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Matt had no idea how capable Jacqueline was!

Jacqueline Donnelly was fed up with people who dedbher
competence because she was young, beautiful amaegapfragile.

And Matt Simmons was furious because head offidéaw York had
hired her as his new assistant in Ghana--and shedibefore her
credentials. A collision appeared inevitable, thdré was no way
Jacqueline was going to tell him about her quaitfans. Let him
find out for himself!

Of course, she didn't expect to fall in love witle tarrogant Matt....



CHAPTER ONE

FOR weeks now Jacqueline had felt like a tightly, wduap
clockwork toy, madly running around in circles, ddand confused.
She'd been caught up in a whirlwind of frantic\atti—applying for
a visa, scheduling vaccinations, shopping, packsaging goodbye
to friends. There hadn't been time to think. Bupas she sat on the
plane on her way to West Africa with nothing mooedb than eat,
read and sleep, a vague uneasiness suddenly wagéetier. She
wanted to go back to Ghana, no doubt about thatwba she up to
the challenge of her new job? Did she really knolhaivshe was
getting herself into ? Living in a strange countrygh your parents
was quite different from being there on your owrgrking for a
living. Jacqueline had signed a contract for twargebut she hadn't
even met the man she was going to work for. Sheedtaut the
window, seeing nothing but lush green tropical $bigelow. They
were flying along the coastline of West Africa, lslhe wasn't sure
where exactly they were. Liberia? The Ivory Codst& sun was low,
drenching the world in a golden glow, and in a eratif minutes it
would be dark.

The uneasiness didn't go away and Jacqueline veddato shake off
her disturbing thoughts. Had she been over-confiehegccepting the
position of Administrative Assistant offered to Hsr International
Food Production Incorporated? Memories of her imésv with
Christopher Jenkins in New York floated through hend.'It's a
thankless, frustrating job, Miss Donnelly. | wahistto be perfectly
clear.'His words came back to her now on a wave of p&oa't be
ridiculous, she told herself. Of course you cait'dGonfidence and a
hard head and some experience are what you neyoarnave what
it takes!

But her appearance was no plus point and she wafsijpaaware of
it. The familiar feelings of inadequacy took holcher again. If only
she looked her age, she thought helplessly. If shé/looked a little



more ...capable, competenBut even now, at the age of twenty
three, people still treated her like a schoolghhd she knew she
looked it with her curly blonde hair, wide blue syend a height of
barely five foot two.

There was nothing she could do about it, only hibyaé¢ it wouldn't
influence her new boss's evaluation of her as egswnal person.

Jacqueline had asked Christopher Jenkins aboutdveiboss, Matt
Simmons, and he had looked at her with a frown bzt slightly
disturbed her.

'He's tough, Miss Donnelly, and hardworking ' aotélty dedicated.
He'll demand every ounce of your capabilities.’

Well, she was tough, too. And hardworking and deeid. And Matt
Simmons was quite welcome to every ounce of healmapes!

Someone touched her arm and she looked up int@ldaz® grey
eyes-of the woman sitting next to her. Mrs Turnesvshort and
comfortably round, radiating warmth and friendlisesYou look
tired, honey,' she said with the worried look ohather.

'I've a bit of a headache,' Jacqueline answerdee if | can find
some aspirin.'" She squeezed past Mrs Turner andjriegrhaired
husband and went in search of a stewardess.

They had been in the air now for more than ten$iand the interior
of the plane showed signs of total ruin, as didghssengers. They
lay sprawled out in their seats with utter abandogiy faces masks of
mute resignation. Someone had dropped a dinneatrdyfood was
everywhere. A howling baby kicked a cup of milk ofihis mother's
hand and Jacqueline barely escaped the splasithildethe mother
and the seat were dripping with the white liquid.



A stewardess handed her some aspirin and havintpswed them
with some water, Jacqueline struggled back to éat. Sitting down
again, she glanced at Mr and Mrs Turner, wondenihgt they were
thinking.

Mr Turner's warm brown eyes smiled at her. 'Judittle while
longer,' he said. His face, tanned and weathetehewas all smiles
and wrinkles and full of good humour. He was a Misota fanner
and he and his wife were making the trip to se& tlist grandchild,
a little girl, born in Accra. It had taken all the@iourage to decide to
come to Africa and once they had found out thagidekne had lived
in Ghana as a schoolgirl, they hadn't stopped gshker questions.
What about the people? The food ? The climate ? vnat about
Jacqueline herself ? Had she ever been bittendnake ? Had she
ever had malaria? How had she ended up in Ghahe ifirst place?
Was her father a missionary?

'‘No, no,' she'd said, laughing. '‘My father workedthe Agency for
International Development.' She had told them albwotut herself and
her family. That they had also lived in Switzerlaartt Turkey, and
that she had always wanted to go overseas aga&nsifé finished
college.

‘Tell me about your job," Mr Turner said. 'Whatlwibu be doing in a
place like Accra?'

'I'm going to work for International Food Productjoshe said. 'It's a
private agency trying to help developing countmesease their food
production.’

Being a farmer, Mr Turner was immediately interdstend had a
hundred other questions Jacqueline tried to anas/eest she could.
After a while they fell silent and Jacqueline sthoait the window. A
swift darkness had settled on the country and she sorry she
couldn't see anything but a few lights here andethghe sighed. She



couldn't wait to get out of the hot, stuffy planghaits stale smells of
food, souring milk, cigarette smoke and warm ptasihe couldn't
wait to walk into the Kotoka Airport building ane lback in Ghana.

It seemed a long time before the plane finally Ibetmdescent. The
passengers came back to life, dragging themselues their stupor.
Frantic activity endued. Seat- belts were fastenadpus articles
gathered and stuffed into bags and briefcasesd@hilwailed in
unison as their parents hauled them out of the aistl strapped them
in their seats.

Excited and impatient, Jacqueline peered out thedew, seeing
Accra, ablaze with lights like a cluster of stavls Turner leaned
over to look. Then she smiled and shook her head.

‘A real city, it looks like. | feel so dumb. | thirof Africa and all | can
picture are mud huts, half-naked native girls degleants.’

Jacqueline laughed. There are lots of mud hutsydmite not likely
to run into any elephants in Ghana unless you dloet@00.'

Mr Turner grinned. 'What about the half-naked @irls

'l hate to disappoint you, but you'll find the pkoim Ghana very well
dressed.’

"You're spoiling all my fun,' he said with a grineac

The plane had landed and it was bedlam in the asleverybody
tried to wrestle out of their seats at the same tidr and Mrs Turner
squeezed in line and Jacqueline sat back in har, gkating until the

situation had eased up. When she finally emerged the plane, the
hot, humid air hit her in the face. She grimacedte@am-bath was not
what she needed right now. As she stood in lineClastoms, her
body sticky with perspiration, her feet aching iar lshoes, she
wondered how she would recognise Matt Simmons. Wiaadt



Christopher Jenkins said ? Thirty-three, very tadgwn hair, brown
eyes. Millions of men fit that description, althdutpere wouldn't be
that many of them in a place like Accra. But whiee Bnally dragged
her suitcases into the main lobby, she saw no dreeeven vaguely
resembled the man she was looking for.

No one.

She had been one of the last passengers to contieegflane and
most of the people had already left. There wasgroaf Mr and Mrs
Turner. Looking around once more, she knew sheafea® and there
was no one to meet her.

Now what ? Frantically she searched through hedrana course of
action. It was after nine, too late to telephonebddy would be in
the office at this hour. She had no idea where Biatmons lived, or
where the office was located for that matter. Itack, she thought
with a mingling of anger and unease.

Several teenage boys stood crowding around hétirig over who
was going to carry which piece of luggage. Impdljeshe turned.
‘Two only,' she told them. 'The rest of you go.'

For a moment she looked around undecidedly andshersaw the
Information desk. She'd try it for what it was worfhe girl in the
booth was asleep with her head on her arms. Wheguéane spoke
to her she lifted her head and looked annoyed. ®bee a
straight-haired wig and her eyes were heavily mgue

'Yes?' she said unwillingly.

'I'd like to know if there's a message for me. Myne is Jacqueline
Donnelly.'



'‘What message?'

Jacqueline sighed. 'I've just come from New Yok, there's no one
here to meet me. | hoped someone might have feéssage for me.'

The girl yawned. 'No, there's no message.’

Irritated, Jacqueline moved away. Why hadn't tliesgiid so in the
first place ?

She took a taxi to the Continental Hotel. It waes blest hotel in town
and she took it because she remembered it was tddbe airport.
She was tired and aggravated and she didn't cangt #te cost. If
they couldn't bother to arrange for someone to piek up, they'd
better be prepared to pay the bill.

When she called the office the next morning, thig cesponse was a
disconcerting silence. She dialled again. Nothiddne office
telephone was out of order. Disconnected. Something

'‘Welcome to Ghana!' she said aloud to herself, sliag down the
phone. Dejected, she sank down on the bed. Soreptiec this was!
If Matt Simmons was so desperately in need of ltegn where was
he now ? She looked through her papers, but thg other
information she had was the post office box numéed, that was of
no use. Somehow she had to find the street addkesssarch through
the telephone directory had no results. The opelatd never heard
of IFP. Now what ? She bit her lower lip, suppregs sense of rising
fear. Was this a bad omen ?

It took her more than an hour and several phorle batk and forth
between the American Embassy and the Agency farrational
Development before someone thought it safe enaugivée her IFP's
street address. Who did they think she was? Ay Russia?



She submitted herself to the mercies of another dsiver, a
mild-looking old man who drove like a maniac. Tla& was a classic.
It shook and it rattled and it squeaked. The stgfivas coming out of
the cushions and the side window wouldn't open.

The streets were teeming with life and Jacquebod it all in with
eager eyes. People were everywhere, standing torgsdn street
comers, seemingly oblivious to the scorching swhtae deafening
noise of the traffic. Women wrapped in colourfubtbls walked by
the road, carrying babies on their backs and shaglans of oranges
on their heads. There were rickety tables stackggu with loaves of
bread, vegetable stands with baskets full of basmamal yams and
coconuts. The sun glittered on the glass and naftdduses and
passenger lorries swaying and shuddering downdhd, remitting
noxious fumes.

The driver raced down, the ring road at death-dgf\speed, then
slowed down as he turned into a smaller road. Tjoégd and

bumped down narrow streets full of potholes, theedrhonking at

goats and children and nearly killing an absenteuhchicken.

The two-storied building with its large blue sigrasm't difficult to
find and Jacqueline sighed with relief as she aichbut of the car.
The driver helped her carry her suitcases into dheb-looking
reception room and accepted her money with a tesshjrin.

A young girl behind a typewriter looked on curigusbhe had no
wig, but an intricate design of plaits decoratedhead. Her make-up
was immaculate and large gold hoops dangled from dzes.
Jacqueline smiled at her.

'l would like to see Mr Simmons, please. My namelasqueline
Donnelly.'



‘Just a moment, please.' The girl's voice wasauiftshy. She stood
up, almost tripped and staggered away on her phatkhoes. She
was dressed in Western style, her skirt hem halfieayn her calves.
A moment later she came back and led Jacquelinen dowingy
corridor into an air-conditioned office.

Matt Simmons was sitting behind a desk, writingd aacqueline
watched him for a moment while he hastily signechegapers.
Thick brown hair, curling around his ears, whitegi-sleeved shirt,
no tie. Then he raised his head and stood up, @xigmis hand. He
was tall, very tall, towering over her meagre ffeet two. His face
was designed somewhat haphazardly, his nose craoietoo big,
his eyebrows irregular. With his deep tan he locked he belonged
on a tractor in the cornfields, rather than onardbehind a desk. His
hand was hard and strong as he grasped hers aqgdelae
wondered if a handshake really did characteris@asrpersonality.
'He's tough, Miss Donnelly, and hardworking andligtdedicated.’
The words echoed in her mind. Matt Simmons lookmagh, no
doubt about that.

She introduced herself, but there was no recognitidhis dark eyes
when she mentioned her name. The vague uneashesad felt all
along suddenly grew alarmingly.

