkdseavaving in
agitation. Dain gripped Kerin's shoulder and pairmet to sea, then
turned to the visitors and showed them where tk foothe cause.

They were beautiful, two huge black and white, lslehapes,
arrowing smoothly through the water, scatteringflib&ting, bobbing
bits of melting ice, diving under the floes and wag swiftly about



the bigger bergs. Black dorsal fins cleaved a marpath in the
freezing water, and then a great black-topped hsald white
underjaw reared from the water and a row of saweddtgeth
threatened a baby seal only inches from the edfeeate.

Kerin drew in a quick breath, Belle muffled a snsdfeam with her
mitten, and one of the men said in awed toiVgbatthe Jehosaphat
that?'

‘Killer whales,' Dain told her. "'They come down dén spring to
breed.'

For perhaps twenty minutes the whales cruised abeupay, while
the seals huddled in apparent apprehension. Onke wisappeared
under one of the smaller ice floes holding threalsseand the
watchers saw the shudder of the precarious rafieagreat creature
attacked from beneath, trying to dislodge the stablpassengers.
Three times the floe shook dangerously, but thewias thick and
strong, and the seals, nervously huddled togeth#rd centre of it,
escaped the sudden death that awaited them oriygsntom the
safety of their precarious perch.

Eventually, foiled, the killers turned together drehded back to sea,
In perfect unison, even executing a beautifullycgfal, curving
half-leap together before they disappeared, divuimder with hardly
a ripple.

'‘Wow!" exclaimed one of the men, lowering the coaenera he had
been using. 'Wait'll I show them this back homeyBthat was
fantastic!'

'It sure was, Albie!" Belle agreed, and the othey tnen, as well as
their driver, chorused assent.



Kerin said nothing, hugging to herself the exciteamand awe of
those unforgettable minutes, the memory of thédlerbeauty of the
killers, their deadly speed and grace, the powdrpmpose behind
their silent, seeking and incredibly beautiful mmeants in the icy
water.

Dain was silent, too, and she looked up and fouacehes on her,
holding a question. And when she looked at him,|tiod in them
changed. It saidyou, too.She knew that what she had felt, he he
shared, and she thought with a faint shdg&lle was right. We do
understand each otheAt least in some ways, it was true.

They were back at the base in time for lunch, aftelhaards the
visitors were taken on a short visit to one of ¢@mlogical teams
camped in the mountains, by helicopter.

During the afternoon the meteorologists arriveckbaith their dog
team, and at the evening meal there was a grelatfdatarity at their
table, attracting the attention of the whole ro@ther men strolled
over to the group, heads were bent, then guffawdao§hter
followed.

Nat Mitchell came over to speak to Dain. 'Think esuld use the
hospital room for a while, Dain?' he asked. 'Ondhef dogs they
brought back has a pretty nasty cut and | thinkoitild be best if we
could stitch it. Will you help?'

‘Sure. What happened?’

‘Some of the dogs got in a bit of a scrap on thg keane. The mets
had a bit of a job with them."

'Is that the joke?' Dain asked mildly, his gazér@men in question.



Nat gave a slightly embarrassed grin, glancinglduiat Belle and
then Kerin. 'Sort of,' he said. 'I'll explain later

'l think," Belle murmured to Kerin, leaning acras® table, 'our
feelings are being spared.’

Very likely, Kerin thought, smiling back. Curioushe wondered
why.

Dain and Mitch were arranging to have the injured drought to the
hospital room, and as Dain's chair scraped baciKeaned forward
and asked, 'May | watch?'

Dain stood up, and even though she followed sk, ssill looked up
to him. 'lIt won't be nice,' he warned.

'l don't expect it will,' she retorted hardily. Bas Information
Officer, I'm interested.’

She thought his eyes hardened a little, then heggled. 'Okay. But if
you faint, fall backwards.'

' won't faint.'

He was turning away, but over his shoulder he Idddack at her, his
eyes slipping over her slimness in slacks andewiaol jersey. She
thought a smile tugged at his mouth before he thiaeay again,
saying, 'Half an hour.'

She went to get her camera, looking back brieflthatdoor to see
Dain bending his blond head to Albie—Senator Allieriarsh, she
reminded herself, as the man, a fat cigar in omel hplucked at the
commander's sleeve with the other.

When she entered the small bare hospital roongdalgevas already
on the steel table, Mitch holding his head anditglko him while



Dain slid a hypodermic needle into the animal'susiher, eliciting
nothing more than a small, surprised whimper.

Mitch went on murmuring soothing words in the daggs, and Dain
pushed the plunger, removed the needle and gldmwasfty round at
Kerin, standing two steps inside the door.

‘You can come closer," he said. 'But don't gehewtay.'

The dog gradually settled its head on its pawsingaizustingly at
Mitch, then eventually closed its dark eyes.

Already Dain was clipping with a pair of gleamingssors at the
matted hair about the wound. He finished the jothairazor.

'‘May | use a flash?' Kerin asked quietly.
Not lifting his head from the task, Dain said, '@ka

When he had thoroughly cleaned the wound with svaalolspicked
up the needle and fine catgut thread, Mitch s&hgly, '‘Maybe we
should ask Kerin to do that.'

‘The commander looks quite expert,’” she said lgasifire you
trained, Mr Ransome?'

''ve learned the rudiments,' he said. 'But I'mdoator. Stitching,
injections and setting simple fractures is aboutimyt. It helps.'

She had taken two pictures already, and as heftii¢kle finished job
she took another. Dain put down the needle onialasa steel dish,
laid his hand for a moment on the unconscious degsl and said, 'l
guess the patient will live.'

'I'll stay with him," said Mitch, and Dain turnealwash his hands. As
Kerin made to leave, he stopped her.



'‘Will you come to my office, Kerin. | want to tatk you.' He sounded
a little grim.

When they got there he seated her in the chaitesmd on the desk
himself, arms folded, looking down at her liftedgeiring face.

'"You didn't faint,' he commented.
'No.'

‘Tough, aren't you?' He sounded a little jeeridggirl of many
talents.'

'‘Why did you want to see me?' she demanded.

'‘Can't you guess? Senator Marsh wants to take gdhbet Pole. It
seems you've been a busy little girl these coufptiaygs.’

'‘Meaning what, exactly?' she challenged him.

'‘Meaning that Senator Marsh is willing to change garty's planned
itinerary and have their plane fly back here ateir visit to the Pole
station, instead of straight to McMurdo. Becausmte: "That pretty
littie girl showed us a great time here, and weelyuwould like to

make sure she sees the South Pole before she@uoes'tPlus a few
other complimentary remarks. Congratulations. Yeuowled him

over, and him with a wife and two kids back homéhie States, too.'

'I've done nothing of the kind!" she protestedlidn't know he was
going to suggest this.’

'‘What, no dazzling smiles, no regretful hints thati might have to
go home without seeing the Pole, none at all?’



'l haven'thinted," she said. 'l did happen to mention that son
Antarcticans never get to see the Pole itself. &bnd Belle were
both rather—surprised about it. | never expected'th

'‘Albie?' he queried sarcastically.

'You know very well that doesn't mean a thing!' shel angrily. 'It's
been Christian names all round since they arriieglou want to
make something of it, | could just as well accyse of trying to
charm Belle Yates. You've certainly been turningnsodazzling
smiles inherdirection !

An arrested look entered his eyes, and for a moimewiidn't speak.
Then he softly, 'Jealous, Kerin?'

Outraged, she stood up to face him, her eyes alieastwith his as
he still lounged on the desk. 'That's ridiculogkE said. 'I'm no more
jealous than you ar€ommander !

An odd gleam entered his eyes. 'That's an integesttatement.
You've yet to call me Dain.’'

'‘What doeghat have to do with it?'
‘Not much, perhaps. It might make for a friendéémosphere.’

'It might make for a friendlier atmosphere if yoowd stop throwing
innuendoes at me!'

He raised his brows and straightened suddenlyshedtepped back.
‘Anyway," she said, 'I'll tell the Senator | cgotwith them.'

'You can.'

Surprised, she stared a moment. '‘And have themute-their plane
to fly me back here? Of course | can't!



'You can't offend our VIP guests. I've already tibldm you can go.
But they'll take you to McMurdo with them, they caansfer you to
Scott Base, and you can come back with the netitfthat comes to
Hillary from there.'

It took two seconds for the implications to hit h8he took a-deep,
calming breath and asked, 'And when would that be?'

'I'm not sure. It may be only days.’

‘And it may be weeks—or months! Oh, no! You doet gd of me
that easily. I'm staying right here.’

He said, 'You're not. You're doing as you're told.’
'‘No!'

'l don't like to pull rank, Kerin, but | am in cligr here, angou're
going!

‘All right," she said, defeated and bitter. "Youpudled rank. How
many strings will you have to pull to make surehti come back? |
won't make it easy for you, you know.'

Dain gave a sound that was almost a laugh. "Youbxeer made it
easy for me, Kerin.' He paused. 'l won't pull atmngs, | give you
my word. You can come back just as soon as trah&pavailable.’'

She had to believe him, but she was still convinted it had been
his original intention, all the same, to keep heay Why he had so
suddenly capitulated and changed his mind, shelntumagine.

Cautiously she asked, 'Is this a new tactic?'

‘Tactic?' he repeated. 'Do you suspect my motives?'



‘Belle said you were a brilliant strategist.’
'Did she indeed? In what connection?"
*Your asking me to dance last night.'

He smiled a little. '‘Belle's more perceptive, p@d)ahan you aif.
Maybe it comes with maturity.'

'l don't think that your intervention was in thedé necessary,' she
said. 'They were hardly likely to come to blows one.’

‘Maybe not,' he said noncommittally. Then, appdyestianging the
subject, 'Do you know how the husky got hurt?'

‘A dogfight, Mitch said.’

‘That's right. The met. party had an eventful trgtk. One of the
bitches inconveniently became—attractive to theasah couple of

them tried to tear each other apart, competindhéorfavours. There
was complete chaos for a while, | gather, untilrtren exerted their
authority in no uncertain manner, and finally fat¢ke team to settle
down. It's the sort of thing we try to avoid, oe the. Mitch will have

to keep the bitch away from the others for a whilatjl things are

back to normal. When she's returned to the lirfes|I$e just one of
the team again.' His eyes held hers, cold and hard.

She stood looking back at him, a pulse beating imenér throat, heat
stinging at her cheeks. He looked passionless aedo$ himself and
very slightly disparaging, and she hated hilmatedhim.

‘You really are a rotten brute,' she said. 'I'myadrry that when |
come back, you'll still be here!'



She went out of the room without looking at him{ bbe knew he
hadn't moved before she shut the door behind hér avishaking
hand.



CHAPTER EIGHT

STANDING on the Polar Plateau, ten thousand feet abovieselathe
snow stretched in an endless vista, rippling aed #mooth in every
direction. The most spectacular landmark was titgeghg silver
geodesic dome that housed the American Amundseti-Bese,
built to replace the old station which now lay legrunder the snow.
The futuristic dome, a monument to ingenuity anarination, was
built by American 'seabees’ under impossible cart their proud
welcoming committee told the Senators. Thick glavas to be worn
at all times, and metal tools had a tendency tadmattle and snap in
the extreme temperatures.

Kerin tucked her own gloved hands under her weldded arms as
she trudged behind a cheerful guide towards theréat red flag on a
bamboo stick that in this white, featureless laags¢ marked the
spot where Amundsen and Scott had found the Soethgi@phic
Pole, in 1912. Now the ice covering had shifted entiran three
kilometres, and gradually the great new dome that979 had
marked the Pole was also sliding from its positias,the ice and
snow blanket moved over the land more than seveustnd feet
below them.

There was no wind and the temperature was warthé&dPole, minus
eight degrees centigrade. 'The temperatures hbes;' guide said
casually, 'average twenty-two degrees colder thdhd Arctic.'

'‘Well, | guess it's a bit of an anti-climax?' Belesked Kerin
doubtfully as they reached the flag.

'‘Not a bit,’ Kerin smiled. .'At least | can sayel'lleen here. Besides,
it's—awesome,"' she added, gesturing at the vast ghain about
them. 'Isn't it?"



Belle smiled. 'l guess so. But | don't know théke it. It makes me
feel very ant-like.'

Kerin didn't feel ant-like, she felt alive and dgnated and curiously
buoyant. And very, very glad that she was heren gvateful to Dain
Ransome for making her come, as well as to the faes.

She wondered fleetingly if he would keep his wdrduat not trying to
prevent her return. But she wasn't really in doWftatever else, she
was certain that Dain Ransome was at least a mamsoford.
Without in the least understanding his motives,lst@v that he had
meant it when he had promised not to pull any g&in

The visit to the old Pole concluded, they inspedtesl buildings
housed in the dome, posted letters at the posteotd thrill their
stay-at-home friends with the unique postmarksghaa in the mess
hall and re-boarded the plane for the flight to Mohib, the U.S. base
only two miles over the hill from Scott.

McMurdo was like a small, snowbound town, albeitumtidy one,

with buildings erected apparently without plan, del@graph wires
crisscrossing the streets in seeming confusiorckiSlof skua gulls
had abandoned their traditional food-hunting meshmuthe penguin
rookeries in favour of raiding the station's gasatmp, and the
brown winged shapes could be seen wheeling andgliagainst a
lowering sky.

The weather worsened as they landed, a vicious wiogving

stinging snow particles against their faces andingathem hug their
parkas more closely about them. When they readieavelcoming
warmth of the buildings at last the shock of thatimg and the
friendly noise was almost overwhelming. There warae than a
dozen women at McMurdo, and Kerin was surprisetth@ipleasure
she found in female company. Maybe Dain had fored@as. Perhaps
he had thought that the delights of such civilmatias the



thousand-strong inhabitants of McMurdo enjoyed Womlake her
think twice about returning to the spartan comfadftdillary. The
Americans had a radio station for musical reliefevision, and a
cinema. Visiting scientists were housed in a ho#eld nobody
seemed to think that having women among them wapeaially
unusual thing. Although the ubiquitous pin-ups tlsgemed an
indispensable part of Polar life appeared here,dsedhey had at the
Amundsen-Scott station.

When the wind finally died the next day, leavingtdrof snow piled
against the base buildings, Kerin travelled backMdiams Field
with the Senators' party, and was then taken ttt ease, where she
was pleased to find Rose Carson.

‘Tell me all about what I'm missing,' Rose beggeddmeerfully over
a hearty meal in the Scott base mess. 'Shouldbbg | didn't go to
Hillary, after all?’

'l don't think so," Kerin laughed. "You're probabBtter off here.’
'‘Oh? Why's that?'
'‘Commander Ransome thinks the Antarctic is stiflam's world.'

‘And you the only woman out there?' exclaimed Rd&S&, dear!
Difficult, is he?'

‘A bit. Still, when | manage to keep out of his wig a great place to
be.'

'You won't be able to keep out of anyone's way muadhe winter,
Kerin. Will you be all right?'

'l be all right.'



Rose looked thoughtful. "Well, this break will douygood. How did
you wangle it?'

'l didn't. Senator Marsh suggested it, and Dains@are was only too
happy to get rid of me for a while. He's hopingdn come back." It
surprised Kerin how much that hurt, now that sheifpumto words.
She didn't like being unwanted:

'‘Are you sure you want to go back?' Rose asked.

Kerin hesitated, then said with conviction, 'Ye®sY | want to go
back. It's where | belong.’

'‘Belong?’

'l mean, that's where the department sent me,hksaid weakly. 'l
have a job to do there.’

But she had meant more than that. Deep within the®a strong
sense of belonging, an affinity with the senserofedand purpose,
the strength, and single-mindedness, and abovethall deep,
unspoken love of this harsh and unforgiving larat #he associated
not so much with the station at Hillary as with than who ran it.

A man who disliked her and distrusted her, a manhsid left with a
pure, cold flame of hatred in her heart, but whd bace shared a
secret moment with her, when he had sought her wihsa silent

message-you, too.

He didn't come to meet the plane when she arriadk.bLes was
there, with a slow, broad smile for her, and Eddith an exuberant
hug, picking her up bodily and whirling her rounelfdre he set her
back on her booted feet. Nat Mitchell's white gpfit the black curls



of his beard when he greeted her, and Guy Halsklhbkissed her
mouth, saying, 'Hey, we missed you, Kerin.'

Smilingly, she stepped back from the unexpected raoeb
'‘Obviously! I'm flattered, Guy.'

Apparently not to be outdone, Sebastian grabbedwasest and
planted a loud kiss on her cheek, his blond beardhhagainst her
skin.

‘You're a sight for sore eyes,' he told her enttsigially, awaking an
echo in her memory, of a time when Dain had satltthher, adding,
'‘And you don't know how sincerely | mean thide' had just come
back, of course, from his last Antarctic stint. E¥ke man of ice had
enjoyed the sight of a pretty girl after his lorepdvation of feminine
company.

He must have known she was back, but apparentlgolodd do
without the sight of her now. She didn't see hirilgimat evening, in
the mess.

He stopped in the doorway when he saw her, antbsked up from
the plate she had in front of her straight into éy®s, as coolly
expressionless as she had ever seen them.

Nothing's changedhe thought, and turned to answer some remark
Eddie's with an absent-minded affirmative, as ddthe corner of her
eye she saw Dain cross the room to the servindnhatc

But he came and pulled out a chair opposite hen,tbaying levelly,
'Hello, Kerin. How was the Pole?'

'‘Cold," she said, glancing his way briefly and @ahg pushing peas
on to her fork.



'Is that all?'
She looked up at him then, and said simply, 'Nwal$ fantastic.'

A faint gleam of satisfaction warmed his eyes, hadgave her the
barest nod. 'l thought you wouldn't want to misdi¢ said.

‘Nothin' much to see but the seabees' dome, thasigihere!" Eddie
put in.

Dain was still looking at Kerin, and once againttbatraordinary

current of understanding flowed, for an instantiween them.

Nothing much to see, as Eddie said, but everythondeel, to

Imagine. The terrible power of the pitiless landdahe stubborn
pride of the men who had set out to conquer it, tthenph and

tragedy of those who had made incredible journeysetich that
mystic centre of the earth, where, as Eddie comethi there was
'nothing to see.' Kerin had felt it all, standitgerte on the ice-cap.
And Dain Ransome knew it.

Eddie asked, 'How was McMurdo?' And she wrenchéer!gaze
from Dain's and said, 'Warmer. And fantastic, toots way. But I'm
glad to be back.'

Eddie chuckled and said, 'You hear that, Dain?li&Bs us!
‘Do you, Kerin?' asked Dain, mockery in his voice.

She--was spared having to answer that, because Edi saying
happily,.'We should have a party to welcome Keromb." And
before either of them could demur, he stood up smalited, 'Hey,
boys! How about a party? Kerin's home!'



There was a good-natured chorus of assent, and oon&vo
light-hearted whoops and whistles, and Kerin smiketk her
appreciation at them, not daring to look at Dain.

They made it an evening to remember. Someone pliagepiano in
one corner of the mess, and another man broughtaoptano
accordion. There were two guitars and a violin, englyone joined a
rowdy singalong.

Someone found a beer bottle and started a congretii see how
many matches could be stacked on the open topebtifey fell, and
then someone else challenged them all with a matkhsuzzle that
Dain watched half a dozen of them fail at beforestepped in and
solved it with a few well-thought-out moves.

One of the guitarists sang some popular folksongd was

enthusiastically applauded, and the pianist rerd€taire de Lune

while they hushed appreciatively, before swingimgoianother
medley of singalong songs. Another man found arorand started a
limbo competition that was a cause of great hylamterin laughed

and clapped the last few who managed to inch utheelbroom, and
applauded the eventual winner, but refused toijpiBain had stayed
quite close to her all evening, but she didn't nieebbok at him to

know he would disapprove dfat!