He held out a chair for her. 'Sit down, please.'ddated himself
behind his desk and looked at her politely, impeady.

'‘What canl do for you, Miss Donnelly?'

Jacqueline's mouth opened, then clos¢el.didn't know! He didn't
know who she was!

‘Mr Simmons, you ... you weren't expecting me?"'

He frowned and looked down at his desk calendar, s sorry. |
didn't realise we had an appointment.'



An appointment? Something was very wrong. She batedalfway

across the world to take this job and he did neneknow she was
coming— She'd expected a warm welcome, friendlyeast. Her

apprehension grew into fear and she could fedtitisg like a rock

In her stomach. She swallowed.

‘Mr Simmons, the head office in New York hired rhese weeks ago.
I'm your new Administrative Assistant.’

A sudden cold silence followed her words and slukdd at Matt
Simmons uneasily. Surprise, disbelief and angeseaghaach other
across his face. His jaw muscles tightened andyes shot fire.

'Oh, no, you're not! There must be some mistakis!vblice exploded
In the silence and she felt as if he had slappednhine face. What
did he mean? What was this all about? She statedhis stormy
face, not comprehending. She took a deep breath.

'‘What do you mean—a mistake? You need an Admitistra
Assistant. They hired me. Here | am.'

His eyes were hard and forbidding as he looke@athhave no idea
what kind of a joke this is. | did not receive anformation to the
effect that they had found someone to fill the posi No letter, no
telegram. Had | known, | certainly wouldn't haveesgl to let you
come. | very specifically requested a man for fbld' He leaned
forward, looking her in the eyes, hard and unrabgnt'This is

nothing personal, Miss Donnelly, but | simply domént you for this
position!'

Shock silenced her and his words took a momerdttiesThen anger
flooded through her and she could feel her facevgnot. ‘May |
remind you, Mr Simmons, that we're living in theveseties and that
your attitude is extremely chauvinistic!'



He was not impressed. 'And may | remind you thet i not the
United States of America, but Africa, and that véa&o deal with the
realities of place and circumstances !

'Which are?"

'l couldn't begin to tell you." He groaned, rakimgpatient fingers
through his unruly hair. 'My God, they should h&wewn better!"

Jacqueline was speechless with angénoshould know betterPle
was the one who should study the facts before jogptio
conclusions! Jacqueline was well aware of theitreslof place and
circumstances.' She knew it wasn't easy to gegsraccomplished in
a place where telephones didn't always work andoads weren't
available when you needed them. Administrative esyst worked
differently from at home and much more slowly. isva matter of
survival to cultivate a patient disposition and mmt frustrated.
Jacqueline also knew that patience wasn't one of skrenger
gualities. And it was being severely tested thiyweinute.

She resented Matt Simmons's know-it-all attitude stre desperately
searched her mind for something to say. Somethinghang and
damning. There was nothing. Her mind was a blank.

For a long moment neither one of them said a wdtdken Matt
Simmons suddenly raised his long frame out of tltercand opened
the door.

'Patience!

Jacqueline heard fast footsteps clonking down tredor and the
girl with the plaited hair appeared in the doorway.

'Yes, sir?'



, 'Bring me some coffee, please.' He turned touksoee. 'Would you
like some?'

'I'd -rather have a drink," she said drily, and sashadow of a smile
move around his lips.

‘Sorry, no alcohol on the premises.'

'I'll settle for coffee, then. Strong, please.' 8beded all the help she
could get.

He sat down again and looked at her. He was nainddome man,
but his face was strong and square- jawed and masculine. Oh
yes, she thought bitterly, all man he is, poundittig old me down
into the ground.

'So, what am | going to do with you now?'

His tone of voice infuriated her. Who did he thimk was talking to?
Some obstinate teenager?

'l suggest, Mr Simmons, that you forget that I'fermale and let me
get on with the job." She tried to sound calm amsiresslike.

He raised one eyebrow and a sardonic smile fleasadnis face. 'It'll
be rather difficult to forget you're a female. htsticeable at a glance.’

Jacqueline looked at him coldly. Then | suggestlgaunn to live with
the terrible truth. I'm here now and | have evatgmtion of staying!'

'So | see.’
There was a knock on the door and the coffee wasgbit in.

'I'm sorry, but there's no sugar,’ Matt said, hagdher a cup from the
tray. 'There's been a shortage for some time now.’



Jacqueline met his eyes. Was he expecting herettklifown crying
or jump up and down with indignation because shddrdt have
sugar in her coffee ? Well, he was in for a fevwpsses.

‘Somehow [I'll manage to suffer through it.'

He studied her with mockery in his eyes. 'In argec# will help you
keep your weight down. You must be all the way ai@thundred
pounds.'

She didn't weigh much more than that and she kriewss short
and thin and looked too young for her age, butliaat nothing to do
with her qualifications for the job. She just gldrat him, not
answering.

'‘Well," he said, pulling his face straight, ‘whed gou arrive?'

'Last night.' She took a sip of the coffee, butats too hot and she put
the cup back on the desk.

'I'm sorry there was no one there to meet yowsbitnded as if he
meant it. He shook his head. 'All this came aseqaitsurprise. |
wonder what happened. Surely they must have serd teéegram
with the particulars of your arrival.'

Jacqueline shrugged. 'lIt's probably sitting atRh& T and someone
neglected to deliver it." It wouldn't be the fitghe. She'd seen it
happen before.

He looked at her sharply. Then he grabbed thehelepon his desk,
but slammed it down immediately. '‘Damn thing iskaem. Garbage
truck drove under the wire and tore it down. telke weeks before
they fix it." He got up once more, opened the dad called for
Patience again.



'l want Samson to go to the External P & T as ssohe comes back
from the bank and see if there's a telegram fronv Merk floating
around on somebody's desk.’

T'll tell him, sir.'
The girl disappeared and Matt closed the door.

‘Well," he said, sitting down again, ‘what did y@when you found
nobody waiting for you last night?'

'I found a taxi, went to the Continental Hotel, lsashower and went
to bed.'

‘And this morning?'

'l got up. Had breakfast. Traced you down.' Shekddoat him
defiantly. What had he expected ?

'‘Did you have the address?’

'‘Only the P.O. box and the phone number.'

‘And the phone wasn't working.'

‘Correct.’

They stared at each other for a moment, sizing et up.
'So, how did you find the place?'

'l broke down and cried and my fairy godmother a@pped and
pointed the way.'

'You don't have to be sarcastic, Miss Donnelly.’



Her temper flared. All her anger and frustratiomeabubbling up
and she couldn't stop herself.

‘No, | should jump up and down for joy! | come kedfy around the
world to take a job—a job, mind you, that I've bémwking forward

to. | was told you were desperate for someone li y@u out. And

see what | get! A wonderful reception! A warm wetes It is

conveyed to me, in no uncertain terms, that sirzee & female I'm no
good for the job. I'm obviously considered incapalit seems to
surprise you that | can do as much as track youndavthout an

address!

'‘Calm down! Calm down! Let's talk this over ratitpa
She clenched her teeth and glared at him.
'‘Okay,' he said. 'Do you have a resume with you?'

'‘No. Mr Jenkins told me they'd send it to you viith evaluation from
the interview and my references.' She shruggadagine that didn't
arrive here, either.’

'‘No. The devil may know where that disappearedHs.'sighed. "It
will show up sooner or later. It usually does.'dtank the last of his
coffee and pushed the cup away from him. 'l assyoehave a
degree?'

'Business Administration.'

His face registered no reaction. 'What did you dfoke you came
over here?'

'l just graduated.' Which was part of the truthe 8had also worked as
the assistant manager of an old people's home andeveral
summers she had worked with Mexican migrant workers
California. She had taken the opportunities becadlsy were



valuable experience, although they had postponedraduation for
more than a year. Let him ask, she thought furjoustt him think
I'm just an incompetent female!

His reaction did not surprise her.

‘You just graduated? They sent me a girl freshafugchool?' He
groaned in utter despair. ‘'My God, they should hanavn better,' he
said for the second time.

Jacqueline boiled inside. Stay calm, she told liferse
‘They should have knowwhatbetter, Mr Simmons?'

His face was hard, his eyes cold. 'That a busideggee is nice, but
experience abroad is more essential. Sitting inr tbemfortable
offices in New York, they keep forgetting that winids in this part of
the world is a different story altogether. It takekfferent
gualifications !

'l see.’
He raised one mocking eyebrow. 'You do?’

Oh, yes, she did! One look at her and he had mpdesumind. He
didn't want any part of this dumb blonde, freshafidollege. It was a
prescription for disaster. Nothing but incompetencetation and

trouble. Oh, yes, she knew exactly what he wakiingh

‘Listen, Miss Donnelly, | have no time to train sone for half a
year, only to find out that she can't stick it outhis place. Have you
had a good look around you. Have you heard of muktiock?’

'l believe so,' she said, keeping her face expekess.



‘This is not an ordinary job in an ordinary sitoati There's nothing in
any of your textbooks that could have taught yoatwou need to
know. Time is the only teacher in this case. AntktiMiss Donnelly,
Is what | don't have!'

'And Mr Jenkins in New York wasn't aware of thisiation?"

His eyes narrowed in new anger. 'He damn well shbalve been!
I've been quite explicit as to what type of persoreed!" With an
impatient move he shoved his chair back and gotHamds in his
pockets, he turned to the window and looked outsidequeline
stared at his back, broad and strong under thesvehitt. His thick
curly hair reached to his collar and could do waittut. He was tall all
right". At least six foot two, maybe more.

After a few silent minutes he sat down again, outllyacalm and
composed. He folded his arms, tilted back his caiatr gazed at her
intently.

‘Tell me. Miss Donnelly. Why the hell did they hyeu?'

Jacqueline got up from her chair and grabbed teecdithe desk. Her
legs were trembling and the blood was poundingean lead. Of
course, she could tell him now that she knew thimtry, and what
was more, that she liked it. She could tell hint 8ee had done a few
other things besides going to college. But he wasking, was he?
No. And she would tell him exactly what he wanted Hear.
Jacqueline smiled as sweetly as she could manager uine
circumstances.

‘They hired me, Mr Simmons, because | slept wighRhesident!'

She turned and walked out of the room, closingdber carefully
behind her.



CHAPTER TWO

SHE found the washroom and spent the next ten minuyesy to
calm down. Her face in the mirror looked pinched anawn. No
wonder, after a long plane trip and a bad recepfldns morning
she'd put her long blonde hair on top of her h@adtay cool, but
some curly strands were falling down her face atknShe combed
it all out and pinned it back up. She washed hee,falready damp
with perspiration. It was one of the things sheadénto live with
again, the continuous feeling of stickiness and,Hdarch was the
worst month and the humidity made the heat almolsearable.

But still she liked this place. For years she hadted to come back
to this country where she had spent three yeaws shoolgirl. It
wasn't any single thing that attracted her to Ghlnaa combination
of many. Here she was free and safe in the str@atg, alone. At any
time of day or night. Ghanaians had a reputatiorrfendliness and
hospitality and she loved the spirit of the wontéejr independence,
their sense of humour. Despite the poverty andcdiffes of life,
there was never a lack of laughter and joy.

Jacqueline put her make-up and comb back in harldéobag and
sighed. She'd been so anxious to be back, but hewhine of her
enthusiasm had tarnished and she felt limp anatdefl She'd wanted
to come back to Africa, make herself useful, do sibmmg that really
mattered. And now this arrogant Simmons guy wasdgrio destroy
it all for her. She threw one more glance in theroni and
straightened her shoulders, Well, she wasn't goihgt him! She was
staying, and she was going to do her job no maftat he thought of
her.

The door opened and Patience came in. Her big keyd®d at
Jacqueline shyly. '‘Mr Simmons wants you,' she sad, Jacqueline
almost laughed. Mr Simmons didn't want her, butMas going to
have her whether he liked it or not!



She walked back into his office, head high, eyeslgolgnoring his

level gaze, she sat down. 'Mr Simmons, I'd likertow where I'll be
staying so | can settle down and go to work. | teé&you'd take care
of the housing.'

His mouth curved faintly at the corners. "That'satMhwanted to talk
to you about. We have a problem.’

"Tell me about it.'

'‘We have three hundred and fifty cedis in the butilyeent a house
for the AA. Unfortunately that amount isn't neadgough to get
decent accommodation these days. There is an extsaortage of
houses and flats and in the last years rents haweledd, sometimes
even tripled." Jacqueline caught a glint of sonmgthin his eyes.
Malice? Expectation? Was he challenging her?

'In other words, no house, no apartment. Corr&tt@'kept her voice
calm, businesslike.

‘Correct.’
If he expected her to go into hysterics, he'd Falang time to wait.
‘What do you propose to do with me?'

He shrugged, face impassive. 'ldeally, I'd ship paak on the next
flight.'

Jacqueline clenched her teeth. 'You can't fire nhess | fail to do my
job adequately, and | plan to do it more than adefjy,' she said
with icy dignity.

'I'll give you a fair chance to show me your alabt Miss Donnelly.’
His face looked grim. 'As long as you're here agigchnined to stay,
you might as well show me what you're worth. Bwiarn you, you'd



better be good, because | have neither the timé¢heonclination to
babysit you. | need help and if you don't measgpreout you go, and
the hell with Jenkins!

Jacqueline ignored the tone of intimidation infe@sark. If she were
to deal with the man at all, she'd have to keepcbet. She took a
deep breath.

'‘What about housing?'

For a moment he said nothing, then he sighedolfgould agree to
the arrangement, you can have the guest flat inhowyse. It's a
self-contained unit with its own entrance, bedrositting room, and
bathroom. But there's no kitchen. We'll have taasliae one in the
main part of the house.’

'Do | have a choice?

'‘Not unless you want to find a place of your ownl alouble the
three-fifty out of your own pocket. Knowing the &hof your salary,
| doubt if you can afford it.'

She couldn't. But living in such close proximityaenan she disliked
more by the minute was less than ideal, to sajets. For the time,
though, it had to do.

'I'm not very particular,’ she said. 'Let's ses place.'

The house was within walking distance from theceffilt was an old
colonial structure with large verandahs surrounbigadn untamed,
jungle-like garden in need of care. The. large fdarmgbrooms had
creaking hardwood floors and squeaking ceiling faAl the
windows had burglar-proofing and mosquito screens.

‘Your place is here,' Matt said, opening a dodhatend of the main
living-room/dining-room. She stepped into a smalbm with two



glass doors leading on to a tiny Verandah encldsedlooming
bougainvilleas. Opening other doors, she found#droom and the
bathroom, both small but adequate.

'It's never been used,' he said, surveying theeplaih a frown. 'lI've
been using one of the bedrooms in the house fostgul's more
convenient." He walked over to the windows andwhtieem wide
open. The breeze somewhat freshened the warm, raumsosphere.
‘This place needs some work, that's clear,' he ¥aalll have to get it
cleaned and furnished. We'll start with some frgaimt. The whole
house is in sorry shape, as you can see. That's gdtyit cheap. You
should have seen the kitchen before it was fixet g turned and
came a step closer, looking down on her with uneatexl challenge
In his eyes.

'So, what do you think?’

'It's fine with me,' she said, meeting his eye#i.I'Aeed is a place of
my own.'

‘Well, for the time being, you'd better use theggjueom. I'll have
Kwesi start on this place right away. Come, I'ibshyou the kitchen
and you can meet him.'

Heavy and muscular, Kwesi looked more like a bakan a steward.
He looked strangely out of place in the kitchemriafy a pot of soup

on the stove. Seeing them, his face came alivdhamgve Jacqueline
a broad, friendly smile when Matt introduced her.

‘You are welcome,' he said, shaking her hand.
'‘Medawasi.'

Kwesi's grin grew wider, but Matt's eyes were @iflmockery. 'Even
learned some Twi, | see. Very commendable, but erirely



necessary. You do know the official language irs tbountry is
English?’

Ignoring his remark, Jacqueline looked in the parthe stove. The
kitchen was filled with the fragrance of the so@he would have
recognised it anywhere— palm-nut soup, brilliart a&d spicy.

'‘Kwesi does the cleaning and the cooking,' said,Medding her out
of the kitchen into the main room. 'l give him mygrfer food and he
decides what to feed me. He cooks mostly Ghana.dHegrast her a
brief, dark glance. 'It will take some getting usedand if you like,

you're welcome to teach him to fix some other thihg

Kwesi carried her suitcases to the guest room lagyl followed him
in.

‘Sorry, but the air-conditioner is broken," Mattdsgointing at the
hole in the wall. 'When it's fixed you can havenstalled in your
bedroom in the flat, but it will take a while. Ey#ring here does. I'd
give you mine, but that one is in the shop too, @od only knows
when we'll get it back. Supposedly both the machineed new
compressors, which were ordered nine months agob®dat was due
five months ago, but got re-routed someplace oressuch thing—I
don't remember the details.’

Frustration was all over his face and Jacquelibbdyilip to suppress
a smile. Obviously he-man himself wasn't exactlynume to the
trials and tribulations of life in Africa. Oh, homell she remembered!
No sugar, no car tyres, no spare parts of any &hips that

mysteriously disappeared or ended up in Shanghaeoe stuck in

the harbour for months. Not every Westerner cowddl avith that

kind of frustration.

Matt looked at his watch, then raked impatient érsgthrough his
hair. 'I've got to get back to the office—I haveagpointment. I'll be



back for lunch in an hour or s8ee you then.' He strode out of th
room, leaving Jacqueline to her own devices.

She sat down on the bed and stared at her suitcgbesld she
unpack now, or wait until she got into her own gada Maybe she
should have another look at the flat. As she edt#re living-room,

Kwesi came out of the kitchen.

'‘Would you like something to drink, madame ? Caffeea mineral?'
‘Something cold, please. Just water is fine.'

Kwesi frowned and looked troubled. 'We no boil weger, madame.'
'It doesn't matter, Kwesi. Accra water is safe g¢fmu'm sure.'

Kwesi grinned. 'Mr Simmons says so, but the misshs, boil the
water fifteen minutes all the time."

There had been no mentioning of Matt being maraed, she looked
guestioningly at Kwesi. 'Mrs Simmons? Mr Simmonge®/

He shrugged his massive shoulders and smiled.t'Roow. Maybe
wife, maybe not,' he said casually.

Jacqueline frowned. If Matt had a wife, then whatd she think of
her living in the guest flat?

'Mrs Simmons isn't home?'

Kwesi shook his head as he opened the refrigeeatdrtook out a
bottle of water. 'She in the States, | think.'

Jacqueline didn't know what to make of it, but dltenot want to ask
Kwesi any more questions. She would find out fromttMShe had no



intention of getting settled in the flat only todi later that the lady of
the house, or whoever the 'missus' was, objectadntpresence.

Kwesi handed her the glass of water with ice cubei$ and she
carried it with her to the flat and looked arouridtke more carefully.
Fresh paint and some good scrubbing would maked thfference.
The mosquito screens were in bad shape and neetledeplaced. In
the bathroom she flushed the toilet and it workedch to her relief.
A long trail of tiny ants wriggling across the tdaught her eye. She
had forgotten about the ants. They were everywlesen here in an
unused, empty bathroom. One crumb of food lefthim kitchen, on
the table, on the floor, and in a matter of minwescouting ant had
discovered it and called in the troops. They wheetiniest ants she'd
ever seen anywhere, a harmless nuisance no amburgeaticide
could get rid of. For three years her mother hadifb a futile battle
against them.

The wooden floor showed signs of serious negladt,wax would

help some, she hoped. She was delighted with thrandah.

Bougainvilleas grew around it in profusion, showargabundance of
white and orange blossoms. She had the view ob#uk of the

garden where untidy clumps of banana plants arallanajestic

coconut palm stood together in an odd arrangenienthe right she
could see the servants' quarters, partially hiddehind more
bougainvillea. With some potted plants, chairs andable, the
verandah would be a lovely place to sit.

Matt appeared again an hour later and they sat dowarunch of egg
sandwiches and sliced pineapple.

'l have a couple of questions,' Jacqueline said.

'Fire away.' His dark eyes were on her and suddshky felt
uncertain, not knowing how to tactfully mention teebject of the
'missus.’



He noticed her hesitation. 'Getting cold feet?'

'‘No. I'm just wondering about living in the guesatf Kwesi

mentioned something about the "missus” and | wasrate you were
married.' She flushed, feeling awkward. 'l meaagn't know if your
wife agrees with me living here, sharing the kitthe

He raised his eyebrows. 'Diane? She's not my vinéesaid flatly.

Embarrassment filled her. She didn't want him tmkhshe was
prying, but she had to know her position. 'l wasnite,' she said. 'l
just don't want to be in the way. | mean, it's nakeyou to offer me
this place, but ...’

‘You won't be in the way,' he said shortly. '‘Besjdghe's not here
now.'

'Oh." Not knowing what else to say, she spearadae f pineapple
on her fork and brought it to her mouth. Lookingagain, she found
his eyes on her.

‘And in case you're wondering, Diane left a coupfienonths ago
because she can't stand this place, the heataiséel.'

Jacqueline said nothing.

His eyes were cold as he observed her. 'You ma¥ tou're pretty
tough, but it takes a certain kind of person witkeatain kind of
stamina to survive in a place like this. This ishodiday resort, | can
assure you.' He pushed back his chair and stoathagueline did the
same.

'l didn't come here for a holiday!" she said, mgttas much bite in her
voice as she could.



‘You'd better not!" He towered over her, lookingvdoon her darkly.
'‘Besides the normal aggravations of daily life, 'ffduave to cope
with a damn difficult job and, frankly, | have gedoubts whether
you or any other little college girl can hack it!

His intimidating behaviour infuriated her and sh&ad up into his
eyes as hard as she could. No doubt he thoughtvaba typical
dumb blonde, and her height didn't help. Never fggfiad she wished
more fervently that she was a tall brunette. Astesne would look
her age and wouldn't have to look up to this ambga- foot-plus
male chauvinist.

‘Your confidence is overwhelming,' she said, hajdwer eyes steady,
cool. For a long moment their eyes locked. Thesrhged down at
her and she saw how it softened the hard linesisofdte. For a
fraction of a moment it seemed as if she were luplat a different
man.

'Of course,' he said slowly, 'there's always thé ddance that I'm
mistaken.'

'‘Quite," she said, smiling back at him.

She went back to the office with him to make hejuaintance with
the other staff members. She'd already met Patiertke
secretary-receptionist. Samson, the office messenges walking
down the corridor as they entered the buildingwds a young man,
extremely thin, wearing very tight trousers andaigoted shirt. He
assumed an air of importance as he shook handslaatijueline, but
his somewhat sheepish grin spoiled the total effexhe walked off,
Jacqueline stole a glance at Matt and caught a@fiamusement in
his eyes.

‘Samson is a good kid, but he likes to impress lgedie doesn't
always carry it off with a lot of finesse.'



She smiled. 'So | noticed."

Matt led her into an office and introduced her toAganti, the office
accountant. He was an older man, short and gregtirige temples,
wearing dark glasses that made him look like thiecAh version of
the jolly old professor of children's stories.

'‘Ofori and Lawani aren't here," Matt told her, liegdher out of Mr

Asanti's office. "They're assistant managers aptbgects and they
come to town only once or twice a month. You'll bitbem later.' He
gave a short rap on another door and pushed it open

‘Jacqueline, this is Steven Sowah, my right handagncultural
matters—Ste*en, this is a surprise present frdrg' ltead office,
Jacqueline Donnelly, our new Administrative Assista

The tall, broad-shouldered Ghanaian flashed herilkabt smile.
'Pleased to meet you. | hope we can be friends), after you've seen
my expense reports.'

Matt groaned. 'His reports are a bookkeeper's mgre¢. He knows
all about goats, but he can't add a column of &guhe same way
twice.'

Steven grinned at Jacqueline. 'He doesn't like imat I'm
indispensable, so he's stuck with me.'

'So I've heard,’ said Jacqueline,. smiling. She embered
Christopher Jenkins singing Steven's praises. "“Yeputation is
known far and wide/

Matt raised his eyes heavenward in mock despadr.déesn't need
that, Jacqueline! His head is too big already!hkéanoeuvred her out
of the room and they could hear Steven's loud lalighe way down
the corridor.