It was midnight when the party broke up, at Da@dsy suggestion
that Kerin's day had been a long one, and she foergklf walking
with him through the eerie twilight outside, th@angently crackling
under their booted feet.

He came with her into the cold-porch outside her bBad in the
gloom she turned to him and said, rather formallyanks for seeing
me home, Commander."'



'My pleasure,’ he said with slight mockery, leanmg tall shape
against the door frame. 'How was the social lifRass Island?’

‘Not very social,’ she shrugged. 'Everybody's by talked quite a
lot.’

‘Talked?' he queried. 'No dancing? No light flidas in the midnight
sun?'

She was still and silent for a moment. Then she sath soft
pleading, 'Oh, please, Dain! It was a lovely paRlase don't spoll
it.

There was a heartbeat's silence when he didn't mblen he
straightened away from the door and she felt hisdbaon her
shoulders, propelling her towards him. He saidoduaght, Kerin,'
and then his lips met hers, warm and compellinigflgrpassionate.
Then his head lifted and she heard him say, 'Wetcbhame,' before
he released her and was suddenly gone.

She had been away two weeks, and in spite of tha&tervariety of
people and entertainment at McMurdo and Scott, tihne had

seemed to drag. They had taken her to see theibibtds that Scott
and Shackleton had used on their epic journeysfdabd on the

shelves still preserved in the natural deep-freammosphere,
magazines dated 1907 on Shackleton's table, antd lbod socks
casually lying about as though their owners hatigtepped out for a
few moments.

And she had seen for herself the fabulous ice cdkat Dain
Ransome had described in his talk, sliding dowaubh the hole in
the snow to enter an eerie blue-green world of revand passages
hung with ice stalactites, into a magnificent cantave in which the



ice columns from floor to ceiling, the glitteringrims and shapes
glowing in the lamplight, made an incredible glasdace, the only
sound the snapping of cracking ice.

She was glad to have seen it, but all the timecsldd hear in her
mind an echo of Dain Ransome's voice, describihgha with a
controlled passion of awe, and there was restlessmgthin her,
almost a longing, as though the experience woule Heeen more
satisfying, more complete, if only he had been éydide.

Now she wondered if that brief kiss had meanthieatvas glad to see
her back, after all. She hadn't thought so, whenhsid first seen him
in the mess, and although he had scarcely lefsider she had felt it
was less from a desire for her company than fromimgrained
distrust of her. In an apparently easy-going waynhhe successfully
kept the others at a distance from her, pleasardgtping Guy's
suggestion of dancing, adroitly changing the subyeicen Eddie
made some broad remark about missing having a wcabant,
making sure she strolled about and talked to everychanging her
seat often so that no one had a chance to monepais Except, in a
way, himself. Although he had scarcely spoken to He had just
been—there.

She quickly slipped into the routine of the statievatching as
unobtrusively as possible, and asking questiotiseoien about their
work. The scientists, of course, were all spedmlistheir own fields,
and all enthusiastic at the chance to work in thentgnatural
laboratory of the Antarctic continent. She was ablego out with
some of the field parties and watch them at woakhegring important
data on weather conditions, rock formations, théuneaof ice
crystals, even on the meagre plant life that mashdgesurvive the
incredible cold, and the minute insects that spreatwinter literally
frozen in their tracks, to revive in the warmthtloé spring sunshine.



Guy and Sebastian had left to camp for a weekpainguin rookery
which they were studying, when a visiting scienéigtived from a
Norwegian base. He was interested in penguinspandarranged a
helicopter for him to be flown out to the rookeagcompanied by
himself and Kerin.

They had to land at a distance from the penguiormgolKerin had

heard horrific stories of thoughtless pilots pugtidown too close,
stampeding thousands of terrified birds acrossdbehelf and into
the sea perhaps several miles off, leaving thes@md chicks to the
mercy of the cold and the skua gulls that preyethem.

The party trudged across the snow to arrive ablasttongue of bare,
snow-drifted grey rock where the scientists wereédhed against the
wind in a lean-to of canvas, laboriously makingesowith gloved
fingers on the movements and habits of the ode liteatures who
built their nests here every year.

The stench was at first overwhelming, and Kerin Smlvastian give
her a sly grin, which she returned with a ruefut @f her own. But
she soon forgot that in the fascination of listgrtimhim and the other
man talk about the penguins. -

‘The nests are pretty well completed,' Sebastiah 'sead some have
eggs already.'

‘They don't look very comfortable,” Kerin commentiewdking at the
untidy ring of stones that constituted a nest.

‘These are Antarctic creatures,' Dain reminded tligke everything
else that belongs here, they're extremely hardy.'

'‘But these little Adelies are not quite as toughthess big Emperor
penguins,’ Sebastian added. 'The Emperors achatli their chicks
in the winter, on the ice. The male incubates gweaer two months,



living on his body fat, while the female returnsthe sea, and after
two months brings back food for the newly hatchedng.'

'I'm sure you approve of that division of labouerk," said Dain, and
she looked up to see a faint smile on his lipgasing light in his
eyes.

Tentatively she smiled back at him. He didn't oftemle at her and
his eyes were usually coldly expressionless whdondieed at her. 'If
both the partners are happy about it,' she saiadly Wét?'

She thought he looked speculative, but he turnexydlaen as one of
the other men spoke to him, and she returned hentan to the

penguins. There were hundreds of them, and thergokywas a mass
of activity, waving heads and waddling bodies, déps absurdly
flapping here and there as some indignant nestholejeelled a

neighbour who strayed too close, or two inhabitantgaged, in what
appeared to be a cosy gossip.

The talk behind her had become technical, and &terwould have
to take some notes and get them to reduce th&ntda: jargon to
more readily understandable terms. Just now she ceagent to
watch the penguins, and the occasional wheelingcedul skua
casting an ominous shadow over the rock, lookingafo egg that
might have rolled away from a poorly constructedtne

Then she realised that Guy had settled himselfdbeser, and she
turned her head to smile at him absently.

‘Cute little beggars, aren't they?' he said.

‘Yes. They're a sort of symbol of Antarctica. Areuyenjoying
working here?'



Guy grimaced. 'lt's not too bad when the weatlfiees I'll be glad to
get back to base—and you—though.'

He lifted a gloved hand and touched her cheek. @Wary a bit of a
flirt, she thought, slightly amused, as she shbek head and smiled
at him again.

But the amusement died suddenly as she turnedela€erdnd caught a
glacial look from Dain. Did he think she was en@ging the young
assistant?

Let him think, then, she told herself crossly. \vatr she did he
treated her with the same aloof contempt, modteftitne, except on
the rare occasions when he seemed to thaw into semblance of
normal humanity.

But all the same, she made sure that when Sebdsriinished
explaining things to the Norwegian she had questiorask that kept
him talking for a time to her. Dain would have rause to accuse her
of favouritism.

It didn't seem to help, though, and on the way liadke base Dain
scarcely spoke to her. Which was fine with her, sld herself
fiercely. Just fine.

Mitch taught her how to drive a dog team, and she delighted to
find that she handled them well, earning his highige. There was
something tremendously exhilarating about ridingibhe the dogs as
they trotted, panting and happy, across an expahssow, the
mountains in the distance seeming much closertti@nreally were
in the clear, dust-free air, the uneven bumpingthe@ runners
mingling with the sound of the dogs' breathing, &émel thin cries



from the handler. It wasn't really a fast ride, ltad a thrill all its
own.

On blizzard days, the dogs curled themselves ih&o snow and
wrapped their bushy tails about their noses toegatahem, then let
the snow blow over them until they shook themsefress of it when

the storm was over.

These were the days when the men worked inside,ttandield
parties camping out sometimes couldn't get thalioranessages
through, while they huddled in their tents waitfiog the weather to
Clear.

But when it was fine and clear, the ice shelf tooka myriad jewel
colours, subtle blues and greens and gold liglois fihe sun, even
deep mossy greens about the sea where the towdrifsgof ice
plunged into the calm, mysterious waters, and siomast pink and
orange tints from the minerals that the meltwagaried to the sea.

Sometimes a polar mirage appeared strangely onhtrzon,
mountains floating in the air, or the base builgifigpm a distance
suddenly acquiring a mirror-image that hovered dgpsiown above
them, and occasionally the sun danced through atecluof
ice-crystals that hung in the air, winking off thgem-like facets and
showing up their breathtaking, delicate beauty.

Kerin had been out driving the team with Mitch @vening, and she
went to the mess afterwards for a thirst- quenchingk of fruit
juice. As she entered the warm atmosphere shehhatgrst that the
room was deserted, although a record was playiniga@nting
orchestral piece on the stereo.

Then she saw that Dain was there, lounging badkersofa in one
corner, his eyes closed, head tipped back on ddsgeds.



She had never seen him like that, relaxed, obls/iaff guard, and
she stopped and stared, fascinated despite hetiselair was quite
long now, touching his collar, and it waved aditdver his brow, a
strand or two brushing his forehead and touchedtingsght brown
eyebrows. His mouth looked less stern in sleepndslded contours
almost betraying a softening, as though when heavitakight curve
into a smile.

He stirred, and in sudden panic she stepped badcking a chair
and making a noise that brought his eyes opennthgtginning her
with a blue shaft of accusation.

His brows went up, and she said, 'I'm sorry. | llidrean to wake
you.'

‘How long have you been there?'

'l just came in,' she said. 'To get some fruitguic

'‘Would you get me some?' he asked, not moving.

‘All right.'

She poured two glasses and when she came bacle teota and
Eﬁgded him one, he said, 'Sit down," and indicttedolace beside

Kerin hesitated and then obeyed, sipping at hassgIThe liquid was
cool and refreshing.

The music swelled in a lyrical crescendo, and skeasoftly, "What
is that piece?"

‘Sinfonia Antarcticapy Vaughan Williams,' he told her.



'l might have known,' she murmured against the dpaxind of the
music.

'‘Known what?'
‘Do you ever think of anything but Antarctica?’

He took some of his drink and turned deliberatelyidok at her.
'Frequently. Don't you like the music?'

She listened for a few moments more before she 'séde it.'
'Yes,' he said quietly, 'l thought you would.'

She looked up at him questioningly, but he didrftasd. A faint
warmth stirred in her, a gladness. Dain had expleleéz to like the
music because he knew how she felt about the Ardatwow it
stirred her with its strangeness and its beauty idmplacable
purity. He knew.

As though he could read her thoughts,- he said) Yaven't seen the
winter yet. This is the soft side of Antarcticag summer.’

'Is that a gypsy's warning?' she asked lightly.
'‘Would you listen to a warning?'
‘Not if it's meant to frighten me away before thater,' she said.

'You don't frighten easily, do you, Kerin?' His éowas mocking, but
his mouth almost smiled.

'‘No,' she said, 'l don't." She was looking straaittim, her head tilted
up, proudly challenging.

Softly he murmured, 'l wonder what it would take --



And his free hand reached up and curved aboutduk;, inis fingers
hard at her nape, his thumb gently pressing the biker throat.

Her heart made a liar of her, bumping in sudden, feat her voice
was steady as she said on a deliberately mockitgg tau wouldn't
go as far as murder to get rid of me, would you?'

'‘No. But there are other measures available. Doisyccur to you
that I'm a lot stronger than you are?"

'If you're talking about brute force,' she saidjaresay you are. It
doesn't scare me.'

His eyes had narrowed a little. ‘It doesn't scame lyecause you're
sure I'd never exercise it," he told her. 'What@sakou so certain that
I'm bound by the usual rules of so-called civilidgghaviour?' His
thumb was moving on her throat, but there was somgtvaguely
threatening in the caressing movement. 'l've spéait of time in the
Antarctic,' he mused. 'It isn't strictly true wiyatu said that first day
about the Dependency being under New Zealand l&w.status of
the law is a bit vague here. The perspective anecrs altered, where
stealing a man's parka is tantamount to murder.’

Uneasy, Kerin made a restless, experimental movenmsimg to
draw away.

As .though he had been waiting for it, his fingegantly tightened.
His thumb exerted a slight pressure at the basewothroat, and he
said, a faint hint of cruelty etching the smile lois mouth, "What
could you do to stop me if --'

‘This!" she said fiercely, and threw the remainder ofdnk into his
face.



She saw the total blankness of shock before he dnloigehand from
her to wipe his sleeve across his face, and asgalbieered her
muscles, preparing for flight, was startled by sband of his ringing
laughter.

Totally surprised, Kerin stayed where she was wbign put his
drink down on the nearest table and got up to fetghaper table
napkin and mop up the wetness from his face amathr

Then he turned to her, laughter still in his eyes] it did something
strange to her heart, because she had never sedootkilike that. He
crumpled the paper into a ball and threw it casdyedown on the
table and came towards her with an air of purpose.

‘You did ask for it,' she whispered, feeling stralgdoreathless, her
voice almost pleading.

'‘Oh, yes,' he admitted casually. 'But you shoulkehain when you
had the chance.' He bent and took the empty glassHer hand.

She made to rise then, but he moved swiftly, weauiiful economy,
and somehow she found herself tipped sideways ackiward until
she was lying on the sofa, with the considerabtgytle of Dain's
powerful body pinning her to it, inescapably.

She squirmed in panic, tried to sapon't!" and found her protest
stepped decisively, as his mouth found hers witlvasiating
precision. She tried to resist him, her body stifinst him, clenched
fists held in his long fingers, tiny sounds of @sitstrangled in her
throat.

He took not the least bit of notice, his mouth expig the softness of
hers with frank sensual enjoyment. She tried tk f@r head aside,
and his mouth pressed harder, pushing her headtadke cushion
behind it, and his teeth briefly nipped her lowipr & small, painful



punishment that brought a choked gasp to her thmatadlidn't break
the skin. And immediately afterwards his lips regld the sharpness
of his teeth, firmly, then gentle, then dizzyinglyssessive, until they
moved and opened on hers, parting her mouth impebkauntil she
moaned deeply and stopped trying to fight him.

Only when at last she lay quiescent and limp irahmss did he lift his
head, releasing her mouth, and looking down at vidn eyes
darkened by passion.

Kerin looked back at him, touching her tongue to theobbing
mouth, feeling his nearness with every inch of hedy, her mind
appalled at the feelings that nearness was evoking.

Trying to regain some measure of sanity, she kaidvoice hard with
effort, 'All right, Commander, you've had your rage. Satisfied?'

He gave a small laugh, and moved, letting hergsitSine didn't dare
try to stand, yet, afraid her legs might not supgwr. She felt
shattered.

Dain was leaning back against the corner of tha,duf arm along
the back, looking at her with narrowed eyes, atfglitter in the blue
depths of them. 'Was it so bad?' he asked sdfthgight have been
tempted to hit you instead.'

'‘And | might have preferred that!' she said tartly.
'l don't believe you,' he said quietly.

'You don't know how it feels,' she said, 'for a veanto be kissed
against her will. A slap would have been less— Hhiatimg.'

‘Humiliating?"



Her glance challenged him. 'Don't pretend you didtend just that.
You meant it as a punishment.’

‘A sweet revenge, yes. Did you expect to be alloiwegkt away with
what you did? | don't make allowances for women—oow that.'

‘You just treat them differently.'

He shrugged. 'Call it conditioning if you like, bt see myself
giving a woman a crack on the jaw. No matter howclnghe
deserves it.'

‘And you thought | did?"
He stood up suddenly. 'l think you'd better goed.b

Kerin watched him stride over to the stereo turietadnd realised the
music had stopped. Uncertainly she stood up, pickedhe two

glasses and carried them to the kitchen hatch. &eignoring her,

carefully sliding the record into its sleeve.

She went to the door, walking carefully, and s@dddnight.’

Dain didn't reply.



CHAPTER NINE

AFTERthat evening Kerin avoided being alone with Daimmersing
herself in the busy life of the base. Once whencslme back with
Mitch with a dead seal tied to the sled, she ndtl@ain looking at her
thoughtfully, perhaps with some curiosity, but bened away when
her eyes met his. She hoped Mitch wouldn't menti@t she had
turned away as he fired the shot that killed tred. SEhe dogs had to
be fed, and international regulations decreed gxhoiv many seals
might be killed to ensure fresh meat to augmentr tdeet of
pemmican, but she couldn't help feeling a littlekened by the
necessary killing.

Not that killing was confined to men, in the Anti&cc She had
watched a leopard seal bite the head from a perandrshake it out
of its skin with deadly economy and skill, seeroarng seal taken by
a killer whale, and swallowed down a rising siclsess a
sharp-beaked skua gull cruelly dug a half-formedlchrom an

abandoned penguin egg. The wages of carelessndhss iharsh,
unforgiving land was death.

Christmas was the next milestone in their liveselmated with an

enormous Christmas dinner and a day off for evesydn the

evening Dain read the Christmas story from thediblhis beautiful

voice to a silent assembly, and then they sangs@@mais carols, and
later, other songs, until it naturally became dypar

There had been mail, special treats and parcetla fiome, and
everyone was in high spirits. A couple of the meand a little too

much, and Guy became a little too amorous, so Kleain had to

tactfully fend him off. He certainly had a weaknésswomen, she
thought resignedly, as well as being inclined teeremdulge in

alcohol whenever the occasion offered an excusestjust possible
that Belle and Dain had been right about that otinee—he might
have created an awkward situation.



He was glowering, rather, now, in the corner wisdre had left him,
staring into his drink, but now and then raising Inead to give her a
smouldering look as she sat chatting to Eddie aredad the marine
biologists.

‘That's where the food chain begins,’ the biologists saying.
'Floating diatoms, simple plants, feed krill, whisheaten by the fish
and squid, which in turn are eaten by the penguwigles, and
seals—though some of them eat krill as well. Arehtlgou have the
seabirds which manure what plants there are, andhfects feed on
them."

'l see,” murmured Kerin, as she saw Guy, acrossrabm, rise
unsteadily to his feet, moving towards them.

'‘What we're trying to do,' the biologist went omresstly, and Kerin
looked back at him as Dain swiftly rose and block®d/ from her
view, taking his arm. 'What we're trying to do Isad exactly the
intermingling, theinter-dependencyf life-forms in an unexploited
environment. What we learn here about food chamddcsave the
world from starvation. We could learn how to fatme bceans.’

‘That's marvellous,' Kerin told him, as from therar of her eye she
followed Guy's and Dain's movement towards anagheup of men.

'Of course, what's great abdhbis place,' the man went on, 'is that it"
relatively unpolluted. At McMurdo Sound you can dilgrsee the
sea-bed any more for all the rubbish that's beepp#d there.'

Her attention caught, Kerin said, 'What?'

'‘Pollution,' the man explained. 'lt's a problenkd,inothing decays
here, you see. For years the way to get rid of sory of rubbish,

including beer cans and everything else, was teelé@an the ice and
let it drop to the seabed when the ice meltedeeds is or in barrels.



The whole ecology of that area has been affectee. tBing about
Ransome, he insisted on a decent incinerator, & smahing plant,
and at least some of the rubbish being re movea fite area by
plane. | tell you, diving here is a pleasure—urttierice, the sea-bed
Is purely beautiful!'

'I'd like to see it,' said Kerin, half an idea fangnin her mind.
The man grinned. '‘Under the ice-shelf?’

His scepticism was showing, putting her on her imevhy not?' she
asked. 'l've done a fair bit of diving.'

'You have? Well --' the man looked doubtful. Thieis,eagerness for
the job overcoming his scruples, he said, '‘Lookoti could help a
bit—it's just a matter of collecting, you know, spmng up netfulls of
stuff. We sort it later. But another diver now ahdn—well, frankly,
it would be marvellous. The limit in these watexshirty minutes.'

Eddie said, 'Do you keep to it?"

‘Pretty well,' the biologist grinned. 'But we'vé @erstayed at some
time, | guess. Down there it's another world, aadifio keep track of
time.'

A few days later, encased in insulated rubber fnaad to toe, Kerin
stood on the edge of a hole cut in the ice andséefjuthe heavy
oxygen tank on her back, trying not to look as nasly excited as
she felt. Her partner made a thumbs-up sign, alhdnhte the hole,
and a few seconds later she braced herself armviedl him.

It was indeed another world, silent and dimly glogviThe water was
amazingly clear and the sea-bed seemed to stretahiles. There



were shoals of fish and the tiny krill floated Iydlouds, the ice sheet
above them was translucent white, and the watepidity green.
There were tiny blue starfish and larger orangesamgh spidery
tentacles moving gently on the uneven surface @sta-bed, spiny
urchins, and jellyfish.

Back on the snow after thirty minutes, the whitargldazzled and
hurt her eyes, and she was glad to don sunglasstfjourney back
to base.

That evening Dain stopped her as she was leaviagribss after
dinner. 'l hear you've been diving?' he said, biserhostile.

‘That's right.' She was wary, wondering why he ssxeta dislike the
idea.

'l don't want you to do that again,' he said.
'‘What?'

'You heard me," he said tersely. 'You're not ansisie you're
Information Officer, that's all. | know scuba digins a hobby of
yours, but these men hawerk to do down there. This isn't one of
your tropical holiday resorts.'

Enraged, Kerin clenched her fists and tried to kpadmly. 'You've
misunderstood, Mr Ransome. | was asked to hel@usecan extra
diver is useful in these conditions. | wasn't jising for the ride.’

‘You already have a job to do.' He kept his vouh®,Ibut she knew
that he, too, was angry. 'lI'd rather you stuckaioryown work and left
the men to theirs.’

'Why? You said yourself, there's no union demaocathere.
Everyone helps out wherever they can.'



He looked at her in silence for a moment, then saitly, 'All right.
But remember that diving in sub-zero temperatuseggpecially
risky, and stick to the rules.'

'l will," she promised.

And she did, until the day she was swimming undher ite, her
partner in the distance filling a net with specimé&om the sea-bed,
and a dark sinuous shape swam suddenly close, rsglgnirom

nowhere—a seal, its movements in the water uttgrbceful, a
dreamlike ballet in slow motion. Her partner sigealher, and she
indicated by signs that she was coming, but herem@nt was slow,
as the seal still captivated her attention, swingmatoser now,
turning swift somersaults in the water, its sleekly twisting and
curving, diving and arrowing upwards to the icee@xing a fast,
corkscrewing movement and then folding its flippeerslive again.

It was a dazzling performance, and though she mei@aly until
she neared the hole where they had entered the, \Waten lingered
a while to watch it.

Then a dark shape dropped beside her, and sheecd&ler partner
had returned and was urgently signalling her tcogét

Reluctantly she moved her flippered feet to takedéhe surface and
put up a hand to be helped out of the icy water.

She was surprised at the almost rough strengtheolidnd that took
hers and hauled her out on to the ice. As the veateamed and froze
on her goggles she caught a glimpse of pale hdiagrair of blazing

eyes. She raised a hand and pushed the gogglesavwbpain said,

‘When you've changed, | want to see you. In myceffi

* * %



When she had dressed in warm trousers and a trock sweater,

combed out her hair and used some make-up to lieecheeks and
colour her lips, she found Dain waiting for her twa forbidding

coldness in his expression.

Calmly she said, 'You wanted to speak to me?"

'Yes. | told you when you started this diving sttt you'd better
stick to the rules. You were down there for fortywates. This is the
last time, Kerin, and that's final. Understood?'

'Oh, for heaven's sake!'" she exclaimed. 'Everyaerakis the rules
now and then --'

‘Not when I'm in charge, they don't! Not more tloace. And you've
had your chance.’

He looked pretty implacable, and she swallowedamger and tried

sweet reason. ‘Wasonly ten minutes,' she reminded him. 'I'm sorry,
was watching a seal and | didn't realise how I[dddpéen under the
water. Surely you can understand that?'

She thought his face softened a little, but notimtaunderstand, all
right," he said. 'But that doesn't alter the fa¥tsu don't get another
chance to put me through——

Puzzled as he stopped abruptly there, she askdwen'iid you
arrive?'

‘Soon after you went in. They told me you'd beewrdfve minutes.
We waited, and your partner came up. And then wiged/dor you.
You were a hell of a long time deciding to followrh How long
would you have stayed down if he hadn't come tchfgbu?'

'l was just coming,' she said defensively. ‘Wene worried?"



'Of coursel was worried, you little idiot!" More quietly, heent on,
'I'm responsible, ultimately, for the safety of sx@e on this base.
What do youhink| felt while you were watching your damned seal

'I'm sorry,' Kerin told him again. 'l promise | wbdo it again.'

'l don't need your promise,' he told her. "Youwé diving again, and
that's an order.’

Her lips tightened at the autocratic note, but las within his rights,
she supposed. 'All right,’ she said. "You make g@lfivery clear. But
| want it understood that | think you're being digind unreasonable.’

Dain looked at her and gave a small nod. 'Undedstbe said curtly.
'Have you had a hot drink since you came in?'

'‘No. I'm all right—I'm quite warm now.'

'‘Go and get --' He stopped and gave her a surgrisiny smile. 'l
think," he said, 'you should have one. Will youetdlke advice of an
old Antarctic hand, and get yourself something?'

She supposed it was a sort of olive branch, butvehe still too
disappointed and angry to accept it graciously. &hé stiffly that
she would, and then left without looking at him iaga

Les Howard had returned that day with a party fhManie Byrd Land
where they had been doing a survey for mapping.n\Wexin went
to the mess to make some coffee he was there,dhawan of beer.

‘Something upset you?' he asked, after she hadedgréan almost
absently.



'‘Does it show?' she smiled at him ruefully. 'l'ustjbeen told off and
had my privileges withdrawn.’

'Dain?’

'Yes.' She told him the whole story and he lookgdmathetic, but
said, 'l told you, Ransome's tough, but a gooddead

Kerin sighed. 'Doesn't he ever make a concessioresgpromise?'

Les grinned. 'lIt has been known. If he didn't knelaen to bend the
rules a little, he wouldn't be such a good marommand.’

Kerin chewed her lip. "You know him pretty welliessaid softly.
‘Don't you? | suppose you wouldn't --—".

'‘No, | wouldn't, Les said bluntly, holding up anlda 'One thing that
cuts no ice with Dain is anyone asking for spe&alours—for
themselves or anyone else. And don't get any idéasit batting
those long eyelashes at him, eithHrat'sguaranteed to fail!"

Indignantly she. looked up at him. 'l didn't havey guch idea! For
one thing, I'm not the type, and for another, tlaisimade of ice!

'Sorry!" Les apologised, laughing a little. 'l gsiegu'renot the
devious sort of female, trading on your sex. Tloalife is, Dain
thinks there isn't any other kind, barring a fewowharried the likes
of me. But | wouldn't count on that last statemehtours, Kerin.
Ever seen a volcano inside a snow-covered mountain?

Looking at him doubtfully, she said, 'Why doesréttrust women,
Les?'

Her companion looked uncomfortable and muttered hieahadn't
exactly said that, had he? And although she twedréss him, he



laughed and shook his head and clumsily but effelgtichanged the
subject.

They were not short of visitors, for all the imgont tourists sent by
various governments were curious about the newetstrétic station
and tried to include it in their itineraries. ThentArcticans called
them 'tourists' although ostensibly everyone hapbad reason for
visiting the region, and many expected VIP treatmdamen they got
there.

In January Kerin paid another visit to the pengrgokery when
Eddie flew out some mail and supplies to a partyctvlinad been
there for a number of weeks.

Dain came aboard almost at the last minute, arnldegdifted off she
wondered why Eddie hadn't mentioned that he wasngprti she had
known she might have skipped the trip herself.

The chicks had hatched now and the females hadhesttio share the
burden of parenthood with the fathers. Small flulfiglls of grey

down crawled in and out from the stone nests, amdoonally an

unwary chick or a careless parent invited the &tierof the ominous
skuas that perched on nearby rocks, ready to suhdige and take
off again with a helpless baby penguin clutchedh iatrong beak.
Theiryoung had to eat, too.

Kerin watched as an adult penguin squabbled witheighbour,
leaving its nest unattended, and leaned forwardasly as the baby
looked about curiously and then lurched unsteasfilyhe nest and
began wandering across the rock. The biologist® wesy making
notes, and Eddie, saying he had seen everythimg thas to see
already, had stayed in the biologists' small hesiddmg some girlie
magazines.



But when she gasped and made to move forward, &aight at her
arm. 'Where are you going?' he asked.

‘That baby—nhe'll get lost.’
His grip tightened. 'Leave it.'
'‘But --' She strained against his hold.

'We're scientists,' he said. 'We're not here trfate. We record the
way things are, not change them.’

'l just want to put one chick back on its nesté pinotested.

'‘And in the process maybe frighten a whole lot thieo parent birds
off theirs! Sit still, and remember you can't chartbe course of
nature.'

Resentfully, Kerin subsided, then gasped in hoa®@a slim, swift
shadow passed over the chick and the winged nemheped from
the sky on its terrified head. There was nothingckjwr merciful
about the chick's death, and when the patheticseoap last lay still
and bleeding against the rock, Kerin felt sick aotil. Her mittened
hands were clenched until they ached, and her fielteclammy.
Unfairly, she hated the skua for a savagery it aadt help, and
equally unfairly, she hated Dain Ransome, not schrhecause he
had stopped her from rescuing the chick, but inobacure way
because she knew if he had not been there she Wwauédclosed her
eyes and at least been spared the full horror adetfew minutes
when the poor creature had struggled helplessiynsiigs fate.

When it was all over, she wouldn't meet his eyltspagh she knew
he was looking at her. She thought he wanted tohs&e it had
affected her, that he was waiting for her to shbw weakness of



woman that he expected from her, and she wasmggdoigive him
that satisfaction.

A few minutes later he touched her arm and sa&t;slgo.’

She stood up, still not looking at him, but whenslag, 'All right?'
she carefully made her face blank and faintly ssgorand answered,
'Of course.’

They said goodbye to the biologists, who scarcegnsd to notice
their going anyway, and returned to the camp, astle=

One of the huskies had a litter of four blind, §ubups. Mitch was as
proud as a new father, and the mess toasted hinthengups in
celebration.

They were kept in the warmth of the sled room, wtiiteir mother,
and Kerin took a particular fancy to the longestdthone, which
was a little smaller than the others and a paditylattractive pale
golden colour with dark tips on its furry coat.

Mitch looked at the pup doubtfully and mutteredya€s too long.'

‘Too long?' Kerin queried, surprised. 'l thougleytihhad to be shaggy
to keep out the cold.’

'‘Not too shaggy. They can get iced up too easitenTthey've been
known to tear their flesh badly trying to get theass out of the ice.'

'l see. But he's certainly a beauty, isn't he?'

‘Mm. Well, we'll see how he goes,' Mitch said vdgue



Once the pups opened their eyes they were allohedun of the
building, and became favourites with the men, tungdihfo mischief
at every opportunity but being tolerated for thkesaf their youth
and undoubted charm.

At six weeks, when the summer was drawing to ise&l the pups
were being weaned. Kerin was allowed to help féwnt bowls of
chopped seal meat and milk.

‘They're darlings!" she said to Mitch, as they Wwatt the pups
scrambling over each other to get their meal. Alyethere were
signs that one was going to be king of the littés miniature snarls
and snaps seemed to intimidate his brothers andsister quite
effectively. 'He's a bully!" she laughed.

‘Just showing 'em who's boss," Mitch grinned. 'Gaethat one will
grow up to challenge his own father." He lookedaspa footstep
thudded on the board floor. 'Hello, Dain!

Kerin didn't look up until Dain came to stand beslekr, and then he
wasn't looking at her, but staring down at the puis turned to
Mitch and commented, 'l thought you were goingeorgl of one?'

Mitch looked oddly embarrassed, and shot a glah¢@an—why,
she couldn't fathom. 'Thought I'd wait a bit," hettared.

'‘Why?' Dain asked uncompromisingly. 'l understood thought the
pup was too long-haired. It won't grow any shorel, it?'

Mitch shifted uncomfortably on his feet. "Well, yfre all inclined to
be a bit more fluffy when they're young. | thougbtmight outgrow it
a bit, in time.'

‘Any sign of it?'



Mitch hesitated. 'No.'
'How long are you going to wait?"

'Oh, well—maybe a couple of weeks. Actually, | knbshould have
done it before, but he's a cute little beggar, thieth—Well, Kerin's
fond of him, you know.'

Dain swung round then, pinning Kerin's startledseyath his. 'l
might have known!" he said softly. Turning backhie dog-handler,
he said, 'If you're sureowthe animal will never be any good for ¢
team, then geid of himnow.You know we can't afford to feed a doc
that's not going to be any use.’

He swung away and left the room, and Mitch lookkdepishly at
Kerin. 'He's right, of course. | should have gdtaf the little fellow
before his eyes opened. | knew then that he'd teage eventually.’

Around a lump in her throat, Kerin said, 'l didréalise. You kept
him for my sake?"

The man shrugged. 'Sort of. Stupid of me to keapnauit off. I've
known all along --'

'‘Oh, Mitch!" she exclaimed. 'You're an idiot! Butery nice one.'

She gave him a quick peck on his bewhiskered chadkfollowed
Dain.

He must have walked away very fast. At first sheldo't see him at
all, then she saw a glint of fair hair over by af¢he other buildings,
where he stood talking to one of the men.

Kerin walked over that way slowly, not wanting taarrupt, but with
a vague idea of explaining to Dain that it hade#bher idea to keep
the pup. The thought of it « being put down made feel sickly



miserable, but it wasn't fair if he was blaming, e his words had
seemed to indicate.

She hadn't reached them when Dain nodded to ther atan and
turned away, glancing briefly in her direction beftve deliberately
turned away to go into" the nearby building.

Kerin stopped walking, and the other man cast mgsiglance at her,
hesitated, then moved off in the other direction.

She remained standing on the sunlit snow, tryintglicherself that
Dain couldn't have deliberately snubbed her, thabarse he hadn't
realised she had wanted to speak to him. And kngptiiat of course,
he had.That he had deliberately walked away to avoid her.

Well, she wasn't chasing after the man, she thouglingnantly, for
anything. He wouldn't be able to avoid her for ever

She stopped him that evening as he was leavingnéss, noting the
fleeting irritation that crossed his lean face wiske asked, 'May |
talk to you for a moment, Commander?'

But he said, 'Sure. What is it?'

Kerin hesitated at the near-hostility of his toaed he added, 'If
you're going to ask for a reprieve for that pup, dnswer is a definite
no. It would have been easier all round if Mitcld lieeen sensible in
the first place—it constantly amazes me the waytdhighest, most
down-to- earth types will melt at the sight of enfrine tear.'

‘You've got it wrong,' she said. 'l didn't ask Mito save the pup.
And I'm not asking for a reprieve, either.’

He looked sceptical. 'Mitch said the pup was a éawe of yours.'



‘He is. But | didn't know he should have been dgsi.’
'‘Mitch wouldn't have kept him if it hadn't been fa@u.’

‘All right,’ she retorted, with a glimmer of temp#&hat's probably so.
But | think it's unreasonable to hold me resporsibt other people's
actions.’

'"Why?'

'‘Why? Surely that's obvious. Les said you'd barddader.'
His eyes narrowed slightly. '‘And you think I'm riot?

'‘Not to me. You make me a scapegoat.'

‘You're wrong," he said, a glint of cold angeriséyes. 'l've done my
damnedest to be fair with you, but | also see $bate of the things
the men do are a direct result of your presencd.lArave very good
reason to believe that you're not above using yeuomnine charm

deliberately to get what you want."'

'Whatreason?' she asked, astounded.

"Your own words.' He looked down into her widengdsand said, 'l
heard you talking to Val Lamont that day we metuldn't catch all
that you were saying, but the gist was very claéar. remember, you
were describing how you intended to use all youriféne allure to
get what you wanted from me.'

Suddenly enlightened, she exclaimélhat was why you snubbed
me so thoroughly after the lecture?'

'l don't like being manipulated, or flattered. Ydid lay it on a bit
thick about how you enjoyed the lecture.’



But she hadn't been 'laying it on' at all. Her estasm had been quite
sincere. 'But you're wrong,' she said. 'Have yanld®lding that silly
conversation against me all this time? Is that wdiy didn't want me
here?'

She didn't like the line of his mouth as he raissdeyebrows at her.
Then he said, "You flatter yourself. It wasn't timportant. I've told
you why | object to your presence here.’

'Oh, yes,' she said. 'I'm female and thereforesiauptive influence.’
‘A certain type of female,' he corrected.

‘That sort of generalisation is typical of the wayur mind works,'
she told him, her voice low but furious. Then vatidden insight, she
added, 'Who was the woman who bruised your ego @sthmyou
decided never to trust one of us again?"

He gave a soft, unpleasant laugh. 'Ahdt's typical of the way a
woman's mind works! Any criticism of their kind hdso be
construed as the result of a love affair gone sour.

But he hadn't denied it, she thought, staring ihi® face, and
wondering how close her guess had come.

He looked back, his face enigmatic, faintly scoknfliongue-tied,
Kerin? Or wondering what strategy to adopt next7aWias it you
wanted, anyway?"

She sighed in exasperation. 'Just to explain atheutlog,' she told
him. 'l was foolish enough to think you might list® reason. Why
did you avoid me this afternoon?’



For a moment she thought he was going to denyh#nThe said, 'l
thought | was about to be treated to a tearful fedhe pup's life.
Was | wrong?'

‘Yes. Even if I'd thought of it, | would never haweagined that tears
would arouse any compassion in you.'

'You think me incapable of it? Don't you think Ight have been
avoiding you because | was afraid that | might d/i¢d your
entreaties?'

She looked at the cynical curve of his mouth, tleekery in his eyes,
and said, 'No, | know you better than that. Antddidd have thought
you would know me well enough by now not to expect any
entreaties.’

‘Don't you really care about the pup?' he askedpdlyr

'Of course | care!' she said passionately. 'Betlise there's nothing
to be done about it. Have you been waiting for smget hysterical
about it? I'm sorry to disappoint you!

'I'm not disappointed,’ Dain said quietly, appdseanswering her
sarcasm quite seriously. 'They don't do, you knbeng-haired
huskies have been known to injure themselves sly tfagly have to
be destroyed in the end. It's better this way.'

'Yes, | know. Mitch explained.’

He touched her arm very fleetingly as he turnedaoKerin wasn't
sure if the soft words he murmured were reallyy orry!’



CHAPTER TEN

THE summer seemed to draw rapidly to its close, thet bé the
low-dipping sun diminishing so that the personrig¢ha base and in
the field more often wore their insulated mukluksl @own clothing,
and the winds that made even the sunniest daybime-chillingly
cold seemed to have increased in frequency andlika@fpower.

Beards turned into frost-rimed Santa-like whiskareo time on the
men who wore them, and a variety of strange dewiesge worn to

protect faces from the cold and consequent frastBibme of the men
had perspex visors that kept out the cold but ténddog up, some
wore close-fitting balaclavas, and others reliecaacombination of
woollen hats and scarves within their parka hoddidew used

bandages or nose-shields.