‘Steven seems like a nice man.’
'First class, all the way around. Hard worker,'too.
‘Christopher Jenkins told me about him.'

He cast her a glance full of irony. 'Well, | woadk you what he told
you about me.'

'Fairy tales. Nothing but fairy tales.’
One eyebrow shot up. 'Is that so? Now, | wonder kdngid that.'

‘The truth would have been too painful and tooyjislacqueline
flashed back.

He thrust his hands into his pockets and leanely gainst the wall,
eyes narrowed. 'Risky?"

'‘Had they told the truth, they would never havenfiban AA to come
here,' she said recklessly. 'Not even a dumb aligd like me.’

‘Too bad," he said sarcastically. 'Too bad yowekell in fairy tales.'

Matt had an appointment and most of the afternoerwhs out,
Jacqueline talked at some length with PatienceSardson. In her
new job she was in charge of the two of them andlavbave to
co-ordinate their activities.

Her office was a small room off the main receptaosea where the
clerical staff had their desks. The wails were flra light green and
the faded cotton curtains were a blue and browircadr print. The
linoleum was a dull grey and the whole room hadexitand dusty
appearance. Jacqueline sighed. Then, looking throlg window,
she saw scarlet hibiscus and yellow-white frangipdhe bright
colours cheered her up a bit and she positionedédsk so she had a



view of the window. Samson dragged in an old woddeokcase, a
standing fan and an extra chair. This completedigo®r. Looking at
the drab surroundings, Jacqueline knew that sha\te o do
something about the room's appearance or she vemalcdup dusty
and faded and tired too.

In the corner stood two large boxes filled to okeving with paper.
At closer inspection she recognised it as miscetias technical
material on various aspects of agriculture. Shkdd@ damp strand
of hair behind her ear and sighed again. Thereawasof work to be
done in the office, no doubt about that. ObviouBtience had no
idea of proper organisation and it would take asagrable amount
of time to bring some sort of order into the offfm@cedures. But she
was determined, now .more than ever, that she wagygo do
everything in her power to prove that she coulditdé&n uneasy
thought stirred her mind. Was her job the reallehgle ? Or was it
Matt?

That night they had dinner together and she waseawh Matt's
amusement when she gave herself a generous hepipgim-nut
soup, rice and fried plantain.

'‘Be careful,’ he said. 'lt's very hot. Kwesi uses pepper with a very
liberal hand.’

I will, Mr Simmons."

‘There's no need to be so formal. Suppose you emage to call me
Matt?'

'I'll try, if you insist,' she said coolly.

'l insist, Jackie.'



‘Jacqueline!'she said sharply. Her friends could call her Jadaut
not this arrogant stranger.

He reclined his head slightly, mocking her. 'Jatigest is.’

The food burned in her throat, but she was famiéin the sensation.
She pretended not to notice that Matt watched losety while she
ate. As a girl she had enjoyed the spicy Ghanasad.fWith her
friend from the International School she had ofeaten at the
roadside chop bars. She had tasted everything $opnd to snails,
much to the horror of her mother, who feared thatwould pick up
some dreadful germ and die of dysentery. It hagngiwen her even
the slightest indigestion.

Matt was staring at her across the table as skshéd her food and
she smiled at him defiantly.

'It's good. | enjoyed that.'

He frowned. "You may be sorry tomorrow. Weren't ppardoing it a
little?"

'I've a stomach of cast iron, don't worry about'me.
'Pretty tough all the way around, aren't you?'

Jacqueline nodded. 'Who knows? Maybe even toughligendor
Ghana.’

He could make fun of her all he wanted. One dag he'sorry. She
didn't like the feelings of animosity growing insidher. Fighting
some sort of personal battle with her boss wasn'idea of a good
working relationship.

‘Something wrong?' Matt asked, as if he had gudssethoughts.



'I'm just tired,' she said irritably. 'l think Ifjo to bed early.’

The next morning she woke up to the sounds of oagkhickens and
clanking buckets. For one short, elusive moment dila't know
where she was. This seemed like a new world wilnge sounds
and sensations that somehow still carried a famttdaf familiarity.
Even the light was different, hard and bright aleao early in the
morning. Heat and humidity were carried in on theelze that blew
through the open window and the overhead fan dtitine air in a
feeble attempt at coolness.

Africa. Ghana. It all came back to her then on aevef joy and

excitement. For a few moments she lay very stithesun-drenched
room, watching the curtains billow in the oceanelae listening to
the sounds coming from outside—a rooster's crow,ctlying of a

child, the voice of a woman calling out in a langeiashe didn't
understand.

Then she threw off the sheet, leaped out of bedaikekd outside. A
small girl was filling a bucket under a tap outsithe servants'
guarters. In the shade of a huge mango tree a waakaon her
haunches stirring a pot simmering on a small clterborner. A
colourful cloth covered her from chest to anklesaving her
shoulders bare. A naked baby crawled in the redmaying with a
hard, green mango.

Kwesi's family? Probably. The baby plopped overhos fat little
bottom and started wailing. The mother abandonedtesy and put
the baby on her lap. She took out her breast anthdby grabbed it
with eager little hands and began to drink. Jadgeelvatched the
little scene for a moment and then turned away frioenwindow. It
was wonderful to be back in Africa and she felhtignd happy, ready
for the day. *



She showered and dressed in a light cotton dreskeather sandals.
It would be too. warm to let her hair down, so phmed it up again.
Before coming to the tropics she had consideretinguit off,, but

she hadn't had the courage to do it. It would tedaes to grow back.

She found Kwesi in the kitchen preparing breakfast.

'‘Good morning, Kwesi.'

'‘Good morning, madame.'

'Is that your family | saw outside, Kwesi? Thdditgirl and the baby?’

‘Yes.' His smile was wide and proud. 'l have anogbe, but he lives
in my home village with my wife's mother.'

‘Where's your village?'
'‘Mankessim. It's on the road to Cape Coast.'

Jacqueline chatted with him for a while, then l&fnh so he could
finish cooking breakfast. The verandah doors wegyenoand she
stepped outside, taking in all the colour and knghs of the
morning. Was there no gardener? she wondered, ysugveéhe
masses of greenery and bushes grown wild. Soméengudind
trimming certainly seemed in order.

Some swift movement caught her eyes and she sawlizenals
chasing each other on the wall of the house, radovgn and across
the verandah and then leaping off into the bushes.

'‘Quite a jungle, isn't it?' It was Matt's voice lmehher. He looked
clean and fresh in grey slacks and a white shirt.

‘A bit. | like a lot of greenery, though.'



'No shortage of that here. 'We have a gardeneraohtes twice a
week to keep things under reasonable control, &atlieen gone for a
month. He had to go back to his village becausgaadfather was
sick.' He shrugged. 'Can't tell when he'll be back.

‘There are a lot of banana plants here," Jacquelommented,
looking at the untidy bushes huddled in the coof¢he garden.

‘Yes. But don't try to eat those over there.' Hafed at some plants
by the side of the drive. 'They're not bananas.'

The plants looked identical, but if they were nah&nas then there
was only one other thing they could be.

'‘Plantain,’ she said. It was a statement, not atgume and he looked
at her with a flicker of surprise in his eyes.

‘How do you know that?'
She shrugged lightly. 'l know a lot of things.'
'Oh, you do?' The derision in his voice was unrikesbée.

She raised her eyebrows and looked at him wide-egaduldn't 1? |
just graduated from college!" With that she lefnlon the verandah
and went inside to help Kwesi.

Matt was cool and polite at breakfast and as saorthay were
finished they left for the office. It was. barelgven.

'‘We'd better get started early. I'm swamped withkvemd we have to
get your job outlined for you and see how we cagapise your
work.'

When she had been in his office the day beforehslenot noticed
the surroundings. The room was as drab as herwiimdull floor



tiles and faded green-blue tie- dye curtains. Eimoiious gasping
and groaning of an air-conditioner in need of cadepair served as
appropriate background music.

He was businesslike and impersonal as he talkdwetaabout her
work, showing her reports and charts and filesJamrmg the inner
workings of the office.

‘You'll be in charge of the clerical staff—Patiersoed Samson, as |
said yesterday: You'll do the payroll, bookkeepeugd financial
reports. You'll have to devise some sort of sydnthem.'

'Yes, | can see that,' Jacqueline answered, loo&tnidpe stack of
papers on his desk.

He looked up, frowning. 'l just haven't had timesskles, | hate
administration. The files—you'll have to do somethiabout the
files, too.'

Jacqueline had already had a look the day befdre.files were a

mess beyond description. File folders were simpiynbered and the
contents written next to the numbeBank of Ghana, Maize
Production, Farm Machineryere all cosily grouped together in the
drawers.

'‘Patience told me she deals with the files," Jdowsaid. 'I'll have
her help me sort them out.’

'‘She knows where everything is, strange as it mmayns She can find
every scrap of paper ever filed.' He grimacedc@lifrse, no one else
can.'

'‘What about the cars? | was told it's a major etfiokeep them on the
road.'



'Yes. And I'm only too glad to hand that headacher ¢o you, too.
There's a shortage of parts, they're not fixed gnigpand they're
forever breaking down in the most inconvenient ¢a’c

They dealt with everything from banking to goatnfiarg to car
repairs, and by lunch time Jacqueline was dead. t8be was stuffed
full of information she couldn't possibly digest @ once.

At home, Kwesi had prepared fish sandwiches antidalad and she
sat at the table facing Matt, too tired even towh&he hot air

enveloped her like a Turkish steam bath and shédclel the

perspiration trickling down her back. Her hair waasning loose on
the side and she pulled it behind her ear, fedhiegdampness of it
and the clamminess of her skin.

"'l be busy this afternoon,’, said Matt, lookiagher closely. 'l have a
meeting with AID—pardon me, the Agency for Interoasl
Development. So why don't you stay home and cafclorusome
sleep? By the looks of you, you're suffering frome&ute case of jet
lag.'

She gave him a dull smile. 'Wonderful idea. | thiifildo just that." At
the door she turned and faced him. '‘Matt?"

'Yes?'

‘What did you say AID stands for?' Her face wasaent, but the
hint of sarcasm in her voice apparently hadn'tgsddim. He stared
at her for a long moment, face unreadable.

'l think you heard me, college girl.’

On Thursday morning Matt handed her a pile of dcenis



‘Well, let's see what you can do with this.'

Jacqueline looked at the papers in her hand. Sigpgocuments of
some sort, she guessed. 'What is this?' she asked.,

'It's equipment for the rice project. It's at thpart, ready for pick
up.'

'‘Okay, I'll get it.'

He looked at her, frowning. 'It's not as easy asiinds. You'd better
leave as soon as possible, or you won't make ik bafore lunch. The
red tape is indescribable, and if they hassle ymutimport duty,
don't give an inch. This stuff is duty free, no taatvhat they tell you.
Raise hell if you have to.' He looked at her daulbtf "You think you
can do it?'

*SR6 was well aware of what he was thinking. Thoes out there
would take one look at this dumb blonde and watdgtriover her.
Well, here was her first chance to prove herself.

'l don't know why not,' she answered coolly.

He shrugged. 'Just one thing. Money works wondes place like
this, but under no circumstances do we pay casfant that to be
perfectly clear!"

She straightened her shoulders and glared at hmbe was
common enough and a very practical tool indeed jtbarasn't one
she happened to believe in.

'‘Don't worry about my moral values! They were clestkout
carefully in New York.'

'‘Good,' he said flatly.



Getting the equipment out of the airport cargodog was a good
introductory experience in being patient and c&alsy it was not.

She was sent from one desk to the next, from onditg to another

and back again, filling out forms, writing signagsr fifteen' in all,

waiting, staring at dirty walls and dusty filesgallhigh in the corners.
A clerk was sleeping on his typewriter. Jacquelighed she could
do the same. The heat and the still air drainescbhenergy.