Kerin had rapidly decided she couldn't bear thé ééex balaclava
which gave her a suffocating sensation, and usaagavoollen scarf
over her head and when necessary pulled acro$adesieaving only
her eyes visible within the fur lining of her parkzauy told her it gave
her a mysterious Eastern look, and she retortedhibeantasy life
was showing. 'Wishful thinking, my lad," she gridné feel more like
an Eskimo than a harem inmate.'

'You'rethe one who could have a harem here,' he saidevierse.
Hey, can | be your favourite?'

Kerin laughed." Guy was good fun in this mood, arteed most of
the time. He didn't handle alcohol very well, bu# had not
over-indulged since Christmas, and although Keras vaware he
would have liked to form a closer relationship wikier, she
successfully kept him at arm's length with a frignfirmness of
manner that still left room for jokes like this.



Eddie was another who showed his admiration foritex frankly
male way, but accepted her casual friendlinesdyedde was an
amateur painter, on fine days setting up an eagside to try and
capture the awesome beauty about them on canvas.@mwice he
had persuaded Kerin to appear in his paintingphsgta hood pushed
back as she obediently sat on a sled gazing andigstountains or
leaned against one of the huts to 'give it life'Ealdie explained. 'A
picture with a girl in it always looks better,' &aid firmly.

He had to fly out to Marie Byrd Land to pick up asfethe last of the
field parties who were coming into base readylferttip home or the
winter at the base. 'Come along for the ride, Uggested. And Kerin
accepted. She hadn't seen that particular camp,shadalways
accepted a new experience of the Antarctic wheffeted.

He landed the helicopter on a snowfield near ayockuntain peak,
where their breath came short and fast and steamtd cold air.
The two men they picked up stacked their gearthtanachine while
Kerin took photographs of the surrounding snowfigdd the
commanding mountains that overshadowed it. Bara gutcrops of
grey and buff, they held the geological clues te thistory of
Antarctica, its relationship to the other contirgetd which it might
have been joined aeons ago; and fossils , showria glant life it
had once enjoyed before the ice claimed it foovis.

They took off in clear weather, the beating blddaag 'them easily
against a blue sky, but then clouds appeared sggmout of
nowhere and the sky became overcast. They mergtdthe white
horizon in the distance and then the horizon disapgd altogether.

Eddie's lips were moving, he frowned and begarcam she ground
below anxiously, and Kerin cast him a concernechgga The far
white horizon seemed to be closing in on them, lagrdfears were
confirmed when Eddie shouted fiercely, obviouslyndmg his

language for her sake, 'lt's a ruddy white-out!dAlmen, shaking his



head and peering through the perspex in frontraf MVhere the hell
is the ground?’

It was impossible now, to tell, for the sky and sm@w- covered land
seemed to have merged completely. It was like dlyma bowl of
milk, with no landmarks and no sense of directigarin suspected
that even Eddie couldn't be certain the craft wab upright. A
white-out, she knew, was the most dreaded of atiditmns to
Antarctic pilots. On the ground it was confusingdamather
frightening, but one could stay still until it waser. Here, with, the
reflected sunlight glancing off the snow on to lolaud, then back to
the snow until all shadow and contrast was remdyetthe glare, the
effect was terrifying. Her teeth clenched tighthwigéar and her heart
bumped irregularly.

Eddie cast a despairing glance upward and yellddiry to get
through the cloud!" and the machine began to ascend

Kerin wondered if the three men were praying asl lagrshe was as
the helicopter rose and swayed. Eddie was swealii®zghands
showing white-knuckled on the controls, but the nae was still in
the air, and she looked up, hoping for a breakhm duffocating
whiteness, a glimpse of blue sky.

But it didn't come. Instead there was a suddemibterjarring, a
protesting scream of metal, and the machine lurcstepped, turned
slowly over and settled at a drunken angle agamstslope of a
mountainside, driving itself into the snow mantle.

Kerin found herself suspended by the webbing sekt ber legs
dangling. Eddie was half lying across the controis,head bleeding
a little, and one of the other men could be heatdrd her cursing in
a soft string of words.



Eddie stirred and wiped his head in a dazed way #aid, 'Let's get
out of here, folks. She might go up.'

They helped each other out of the wrecked macimteethe snow,

keeping an eye out for any sign of fire. One of geelogists had a
broken leg, that was obvious, and the other hatbadited his

shoulder and breathed with difficulty, saying, weffort, that he

thought he might have cracked a rib. Kerin had @fétthe most

lightly, as the craft had tipped away from her, $ame of the supply
boxes in the rear had shifted and caused injuniéset two men back
there with them.

They splinted the broken leg as best they could, Eaidie, with a
muttered prayer of thanks that the radio was undaghabegan
sending distress messages.

Eddie and Kerin pulled sleeping bags and groundshieem the
wreck and made the two injured as comfortable a&sipte before
they set about putting up one of the colourfululated tents about
them. It wasn't easy, but they thought it bettétaanove the injured
men any more than absolutely necessary, and thdl sowmd
entrance in the wall of a polar tent didn't give #asiest access in the
world, even when the tube of fabric that keptatseld was tied back.

At last the white-out cleared and soon afterwatdsy theard the
welcome sound of the base's other helicopter appnog, and began
signalling until they were spotted and the machimavered,

descended and settled with great delicacy on tle®gnsnow.

Kerin was surprised to see a grim-faced Dain Raegamp out and
run crouching away from the propellers, before ghet turned off
the engine and alighted.

Blue eyes scanned her from head to foot and he rt#eda‘'Are you
all right?'



‘Yes,' she said. 'More all right than anybody.'
He turned to Eddie. 'Two injured, you said?'

'In the tent. We'll have to take it down again & them out,' Eddie
grinned. 'We'll have to take it down ...’

'‘Okay, let's take -a look.'

He inspected and approved the first aid, joked thightwo men and
said, 'Well, we'll get you into the other helicapa@d then, | think, to
McMurdo for a proper hospital going-over.'

'Have to take the tent down,' said Eddie, and Dast a sharp glance
at him, noting the thin trace of dark blood thateeged from his
hairline on to his forehead.

‘Got a bit of a bang on the head, did you, Eddie dsked.
'‘Gee, that's nothing, Dain. I'm okay.'

‘Sure. Still, we'll send you along to McMurdo asliygist for a
check-up. Kerin, too.'

'I'm perfectly all right," Kerin protested. 'Nosaratch.’

Dain shrugged and didn't answer, turning his atiartb dismantling
the tent with the least inconvenience to the msmdeit.

With the two badly injured men installed there whargreat deal of
room left for other passengers. Dain said, 'ldlysbehind. You can
fetch me later.'

And Kerin said, 'So will I



'‘No, you won't,) Dain informed her quietly. "You'gwing in the
chopper with the rest.’

‘There's hardly any room --'

‘You're not that big.' His smile was white and owarr

‘You can't stay without a partner,’ she said. ‘8asrvival, rule one.'
‘Are you quoting the book at me?'

‘Yes,'

The pilot, who had been watching them, interrupté¢hy don't |
leave Eddie behind and take Kerin?'

'‘Because Eddie has concussion,' said Kerin, ge#tisparp glance
from Dain. 'Probably,' she added cautiously todmeateur diagnosis.

'He has?' the pilot asked, startled. 'He said eokay.'

'He isn't,’ said Dain. 'So make sure he gets meditention along
with the other two, before you come back for us.’

It had been an easier victory than she had expeotederin didn't
meet Dain's eyes again until the helicopter waslgafvay, and then
she kept her gaze carefully bland and neutral. ddamed equally
expressionless.

‘They'll be back quite soon, won't they?' she asked
'If we're lucky,' he said. 'But don't count on it.'
‘What do you mean?'

‘The Antarctic is unpredictable in the extreme.'



'l know that,' she said a trifle impatiently. 'Bbat isn't all that you
meant, is it?'

Dain looked about at lowering cloud and a blanktevkandscape. 'l
think,"' he said deliberately, 'there's a blizzdmhing up.’

It wasn't very long before Kerin discovered he wagectly right, a

circumstance that caused her some unreasonakbdéami They were
still putting up the tent when the first gusts alegforce winds hit
them, and needle-sharp particles of dry, sandy mlsmow stung at
the exposed skin that her parka, glasses andfadad to cover. She
silently railed at the clumsiness of heavy mitt@ssshe pulled at
flapping corners and manoeuvred boxes of supptiasto the tent
flaps to hold them down on the 'now, and was dyiliankful when

Dain shouted against the rising wind, 'You fix theide!

She wriggled through the tube at the entrance agdirbto roll out a
mat for the floor, arrange the sleeping bags onr tten foam
mattresses, and place the small kerosene cookan apturned box,
with the opened emergency rations box in front.of |

It seemed a long time before Dain came in, and wieetid, shaking
snow off his clothing as he removed goggles, hambigdoves, Kerin
asked more , sharply than she intended, 'What y@vy®&®een doing?'

'Fixing an outhouse,' he said evenly, giving heharp glance. 'We
could be here for days. Can you light that thing?'

‘Yes,' she said, finding the matches in the suppby and gingerly
applying it to the burner. Automatically she hekr chilled hands
before the small flame for a few moments, and gdng as Dain sat
down on one of the sleeping bags. Her gaze sbitells face and she
exclaimed, "Your face—frostbite!'



He cupped his hands in front of his face, breatmtmthem, but still
when he moved them and looked at her enquiringhy white patch
on his cheekbone remained visible.

Kerin moved and placed her warmed palm over thé $peling the
coldness of it, and just below, the faint roughradsristles.

Her gaze collided with a blue glance and she meaMétle, crouched
near him, almost overbalancing. A hard hand caagiter arm to
steady her, and she said, 'Thank you.'

‘Thankyou,"he said. 'Is it working?'

She moved her hand and looked. 'lt's beginning Sbe began
rubbing it with her fingertips, needing some sdrction. 'Why don't
you wear a beard?'

‘To combat frostbite, you mean? It does help tertam extent, but |
found | hated the feel of an iced-up beard. | date the growing
process—it itches.’

She moved her fingers, the tips lingering agaimstjdwbone, and
said, 'l think it's all right now.'

He caught her hand as it dropped from him, and SHEmnks.' Then
he released her to sit back on her heels and rtoinm iim, looking at
the packets, tins and cooking utensils in the foox

‘Shall I cook tonight?' he asked.

'‘Would you? | do feel a bit—inadequate--with alistldehydrated
stuff.'

‘That's the first time I've heard you admit to ieqdacy,' he scoffed,
quite gently. 'Are you sure you didn't hit your detoo?'



Surprised, Kerin glanced up at him, finding a gleagenuine
humour in his eyes. 'l told you,' she said, 'l wage unhurt.'

'‘When did you realise that Eddie had concussion?'

'‘Not until after you came,' she confessed. 'He selequite normal
until he started going on about taking down the.'ten

‘Like a stuck record,' Dain murmured.

Kerin laughed a little, and then sobered. 'Will be all right?
Concussion can be serious, can't it?'

'I'm not a doctor. | expect he'll be quite okayeythave a properly
equipped hospital at McMurdo.' He paused, and athshe kept her
eyes on the blue flame of the burner she couldHeefaze on her
face. 'Would you have been so calm if you realibed Eddie was
injured as well?'

'‘Calm?' she queried.

'‘When we arrived you looked as calm as a nun, nall &ke a girl
who had been in a crash on a mountain at the battdhe world.’

'‘What were you expecting?' she asked. 'Raving hgst
‘Not from you,' he said.

She looked back at him again, but the expressidmsreyes was
unreadable. He had seemed more friendly than ssuze the others
left, though. Lightly she said, '‘Can | take thatasompliment?'

‘Take it as you like," said Dain. She thought lyigesewere smiling.
Then they alerted, suddenly. "You're looking asb&dy now though,’
he commented, leaning closer. 'Sure you're feelkay?'



'Yes,' she said, too quickly, and he slid off tleeping bag and came
to kneel beside her, taking her shoulders in higlka

*You don't have to keep proving you're better ttrennext man,' he
said roughly. 'What is it? Delayed shock?"'

'l don't know," she said. 'I'm all right if | keettill, honestly. But |
didn't feel too good outside. My head ached teyrdnid | felt rather
sick.'

A faint grin touched his mouth. 'teatall?’
‘All?' she repeated indignantly.

‘We're pretty high up,’ he said, the grin widenifidpe air is getting
thin here. You have a touch of altitude sickness.’

'‘Oh! Oh, yes, of course.' She had read about tttHmireality had
come as a surprise.

Dain made her take off her parka and windproofsaad/l into her
sleeping bag, after the briefest possible visitthe igloo-style
outhouse he had dug in the snow a few yards frentetht.

Then she watched as he deftly melted snow, therednikried
potatoes and dehydrated meat into more than p#&ataboles, and
made pancakes with milk powder and dried egg powder

She was more hungry than she realised, and feérkagter the meal.
He handed her an enamel mug full of strong coffekas she took it,
she said, 'l compliment the cook. My turn tomorrow.

He didn't argue, and they sat quietly sipping tleeiifee while the
blizzard raged and shrieked outside, shaking tHks whthe tent so
that the fabric trembled. But the little burner tegktheir small shelter



remarkably efficiently, and Kerin felt quite cosydcasafe, with Dain
sitting only feet away on his own sleeping bag.

They wiped the dishes with paper and stowed thesk indo the box,
and Kerin didn't even need to get out of the casyrdbag to do that.
The tent was very small, the fifteen-inch insulgtilmyer of air
trapped between the inner and outer walls makirgen less roomy
than it looked from the outside.

'‘How do you feel now?' Dain asked as he adjustedlame Vn the
burner.

'‘Better, thank you.' She did, but she had suddeetpme conscious
of the intimacy of their situation. Crouched in teenall space
between the two sleeping bags, he looked calm anéfldent and
rather too large and masculine. He had openeddifeg of his thick
plaid shirt and turned back the sleeves, and asised a hand to
brush back a wayward strand of hair she saw thengte fine golden
hairs on his strong forearm. His eyes met hersshedooked quickly
away.

He opened his sleeping bag and slipped off hissbaotl one pair of
socks and got inside the bag, leaning his head tvackasped hands.

'‘Care for a game of cards?' he asked, slantingrecglacross at her.
She said, 'Do you?'

‘Not particularly. But it's too early to sleep.’

'Yes. What do you usually do—in this situation?"'

'Play cards, read—talk. Men in the Antarctic geknow each other
qguite well when they're tented up in a blizzardddew days. Once



cards and chess pall, and the reading matter wingere isn't much
to do but talk.’

‘What do they talk about?' she asked, quellingiat f@xcitement
arising from the thought that she might get to kridamn Ransome
better in this enforced isolation.

His faint grin laced with cynicism, he said, 'Theyk a lot about
women.'

Silent for a moment, she said with detached comrictyoudon't.'

He turned his head a little to look at her moré&/fuHow would you
know?'

Challenging him, "Kerin looked back into the faynthocking blue
eyes. He wouldn't casually discuss a woman he daredhe knew.
And he was much too confident of his own mascuylibit need to
boast of unimportant conquests. 'You're not the,tyghe said flatly.

He moved, and involuntarily she tensed, but he avég turning on
his side, propping himself on one elbow. 'Whateam [, then?' he
asked her. 'Do you have me down as a woman-hater?'

She hesitated, a little alarmed because she hadudby needled
him," even if only slightly, and she felt disadveged, flat on her back
in the cocoon of the sleeping bag. But she woulshtk down now.
Across the small space that separated them she'Natdexactly.
You look on women in much the same way you lookood wine or
music— you appreciate and enjoy them when you liswe for
them, and provided they're kept in the small paybar - life you can
spare for them. You would never allow a woman taobee
important enough to influence your life. She wothlave to take
second place to your work.'



'How very astute of you, Kerin,' he said softlyolY have me all
worked out, don't you?'

‘It's true, isn't it?"

'‘Basically," he said shortly, and rolled back ohighands again. 'Tell
me about Roger.'

Taken aback, she said defensively, 'Why should 1?'

'‘Why not? Isn't he the person who's most in yoaugfints—the one
you can't wait to get back to?"

'Of course,’ she said. But a faint tide of dismaserin her, because
she realised that actually she had scarcely thaafgRbger since his

last letter. Life had been too full of other thirgand people. '‘But |

don't want to bore you,' she added.

'Is Roger boring?"
'Of course not! He's a charming and talented acdieg person.'

'‘Exciting?' The blue eyes turned again to lookqurgly at her. 'You
mean sexually?'

'No!'
'Oh? He isn't?’

About to flare in temper, she checked herself. ld8 #easing her, of
course, waiting for just that. 'l wasn't discusdingt aspect,' she said
coolly. 'And I'm not going to.'

‘Don't you think "that aspect” is important in niage?'

'l merely think it's private,' she said sharply.



His narrow smile held a certain insolent resigmati§o you won't tell
me if you sleep with him?"'

'l certainly won't!" she snapped, outraged. 'If yant to satisfy your
prurient male instincts, | suggest you find someddie's magazines.
| daresay he left some abolttis jaw tightened, and the slight stair
of colour on his cheekbones might have been arigtd you; |
don't go for that sort of stimulation." But suddehe moved, sitting
up and twisting to look at her. 'Nor am | turnedoynsomeone else's
reminiscences. | prefer the real thing, at firstdha

His hard gaze held a glitter that left her in nailolowhat he meant.
Feeling disadvantaged, Kerin sat herself up, tdee bag slipped
from her shoulders and she clutched it as it fedd her waist. 'If you
mean what | think --' she said, and was stoppetdyaunting quality
of his smile.

'‘What do you think?' he asked.

She looked back at him in frustrated anger, figfistity clenched on
the billowing folds of her sleeping bag.

Dain suddenly laughed. 'You look like a Sabine raajdhe said.
'‘Don't worry, | don't think a polar tent is a sbi@ venue for rape,
even if | was tempted to it.’

I'm not worried!" she said.

'On the grounds that | wouldn't do it, or that yoan look after
yourself?'

'‘Both.

‘Are you so sure?'



'Of the second, very. Of the first --' she hesddtactionally. "You
just said yourself you're not tempted.’

‘True.' He leaned forward suddenly, making hercfiinbut he was
only putting out the burner.

He looked up at her movement and said, 'It's bett¢rwhile we
sleep. There's a danger of carbon monoxide poigdnin

'Yes,' she said, and wriggled down into the slegiag, pulling it
round her chin, and adjusting the hooded top.

She turned her head away from him, but she couddt his even
breathing, feel his presence in the slowly cootigt, knowing that
she need only stretch out her hand to touch him.

It seemed a very long time before she went to sleep

When she woke hours later she found ice on hepisigdag where
her breath had condensed during her sleep, andebhsr the tent
wall had a thin coating of ice as well. But thermmrwas showing a
feeble flame, and there was no sign of Dain. Hetimarge lit it before

going out.

There was a small amount of water left from thewsrbey had
melted last night, and she dipped a facecloth awtlehhasty wash
and cleaned her teeth. She would offer to collexerherself to make
up for the luxury of using precious water for waghi

'How's the weather?' she asked Dain when he cravdek into the
tent.

‘The same,' he answered laconically, pushing b&lpdrka hood.
'Feeling better?"



‘Yes, thanks,' she answered. She shrugged intopaga and
windproofs and donned gloves and boots. 'I'll takeot for water,'
she said, and left him.

Outside the cold and the savagery of the hurledvsnade her gasp.
She could barely see the outline of the igloo, gaithering a pot full
of snow became a major task. The tent was alreatfyblried in
snow, and she wondered if it was possible it migdntcompletely
covered and never found ...

She staggered back thankfully into the warmth eftémt, which now
seemed like a sauna compared with the wild chithefoutside, their
wet socks and mittens from yesterday steaming yevitere they
hung on a rope above the burner.

She placed the pot of snow on the burner and cezlichfront of it
for a few moments hugging herself. The soft buzz Dafin's
battery-operated shaver stopped behind her andasked, "What
would you like for breakfast?'

There wasn't a great deal of choice, really, batgbtato omelettes
she managed to turn out were at least passableomiidto sauce, and
the hot coffee afterwards was comforting, too.

Once the dishes were done again there was nothidg but crawl

back into their sleeping bags, although later #raperature rose
enough to bring them out, lying on top, or sittergss-legged while
Dain taught her how to play rummy. He was bothgrdtand teasing,
and Kerin felt more at ease than she ever hadiodmpany.

He made them soup for lunch, and afterwards theyaiang quite
companionably, when she asked him about his othataratic
seasons, and what he knew of the parts she haén't s



‘The deserts,' he said. 'In Victoria Land. You'eard of the Dry
Valleys?'

'Yes—there's no snow there.'

‘That's right. About four thousand square milesogks and sand. It's
a geologist's paradise. No ice, not even soiletdogtween us and the
earth's history. Although it's as contradictoryteesrest of Antarctica.

Lake Vanda is covered in a foot of ice, and at hbdtom has a

temperature of eighty degrees Fahrenheit. And Dian Pond never

freezes although it's only six inches deep.’

'‘But why?'

Dain grinned. 'Salt. The water's full of it. Mayleét over from a time
when the valleys were under the sea. There are niiednseals in
the valleys, too, hundreds of years old, it's thugnd sixty miles
inland.'

'Is it as beautiful as the rest of the continelk&?in asked.

'In its way. It's—awful in the ancient sense. Oraame. There are
tremendous vistas of glaciers spilling down intacky valleys,
mountain ranges that seem to climb endlessly nftoity, rocks and
mountains sculpted by the wind into strange pyrashidpes. There
are frozen waterfalls against grey rocky cliffs andlakes reflecting
the brilliance of the sky on a blue, sunny day. Atikinds of oddly
beautiful rock formations. And always the thrilllafowing that there
are still discoveries to be made, that anythinghtnigrn up.’

'Like the giant salamander? It was found by a Nealander, wasn't
it?'

Dain smiled. 'That was the find of the century. Avot
hundred-million-year-old fossil fragment showingathAntarctica



had once been inhabited by some sort of reptileertiain four feet
long. The significance is, of course, that it was iahabitant of
semi-tropical forest areas.'

'And that means that the Antarctic was once muatmen'

‘That's right. Which supports the continental thdbry, of
course—that once the continent was much closdrat&tuator.'

‘Then perhaps those icebergs you talked abouthmfoee, drifting to
warmer waters, are simply heading home.'

'Home? Icebergs have no home. They're wanderdisdace of the
earth—or sea.’'

‘Do youhave a home, Dain?'

He looked surprised. Kerin was surprised hersdié fuestion had
been quite unpremeditated, but she suddenly warggd much to
know the answer.

‘Sort of,' he said. 'l own the family farm, sincg parents died some
years ago, within a year or two of each other. plage is run by a
sharemilker, but | have a couple of rooms wheredgksome stuff,
mostly books and clothes. | don't have many pogsessas such. |
move about too much to accumulate much.’

‘A wanderer on the face of the earth?' she sattysemiling.

His mouth quirked in reply, he inclined his headher a trifle
ironically. 'And you?' he asked. 'Do you have a apmarents, a
family?’

‘My father died when | was ten. My mother marrigaia just seven
years ago, and when | was twenty-one, she anduséaind moved to



Australia. They have another daughter, my halesisbhe's much
younger than | am, of course.'

‘Do you see them?'

'‘Not often. We write. Once they holidayed there] &ve flown over
in my holidays a few times. They make me very weled

Asa visitor, she was thinking. It was nobody's fault that stledn
outsider in their family circle, they were always'y charming to her
and her mother loved having her. But she was nbgfdheir lives,
just a pleasant diversion for a short time, someorie entertained.

'‘Don't you get on with your stepfather?' Dain askedtching her
face.

'Of course | do! Only | don't think of him as thatwvas already an
adult when he married my mother.'

‘Just barely, surely. What is your mother like?"

'‘Small and sweet and very feminine." She cast himslightly
mischievous glance and said, 'Not a bit like me!'

He grinned his acknowledgement. 'l wouldn't say,the murmured.
'Did you by any chance take it on yourself to l@dter your mother
when your father died?'

‘Nothing like that!" she said a little dryly. 'lidashe was sweet and
feminine, but it doesn't necessarily equate wiglpless", you know.

| did have to do a certain amount of looking afterself, however.
I'm glad of it, now. It made me independent and—atédg, | think.'

‘Capable of anything, I'd say.'

'‘Are you being nasty?"



'‘Why should you think that? Surely it's a complitfen
‘You tell me!’

'‘Okay," he said easily. 'lt's a compliment. SattsH
Kerin laughed and said, 'Thank you.'

But when she stopped laughing something in his e\es made her
catch her breath, and she looked away from him, neart
unaccountably thudding.

'What's the matter?' he asked, and it seemed tih&iehe knew, and
that his voice was taunting, knowing.

'‘Nothing!" she said, too loudly. "When is this bard going testop?"

Of course he couldn't answer that, and he didn'tHe leaned across
and his hand grasped her wrist, as he said quexiign'Kerin?'

She wasn't sure exactly what happened, only tlsabhich aroused a
sudden fire that frightened her, so that she jerkedy with
unnecessary force, and pushed at him, saying Kerteesave me
alone!

She caught him off balance, and he knocked harthstgthe little
Primus stove, making her heart lurch in sickeniegr fas the flame
flared suddenly, and instantly pictures dancedeiniead of the tent
in flames and the two of them trapped inside it.

They both leaped to right the stove, knocking agfa@ach other in
their haste, and when it sat safely upright agaiaywing back with
arms entwined, clutching each other in relief. Daas half kneeling,
his thigh hard against Kerin's hip, his arms craglher, fingers tight
on her shoulder, her head against his as she dugledwn fingers



about the rough wool of his collar. She could taelthud of his heart
against her breast.

‘You little fool!" he muttered, his voice deep aadping.
'I'm sorry!" she whispered. 'Are you all right?’

‘Yes.' He didn't ask her, but grasped her fingertsis and looked at
the hand she had used to right the stove. She twasmt—it had
been too quick.

His fingers suddenly contracted on hers until hip gurt, and she
realised that she was trembling. Then he let gdhaad and his long
fingers cupped her cheek and chin, raising her tabes.

She knew' he was going to kiss her, and her Iyppslumtarily parted a

little as his mouth found them. It was a long, deeatisfying kiss

that seemed to draw a small, licking flame from dlepths of her
body. Her hand relaxed its death grip on his calsre moved a
little, fitting her head into the curve of his slaer and arm, and her
fingers touched the warm skin of his neck underhas, slipped

inside his shirt and softly stroked the musclekisfshoulder.

She thought his mouth was drawing softly away,tbeh he seemed
to change his mind, to come back to her with remewmency,
parting her lips again to ardent surrender, antl,ksgsing her, he
moved and lowered her gently on to her sleeping &agjng his body
against the length of hers, moving his hand dowerfitie wool of her
jersey, lingering on the feminine curves it coveaed flooding her
being with delicious longing. Her own hands wergtnieted in their
delicate exploration of his skin, and when the ifalmf his shirt
tautened and then a button gave way and freed @hétle, she felt a
little surge of triumph as her fingers moved dowenhis chest,
delighting in the slightly damp warmth, the hardsainity beneath
the surprising smoothness.



Dain's hands moved convulsively, then, almost rbughshing aside
the constriction of her jersey, easily dealing witle fine cellular
wool spencer she wore beneath that, beginning them sure
caresses of her bared midriff until he found thedoaf her bra and
moved impatiently past that to find a strap andidlenthat aside, too.

And Kerin came suddenly back to earth. Once Rogdrieen doing
just that, when the sudden memory of Dain Ransofae's had
intruded. Now it was Dain making love to her, ahdeemed as
though all along that was what she had wanteditBuaswrong!

She stiffened and wrenched her mouth away fromthldng in a
sobbing breath. She felt confused and ashamedrmidehed. She
felt Dain's mouth against her throat and criBld! Stop it! Oh, stop!

He lifted his head then, frowning as though he d@o'tibelieve what
he heard. 'What?' he said, and his voice soundeasaldrugged.

She began to struggle and he suddenly grabbedalreartd made her
keep still while he looked down into her face. Sigatened her lips
and whispered, 'Please, Dain. Let me go.'

He did, rolling away from her to his own side oé tient.

She touched her mouth that was tingling from hssés, and sat up,
keeping her eyes averted.

Almost indifferently, he asked, 'What happened? ¥d suddenly
remember Roger's existence?'

Too shaken to pretend or to think of some othemusgecshe said
dully, 'That's exactly what happened. I'm sorry |
you're—disappointed. But you --'

' what?'



"You shouldn't have kissed me.'

Into the deadly little silence that followed, hedsal thought |
received a definite invitation.'

That was beastly, and she looked up then, angeerneyes, to find
him looking maddeningly calm, with his cynical senwell in place.
He said; 'No?' and raised an eyebrow.

‘No.'

He shrugged contemptuously, as though he didngveeher but it
was too unimportant to argue anyway. Her anger gnéova hard
knot of resentment, but she swallowed it down.

The tent seemed stiflingly small and stuffy, and &oked in some
despair at the flimsy walls that made such an @¥#feqrison in the
midst of the blizzard ...

And then she realised that the blizzard had dide.tént fabric hung
still at last, and there was no muted howling gangutside.

She looked about, listening, and it was true. Deas watching her,
and she met his eyes and said, 'lt's stoppednasn't it?'

‘Yes. Some time ago. If it lasts, they'll be oupick us up quite soon.

Kerin swallowed, surprised by a quite extraordinansh of
contradictory feelings—relief and a sudden releafseension, and
impatience to be gone from here, but shot through wpposing
emotions of regret and depression.

'Will Roger be waiting for you?' Dain asked sudgeMvhen you get
back to Christchurch?’

'Yes,' she said, 'l certainly hope so.'



Softly he taunted, 'What will you tell him?'

She drew in a sharp breath and said, 'It's nogewfbusiness what |
tell him.'

'Oh, | think | might be called an interested thiakty," he drawled.
'‘Supposing | decided to tell him how sweetly hamtiee makes love
in an Arctic tent, when the mood takes her ..

She turned on him in fury. "You swine ! If you ...'

'‘Don't dare me!' he warned her, his voice cutting likenide into her
protest.

She breathed deeply, unevenly. 'Sometimes," slik ‘t¢diate you
more than any man on earth!

'Only sometimes?' He laughed, and said, stirrioghfhis position,
'I'l go and check the weather, and see if thearadn get through.'

Kerin didn't watch him go out, sitting with her laseup and her hands
clasped in front of her. She was trying to telldaedfrthat what she had
said to him was true, that she really did hate ldat.the anger in her
was at war with another bewildering new emotiont stze didn't,
want to recognise or admit. She couldn't—she cdutcive possibly
been stupid enough, she told herself, to fall relvitha man of ice!



CHAPTER ELEVEN

By the end of March the last of the summer people Ibfd the
buildings had been checked and sealed about the dad windows
with wide cloth tape, and the chimneys covered. fheks to the
water source and the met. box where daily weattatings had to be
made were marked with six-foot poles and red flagsxpectation of
the deep winter snows to come. Seabirds no longeeled about the
coast and flocked on the offshore floes, and tmgpms had moved
from the nesting sites out to the floating iceed.s

The sun moved lower towards the horizon and nigbtsame long.
Sometimes the sun surrounded itself with mysterrmgs and rays
or flung an image of itself on to the ice cryswlspended in the air so
that it appeared twice, or the image hung in tlyengkile the original
hid beyond the horizon. Already there was darka¢ssidnight for a
couple of hours.

The dozen people left at the base seemed to drasercto one
another as the length of the nights increased theilsun dropped
from sight for the last time and the flags were déo&d for the long
Antarctic night.

Except for Dain, who appeared to Kerin to becomeenadoof and
unapproachable as the temperature dropped andrler wlosed in.
She watched the men and noted their reactions,otfes who
complained that they couldn't sleep when night nev
lifted—sometimes the same men who had been sleejheshe
nightless summer months, the ones who seemed twinai into
their work or hobbies and spent most of their tmhene, the ones
who became irritable or teased each other withdge ef malice, and
the few who slept most of the time.

But Dain Ransome's reactions remained unfathomable.



He was quietly watchful, once or twice authoritatiwhen irritation
threatened to become anger, incisively cutting argpuments before
they became fights, cooling down the participaniih \a few well
chosen words. He never showed the least angattability himself,
and Kerin tried to laugh at herself when she redlithat she was
finding thatintensely irritating.

She was aware that to most of the men she had leesome sort of
special symbol. No one ever turned their frustregion her. There
seemed a sort of tacit conspiracy to protect loen their less amiable
moods, and she noticed that she was getting thetli@atment' as she
labelled it privately, intrigued by this particulahenomenon, and
rather amused at her own instinctive reaction. gleened doors for
her, served her first, watched their language ekbuisite delicacy
when she was about, and asked for her ‘woman'speiety on all

sorts of discussions during the evening sessiotaloand drinking.

She had become for them, she deduced, a subbitaiéthe women
they had left behind and hoped to return to, a gotwr their
tenderness and chivalry, and surely there wasmtiraan alive who
would not have become more aware of her own feraimature
under this subtle flattery. She found herself depiglg an almost
maternal affection for them all, and was often tbepient of their
confidential hopes and longings, particularly thasenected with
their wives and girl-friends.

It became quite common for one or other of the toegit with Kerin
In a quiet corner of the mess for half an houropiasd talk. And there
seemed an unspoken agreement among the men thaeteia-tetes
were not to be disturbed.

She knew that Dain had become aware of the praaru that he
seemed to view it with some derision. Once he cavee to her with
a fresh drink' in his hand for her, unrequestetéraine of the men
had just left her.



He took the man's place beside her and eyed hbranidunt in his
smile. 'Playing Mother Confessor?' he asked.

'‘Or making mental notes for your report to Profesamce?’

Kerin sipped at the drink and tried to quell a guwesh of anger. She
never made notes, mental or otherwise, on theseatpri
conversations, and the substance of them would ragpear, except
in the most general terms, in her reports.

'I'm just being normally sociable,' she said.

His glance told her he didn't believe that. 'Alesle quiet, cosy
conversations,' he said, his voice scoffing. Wiwathey talk about?
Let me guess. You remind them of the girl they befhind—is that
it? They've made you a kind of mascot—a surrogatelf the girls

they dream about in the long, cold night. Theyndaved you with

every feminine virtue, and all those poor girlsbbhome are going to
have to measure up to the goddess who winterechence with

them.’

There was some truth in what he was saying, she.kBat the way
he said it antagonised her. Wanting to hit back, stmapped, 'And
who do | remindyou of, Mr Ransome? The girl who once cracke
that lump of ice you call a heart—and made you hate’

She saw the flare of surprise in his eyes befor@dhé behind a cold
mask of indifference. But there was a vicious utater in the

coldness of his voice when he replied, 'Go andkstaur pins in

someone else, Miss Clever. I'm not in the markepgychoanalysis.'
He put down his drink abruptly and stood up. 'lomg for a run with

a dog team."



She said, 'Can | come?' not even thinking aboubut, suddenly
iImmensely attracted by the idea of sledging adrisssity of ice in
the bright cold moonlight.

Then she waited cringing for Dain's rebuff, becaakeourse he
didn't want her along. He wanted to get away fran h

But he stopped and looked at her, then said, Uflikee. Go and get
some warm clothes. It's past twenty below, outside.

She almost ran to do it, half afraid he would gtheut her if she
didn't hurry, and strangely exhilarated by the didwf leaving the
heat and confinement of buildings.

He was waiting for her when she stepped outsidefta chill struck
at her face and sucked into her lungs with herdiasping breath. She
pulled the woollen scarf about her face as thegged towards the
dog lines, telling herself she was quite mad, leelifig with every
step an increase in the excitement that gripped her

The dogs were excited, too, yelping and pullingtlogir chains as
Dain unwound the rope traces from the sledge anddththe lead
trace to Kerin, who stretched it out in front oétsledge while Dain
anchored the back with a steel pin. Then she dtgdte lead dog to
hold the attention of the Vest while Dain harnestesin. This few
minutes was a time of tension, when fights migkalkrout among the
dogs, but it went without a hitch, and Dain saitetly, 'I'll brake," as
Kerin prepared to jump on and take the traceseslduge passed hel
when the dogs began to pull.

It was an absolutely unforgettable experience,inlgihacross the ice
shelf in brilliant silver moonlight, the vast emmss matched by a
deep silence in which the soft padding of the heskfeet, their
panting breath, the swish of the runners glidinghensnow were the
only sounds. Once they were on smooth flat snown D@ved from



the back of the sled to sit just behind her, amy tteemed to go on
and on as though the dogs could carry them for etera magic
Never-never-land.

The yellow flicker in the sky that came and wehgrt shimmered
into life and disappeared, sent a tremor of expe¢atsonder down

Kerin's spine, and she was already pulling onrhees before Dain's
gloved hands reached round her to grasp them andbige quietly

called the team to a halt.

The dogs hunched down on to the snow, scoopin@une svith their

tongues, and settling quietly, while Kerin leangaiast the padded
clothing that covered Dain's chest and said oneathrof sound,
'‘What is it?'

'Wait,' he said.

His arms tightened about her, and she huddled ,di@smuse it was
very cold.

And then it began. The yellow glow appeared agaayered in the
sky, and grew stronger. It hovered, spread, stegt@nd seemed to
fold like a curtain hung against the midnight sky.green glow
appeared at its edge, then there were suddenlyshaEned, white,
deep green, and violet chasing each other acresski) until they
merged and a glow of pink suffused the horizon ware side. A
brilliant flash of light shot across from horizon torizon and
sometimes the entire sky seemed to be a moving ofdgght and
colour, an incredible display of awesome proposijahe pinks and
purples and golds and crimsons mingling, separatmngrging,
hurling themselves across the heavens, then ddiidadvering with
a shimmering grace in ethereal, wavering curtafriglot.

Kerin couldn't have said how long it lasted—minutesours. It was
totally magic, taken out of time, an everlastingmnent.



When at last the lights faded and the sky retutndmlankness, they
sat on for a few minutes in total silence. ThennBsirred, and called
the dogs to their feet, and they turned the teasnreturned to base.
Any further exploration that night would have besnti-climactic.

Each dog received the regulation rewarding patagpaoving words
and then they walked back to the buildings, stdraess, but Dain's
arm was about Kerin's shoulder, and it felt absbyutight.

When they reached the buildings, she said, 'Thanlkfgr letting me
come. Goodnight.'

He opened the door that led to her quarters bedferanswered.
'‘Goodnight, Kerin.' His voice sounded friendly ayehtle, but he had
already swung away before she got the heavy dosedl

Midwinter Day was a highlight of the Antarctic catiar. The cook
excelled himself with scallops, oysters, turkeyd dight fruit pies

with ice cream, and the subsequent party went ohdars. An air of
affectionate camaraderie prevailed and there wertemse incidents
to mar the celebration.