If all of this wouldn't have been such an utter t@asf time, she
wouldn't have felt so frustrated. But there washimgf she could do
about it, and she certainly wasn't going to mentida Matt. There
was no doubt in her mind that he was testing mef tlaat he would be
doing that for a while to come.

It took more than two hours before she finally\srd at the Customs
desk. The officer smiled at her and helped her dpercartons.

'Industrial equipment?’
'Yes, sir.'

He studied the papers. 'For a rice mill, | see.stéenped the papers
and handed her the boxes.

Jacqueline returned to the office feeling rathdsilgnt about her
victory and wondering what Matt's reaction would 8&ae knocked
and entered his office, putting the boxes on hekde

'It's all here. No damage as far as | can see.’

Matt looked from Jacqueline to the boxes and baaikagYou got
them ?' He seemed surprised.

'Of course.' So he had been testing her. He heshily thought she
could manage. Well, she had, and she was goingntmcie doing so.



He frowned, raking his fingers through his haihéy gave you no
trouble?

'‘Nothing | couldn't handle,' she said quietly. 'Why

He shrugged, taking the boxes and opening theney'Trave a
reputation.’

No doubt he expected her to complain like everylaidy—about the
long waiting, the endless number of signaturesskthuttling back and
forth from desk to desk. She said nothing. She wvgemg to give
him the satisfaction.

'Is there anything else?' she asked instead.

He was examining the contents of the boxes andobket up,
shaking his head. 'No, but it's time for lunch. Aoel ready?'

After lunch Jacqueline went out again, searchingndotown for

filing cabinets and some other office supplies. Ton had not
changed much and Jacqueline had no trouble firfténgvay around.
The streets were crowded with people and honkirgcles. Taxi

drivers shouted obscenities at pedestrians andoversht on the
pavement with their wares spread out in front aénth—cough

mixtures and shoelaces and dog chains and talcundgroand

underwear and native medicines. Walking carefuhiytioe uneven
pavement, trying not to Tstep into the open guttémsqueline went
from shop to shop.

In the Kingsway Department Store she found hessglfienly face to
face with Mr and Mrs Turner and their daughterams After

enthusiastic greetings and introductions, theyvaiht to the coffee
shop and had a cool drink. Lisa was a pretty githwhort, glossy
black hair and large luminous eyes framed by oredsiglasses.
Jacqueline was invited to dinner on Saturday regiat she gratefully
accepted. Making friends was not difficult in agdavhere so many



people were foreigners, and Jacqueline looked fahw@ getting to
know Lisa better. It would be nice to know someeotipeople.
Everyone she had known before had moved on to gilaees—it
was the way the expatriate community lived. No eteyed more
than a few years in any one place.

On Friday night Jacqueline moved into her flat,atstill smelled of
paint and wax. Kwesi and three of his friends haehs the last two
days getting the _place ready for her and a cagpéaid come to put
up new mosquito screens. The speed at which allhida happened
was quite astonishing, even considering the nuniddepeople
involved. It wasn't the best paint job she'd ew&ns but it would do.
The off-white walls looked clean and fresh now grelwooden floor
had a shine of sorts.

On Saturday morning she did some shopping for Hensethe
Makola market, the giant open market in the ceafreown. As a
schoolgirl she had spent hours there searchingdecial kinds of
beads or lengths of cloth for a dress.

The sun blazed down on her head and she couldheeweat drip
between her breasts and down her back, soakinglress. There
wasn't a breath of air in the crowded market wipeiple thronged in
slowly moving masses between the stalls. Women ethvy loads
on their heads elbowed their way through the naraleys.
Jacqueline looked around with fascination, taktradlin with greedy
eyes. Baskets, clay pots, beads and native medisiaee spread out
for inspection. Vegetables were neatly arranged small
piles—tomatoes, garden eggs, hot peppers, okra.niés looked
less than appetising—pink hogs' feet, dried fisd ahrimp. The
smell was overpowering and Jacqueline moved orkingofor the
stalls where she could buy material for curtains.

It was difficult to make a choice from the largeriety of brightly
coloured African prints that lay piled high in tsills or hung neatly



over racks in six- or twelve-yard lengths. Sittig low stools, the
market mammies watched her with interest as theye sackling

their infants or stirring boiling pots of soup. g out her rusty Twi,
she was soon surrounded by more women and chilanenthey

joked and laughed with her until she had made heice and bought
the cloth she needed.

With a retinue of little girls carrying her purcless she rounded up a
taxi and went home.

Kwesi came out to help her unpack her things antt Maod in the
doorway, looking at her with an angry twist aroumsl mouth.

'l hope you're not making a mistake,' he commented.
‘Mistake? What mistake?'

Impatiently he waved at the pots, the basketsy@uwerial. ‘It looks as
if you're settling in. I'd save my money, if | weyeu. You may not
make it, you know.'

Jacqueline's heart sank and she bit her lip. Bmag/she was in high
spirits, he found a way to spoil her mood. She @sand tired and
irritation burned in her throat. 'In case you havanticed,' she said
bitterly, 'my intention is to stay and settle imhather you like it or
not!'

'l have noticed,' he said coldly. 'That's precisdhy | want to make it
very clear to you that | have by no means decidsdhat you are
staying. It would be wise to take this into consad®n on further

shopping expeditions." He turned on his heel antkeglainside,

leaving Jacqueline seething on the verandah. Skeglaa she was
getting out of the house tonight. The dinner afltheners' would be a
welcome diversion.



Kwesi told her that lunch was ready, but all feglaf hunger had left
her and she had no desire to sit across from Making polite
conversation.

'Kwesi?"'
'Yes, madame?"

‘Would you mind bringing me some fruit salad hed@®d a big glass
of water?l don't want anything else.’

'Yes, madame.' He looked at her searchingly. 'Ang pot feeling
fine?'

Jacqueline smiled. 'I'm just tired, Kwesi, thatisiakola Market is
an exhausting experience for an Obruni.’

In her bedroom, she stripped off her clothes, taokhower and
washed her hair. It felt good for a few gloriousmamts, but soon
she'd be hot and sticky all over again. It woulchioe if she could get
an air-conditioner in her room. The fruit salad #mel water were on
the table when she came back into the sitting raathshe ate and
drank slowly, too tired to put much effort into 8he found a book
and collapsed on her bed. The rest of the afterrstmn spent in
exhausted sleep.

She had no idea where the Turners lived and itblesth agreed that
Lisa's husband would come for her at half pastrsed@&cqueline put
on a long cotton dress in blues and greens and pée hair high on

her head. Little curls stubbornly escaped and fchher face and she
tried to smooth them back without much success.

As she was putting on her high-heeled shoes thaseawoud knock
on the inside door. It was Matt, dressed in jeawasaaT -shirt, looking
at her sardonically, one eyebrow raised.



‘There's a Mr John Turner waiting for you in thang-room. You
want me to bring him here?’

‘No, thanks. I'm ready.' She made a mental natsltpeople to come
to her own front entrance.

Matt leaned casually against the doorpost, hamdsttin his pockets.
His gaze travelled over her and there was a gfiatlmiration in his
eyes.

'‘Quite a lady,' he commented.
She ignored his remark and picked up her handbag.
'‘Excuse me,' she said when he didn't move. 'l&ltkpass, please.’

He stepped aside. 'For a little girl it didn't takeu long to start
swinging.'

Anger crept up inside her and she clenched hdr.tédty couldn't he
leave her alone ? She moved past him, looking taphiis face.

‘That's the advantage of being a dumb blonde saidecoolly. 'Never
a dull moment.’

He threw back his head and laughed out loud.

John Turner was a handsome man, the type one saw
advertisements for male fashions-- lots of whittheand every hair
in place. No wonder Matt thought she was a fastendihat a catch

this man would be! Jacqueline laughed inwardlyhat thought. He

wasn't her type—too smooth for her taste. She pexfea less

polished look.

They went outside and John opened the car dodreigrthen came
around the other side and got in behind the wheel.



"My parents told me all about you,' he said, amgili'lt's nice to have
someone to talk to on that flight. It's murder,tigf’'

'‘No fun,' she acknowledged.

We live in North Labone," he said, manoeuvring tae around
Danquah Circle. 'Do you know it?'

Jacqueline nodded. 'Yes. | used to live in Cantonents with my
parents, right at the edge of North Labone.'

The Turners' house was large and beautiful anth¢queline's relief,
fully air-conditioned. The coolness was refreshaftgr the damp
heat outside and it would make it so much moregaletito eat a hot
meal.

Lisa and John's parents greeted her warmly anavabeguided to a
chair and furnished with a frosty gin and tonic. 8rd Mrs Turner

enthusiastically started telling her about thepenences of the last
few days, but they couldn't decide who was telkvigat and who

should speak first. Their words and phrases caméling out in odd

mixtures. Lisa started laughing, and John shookéa.

'l think they've enjoyed themselves so far,' hd.skiow about you?'

Yes, what about her? No, she had not enjoyed licesal no, she
was not very enthusiastic about her new boss. Andlime certainly
couldn't tell them about that. So she smiled.

'I'm glad to be back in Ghana,' she said. Which thadruth. 'There
was a little mix-up about my arrival, but I'm settlin now and ready
to throw myself into the job.'

'‘Don't kill yourself," John said. 'Easy does ithrs climate.’



A little later the steward announced that dinnes warved and they
all went into the dining-room and seated themsellé®re was a
cheese souffle and chicken in wine sauce and @pl®r dessert.

'It looks delicious,' Jacqueline said to Lisa. "Yfoust have made a
trip to Lome lately." She remembered her motheHspping
excursions across the border into Togo, where évagyimaginable
was imported from France, including drinking water.

Lisa laughed. 'How did you guess? | go once a mongo. It's worth
the hassle. Would you like to come along some time?

Jacqueline could imagine what Matt would say if s&bid him she
needed the day off to go grocery shopping in Togo.

'I'd like to, but not for a while. I'm just staryrmy new job and to take
a day off to go to the supermarket probably isiatimy boss has in
mind for me at this point.'

'l forgot you're a working girl. Well, let me knovw you need
anything. I'll be glad to bring it back for you.'

Jacqueline had a wonderful evening, feeling caeedred happy, as if
some dark shadow had slid away and she could leresgain and
enjoy herself. "

Later that night John took her home and as theyoagped the house
Ali, the watchman, opened the gates and they cedadip the
gravelled drive.

‘Thanks for the ride, John. | had a wonderful engni

He smiled, showing large white teeth. 'You're waleo You know
where we live now, so come by any time. Make itiuthe day
some time, then you can admire our beautiful balegtiter.’



'‘Poor kid!" Jacqueline laughed as she climbed ouhe car. 'Nine
months old and still no hair." Thejcsaid goodnightl John drove
away.

As she turned the corner of the house, the froat timher flat flew
open and Matt's long frame came into sight, silltedeagainst the
light coming from her sitting room.

A sudden hot anger flared through her. This edlat! What did he
think he was doing, standing there in her doorway!



CHAPTER THREE

HE said nothing as she walked up to him, just stbedet watching
her, waiting for her to open the conversation. Welle'd have no
problem doing that.

She glared at him furiously. 'May | ask you whati'ye doing in my
apartment?’

He thrust his hands into his jeans pockets andeldaown on her
calmly. 'Oh," he said lazily, 'just looking."'

‘Just looking! What gives you the right to go snagparound in my
place?'

‘Snooping? Who said anything about snooping?'

' did!" Swiftly she moved past him into the sittingom and he

followed her, closing the door behind him. Noisesif the bathroom

startled her and she stood still in the middlehefrioom. Through the
closed door the muffled voice of an excited spadser reached her
ears and she looked at Matt, totally flustered.

'‘What'sthat?'

‘A radio broadcasting the boxing match from thelista.'
Jacqueline pointed at the bathroom. 'Who's in tHere
'Kwesi.'

She sighed. 'How about telling me what's going ere®

‘You haven't given me much of a chance, have you?'



Exasperated, she turned and as she opened thedratlloor the
voice of the sportscaster blasted in her ears.