The following days seemed flat, and some of the rbename
positively morose. Kerin noted that fact for Pref@sPrince, and did
her best to remain calm and cheerful, and wenbbhér way to talk
to the ones who seemed least communicative.

Eddie asked her to let him try a portrait of hendavas .so
disappointed at her initial laughing refusal thhe gelented and
changed her mind. Small disappointments and friigitis took on
unrealistic proportions in the unnaturally closethenunity, and she
didn't want to be the cause of plunging poor Edudie a gloom that
was foreign to his normally happy nature.



She told herself that her own deep disappointnfett@ain's manner
had not changed since their sharing of the Aurdoaanight was due
to the same cause. In normal conditions she wouwt have
experienced this piercing hurt each time his cgeksemet hers with
not a spark of warmth, with no apparent memoryhaired moments
of magic.

He was the only one who took no apparent intereshe picture

Eddie was painting of her. There was no chanceeaping the
sittings a secret, for if the two of them had dE=gred for an hour or
two at a time, in the abnormal conditions of theédbaumour and
speculation would have been rife, with a subsedyeplosive

situation.

When it was finished, it was a good amateur pdrtaglittle wooden
but like her, and Eddie proudly hung it in the me$&re everyone
duly admired it.

Even Dain, pressed to give an opinion, said witlha smile that he
was impressed with Eddie's talent. When he movedlaince from
the painting to her face and back, Kerin wondetréeé thought Eddie
had flattered her'.

Someone said, 'How about painting something to \g&r the bar,
Eddie?' and thrusting forward an art book he haenhbglancing
through, added, 'Something like this?'

This,Kerin saw as she looked with others at the fulbaoplate, was
The Naked Maja.

There were some good-natured whistles and humgreuashusiastic
encouragement, and Eddie, grinning, said, "Thioguldn't, huh?' to
those who sounded sceptical of his talents. "W#lllshow you

bas --Sorry, Kerin!'



She smiled forgiveness and said, 'That's rightj&sgdu show them?!

Later he came up to her quietly, holding the bookis hands, and
said, "You won't mind, Kerin? If | paint a nude the boys? | mean, it
won't be like --'

‘Like what was there before?' she smiled.
Sheer horror crossed his pleasant face. 'You Saw it

Kerin laughed and reassured him, 'No. Someoneitaakvn before |
had the chance.'

‘Well," said Eddie, looking very relieved, 'thislviae something in
watcha call good taste. | mean, I'm no great aitishow that, but
there's art and there's dirt, see, isn't there?'sTkize difference, |
guess.'

'I'm sure yours will be art,’ she smiled. She knelat he meant,
although she supposed there was some difficultyuiatirawing the
line. The Naked Majamight be a famous painting and classic:
enough to have gained respectability, but the tadi/an undoubtedly
erotic air, and she seemed to have read somewlnrée painting
had caused a stir when Goya created it in 1800.

This time Eddie worked on the painting in his owonm, answering
all bantering queries as to the progress of it witke stolid
information that they'd see when it was finished.

Kerin's birthday was in coldest mid-July. There baen no mail for
months. Roger had sent a small parcel with thebish of mail they
had received, and she opened it that morning tb difpair of pearl
drop earrings that looked elegant and expensive, acard with
Roger's equally elegant scrawl sending her his.love



The earrings were lovely, and the sentiment wama, she was a
little horrified at herself because the only emotshe felt as she took
the cold hard droplets in her hand was a vagudinelt depression
and unease.

Of course it didn't mean anything, she told herselsibly. It was
ages since she had seen him, and the depressioly sneant that she
was missing him, that was all.

She didn't wear the earrings, but placed them batheir little box
and put them away.

When Dain stopped by her table at lunch and puttriaig down
between hers and Nat Mitchell's, she glanced @oiiprise. He must
want to talk to Mitch, she supposed, but that irapi@n was dispelled
when before even sitting down, he said in a clearev/that half of the
room at least must have heard, 'Many happy retiesn.'

Surprised, she asked, 'How did you know it's mghiday?'

'It's in your file," he told her, seating himsedf @ngratulations from
the other men flowed across the room, and somdaned a chorus
of Happy Birthday to You. Dain even joined in, lgseen eyes
gleaming enigmatically, and when someone said, $8beald have a
birthday party!" he endorsed the remark, with 'Gmteh! We'll talk

to the cook.' He smiled down at her and then tuimedttention to
his meal.

They gave her a party complete with hastily bakedliaed birthday
cake and champagne. And Dain stayed close to heveiing and
proposed a toast for her birthday, and even sugdekstncing.

He claimed the first dance from her himself, andhey circled the
floor she asked, 'Why did you set this up?"



‘What do you mean?'

She flashed him a glance and said, 'I'm not stupidl knew
someone would suggest a party as soon as they kneas my
birthday.'

‘You're not stupid,’ he acknowledged. 'Didn't ycantva party?"

She hadn't cared, one way or the other. If he hatted to give her a
party, she thought she might have been pleasediiesuggested it
outright, himself. But she couldn't help suspectingt his motives
had been something more complex than a simpleed&sigive her

pleasure. And that his methods had been somehowusgeWhy had

he waited for someone else to make the suggesienng given

them the obvious cue?

‘That doesn't answer my question,' she said.

'‘Persistent little cuss, aren't you? All right, anted an excuse for a
morale-boosting exercise. The men need it at thne bf the year.
We can't celebrate everybody's birthday, but yasgou're the only
woman and it's at the right time, made a perfectisg. And it was
better if it seemed a spontaneous gesture of time rather than the
commander's treat.’

She swallowed. 'l see. And you're even allowingcdan That's quite
a concession, isn't it?'

His fingers tightened a little on hers. 'There andy a dozen of us
now for you to distribute your favours around. tJuske sure you
dance with everyone and there'll be no problems.’

‘Certainly, Commander,' she said with exaggeratedptiance. 'In
order of precedence?'



His eyes glinted as he looked down at her fairtigifed face and
eyes bright with temper. 'That won't be necessag/drawled. 'l'd
advise you to give young Guy a whirl before he detaself too

drunk to stand straight. After that, just rememtberbasic principle.
Pat one, pat them all." --'

'You think that people can be controlled in the savay as your dog
teams?"

‘This is a primitive environment, where men lives# to nature and
ancient instincts tend to come to the fore. Theytily a little more
complicated than the dog teams, that's all.'

'‘Does that include yourself?'

'‘My instincts are as powerful as any other mari& had some
practice at keeping them well under control, howeve

‘And now you're using me to control the others.’
'I'm using the fact that it happens to be youriaty.'

'‘Oh, don't hedge! You know very well you've donerydamnedest to
keep them from getting close to me. And now, beeaus feel it's

time they had some—some light relief, some smalbrd for being

good, you arrange dancing, amdtruct me in my role. Every man
gets his share, his turn to chew the bone!

There was a tightness about his mouth, and higfsbardened on
her waist, as though they might bruise the flesheb&h her thin
jersey.'Be quiet!'ne muttered sharply, beneath his breath.

'‘Why don't you just say, "Heel!" she asked hitnwduld do as well,
wouldn't it?'



'‘Don't push me, Kerin," he said softly, betweert s&éeth. 'l could be
tempted to bring you to heel in a way you'd neoegét!

‘Charming! she said, giving him a totally insinreemile as the music
stopped and she made to move out of his arms. Asilhield her,
she said quite gently, 'I've done my duty dancen@ander. Do you
mind if | choose my own partner for the next one?'

He knew she was threatening not to obey instrusfibat he had to
let her go because the other men were gatherimgineow, vying for
her. She did what she would have done anyway, amdedl with
them all, trying to ignore the cold blue eyes flodlowed her, ticking
off the names, she was sure, on a mental list.

When Guy danced with her, holding her too close wh@pering
audacious compliments in her ear, she was tempteldy up to him,
simply to give Dain Ransome something to think @ablout she knew
to show any favouritism would be unfair to everyaneluding Guy.

So she warded him off, chiding him lightly, and whihe music
stopped turned with relief to the next man in liGely took it with
good grace, but later in the evening was morederiint when she
refused to dance with him again. Again, the metedrto protect her,
and Guy found himself being half carried off to thtber side of the
room by a jovial Les and Mitch, while the golderalied young
Sebastian swept Kerin over to the bar for anothekdAnd when
she finished it she found Dain at her elbow and kghtly, looking
boldly at his cold expression, 'Don't tell me, Coamter—you're
sending me off to bed— right?’

'I'll see you to your quarters,' he said levelly.

'‘Why, thank you, Commander!" she said in the sagid tone as
before, and called goodnight to the others asdiehier armin a firm
grip and led her away from the bar.



They went through the covered ways, which took é&ndput the
outside temperature had dropped so far that a tigoitng water
flung into the air would freeze with a crackle lrefd hit the ground.
It was no weather for walking outside, in the cksththe heating
allowed them to wear in the mess. Even the covevags were
freezing, and they hurried through them withoutedgg, arriving at
last in the cold-porch of the building housing Késiroom, where she
turned to Dain and said, 'l hope | satisfied yaguirements?'

‘You handled yourself very well.'

Surprised by the praise, but unwilling to relindumsasily her hurt
anger, she said, "Thank you. Is that by the wayeaigmypat on the
head—for being a good girl and letting you use mkeep the men

happy?'

He opened the heavy door into the narrow heateshgasvay outside
her room, and pushed her into it ahead of him,gtfeathe door shut
and locking them in together.

She turned to face him defiantly, as he switchetherlight, and she
blinked into narrowed, glittering blue eyes.

'l told you,' he said, 'l wasn't trying tseyou!

'‘Weren't you? Then what was all that about distiiigumy favours
equally?'

‘That was just plain common sense --'

'‘Oh? Then why not credimewith some?' she asked. 'I'm really nc
the idiot you seem to think.'

'I've never thought that!"



Her eyes widened a little. 'Goodness me ! The congpits are
flowing thick and fast tonight. Are you quite yoealfs Mr Ransome?'

A faint gleam of humour appeared in his eyes budkdyivanished. 'l
wouldn't be too quick to call it a compliment,'$ead a trifle grimly.

She kept looking up at him, working that out, rerbenmg some of
their past conversations. 'You think I'm some safrtscheming
female,' she said at last.

‘Just a female,' he corrected.

She took a quick breath, and said, 'l see. And gadlyourself a
scientist!

On that scornful note, she turned to enter hde litiom, but an arm
shot out and blocked her way, his hand flattenednat the wall, so
that she straightened against it herself to lookiet He was too
disturbingly close like that, but her indignantretdailed to move
him.

He demanded, 'What's that supposed to mean?"'

'‘Can't you work it out?'

‘Lost your nerve?"

She wouldn't let him thinkhat! "You don't frighten me!' she said.

'l could." He didn't move, or raise his voice, hatshiver of

apprehension moved down her spine. She tilted Hardefiantly to

counteract it, and said, 'l meant—scientists appssed to act on
evidence, not prejudice.’

‘And you think | don't?'



‘Not as far as women are concerned.’
'‘But then you don't know what evidence | have tooag do you?'

'If you mean your experience of women, | can gudss
been—unfortunate.' She kept her eyes on his, adictallenge.

'Oh, not entirely," he said with soft meaning. '‘Butmy experience,
women and the Antarctic don't mix. They draw thenisattention
from their work, and then they can't resist playofiitpne man against
another.’'

'Is that what happened to you?' Kerin dared to scily.

His gaze sharpened into steely mockery. '‘Probiragn&gl told you
not to stick your pins in me. You'd like to findrawvarted love in my
past to account for my attitude to having womerehemouldn't you?
But it isn't quite as simple as that. I've seenpiittern repeated often
enough not to want to see it develop when I'm srgé. The simplest
way to prevent it is not to have any women. Thet best thing is to
keep a damn good eye on --'

‘Me?' She knew why he stayed so close to her wheneges thias a
party, why he watched her so much. He didn't tinest ‘'I'mnot like
that!'

'I can't afford to take chances on it.'

'‘Doesn't it occur to you that if | was inclined theay, you couldn't
stop me?'

'Don't count on it!'

Frustrated and nettled, she was in the mood tdagisay challenge.



‘Supposing | decided to take you up on that!" shé. swhat could
you do?'

Calmly Dain answered, 'lI'd appropriate you mydétne of the men
would meddle with my woman.'

"Your --' She almost choked with rage at his cool insode 'Aren't
you forgetting—that would require a certain amount of co-operatio
from me?'

He didn't answer, but a second before he moveelpsining her to
the wall with the hardness of his body, she stéfband put up a hand
to ward him off.

It didn't do any good. He captured her wrist in baaed and with the
other under her chin forced her to meet his kisaials devastating,
insolently sure and sensual.

Her free hand closed about his wrist, trying tol pnig hand away
from her face, and he turned it and captured hestwistead. But
when she tried to wrench her mouth away, she caulHis lips
hardened, pressing her soft inner lip againstdethtuntil it hurt, and
she gave a little muffled moan of protest.

He forced her wrists down to her sides againsimak then shifted
his position quickly, sliding an arm about her babgt imprisoned
hers, and pulled her close against him, while th&mwohand slipped
under her hair and cradled her head, holdingjitsithe angle that he
wanted as his mouth softened at last and beganftacsaxing
exploration that drew a dizzy spiral of excitemé&nin somewhere
deep within her body, a slow, sweet torment ofréetbiat eventually
she could hide no longer. A long, shuddering sigiught her mouth
sweetly open under his, and she let her body atdtex against the
strength of his hands as they held her.



He moved again, shifting their feet a little, anithva gentle, insistent
tug at her hair, lifted her head back while his Igid warmly on to
her arched throat, and his tongue found the hodows base. His
hand came up to push aside the soft wool at h&tineand give him
freer access to her smooth skin, and as he freeldamels she found
herself holding him, her fingers spread on his dadkring him even
closer.

His lips moved to just below her ear, and she haardmurmur her

name, and fleetingly opened her eyes, realisindydtirat he had

moved them into her room. A faint tremor of warnfhdtered in her

throat, then suddenly he was withdrawing from hex hands on her
shoulders, the heat of his thighs against hersvetho

Kerin opened dazed eyes and fixed them on his mtuwtlas smiling
faintly, its hard outline softened. But when sh& e eyes she found
the passion fading from them into mockery, as thieikered over
her, and her heated body suddenly chilled.

He didn't say a thing, but he didn't need to. Thatemptuous
triumph in the look he sent her as he turned tovlzedioor said it all
for him. The co-operation she had thought she cailthold was no
longer in any doubt. He was very sure he would ftpotet.



CHAPTER TWELVE

ONE of the ways in which the long winter was conscipusade less
tedious for the base staff was the organisatioolagses in various
skills and lectures by the scientists about thein Gelds of expertise.
When Dain gave a lecture on the geological histdthe area Kerin
found herself fighting inwardly against falling werdthe spell of his
voice, and afterwards she left the mess abruptlyewlre was still

answering questions.

She had hoped he wouldn't notice, but the nextataghe stood
making herself a drink of hot cocoa at the sidethadre found him
beside her.

'Did | bore you last night?' he asked, pulling tiye off a can of fruit
drink.

'‘Not especially,' she said. 'l was tired.’
He gave her a sharp look and asked, 'Are you sigegi right?’

'Yes.' She knew she had been looking a little drkately. And the
cause was him. She found it a strain keeping ohitsofvay, a feat that
was practically impossible anyway, and more ofairsttrying to act
normally with him. She alternated between wantimg throw
something at his indifferent head, and fightingazg desire to touch
him and make him notice her. She told herself i treeir abnormal
living conditions that caused these intense emsfitimat whatever
she felt about Dain would fade when she returnadehdsomeone
had said that in the winter-overs, everyone becslgbktly paranoid.
She just wished her particular midwinter madnesksthken another
form than a hopeless infatuation for Dain Ransome.

Because that must be all it was, she told hersaiftitally. Dain
Ransome wanted no ties with any woman, his heéwhged to his



work. And she had Roger waiting for her back howedting to give
her a wedding ring to go with the engagement ria¢pdd pressed on
her before she left. Roger loved her. There wasiipe in the world
that Dain Ransome ever would. He might enjoy kipsimer
occasionally, but she was no one special in hes lind even his
kisses had been nearly always at least partly dontkof tactical
move in the skirmishes that seemed inevitable bmtwbem. He
knew very well that his lovemaking affected her—staein't been
able to hide that. But she hoped he didn't rehlse deeply.

She moved away from the sideboard with her cupemsked when he
followed her and sat opposite when she chose a ahaine of the
tables.

‘Think you'll last the winter?' he asked convers#ily.
"'l have to, won't I? Like everyone else.'

‘Someone once said it's like going to war. Oncérgadn there's no
turning back. You go forward or you go down.'

She raised .her eyes to look at him. His lookedckfat and
interested. 'l won't go down,' she said, as if hd bBuggested she
might.

'‘No,' he said slowly, 'l don't think you will.'

'‘Someone else said, didn't they, that everyone tgeksiow more
about themselves?'

'l don't recall that, but | daresay it's true.’
‘You've wintered over several times, haven't you?'

'Yes. Are you implying | ought to know myself rativeell?



'I'm implying you might know if what that persondgaas true.'

'l could only speak for myself." The man of icet gwing anything
away.

Exasperated, Kerin refused to ask the next obveuestion, and
there was a short silence during which Eddie joitteem with a
brimming glass of beer.

'You look pleased about something," Kerin told hghad to be able to
talk to someone else.

'Secret,' he grinned at her. 'Wanted to talk to gbaut it, Dain, if
you've got a minute?'Kerin rose. 'l know when l'at wanted,' she
shrugged.

"You know | didn't mean that!" Eddie protestednigh your drink. |
don't want to talk here, anyway.'

Kerin laughed and sat down. Suddenly anxious, Ealsked, 'l didn't
interrupt anything, did 1?'

'‘Between us?' Dain smiled as though the idea wgtstl§i ridiculous.
‘Kerin had enough of my exclusive company out a& ountain
after you crashed that chopper.’

‘And the commander had enough of mine!" Kerin regdilightly.

‘That | don'tbelievé' said Eddie with ponderous chivalry. 'The rest
us were green with envy at the time.'

"You were green, all right,’ she laughed. 'Butwith envy. Though |
must admit | wouldn't have realised you were cosedsf you hadn't
kept repeating yourself.'



Ruefully, Eddie touched the small scar that stibwed on his
forenead. 'Well, that was nothing!" he said. 'A fe\ays under
observation and | was right as rain again. | #tithk | needn't have
gone to McMurdo.'

'It could have been serious,' Dain said quietly fNore headaches
lately?'

'‘Nope. Not for weeks. | told the medicos there wasieed to worry
about them. I'm as tough as old leather.’

'‘No doubt," Dain smiled. 'But they weren't too happout letting you
come back to us so soon. | promised to keep anrey®U.'

Kerin finished her cocoa and left to go to her omsom, saying
lightly, 'I'll leave you to your secrets, then.'

About half an hour later she was sitting at hertypter when V
thunderous knock startled her.

She had hardly time to call '‘Come in!" and swivsbt in her chair
when Dain flung open the door and slammed it sktird him. He
had an open parka flung over a dark, fitting sweatel dark pants,
and he looked big, bulky and dangerous. The impmess/as
heightened as he took a step into the small roahstopped with his
feet apart and his hands planted on his lean Kigsn rose to her
feet, but he still seemed to tower over her. Inchimpressed lips and
leaping eyes she saw a barely controlled rage.

'‘What on earth --?' she began.



But he gave her no chance to finish her bewildeyaestion. In a
furious, rigidly reined in voice, he said, 'Did y&now what Eddie
was doing?'