Water. Water everywhere. And in the middle stoodekhvbarefoot
and with his pants legs rolled up, fighting theoflowith a mop and
bucket. The transistor radio stood on top of thiettéank. It took a
moment to absorb the scene. Then she quickly cltiseddoor,
blocking out the screaming and the shouting ofsipectators. Matt
was sitting in a chair watching her with sardornjes

‘Considering the circumstances, am | forgiven faruding in your
holy of holies?'

Jacqueline nodded numbly and sank into a chairatWappened?'

'‘One of the pipes broke. Ali discovered it whemftede his rounds.
The bathroom window was open and he heard the watemng out
full blast. He knew you weren't home, so he cantetald me. The
rest you can guess.'

Jacqueline sighed. 'l suppose the bathroom witidi@f commission
for a while.'

'‘Depends on how fast you can get it fixed,' he szadnically. 'I'll
give you the name of the plumber on Monday. I'nesuu’ll be able
to cope with this emergency adequately.’

‘Thank you very much,' she said drily.
'It's all part of that glamorous job of yours,'dad, grinning.
'I'm quite aware of that.'

‘Well, I'm not needed here any more, so I'll be éfé rose and strode
over to the connecting door.



'Oh, by the way,' he said, turning to face her,leviiou-'re dealing
with the plumber, tell him to come to the officaddix that leaky tap.
And you might as well follow up on the phone wiradathe
air-conditioners, too. I'll give you the details blonday.'

Before she could think of a suitable reply he hbx$ed the door
behind him.

Wearily she kicked off her shoes and a wave ofjfetiwashed over
her. Too much had happened in the last few dagsdonilate all at
once—nher lonely arrival, the less than warm recepther disastrous
relationship with Matt. All the work at the offieiddenly seemed a
hopeless task and she was overwhelmed by the Bhkkeof it. Her
nights were hot and uncomfortable and she sleptybad the
mornings she awoke sticky and sweaty and stildltire

And now this. This stupid water pipe! Nothing wodkia this place!
The bathroom, the telephone, the air- conditiohdfiere she was,
less than a week in the country and it was alhgilip on her—the
aggravations, the irritations and a boss who wasitmting to it. He
was putting on the pressure, loading her up withkvamd wearing
her out. Oh yes, she knew what his intentions wde2d have her
back on that plane in no time at all, because soondater she'd
collapse under the strain.

Kwesi entered the sitting room carrying the mop badket and his
transistor radio. He looked wet and dishevelled Heuwas smiling.

'Is finish now. There was plenty water! Plenty e’

Jacqueline gave him a tired smile. 'Thank you salmiwesi. I'm
sorry we had to call you in on your night off.'

He shrugged. 'l was listening to the boxing matoth Bjust brought
the radio with me while | was working.'



‘Well, I'm glad you didn't have to miss it. Who vn
'D. K. Poison. My favourite.'
Jacqueline smiled. '‘Good for you."

He made for the door, but she called him back. ¥y you know a
seamstress somewhere close by ? | bought someiahateithe
market to make curtains, but | need someone talsem for me.'

He smiled proudly. 'My wife has a sewing machine.

She make dresses and everything. She can sewnsuidaiyou. | tell
her.'

'Wonderful! I'll come and talk to her tomorrow. W8he be home?"
He nodded. 'She go to church in the morning, ber g#he is home.'
'‘Okay, thank you, Kwesi.'

'Oh, | want to tell you. Mr Simmons, he close d@fé twater, so you
have to use the other bathroom.'

‘Thank you, Kwesi. Goodnight.'
‘Goodnight, madame.'
Depressed and miserable, Jacqueline went to bed.

The next morning she felt better. She made hessetie tea and toast
and took it to the verandah on a tray. It was \eagly, barely six
o'clock, and Accra was very quiet and peaceful rfgvee seemed to
be still asleep and from the surrounding houseaaises came. A
chicken and her brood wandered through the gastraiching the
ground here and there, searching for food. Theaasxchirping of



the chicks filled the air for a while until theysdippeared through the
hedge in search of more nourishment elsewhere.gAblaick bird
with a white chest sat on a electricity wire in esic silence,
surveying the world about him as if he were theyloh creation.

Jacqueline drank her tea slowly, enjoying the earlgrning
atmosphere. What should she do with this Sundayite\Watters?
Read a book? Measure and cut -the curtains? I¢ald find a vase
or a jar she could bring in some of the bougaiesilbranches and
brighten up the room. She stretched out comfortablyer chair. It
would be nice to have a peaceful day away from thedtic,
disorganised office. And away from Matt, if she kcbavoid him in
the house. Matt. It was hard not to think about lewen when he
wasn't around; it was hard to ignore him when ha.wids very
presence seemed to fill the room he was in. Heatadlia kind of
electricity that was impossible not to be awareSife sighed and
closed her eyes.

The world slowly awakened. A car carefully turndte tcorner

without the usual honking. Lufthansa flew over.qglagine listened

to the sound as it dissolved in a low rumble, ttisappeared. A baby
cried. Voices came from the servants' quarters.edomm laughed.
She heard water running and the sounds of potgpans. The day
had begun.

Cutting and basting the curtains took longer tHanlsad anticipated
and it was afternoon before she was finished. Hfavesi's house
came the rhythmic sounds of someone pounding faflJacqueline
walked over to the small cement building, the angalraped over
her arm. On the little verandah she found Evelyneki's wife, with

a huge wooden pestle in her hands pounding stéwalls/of yam in a
big mortar. Another woman sat on her haunches, mgothe fufu

balls around in the mortar with swift, expert mowsts, avoiding the



pestle as it came down hard and fast. Both wome® weapped in
colourful cloths covering them from chest to ankl€seeing
Jacqueline, they stopped their work and lookedeashyly.

'l wonder if you would mind sewing these curtaing fme?'
Jacqueline asked. 'lI've already basted them.’

Evelyn nodded. 'Kwesi tell me. | can do it." Shekidhe material
from Jacqueline. 'lIt is nice cloth. You get it retmarket?’

'Yes, | bought it yesterday. When do you think gan do it?"
Tomorrow. | think tomorrow.'
'‘Good! How much shall | pay you?'

They agreed on a price and Jacqueline walked lmalokrtapartment
while the women resumed their meal preparations.

The curtains were finished when promised and thaleviiat took on
a new appearance. It started looking like home.

There was more to cheer her up in the followingkse&he had the
water pipe replaced, the telephone wire repaired ahe
air-conditioners reinstalled, all within ten dajdot even Jacqueline
had hoped for such tremendous efficiency. She badnaplished it
with cold calculation and sheer persistence. Caotigtahecking up
on the progress of the repairs, she had made pleaagant and polite
nuisance of herself. It had taken a loft of conddn on her part
since her temper flared so easily. She had smilddaked and kept
coming back every day, sometimes twice, until fjnghe men in
charge had obliged her just to get rid of her.

'‘How did you manage to get all that done so fad&tt asked her,
scrutinising her closely.



'‘Don't worry, | didn't pay any dashes.'
‘Whatdid you do? Seduce the foremen?’

If he wanted to be vulgar, so could she. She loa@tddm, innocent,
wide-eyed.

'Is there any other way?'

The next month Jacqueline worked furiously orgagsher work,
systematising the files. Working with Patience,dlnealised that she
would have to do the initial sorting of materiat$edf—not a job she
relished doing since it took an enormous amountiroé to sort
through the stacks of dusty papers that she founfioxes and
cabinets. Most of it wasn't used often, but it tade kept as a source
of information. At least, she thought with a sighe had learned a
few things about maize storage, groundnut cultvatiand
chickenfeed.

Almost finished one night, she worked late, losatigtrack of time.
She worked in a trance, like an automaton. It Wwasonhly way to get
this awful job done.

Suddenly, in the silence of the quiet office, skarld the front door
bang and Matt's long frame appeared in the doorid@yooked clean
and fresh, his hair wet. Straight out of the showerdoubt. She was
suddenly aware of herself, sitting in the middléhaf dusty stacks of
papers, sticky and dirty. Her nose and throat wieyerom the dust

collected by the mounds of paper and set free loysbding and

rearranging.

Matt stared at her in amazement. 'l wondered wkiegehell you
were,' he said. 'Don't you think you're overdoih@ ibit? It's after
seven.'



Resentment bubbled up inside her. 'You don't havepday me
overtime, so don't worry about it,' she answerddlgo

‘Well, why don't you call it a day and come homel ave'll have
something to eat.'

'I'm not ready yet. You can tell Kwesi not to wit me. I'll fix
myself something when | come home.'

'It's Kwesi's day off.'
Jacqueline shrugged. 'Oh, | forgot.'

‘There's no need for you to work like this!" Hisoceexploded with
sudden, sharp irritation. 'You need your rest! tRingng you should
learn is that in this climate you can't work likeuydo at home! Your
system won't take it!'

She clenched her hands in her lap. Why didn'ténesi&er alone? She
could take care of herself. She did not need mstamt interference.

"'l take care of my system, thank you!

His face hardened and a dangerous glow came iateys. 'If you
think you're going to impress me by working likenaniac, you're
sadly mistaken! Getting yourself overworked ishé tway to go
about it!"

'‘Leave me alone! I'll donyjob the wayl see fit!'

There was a silence loaded with electricity. Shek bt avert her
eyes. Matt's mouth was a hard, straight line.

‘All right,' he said slowly, 'do as you please.' $talked out of the
office and she heard the front door slam, thernctrestarted and he
was gone.



| know what he was thinking, Jacqueline thoudkhy bother? The
sooner she cracks up, the sooner I'm rid of her.

It was very quiet around her. She looked down agathe papers in
front of her, but her eyes burned and she reakedvas hungry and
thirsty. It was Kwesi's day off, Matt had said. Halbeen waiting for
her to come home and cook dinner? Tough luck, brotte could do

his own cooking.

Concentration had gone with the interruption ofdosning and she
wasn't able to get into the work again. She feltugvdirty and hot,

and the hunger gnawed inside her. She struggleddhrthe pile of
papers in front of her and then gave up.

She ran the bath as soon as she came home. Inrtbe she saw her
face, grey with dust, and she grimaced at heratdle.

She washed and scrubbed and shampooed. Havingdiagsin, she
went in search of food.

The living room was empty. A single place settirgflected a
loneliness she didn't want to feel. The refrigardweld a variety of
food she had not expected to find— part of a laogelette filled
with onions and tomatoes, sliced avocado, a faléds

It was obvious to her now that Matt had preparedftitod and had
been waiting for her to join him. And when she Hadame, he had
gone looking for her. A sense of guilt sneakedugloher mind. She
sat down at the big table and ate the cold omel#ite salad, the
avocado. Ants had already found a crumb of foothertable, left by
Matt, and they clustered around it, squirming ianfrc activity.
Feeling strangely sad and lonely, she looked ardhmdarge, empty
room and wondered, when, if ever, they could stamting each
other.



With a face predicting gloom and disaster, Kwesiveg them
breakfast the next morning. Matt looked questiolyirag Jacqueline
and she shrugged her shoulders in answer, havingle® what
bothered him.

'Please, we have no more dish soap,’ Kwesi said Wwieecleared
away their dishes. He had searched everywherenn é&md combed
Makola Market to no avail. He had tried Omo, b tletergent made
the dishes slippery and the little that was lefnkeded for washing
clothes.

Draining the last of his coffee. Matt stood up @ave Jacqueline a
lopsided grin. '"Your department,' he said.

'It's not in my job description,’ she said irritabl

'l know. It has nothing to do with your job. It hasmething to do
with the daily challenge of living in Palm Paradikeealise that this
Is a problem of gigantic proportions, but a collggeélike you should
be able to tackle it.’

Why did he get at her like this all the time? Sloald cheerfully
strangle him for his arrogant, presumptuous atitud

'‘Go jump in the lake,' she said caustically.
He laughed and grabbed his briefcase. 'I'll seeaydhe office.’

She was left with Kwesi looking at her, expectingaties, no doubt.
It was not a new problem and she tried to rememideat other
people used to do in similar dire circumstances.s&arched through
her memory until she came upon the answer.

‘Do we have any Key soap, Kwesi?'



He nodded and disappeared in the pantry. A monaget he came
back, carrying a foot-long bar of a yellow- beigdbstance. It was a
locally made soap, used for all cleaning purposes.

'‘We'll need half of that, and | want you to grdteAnd see if you can
get a lemon, too.' She gave him some more instmgnd smiled at
his doubtful face. "Tonight, when | get back frorarly we'll make
some super-duper dish-wash liquid.'

Everything was ready when she returned "from thecef A
galvanised bucket half full of water stood on tleler, steaming.
Jacqueline dumped in the grated soap, the lemoe and the lemon
peel and stirred it. It was "Siot the coolest emiement she could
imagine and she wiped the strands of wet hair bbheoface. Kwesi
watched her with disapproving eyes and Jacquelinagd at him.

‘Super-duper, | promise.' As she stood stirringltbige liquid. Matt
entered the kitchen, glass in hand. His eyebrowsighas he looked
from Kwesi to Jacqueline to the steaming bucket.

'‘What, if | may ask, are you doing?'
‘Making dishwash liquid,' she said, giving him aglty smile.

He reached for his whisky-bottle. 'Well, well, a man of many
talents.’

‘Certainly.' She wiped the sweat from her facelandred the flame
under the bucket.

Matt poured himself a drink, casually strolled ot@the cooker and
looked in the bucket at the yellowish bubbling ldjiHe grimaced.

‘That stuff is dishwash liquid? Witches' brew, if yolkkase.'



Jacqueline shrugged and looked him coolly in tloe.fd didn't say |
was Proctor and Gamble.'

Kwesi grinned at Matt, glad he had found someose @lho didn't
seem enthusiastic about the concoction in the lhlucke

'‘We use Key soap and lemon,' he said, disgustlgle@ible on his
face. 'Madame says it be supah-dupah.’

‘Supah-dupah my foot, but | bet it works. Where gl get that
glamorous recipe?' His eyes were full of laughted dacqueline
couldn't help smiling back at him. From the toneh& voice she
knew he was not really making fun of her.

'l found it in my very secret super-duper witchemidbook.'

Matt groaned. 'That's what | was afraid of." Hektds drink and
disappeared into the living room.

Giving the soap one more good stir before lettirapol, she realised
she was still smiling. His face had looked nicehwittat laugh in his
eyes. She wondered why it was always like that éebwthem, a
constant up-and-down battle. One moment everytheeggned easy
between them and the next they were at each offa@n.a

Dishwash liquid was not the only shortage Jacqaefiad to cope
with. One of the cars had broken down and it hazhlz the fitter's
for almost two weeks now, waiting for the magicppearance of
unavailable spare parts. Office work was hampeyatidoshortage of
transportation and Matt's impatience grew by thg. dacqueline
knew that there was no other solution but to gbddgo and get the
parts in Lome. When she discussed the matter watt,Me seemed
reluctant and frowned at her suggestion.

'I'd better go myself. It's a bloody hassle andr'itbegin to explain.'



‘Then don't!" she said, irritation welling up insider. 'I'll find out
myself! It's my job and I'll do it!"

'Oh, for God's sake let's not fight!" He frownétbu're sure you want
to attempt this?'

'Positive.’
‘All right then. How's your French?'
'Functional.’

'‘Good. You'll need a visa to get into Togo. Lomeght at the border,
by the way. You'll need a re-entry permit to getlbimto Ghana, and
an international driver's licence.’

'Wait a minute.' Jacqueline grabbed her noteboakapencil. I'll
write this down.' She scribbled hastily. 'Okay, walaout the car? Do
| need additional insurance?'

‘Yes, but you have to get permission from the ErgeaControl
Commission at the Bank of Ghana to get it.'

They talked for another thirty minutes about detamd Matt drew a
map of Lome, Togo's capital, which wasn't more thaiew main
streets, with the bank and the Peugeot dealen #ile same block.

It was clear to Jacqueline that Matt had littlefabence in her ability
to carry out the assignment. Had it never occutwddm that maybe
she wasn't quite as inexperienced as he had dhgassumed? Well,
one day- he would find out.

She called Lisa as soon as she was back in heeoffi

'l have to go to Lomo on business next week. Wgaldlike to come
along for some grocery shopping?'



'Oh, yes, great! I'll leave the baby with Gladyse A&ou coming back
the same day?'

‘Yes. I'm going for spare parts for one of our chtg | want to take
advantage of the trip for some other stuff as wétf, dying for a
piece of cheese.'

'‘And apples.'
'‘Mushrooms.’
'‘Wine.'
‘Ham!'

Lisa laughed. 'Oh my, am | hungry! | know a litHeench restaurant
we can go to for lunch. They have great onion soup.

'Fine. You lead the way. My mother used to go somes, but I'm
not sure how much | remember.’

The major part of the week was spent in gettingpidugers in order.
She felt like a messenger boy, running from banknturance
company to licensing office to Togo Embassy to iy of Internal
Affairs. She sat and waited and waited, was toldaime back later,
the next day, in two days.

Then finally it was all in order, and she was retmlygo.

She left the house at five-thirty in the morninghnthe night barely
gone. A grey dawn clung silently to the trees amittings, but at six
the sun would take over and a new day would s&re wasn't the
only one up. Pale figures hastily walked along shreets—Hausa
night-watchmen in their long white or blue, robastleir way home
or to their day jobs.



Lisa was ready and waiting for her and soon theseveait of town,
going east. There wasn't much traffic at this tiofieday and they
enjoyed driving through the quiet countryside, vkhiseemed
strangely colourless without the intensity of thalght.

Lisa had brought a thermos of coffee and cookiesckhmed were so
healthful you wouldn't need anything else to susut water.

'What's in it?' Jacqueline asked, looking at thekas suspiciously.

‘Groundnut paste, coconut, powdered milk, agusdsesesame
seeds, brewers' yeast.’

'‘Where did you get brewers' yeast?'
‘Shipped it from the States.’

‘You're crazy, Lisa Turner!" Jacqueline laughed enewed on the
cookies, which were sweet and delicious. The coffas strong and
hot.

A tro-tro passed them by at death-defying speed, shaking :
shuddering. The lorry was overloaded with passeniggnging on for

dear life to the wooden benches built in the bdtle slogan on the

back was painted in bright red and yellow letterd decorated with

flowers.YOU CANSAY WHAT YOU LIKE;jt read.

'‘Maniac!' Lisa said hotly.

There were many of the old Bedford lorries on thads, rebuilt to
carry passengers. They always reminded Jacquelin@ngry
bulldogs, the grilles in front resembling baredhee

The sun had come up and the world had come alitze. simall
villages they drove through were buzzing with eanlyrning activity



and Jacqueline had to keep her attention on tltewbare half-naked
children, goats, sheep and chickens competed éarght of way.

She was looking forward to going shopping and usiag French.
Two years in Switzerland had given her a good wmylkinowledge
and she had spoken it quite well.

Actually, the whole idea of going to the supermar&eross the
border seemed like sheer madness, she thoughtfobuthany

expatriates it was important to have the foods”tiveye used to.
Adapting to other living circumstances wasn't elasythem and for
some it was impossible. For Diane, for instan&he went home
because she couldn't stand this place—the heathdlssles," Matt
had said.

But if you really loved a man, Jacqueline thougitiat did it matter
that you couldn't have all the comforts and luxsioé home? Love
and companionship and true caring were enough casapen. Or
shouldbe.

But then she didn't know anything about their refeghip, or what it
had meant to Matt and Diane.

'You look terribly serious. Something wrong?' Lssavoice
interrupted her thoughts.

Jacqueline smiled, shaking her head. 'No, juskihgn' She hesitated
briefly. 'Tell me, Lisa. Did you know Matt's ... erfiancee ?'

'‘Diane?"' Lisa looked at her searchingly. 'Yes,dwrher. Everybody
knew her. She was a model, you know, very talkmatis and legs and
masses of red hair. Very striking." She pausece \B&nt home a
while ago, didn't she?'



Jacqueline nodded. 'She didn't like it here. Mexdinss to think this is
no place for a woman. He resents me being herevaféd a man for
the job.'

'l see. Quite a spot you're in.'

Jacqueline wanted desperately to confide in somesine needed a
friend and she liked Lisa.

'Lisa, I..."

'He's bitter because he couldn't get Diane to witty him and he's
taking it out on you because you happen to be altertf Diane can't
cope with the strains and stresses, why should' you?

‘Something like that.'

'It's nonsense, of course, to think that you admthe job. This place
crawls with working women—embassies, UN, AID. Thagnage
quite well, and so will you.'

'l know, but he doesn't seem to think so. We'reaah other's throats
constantly..." Suddenly all her bitterness came boghip and she
clenched her hands on the steering wheel. 'Hetmguhe down all
the time, trying to intimidate me. How can | workthva guy like
that?' She bit her lip, afraid she'd said too mdah. sorry, Lisa, |
shouldn't have said anything. | shouldn't talk likat about my boss.
Forget | said anything.'

'Sure.' Behind the large tinted glasses, Lisa's ayere serious,
understanding. 'You just needed to talk. We allatidimes, you
know.' She smiled at Jacqueline. 'Don't worry,d$rsilent as a rock.'

The savannah stretched out between the villageshendegetation
was dry and scarce. Here and there were small piatsssava plants



and some sorry-looking sugar-cane” The landscagpetbbare and
empty.

Closer to the border it began to look greener. @otgalms
appeared and they could see the ocean glitterithendistance.

It was a long, straight ride due east and theyedrin Aflao shortly
after eight. The border town was full of activitpdaresembled a
market place. Contraband flourished here and evesyevthere were
stalls overloaded with commodities hard to findtie rest of the
country.

'‘Look at that,' said Lisa, pointing to a brightiyl@ured kiosk.

ARISTOTLE ENTERPRISE®Rcqueline read. She laughed. 'l love |
How can people not like a place like this? "It'l &f humour and
surprises.’

The Customs building stood right by the beach acdeline stayed
In the car while Lisa went inside with their passpopermits and
various other papers. Past the wire fencing Jacguedaw the
Atlantic Ocean splashing big turbulent waves othtosandy beach.
The water glittered in the hot sun and the windiedrthe smells of
salt water and fish. She heard excited voices aedtdd her gaze to
the vehicle parked next to hers.

A man was standing on top of a small blue and wbiis, taking
sacks and boxes handed to him by other people.té¥eed them
neatly and tightly on the rack and when he wasfiad, more men
climbed up and covered the cargo with a heavy clelle saw them
strain their muscles pulling the ropes to tie tlogh; their dark bodies
on top of the car contrasting against the blueg dlty. People
shouted advice and they replied angrily. Obvioulksy knew what
they were doing. Her eyes caught a large plasti liag on the



ground, full of thongs, hundreds and hundreds efrthn yellow,
blue, red and green.

She sighed. It was stifling in the car and she aalshisa would come
back. Flies had entered the car and bothered ly@ndesndurance.
They were big, fat and stupid and not hard to kilbnly she had
something she could swat them with. She couldrttdinything. Two
young girls with headpans stopped near the castandd at her. Did
she want to buy carrots? Bananas? Pineapple? Modidh't. She
wanted a fly swatter. Did they have one ?

'Please, no. We have no fly swatter,' one of this ghswered, and
they both giggled and walked on.

Lisa finally returned and they crossed the boraer@ecked in at the
Togolese Customs building. After that they wenttte bank to get
francs and Jacqueline left her parts list at thedattts to pick up later.
Lisa showed her the large new supermarket withge lparking lot

and Jacqueline looked at the place in surprisst like home. | can't
believe it!'

It was wonderfully cool inside and they thorouglklyjoyed going
through the aisles of shelves stacked high witlcepies imported
from France and many other places.

'l never thought I'd learn to enjoy shopping.' Lsa&d. 'But every time
| come here it's like Christmas.’

By lynch time the car was loaded to capacity witheese,
mushrooms, cooking oil, powdered milk, frozen chkitk, soap, and
a hundred rolls of toilet paper.

'‘We'll have to get ice at the Grand Marche befogdave lunch,' said
Lisa, 'or the chickens and the cheese will decombafore we get
home.'