'‘What are you talking about?"

‘The painting Eddie's doing for the mess! He saysknew what he
was doing.'

'‘Well, yes, | knew.'
"You posed for him?'

Bewildered, she said, 'Yes, of course.' Everyoremkshe had posed
for the portrait Eddie had done. 'You knew that!

Dain took a quick breath, then seemed to suddaulyhpmself up.
‘Just a minute. You're talking about the portrayau?’ -y

'Yes.'

'‘What about the new one that he's painting forkihe? He said he
asked you about the subject, and you okayed it.’

‘Well, yes, he asked my opinion." But surely hendithink she'd
posed forthat!

‘Then you know what the subject is?' he queriech vaipparent
sarcasm.

'Yes, | think so. It's a nude, isn't it?"

'It is. With your face.'



She should have known, she thought, that it wasirgpnBut she
stood and looked at him in stunned silence, herpigrted in shock,
then she felt the heat of the flush that rose tacheeks.

As he watched her, the anger drained out of Ddéatse. He said
flatly, "You didn't know.'

Kerin swallowed, feeling dizzy. 'No."

Had he really thought she did? She looked at hig,férying to
understand that he might have thought she woulsob®olish and
S0—so0 vulgar.

As though reading her thoughts, he said almostl\géehrte told me
you'd given your permission.'

She shook her head. 'l just don't understand. iHdyscouldn't have
thought --'

'He did. It's as well he thought I'd better sdxefore he put it up in the
mess on public view.'

'‘What—what did you say to him?' she asked.

'‘Not much. What there was was short and to thetpHia paints out
that face tonight.’

‘Thank you,' she whispered. 'l don't remember éxadtat he said,
but | understood he meant it to be a sort of imetgtion of Goya's
Naked MajaHe must have misunderstood—or | did.’

'‘Obviously. Next time be sure you know what yosaging yes to,
will you?'



Was he blaming her? Shock and embarrassment regcadiitie, she
lited her head and said, 'l still can't believatth what he meant! It
isn'tlike Eddie!’

Dain looked derisive. 'He's a man, isn't he? Andl kaow very well
the kind of—literature—his taste runs to. What yodi expect?'

‘Not this, obviously! she flashed.

'l see you've recovered your equilibrium," he demyland pulled
open the door.

Kerin watched him to turn to go, but he stopped nviske said
clearly, 'No! Dain—please wait!'

He stopped in the doorway and looked round at hquieingly.

She said, 'lisn't like him! No—please!' she repeated as she caug
the look of impatient disbelief on his face. 'lsemething that's
difficult to explain, but Eddie wouldn't normallyehm of doing a
thing like that—and he knows perfectly well | wontdagree to it if
he suggested it. Laugh if you like, but he respews—under all that
brashness and kidding, he's a gentleman.'

His eyebrows rose at that, and he turned to factuty but he didn't
laugh.

'He probably thought of it as a compliment to ybe,'shrugged.

I'm sure he did. But in a normal frame of mindd@uld have known
it was a compliment | wouldn't welcome.'

His glance sharpened then. 'Are you suggestingahtof midwinter
madness, or something more?'



'‘Perhaps it's that. But he did have that concusson't know much
about it, but | believe a blow on the head can haeeous
repercussions for some time—cause people to agsly, even
seem to. change their personalities.'

‘Lord!" he exclaimed, and for the first time since shekramvn him,
she saw his face assume a harassed expressiors dlhbneed!" he
went on disgustedly.

'l may be wrong,' Kerin added.

'‘And you may be right," he said broodingly, his y® her face,
almost as though it was her fadamn!If | was sure I'd ask them to
risk sending a Hercules in for him. It has beenegdyut only in
genuine emergencies.'

‘Do you think it's necessary?'

He snapped, 'That's just what | don't know, ishKerin blinked and
he said shortly, 'Sorry. It's my problem.’

'If 1 could help ...'! She suddenly realised the remty of the

responsibilities that he carried, where he musidgeihings like this
for all of them, cut off from the normal facilitieaken for granted in
civilised communities—the doctor on call, the htslpin town, the
ready availability of transport routes and services

'You can keep an eye on him,' said Dain. 'Andellif anything else
in his behaviour strikes you as unusual.'

Unable to resist the opportunity, she said drygn't that a little like
spying?'

She saw the rueful comprehension in his eyes,itbgrunted,Ugh!’
and clutched at his chest, doubling over a litd#haagh hurt.



For a moment she was nonplussed, until he lookedlithpa wicked
grin, and she realised with an incredulous bubblawghter that he
was fooling.

He straightened up and left her with the smilé stilhis mouth, and
her laughter followed him.

She hadn't thought him capable of such light-hdafte, and the
surprise lingered as a kind of quiet joy, long afte left. She felt
happier than she had in months.

Of course it was too good to last. But it did caner through the
darkness to the winter's end, while the blizzarddsi hurled the
blown snow against their frail shelters until theldngs were all but
buried, and the outside temperatures fell so laat, ttihe cold itself
became a savage, inimical power against the humeaiuces who
dared to challenge the raw forces of nature thabsoded them so
overwhelmingly.

Dain sought her company no more often than befareit did seem
to Kerin that his eyes held a new warmth when b&dd at her, and
his voice had lost its icy edge. And when at the ef July a
blood-red band appeared and glowed on the horizergld of the
returning sun, and she sought his eyes with a sonilber lips, his
answering smile had none of the sardonic qualieylsld used to see
in it.

After the first excitement, the gradual returntué Antarctic daylight
was met with a kind of sleepy, blinking wonder. Tase inhabitants
were like hibernating animals coming slowly to high the advent
of the spring. By the end of August they were gettiour hours of
light a day, although the temperature remainedlanghminus fifty
degrees.



Kerin noted in her neat handwriting that some efrtien hgd become
absentminded and forgetful, but the irritability exdirly winter was
less common. And when the rising sun had been egtefetrmally
with celebration and the raising of the flags sleeorded for
Professor Prince the sudden increase in complaihtseadache
among the men. They blamed it on the. unaccust@uslight, but
she wondered if the psychologist would agree. Gmaytshe was
relieved about was that Eddie seemed quite hisselj excepting
headaches of his own.

On the first day of September the first Herculesvfinto McMurdo
Sound from New Zealand, and later Hillary welconsedargo of
mail, culinary delicacies and fresh spring flowers.

The cook turned the avocados, fresh milk and fgaghurt and the
rest into a feast, and Kerin arranged the flowerthe mess, amused
to find now and then a man sitting and contempdathem almost
with awe, as though they had nearly forgotten thath miracles
existed.

She took her mail to her own room to read, openibglky envelope
to find a long, scrawling and rambling letter frdmer friend and
flatmate telling her the girl who had taken hercpland got engaged
and planned to move out soon, and that Cara woegg kt for her
return if she liked.

That was a stroke of luck, and she would accepbffex. All the
other news seemed remote and unreal, even thergpham which
Cara said that Roger was impatient for her ret8he had seen him
recently, it seemed, and gone out to dinner with. ht was not the
first time Cara had mentioned him. Her first twitdes had hinted
that he missed Kerin dreadfully, and there was adettone of
reproach, but as Kerin refused to discuss him nréyaies Cara had
ceased mentioning his name.



There was a bank statement, a redirected letter &o old school
friend who wrote about once a year and hadn't knalout Kerin's
Antarctic venture, and a long affectionate lettenf her mother, in
which Kerin caught a faint undertone of wishfulntiing that she
would setde down and stop gallivanting off liteyath the ends of the
earth.

The letter from Roger she left until last. It wasther surprisingly,
thinner than either Cara's or her mother's, andebom less
satisfying as well. He mentioned the dinner hetradiwith Cara -- ..
a very pleasant evening. She's a good friend tcaywmla very sweet

girl --'

Kerin smiled faintly at that. Not that it wasn'ué; but she had
thought Roger rather patronised Cara's naive frasgnpreferring a
more sophisticated manner. He wrote about the nragand about
people they both knew, and ended with his love. simel wasn't sure
if the dissatisfaction she felt was something taahe through in his
letter or was something in herself.

As the spring progressed, Dain's manner seemeddergo another
change. Not only with Kerin but with the men, hedme harder and
more exacting. The base had to be dug out of the simd all the the
equipment checked over, repaired where necessdrynade ready
for the new team which would arrive in October.

Exasperated with the implacable note in his voEd@ > spoke to
one of the men about some work he had done onfdhe machines,
Kerin dared to remonstrate with him.

'Did you have to be so hard on him?' she askegowa can make a
mistake, and you know what a strain the winterenben everyone.'



There was no softening in the harsh expressior &srhed to look at
her, and his voice was cool and hard. 'Sure | kn@also know what
I'm doing.’

He had begun to swing away from her, and in iedgtique, she said,
‘In other words, mind my own business?’

He swung back to look at her. "That's right,' hd sghtly. 'Do that.
Maybe you'll learn a thing or two.'

He strode away across the deep snow, and Kerid stugering in a
sudden blast of cold windlhe chill factor,she thoughtthat's the
important thing.The Antarctic was beautiful and when there was |
wind, spring and summer days could be warmly benliigwas the
sudden icy winds that froze the blood.

But in the next week or so she began to perceindydivhat he had
meant. Her observations of the men began to shmeealiar lethargy
and incompetence, a 'don't care' attitude -to therk that was quite
out of keeping with the high calibre of the chosan who made up
the base staff. And she began to see that Daipaamt tightening of
discipline was necessary. Sloppiness didn't papisclimate, and
the base must be in good order for the new staff.

She also saw that some of the men disproportionetskented their
commander's insistence on efficiency, and fountitiethered her.
She mentioned her observations to Dain, one daywarned him
that some of the staff were beginning to expresigeifor him.

‘Should | be bothered?' he asked her sardonically.

‘Aren't you? We've been through the winter togetitisrsome sort of
bond. Surely you don't want them to hate you.'

'It's the season for it,' he said laconically, amded away.



Kerin had begun to feel some sort of alliance viim, when she
realised that he had recognised a psychologicénpain the men's
strange unwillingness to work. But this cool selffeiency chilled
her. No wonder he had been chosen as leader! Hieae® one, had
no dependence on the good opinion of other people.

It was a relief when Mitch and Guy suggested a sled-journey
across the ice shelf to break the monotony. It gaxl to be pulled
over the snow again, the dogs' breath smokingdarathand the cold
pale sky arching over the white, blue-shadowed snidve sea-ice
was a milky green sheet and seals basked lazilydolgreathing holes
they had chewed in it near the ice-whitened water.

They were on their way back when disaster strutie dogs were
suddenly shoulder-deep, and Mitch called themhalta The firm ice
had begun to melt already, and the way looked damnge They
turned, and Guy took an ice axe and probed cayefall a safe
direction. His boots sank ominously on loose, mushythat only an
hour ago had been firm and hard as thick glass.iddexe went
through the thin footing to the water beneath, iatmbked as though
they were on a small, melting island.

Guy called, 'l think it's safe here!

'Hold on to the lead harness,' Mitch told him, #mely edged forward
gently, but suddenly Guy's left leg sank withoutmwag, and as he
struggled to regain his balance, the dogs overrands he sank
further and there was a nightmare few minutes wieedisappeared
and the dogs milled and pulled until Mitch's shdutmmmands
brought them out of the melt, dragging a sodden @itly them.

Kerin's heart was beating fast, but there wasme to be afraid. Guy
must be kept as warm as was possible in the citaunoss, and while



Mitch sorted out the now thoroughly tangled tracdse helped a
shivering young field assistant into spare clothkegt on the sled.

‘We'll go for broke!" Mitch said grimly, and withug back on the
sledge he headed the dogs at breakneck speed aclogdeg course
that had them wallowing at a couple of points boalfy brought
them in to a firmer footing.

Guy got off and began to run beside the sledgenieftort to keep
warm, but suddenly dropped face down on the ice.

With an effort Kerin and Mitch lifted him back owhere he came
round and began insisting there was nothing wroitig fvm.

'‘Only hypothermia, mate," Mitch muttered grimly,okving that his
diagnosis was confined by the patient's illogicalidd that nothing
was the matter.

Kerin was vastly relieved when they got Guy backh® base and
Dain took over.

As soon as they had got him warmed and into beelcaver from the
effects of freezing and exposure, Mitch reassuezgd@uy would be
just fine. But she wasn't fully certain of that iuribain himself
assured them the patient was very little the wlyshis experience.

‘All the same,' he said, 'lI've told him to staybed for the next
forty-eight hours. And,' he added to the waitingugp of men who
had gathered in the mess to hear Kerin and Mititkhem what had
happened, 'l don't want anyone- smuggling alcamad ihim. That's
one thing he doesn't need.’

Later, Kerin and Mitch were allowed to visit Guyhrs room. 'Hey,
you two," he said, 'thanks a lot—I mean that.’



‘Nothing to thank us for," Mitch disclaimed gruffgnd Kerin agreed.

‘Well, thanks anyway!" said Guy, holding out hisithdo clasp Nat
Mitchell's, and then taking Kerin's hand in higgkong up at her with

a meaning glint in his eyes. 'l want to thank yooperly, Kerin,' he

said, tugging her down towards him. But she turdnedcheek as he
made to kiss her lips, and straightened up, laggjisaying, 'l can

see you're on the mend, my lad"

He had a book on his knee and a pencil in his hand,she asked,
turning the subject, 'What are you doing?'

Guy grimaced. 'Crossword puzzles. | used to be keghem when |
was at school, but I'm finding this one a bit méichme. Guess |
haven't enough vocabulary.’

'‘Would a thesaurus help?' she asked, 'l've gotifopeu'd like to
borrow it?'

Guy looked interested. 'That would be beaut, Kdfihhave to stay
here I've got to have something to do, and | cdinytal it gets
damned disheartening never getting one of thesefodictionary
isn't really much use.’

'l get it now," she offered, and left him withiteh.

She had to rummage for the book, because she laathmetly used it
since coming here, but it was an occasional tooickvht was
frustrating to be without when she couldn't quitene up with the
right word for something in what she was writindneSknew that
crossword enthusiasts, as well as writers founceR®sts of similar
and opposite words invaluable.

She went back to Guy's room to find that Mitch hefd



‘Sorry to be so long,' she said. 'l had some teofibtling it.'
‘That's okay.' He had put down his pencil and Idalegher pale.
'Feeling groggy?' she asked him sympathetically.

‘A bit tired,' he confessed. 'Like to tuck me up®grinned wanly.

Kerin smiled back and took the book of crosswofffishe bed to put

on the table. Guy watched her movements and aglaheed back at
him, she thought that he looked very young. Shaigtitened the

cover over him, and he moved his hand to takedfeohe, looking at

the ring on her third finger. 'Is this genuine?'ds&ed. 'l mean, are
you really engaged?'

'Of course,' she said.

She tugged gently, but he held her hand, his fsxgght but strong.
'‘Some of us wondered,' he said. 'We thought malyb&s just to
make sure no one got out of line—you being the ardynan.’

'‘Why should you think that?'

He leaned back on the pillows to survey her imptlgeiThe general
opinion seemed to be that if anywhad managed to put a ring or
your finger we wouldn't be hanging about back irwN&ealand
waiting for you to come home. What sort of a guiies"

‘An understanding sort of guy,’' she said steathiyd tall, dark and
handsome for good measure. Now let go of me artd glzep.’

Instead he tightened his grip, bringing her adlittloser to the bed.
‘Understanding, is he? Then would he mind if yoss&d me
goodnight?'

'I'd mind!" she said firmly, making an effort to disegg herself.



'Please, Kerin,' he wheedled softly. 'I might heliel out there, you
know.'

‘You didn't,’ she said practically, but he did Iqude and young, and
pleading, and even as his fingers loosened on hst sihe weakened
a little and bent to give him a fleeting peck.

Obviously he was not as exhausted as he lookedotisr hand
moved with astonishing swiftness to hold the bddken head and for
a few moments he kept her lips pressed firmly & releasing her
with a small, triumphant laugh, saying, "ThanksriKeThat was
better than any tonic.'

She tried to look affronted, but his combinationedfrontery and

boyish pleading could be very disarming. She s@dpdnight, Guy,'

and turned with a smile on her lips for the doatydo be brought up
short by the sight of Dain blocking her way, hisittan the jamb as
though he had been standing in the open doorwagoime time.

He moved a little, but not enough to let her pasd,looking past her,
asked Guy how he felt.

The young man looked smug as he said, 'Fine. ljusisgoing to
sleep.'

'‘We won't keep you, then,' said Dain. And only tlikeh he allow
Kerin to precede him from the room, taking her asnhe shut the
door behind them. 'l want to see you,' he saidnyroffice.'

Once there, he closed that door, too, and she toidajht down a
feeling of being trapped.

‘Do you make a habit of that?' he asked, indicadimair which she
ignored. Irritably he gave her a little push andis&it down and
answer the question!" He himself leaned againstdye of the desk.



‘A habit of what?' she countered.
'Kissing that young idiot!'
'Is that your business?' she asked, angry at thesitorial tone.

‘Yes.'His answer was uncompromising. 'He's about thst Iei@ble
personality on the base, and he has a drinkinglgmod knew from
the first that he had a yen for you, but | was stigmough to think
you'd have the sense not to encourage it. | shioal@ known no
woman could resist playing up tb the flattery ofving a
good-looking young fool at her feet. For heavealses couldn't you
see he had enough problems without that!

‘Your prejudice is showing again!' she told hirlwe€lnever played up
to flattery of any sort, and who | kiss is my owrsiness.’

She could have explained, but she doubted he wmddrstand, and
In any case she was too angry to even think thadaserved any
explanation.

Dain snapped fiercelyAnd mine!

She looked into his blazing eyes and had a sudal@viation that his
anger had a more personal basis than concerndawdifare of the
base staff and for Guy's equilibrium in particularsmall spark of
triumph lit her own eyes, because for the firstetisme felt she held
the upper hand. Softly she said, 'Why? Becausefgeluyou're the
only one entitled to kiss me?'

His eyes narrowed. 'Are you implying that I'm jes®'

'Yes,' she said, smiling as she rose to her fden Sorry,
Commander—I forgot the basic rule, didn't I? Pa,orpat them all.'



She leaned over the small space between themesthfily brushed
her lips against his, then turned to the door.

He moved so fast she had it open only a fractidorbéis hand came
flat against it, almost directly in front of hercl and slammed it
shut.

Instinctively she drew back, finding herself up iagaa hard chest.
Then his hands dug into the soft skin of her uppers and he turned
her to face him, against her futile resistance.

‘There's another rule,' he said, 'that you'd béttan. Don't tease the
animals.’

His hand shifted to haul her cruelly close to hamg his mouth came
down with uncompromising hardness on Hers. It \eas b kiss than
an assault, a determined beating down of all batréebrutal invasion
by an enemy, not a lover. Her struggles were ragityecontained by
hands that didn't care, if they hurt, and herfgused apart with utter
disregard for their softness. She made an effdsiteoat him, and his
hand tangled into her hair and ruthlessly tugged b@r head so that
she gave a soundless cry of pain that opened hethrarther under
his and let him deepen his invasive exploratioit. @he felt the heat
and sensual arousal of his body through their emtland stiffened
against it, but Dain didn't care. He was askingnfothing, not even
trying to arouse a response from her, but onlyngkvhat his strength
could wrest from her.

She wondered in panic if he was ever going to stod,when at last
he did, dropping his hands from her, she gropeddier to lay her
hands flat against the door, afraid that if sllmtliean on something
she would fall, because the world seemed to swaytdier dizzily.

She looked up, scarcely seeing the dark coloursifidte, the glitter
of his eyes, her own face pale and her eyes ddrkemnotion.



Bravely, she said, 'Thanks for the lesson, Comnranhden't forget
it, | assure you. | wouldn't like to be mauled likat again!'

Her shaking hand found the door handle and shesmm&ept her
head erect until she had got herself into the pmEssay and away
from him. Not until she reached the safety of henooom did she let
the threatening tears have their way.

Guy recovered rapidly, complaining bitterly of Daibban on alcohol
during his stay in bed, and making a bee-linelferliar as soon as he
was allowed up, drinking freely as he eyed Eddiatde painting.

Having imbibed a little too much, he became mauaifid aggressive
by turns, and Kerin, gently disengaging herselfrfrois encircling
arm as he reiterated his gratitude to her and Misciggested he
should return to bed.

'‘Come with me, then,' he leered.

'‘No, thanks,' she said shortly, glancing up to Baa entering the
room, his eyes unerringly finding her, going shafpbm her to Guy.

Following her gaze, Guy said nastily, 'Oh, the cander wouldn't
like it, would he? Objects to anyone having a biuo, doesn't he?’

'‘Don't be silly, Guy,' she said crossly.

'‘Didn't like you kissing me goodnight,' the mandssuwlkily. 'Could
see it in his face. Jealous.’

Suddenly too angry to be tactful, Kerin snappedn'Dbe stupid,
Guy! You're drunk and making yourself ridiculousr Reaven's sake
grow up and try to act like a man instead of alsphild!’



He blinked and flushed as she turned away withregnodnight and
made for her own room, brushing by Dain withoutking at him.
She felt fed up, with the base, the season, the therwhole set-up.
For the first time she was sure she couldn't vealeave the ice and
get back to the normal world where there was gggass and trees
and water that flowed and didn't have to be mdtiah blocks of ice.
And where emotions could be controlled easily add'tioverwhelm
as they did here.

She set herself Jo sorting out and packing somerpapoon the next
summer team would be here and she would be ondeback home.
Her work here was nearly over.

She was putting folders into a cardboard cartanfldor strewn with
piles of neatly typewritten sheets of paper, whendoor was flung
open without ceremony, and she straightened sugldsriDain came
into the room.

In his hand he held a small sheaf of similar pap#re small
half-page sized sheets that she kept for maganime c

In clipped tones, he said, 'Yours, | believe.'

He held them out to her, and she took them, puzZleen her heart
seemed to contract as she recognised the titlaeofirst pageDain
Ransome's Lov&his was the carbon copy, on thin paper, and s
couldn't imagine how he had got hold of it. To thest of her
knowledge she had packed both copies with the athigf on her
small desk in the flat, and left them stored in N&aland.

Dain was speaking again, with held-in anger invhbise. "You should
have stayed for the performance,’ he said, andasted her head to
look at him, not understanding. 'Did you get cadt?' he asked. 'Or
were you hoping | wouldn't recognise the author@'onot going to
deny that it's yours?'



'‘No." As, she groped for something more to sayyéet on.

' must say Guy did it full justice, drunk or ndte had the men
splitting their sides. | believe you've both beedirtg your talents.
He's quite a ham, and you're a brilliant satitistfortunately | find
my sense of humour a little lacking where you'renassned. |
managed to conceal the fact from the men—if youedirat public
humiliation I'm afraid your clever plan misfired létle. They're
convinced that I'm a good sport and your littlegokas all in good
fun. But | don't need to pretend to you. It was allignt
revenge—you found my most vulnerable spot and vi@nit quite
ruthlessly. | didn't realise quite how thoroughty éxposed it to you.
That'll teach me to talk to a journalist—or a psylogist! The
combination—and your undoubted feminine charms—ideadly
one.'

Kerin was still trying to sort her scattered thotsgivhen he turned
abruptly on his heel and left her. She tried td lkoath back, assure
him she hadn't done what he thought, she couldaaxpibut her
throat closed up and her husky cry didn't reach him

Almost dazed, she looked at the papers in her h#fichg through
them to check that her work had not been chan§atre, he had
called it, bitterly. But it hadn't been satire At a

But Guy had apparently read it aloud to the med,sde could dimly
see that read in a certain way—as Guy undoubtedlyidvread it,

deliberately overplayed, sneering —it could be takes satire, a
rather cruel and cutting one at that, too closeuith not to hurt.

A white-hot anger filled her at the thought of Guglbing that to her
work without her permission. It must have somehaw sjipped
between the leaves of the thesaurus she had lentamd he must
have known that it was hers. His illogical resemttmaf Dain had
warped his judgment and his ethics, and he hadapiglkept it,



awaiting an opportunity to use it. And she hadelp&d, she realised,
by letting fly at him tonight. He had been attemgtto punish her as
well as Dain. Deliberately she tore the copy irf bald dropped the
pieces in her overflowing wastebasket. Damn Guy, @gamn Dain
Ransome! He hadn't even asked for an explanatigngdndemned
her without a hearing. It was his way, and she hesstily sick of it.
She looked at the ring on her third finger and gidwf Roger with a
sudden passion of nostalgia. She couldn't waietavelcomed back
into the haven of his arms and his calm, ordereghisticated life.



CHAPTER THIRTEEN

IT was ironic, Kerin thought afterwards, that whikee svas thinking
this, Roger must have been trying to imagine howvhe going to
break their engagement.

Coming back was like entering a different worldsotind and colour
and people, so that her eyes and ears ached viBi§hgbntrast the flat
was quiet and Cara's greeting subdued, althougudgemwas more
than merely affectionate.

She insisted on hearing all about the Antarctid, loer attention
seemed to stray quite often, and then in the midfieesentence she
suddenly said, 'Roger's coming round later.'

'Is he?' said Kerin. 'But | didn't tell him | wasrhe."

'‘No, | know." And Cara blushed painfully. 'Actuallye was coming,
anyway.'

'l see.' She didn't, quite, but she began to whegeRappeared at the
door, looking astounded to see her, and glancingnmgfully over
her head at Cara before bending to kiss her chabkan awkward
air. Roger was never awkward, and as she returreellisgs Kerin
experienced an oddly hollow feeling in her stomach.

Cara tactfully disappeared a few minutes later, l&edn and Roger
sat in silence, then both began to speak at oagcghkd and stopped.

He said almost formally, 'My dear, I'm glad youaeck.'
And she said, 'Yes. | expect you both are, youGauch.'

He cast her a look that was surprised and almgstading, and said
stiffly, '‘Cara's your best friend, isn't she?'



‘Yes, a very good friend, as you said in one ofryetters: Is that why
she wouldn't let you break our engagement untihhe home?'Roger
was startled and relieved. 'Did she—say sometlangti?'

'‘No. But she isn't good at pretending. She saidrbeff went that |
didn't deserve you, Roger. And she was right.'

The look of tenderness that entered his eyes tlasmwat for her, and
she said, "You'd like your ring back, wouldn't you?

'‘Kerin—I feel a heel about this --'

‘No, don't!" she told him. ‘It was much better ¢l time than to be
stupidly noble and try to pretend nothing has cleand'm—I'm
grateful, and glad for you and Cara.'

‘You're being very generous.'

'‘No, not really. | realise now if I'd loved you, &a&r, | would have
been prepared to marry you instead of going affiéoAntarctic. And
| think perhaps your feelings for me owed more toxpnmity than
anything else.'

‘Anything else?' he raised his brows and lookdteateasingly with a
return of his natural suavity. 'My dear Kerin, haxa looked in a
mirror in the last five years?"

Kerin laughed. 'Keep your compliments for Cara—slaelot more
deserving of them than | am. Now, I'm going to havéong hot
bath—a luxury I've been looking forward to for aoddnyear—and |
suggest you take Cara out to some smashing platétrmer how
you feel about her without any guilt feelings teenfiere!'

* % %



She didn't move into the flat permanently afterlalit found another
place of her own, and also a new job. She attetitieid wedding

about a month later and returned to the new flatifg oddly

deflated. She had not been in love with Roger ardhleart wasn't
broken, but life was suddenly very empty.

She had decided to redecorate her new home, anthwaes middle
of it one night in old jeans and a skimpy tee-tshier hair pulled into
a ponytail and newspapers all over the-floor inppration for
painting, when her doorbell rang.

Mentally cursing, and wondering who on earth itlddae, she picked
her way to the door and opened it, to stand inn&drconfusion as
Dain surveyed her with a faint smile and said, I¢Jdkerin. May |
come in?'

She stood back and shut the door behind him befbestrusted
herself to speak. 'I'm sorry about the mess," altk '$m painting.’

'So | see.'

He was wearing a fitting open-necked shirt and darksers and his
hair had been cut so that it just missed brusHiegcbllar. And she
couldn't stop staring at him.

He was staring back, and she put up a hand toldack a strand of
hair, and said, 'I'm a bit of a mess, too." Shemwdshing for a
compliment, just nervous.

But he didn't contradict her, and she led the weathé chairs drawn
up in front of the empty grate and said, 'Sit downd then, 'Is this a
social call?'



'l thought you'd like to know about Eddie,’ he sakke went into
hospital for tests when he got back, and they fouhdt they called
some minimal neurological disturbance, but he'sgto be fine.'

'I'm very glad," Kerin said. She stood up. 'Woutiylike a cup of
tea—a drink?"

'No, thanks.'

She sat down again, perched on the edge of the endi clasped her
restless hands together.

Dain looked at her fingers and asked, 'Where's Rogag?’
'l—wouldn't wear it for painting,' she said.

Then he asked softly, ‘Where's Roger?’

And Kerin blurted out, 'Married to my best friend!

She hadn't meant to say it, but it suddenly seepwdtless to
pretend. What did it matter if he knew? He wouldalte, one way or
the other.

But when he suddenly exploded into laughter, sbhedstip and cut
off the sound with a stinging blow to his lean dhee

Before she could move back Dain had grabbed hest\and she
found herself pulled down on to his knee. Then issdd her, her
furious struggling of no avail against his easgsith.

She wrenched her mouth away from the hard presdumes to gasp,
‘Stop it!'



His answer was to pull the ribbon that held her hatil it came off,
and he could tangle his fingers into the soft &eds released and
make her turn back to him.

She strained against him, saying breathlessly, béast!'

But she said it against his mouth, a mouth thaketidhe words off
and devastated her lips, demanding her unwillingmsssion. She
freed one of her hands from his brutal embracepaistied against his
chest, then clawed at the hand that held her $@orjng his wrist.

He raised his head to catch at her wrist and halda cruel grasp.
‘Cat!'" he muttered.

'Swine!" Kerin retaliated with heat.

Dain laughed again, and anger renewed her struggiaking him
more determined than ever to hold her, and hisshiardame hard as
iron. Tersely, he said, 'Don't fight me, Kerin. Ylbget hurt.'

'I'm already hurt!" she panted, but she had to stop becausast
useless, and although he still held her he had gwwargely still.

'Why?' he demanded in an odd voice. 'Because hkxlf

Kerin looked away, her body stiff in his hard end&aher mouth
tight.

Unexpectedly, he said, 'I'm sorry, it was tactlefssie. | was just so
damned glad.’

Involuntarily she turned to look at him. 'Glad?siepeated blankly.
Then, her face hardening defiantly, she saidpilf think Roger jilted
me, you're mistaken. The engagement was ended twahaonsent.'



Dain frowned. 'I'm not scoring points,' he saidrdigo’l tracked you
down and came here to see you precisely to stopmyaurying
Roger.'

His hands had loosened a little, and when she mexpédrimentally,
he dropped her wrist and slid his hand on to tmeomaband of warm
skin that showed where her skimpy tee-shirt hademdup. She
grasped his wrist, but couldn't stop his hand mgwp to caress the
softness of a rounded breast. His eyes gleamedharoand he said,
‘You don't give a damn who marries Roger, do you?'

Waves of sensation washed over her body, and kbtef@fforts to
move his probing hand had no effect. Almost impgtibdy she
shook her head, and saw his faint grin of respbesere he dipped
his head and explored her neck with almost greddgspre, his
mouth moving against her skin. She heard him muyrthkinew it," as
his fingers found her body's involuntary respomski$ lovemaking.

But she wasn't entirely lost to reason yet. Shetesi suddenly out of
his arms and stood up, backing off from him asdlieved suit, until
he stopped in front of her.

'What do you want from me?' she asked, trying éathre steadily, to
keep her voice even.

His brows raised, he grinned faintly, his eyes mguntimately over
her body and then back to her face. 'l thoughinkdle that obvious.
But if you want it in words ..."

'No! But you can have the answer in words—or one wortd A's
no.'

His face went quite blank for a moment, and Keel & painful jab
of mingled hurt and gladness. He wanted her, araiakdehought he
could take her from Roger and make her his—for @sstong as he



continued to want her. In between seasons in tharétic and lecture
tours overseas, of course. Or even, perhapsgusirfight. He wasn't
a marrying man, he had no use for permanent raktiips, but he
had enjoyed making love to her, kissing her, atieves. Perhaps he
knew what she had finally admitted to herself, tta® was in love
with him. But even that wouldn't make her give @p self-respect in
a fleeting love affair that could lead to nothing.

‘Tell me why,' he insisted.
'Does there have to be a reason?'.

‘Yes. And don't bring Roger into it. You've newaeted as though he
really mattered to you—and you just admitted yon'doare about
him.'

'If that's a good enough reason,' she retortezh ithapplies equally to
you.'

‘You care,' he said quietly. 'I've seen it in yeyes a dozen times.
And I've felt it when I've kissed you—even when yought me. Just
as | felt it in myself as | fought you.'

Coldly she said, "You're talking about a physieaation. You're not
the only man who can make me feel like that.'

Sudden anger tautened his jaw. 'I'm talking abogh@d deal more
than physical reactions. That's only a part of wivatve shared,
Kerin, and you know it. We understand each othea amuch deeper
level than mere sex. That's why our kisses have segood—when
you've let them be. Because they express more thaface

attraction— there's an awareness between us Hréd Bt our minds,
and don't pretend you don't know what | mean. Theate on my

relationship with Antarctica may have been writtepunish me, but



you're the only person in the world who knows mel weough to
plan that particular form of hurt.’

She said quickly, 'l scarcely knew you when | wrttédid it before

| left for the Antarctic—after the first time we meNot for

publication, though. And | didn't mean Guy to sedde must have
found it in a book | lent him. | didn't know it wéisere. I'm sorry for
what happened— and sorry he made it sound likeesdtiwasn't
meant to be.'

Slowly he said, 'Then you weren't hitting backtfoe way | reacted to
your kissing Guy?'

Kerin rooked at him with faint challenge. 'To mg&ing Guy?'

A faint colour appeared along his cheekbones. rigt. To your
accusation of jealousy. You were right, and | wottléhdmit it to
myself. So | took it out on you—a last-ditch staghinst defeat.'

'Defeat?"

Dain moved to lean a shoulder against the manteél sand with
sardonic self-mockery, 'Capitulation—surrendenudht it from the
first time | met you. | saw your face a couple ioig¢s when | was
lecturing that day, and found myself talking to ybecause | knew
you understood. Even then | scented danger, and thadcexcuse that
you were a scheming woman, to keep myself froomgryo bring you
into my life. When you turned up on the base, Mkhénad to get rid
of you for my peace of mind. | thought of every ese |
could—dredged up reasons out of the past, told Inyisey were
valid. There had been' women who made trouble antioagnen in
the Antarctic, and | convinced myself you inevitablust be one of
them. You were too beautiful not to.’



'‘But you let me come back, when | went to the Pétai could have

‘Yes, | could have made sure you didn't return. YBut challenged
me, remember. And | decided that | wouldn't usesuin@nd methods,
| would fight the battle out in the open.’

' take it we're talking about the famous battléhef sexes,' Kerin said
wryly. 'Is it any use telling you | wasn't a contien?'

'l know," he admitted. 'You're a fighter, thouglouvcame through
with flying colours, without any help from me.’

"You didn't help,' she said. 'You were suspiciond aery quick to
jump to conclusions.’

'Yes,' Dain admitted. 'When | looked at you | cotidee straight. |
was totally convinced that everyone must want,g®much as | did,
and you would add to everyone's frustrations, amal groved me
wrong by being a tactful safety valve instead. Aviten | tried to
protect you, you pointed out that you had the sabigations and
rights as everyone else. | wouldn't have stoppgdathe men from
diving—the thought ofyou down there, drowning or freezing,
terrified me.'

Remembered anger sparkled in Kerin's eyes. Basbecause | was
a woman!'

'‘Because you were the woman | was in love withjhRarrected.
‘Although | was still trying not to admit it, thehtried until | got back
to New Zealand—told myself it was temporary madndast it
wasn't. And I'm not fighting any more. You're brarel beautiful and
tough, and you've won a victory you didn't seek.l\esuppose
there's some poetic justice in it. The one womaa'svmade a havoc



of my emotions and a desert of everything I'vediyer turns me
down.'

His mouth still looked derisive, and his face wiisaman of ice look.
The words that he was saying didn't go with hisi@died manner.

Kerin protested, "You can't mean that! | don't maaimuch to you as
that. More than Antarctica.'

Dain looked at her and straightened. 'More tharcaigt mistress? I'd
give her up tomorrow if you would be my wife." Utibgably, his
voice shook.

'‘Wife?' She searched his face, trying to see behind thenask he
had assumed. "You said nothing about marriageyeshmded him.

'‘What?' Suddenly life flowed into his face, the lceyes blazed. 'My
God, what did you think | was saying? | told yow#ds my intention
to stop you marrying Roger, that | loved you—youdsgu didn't

need the words.'

'l find that | do,' she said, her voice more congabthan she would
have thought possible.

He reached for her then, his hands hard on herdsy dragging
her to him. 'I'm asking you tmarry me!' he said almost savagely.

A tiny laugh rose in her throat. 'That's a verygioyproposal,’ she
complained.

'‘Don't tease me, Kerin, damn you!' He gave herallshake, but the
tiny thump her heart gave was caused by the unicria his eyes as
he waited for her answer. 'Yes or no?' he demanded.

'l somehow don't think you'd take no for an ansveéie said shakily.
His hands moved to cup her head, his fingers hatshe could feel



them trembling. 'Yes,' she whispered, and saw thévidleave his
eyes before his mouth claimed hers and the marceotlisappeared,
melting in the heat of passion that had her cliggim him dizzily
until he lifted his head and took her with him bagkhe chair.

His hand caressed her back beneath the shirt, gimther lips against
his cheek she murmured, 'l won't stand for beirfighehind while
you spend seasons on the ice, you know.'

'l told you --'

Kerin put her fingers against his mouth. 'l wantdéme with you,' she
said, and felt his body stiffen and relax, his smgileyes searching
hers. 'l mean it,' she assured him. 'I'm hookeal, You know those
historic huts?' He nodded, and she went on, 'Tlaee [taretakers,
each summer, don't they?'

‘Yes. What are you thinking of?"'

‘A sort of extended honeymoon. Would they take eiewcouple?’
Dain laughed softly. 'A crazy place for a honeymbon

'‘But beautiful.'

‘Yes, beautiful. You're not going to be a jealoufeyare you?'

'Of your other love? | love it too. Professor Pang curious to know
if people born on the ice would adapt— like the iEgls—over a
period of time.' She looked up into his quizzicgt® and buried her
face against the warmth of his shoulder, saying|'W's possible.’

'‘As long as you love me, anything is possible said. He lifted her
chin with his hand and read the assurance in hesy, eynd said against
her mouth as it moved sweetly to meet his kissytiing at all.'