The heat was oppressive in the high-roofed mankettlae heavy air
was thick with undefinable smells. Pulling and poghpeople

thronged round the stalls. Women sat behind smiai$ pf onions,

tomatoes, garden eggs, chattering and laughing.fiamamie was
filling empty whisky bottles with groundnuts anaice the price was
lower here than in Accra they each bought a bdttbagination and

creativity weren't lacking in the African charagtéacqueline thought
as she looked at her purchase.

It was after one when they finally emerged fromiegket followed
by a boy carrying the ice and a girl with a basKategetables on her
head. The car was an *oven and they quickly stuffedest of their
purchases inside and arranged the ice in the sgmottooler they'd
brought for the purpose.

They found the little restaurant in a side straed ardered onion
soup, steak and a bottle of water. Lisa spooneg ataer soup with
obvious appetite until suddenly she stopped anddiato her bowl.

'‘What's the matter?' Jacqueline asked her.

'‘Look et this.' Lisa put some soup on her spoonheahd it out for her
to see.

‘A cockroachBon appetit!"

'l don't believe I'll finish this.' Lisa calmly pditer spoon down and
beckoned a waiter. ‘'Now watch him charge me foslte said after
the waiter had taken away her bowl.

The rest of the meal passed without incident ansl tasty enough.
The cockroach didn't impair their appetites.

'‘My mother would faint thinking about it,' said bBidaughing. "These
happenings make wonderful horror stories back home.



The waiter did, indeed, charge her for the souphatbto go back to
the proprietress to have the bill changed. She avesenchwoman
with short, very straight hair, too much make-uj @anloud voice.
They watched her as she shouted at the waitepid Faench.

'‘Poor waiters," Jacqueline said. 'I'll bet shertgrses the lot of them.’

Outside the heat enveloped them like a damp blafiket car seats
were so hot they had to cover them before sittiogrd In minutes
they were soaked with perspiration. At the Peugeater's they had
to wait twenty minutes to have the bill prepared dnvas after three
when they finally reached the border.

Jacqueline looked with trepidation at the boxes laagls in the car
and groaned. 'l hope they'll let us through Custantis all this stuff.'

'‘Be calm and pleasant. Tell them you have a l&tds to feed. And if
they give us a bad hassle, break down in tears—swerthout fail.
But if you get nasty, you haven't got a prayer.'

It was a lucky day and they went through withoutijem. Even the
border guards at the check points along the road ba Accra
showed a pleasant lack of interest, waving themwitimout checking.

It was just after dark when Jacqueline finally ad home, having
dropped off Lisa at her house first. Matt openexldbor as soon as
she came up the drive.

'I'm-glad you're back,' he said. 'The roads hese reat made for
driving after dark. Have any trouble?’

'‘No, everything's fine. Is Kwesi here? | have sdhiegs in the car.’
She opened the door and the light inside came loe.s&w his face
when he looked in the car and laughed at his egesof
astonishment and disbelief. Quickly he pulled laisef straight and
grabbed the first box off the back seat to carmyside.



'‘Kwesi wasn't feeling well,' he said over his sloeul 'He had a bad
headache, so | told him to go to bed.'

She followed him to the kitchen with another box gut it down on
the counter. Matt pulled a bottle out of one of blo&es and stared at
it. 'Good God! Peanuts in a whisky bottle!

Jacqueline laughed. 'l got that in the Grand Matche

‘Well,"” he commented, surveying the grocerieslotks like you
found your way around.’

She wiped her hair away from her face and smiledmé isn't
exactly a metropolis, but it does have some veryl-stecked
supermarkets.'

He frowned. 'Yes, | know. But that's not why | sgoti. | wanted car
parts and | hope you got them. Toilet paper andhnmasns aren't
exactly priorities.'

She felt a sudden sinking feeling of despair. ehthe car parts,' she
said, clenching her hands into fists. She turnedyagoing back to
the car to get them. She put the boxes on the,tafduced the list,
the invoice and the receipt. 'If you'd care to &tbcs now we'll have
it over with and you won't lie awake worrying abdutShe wanted to
sound cool and calm, but she heard an unexpectéthlevan her
voice. She turned her face away and bit her lip.

There was silence for a moment and when she tareeothd she saw
him looking at her, his eyes dark and unreadable.

'Sorry | mentioned it. We'll leave it till tomorrowou're exhausted.
Sit down and I'll take the rest of the stuff outtieé car and fix you
something to eat.’



'If | sit down now, I'll never get up again,' shghed. 'l think I'll take
a shower, if you don't mind. I'm so dirty, | castéand myself.’

When she came back into the kitchen, Matt was lmgakggs in a
bowl. '‘Quite a collection of groceries you haveeheHe motioned
towards the counter. 'You'd better keep it out gfreach or I'll help
you eat it all.’

Jacqueline stared at him. 'lt's meant for bothspfaf course. We're
sharing the kitchen, aren't we?"'

He grinned. 'l hoped you'd say that. Let me knovatwlowe you.'

He made an omelette with the ham and the cheesg.dfjfened a jug
of wine and had apples for dessert. It was likelaman's feast. But
two glasses of wine had Jacqueline's head redlingk always went
to her legs first, made them feel heavy and tiféebn it hit her head.
The effect was stronger now that she was exhatistedher trip.

'‘One more glass and I'll be drunk,' she saidb#ttier go to bed.’

Matt rose to his feet and held out his hand tad@ull her out of the
chair. 'Not so tough when it comes to alcohol, t2gh

She saw the laughter in his eyes and, for a rests®oouldn't fathom,
she felt embarrassed. 'lt's my one and only weaknes

He laughed out loud. Then, still holding her halnd,pulled her to
him and looked down into her eyes. 'Maybe we shbeldirinking
instead of fighting," he said in a low voice. "Yferetty nice tonight.'

His face was very close and his eyes held hers.dg&het move,
couldn't move. Then, slowly, he bent down and ipis fouched hers
in a warm and tender caress. His arms moved aroeinand held her
lightly. She stood motionless in his embrace wlaife unfamiliar
warmth filled her being. Then, as if propelled lpyumnknown force”



she moved closer and put her arms around his fiéekpressure of
his lips became firmer and she responded, hegitattirst, then with
less restraint.

Her head was swimming, her heart pounding wildlgiast her ribs.
A confused mixture of thoughts whirled around ia tar recesses of
her mind.This is crazyshe thoughtWhat's happening to me? Why i
he doing thisNever before had she reacted like this to man% ki
And she shouldn't now. She moved her face awayeduir against
his chest. Overwhelmed by emotions, she felt weakieelpless. For
a while they just stood there, silently, his armmsffy around her.
Then he let her go, smiling down at her. She lodidrer eyes, not
wanting him to see her confusion, but he took heefin his hands
and forced her to look at him,

'‘We do that very well together, don't we?' he saiftly. 'Maybe we
should try that more often. It sure beats fighting.

She was lost for words and stared at him numbly.
‘Something wrong?'

Gathering the remnants of her senses, she snmiNednobthing. It's
the wine. It... it does things to me.'

An amused look came into his face. 'Yes, | knowtwioa mean.' He
released her face. 'Goodnight, Jacqueline.'

‘Goodnight, Matt.'

She entered her apartment, feeling shaken andatdhbe*Had it
actually happened? Was that Matt who had kisse@ Néas that the
same man who raged at her in the office, put hemndmfuriated her
no end ?



But he had only kissed her, she thought in confudimthing more.
A plain old ordinary kiss. Nothing to get excitdabart.

But it hadn't been ordinary. Why, she didn't kneauldn't explain.
Her own reactions had told her there had been niaren now, she
could still feel that strange warmth, the electularations..

You've had too much wine, she told herself. Stopasising. Go to
bed and clear your head. He was in a good moodhgnenjoy it
while it lasts.

It didn't last very long. The next morning Matt eastorming into her
office with undisguised fury. He threw some papmrsher desk and
glared at her with flames of anger leaping in lyisse

‘Well, this explains a few things!



CHAPTER FOUR

IT took her only a glance to see that her long-estimé lay on top of
the papers Matt had thrown in front of her. Thd,reBe assumed,
were the references and the evaluation of her vieter with
Christopher Jenkins in New York. It had taken ntbean two months
for the papers to arrive in Accra. She looked attiad saw his eyes
blazing down on her.

'It explains what ?' she asked.

His lips curled in contempt. 'Your miraculous adent, your
painless acclimatisation, your cultural sensitivilyhree years in
Ghana, two in Turkey and two in Switzerland. Youerk€h, | should
think, is more than just functional." His voice waerd and cutting
and Jacqueline winced at the sound of it. For a emirshe said
nothing. Then she shrugged her shoulders.

'‘Not such a green college girl, after all?'
'‘Why the hell didn't you tell me?’

'You didn't ask. As you may remember, you were gloafi the
telling.'

'‘Looking back, | realise | should have guessed,|fditn't. | must
have looked like a fool. | hope you're satisfieti¢ marched out of
the room, slamming the door behind him.

It should have been a moment of triumph for Jacqagbut she felt
strangely deflated. The constant clashes werengetd her. She
could handle the job, but she wasn't sure she @mydd with the daily
strain of working with Matt and the ever-presenisien between
them.



All morning she worked with frantic intensity, tng not to let her
mind wander. Her desk was piled high with repdrtg heeded to be
checked over and sent out.

She was getting more involved now with the différg@mojects,

learning about their operation from the reports had discussions
with Matt. A few times he had taken her with himtos visits, so she
had a general idea of what was going on. It wasrésting to know
the reality that lay behind the numbers and figues all the paper
work she dealt with daily.

At twelve o'clock Matt came striding back into lodfice, cold and
businesslike.

'l forgot to tell you, we have a guest for lunchgtg from AID. He's
been very useful to us. Will you be ready to gteim minutes or so?'

Jacqueline nodded. 'I'm just about finished.'
'‘Good. Let me know when you're ready to go.'
Their guest was already waiting for them when tteye home.

‘Jacqueline, this is David Gordon from AID. JacqueDonnelly, my
Administrative Assistant.'

Jacqueline stared at the tall blond man, not bielgeter eyes. Her
mind went racing back in time—seeing David as he wWeen, a

skinny, hungry-looking Peace Corps volunteer, gatier mother's
meals with relish every time he came to Accra flumvillage. He

was older now, more of a man. He still had the satesse blue eyes
that looked at her now with obvious surprise areaglire.

‘Jackie!" He pulled her to him, giving her a bigemdly hug. 'What
are you doing here, girl?'



'I'm working for Matt. Oh, it's so good to see you!

His hands rested on her shoulders. 'Where areparents? Here?'
'In the States. I'm on my own. I'm a big girl ngwwu know.'

He gave her a wide grin. 'Yes, | can see.'

Jacqueline was aware of Matt watching them. Theesgon in his
eyes made her blush. Was he laughing at her?

David turned to Matt in an obvious attempt to draiwm into the

conversation. 'When | was a volunteer here | usedtay with

Jackie's family when | came to town. Her mothevsking saved me
from sure starvation. | had a rotten job in thet&okgion and every
chance | had | came to Accra for some moral supguadt culinary

fortification.'

'I'm sure you needed it," Matt replied.

Kwesi brought in the meal and they sat down to &fr the arrival
of the revealing papers, Jacqueline was glad sthe'tdhave to be
alone with Matt at lunch. She said little while ste, letting the two
men talk about their business.

She was ridiculously happy to see David again. &ae been a
schoolgirl, seventeen, going to the Internatiorcdd®l, when David
used to come to their house. Together they'd plageds of Owari,
Scrabble, and gin rummy. She'd sat listening to &id watching
him while he talked to her father about maize potidum, fishing, or
the political situation. She'd had a schoolgiristron him, fascinated
as she was with his tough, rough existence asumta®r. His stories,
sometimes heartrending, about the people he wownk#d in the
dirty, poverty-stricken village had intrigued hedeoften touched her
deeply.



Sometimes he'd taken her out to obscure little tnajilbs where
high-life bands played in open courtyards. Sittatgsticky tables
under tall coconut palms, they drank shandies alkeéd. But never
once had he taken advantage of her feelings foehatoften she had
wondered if, indeed, he had known that she wasrmbdfe with him.

It had not been very serious. Once back in theeStatrapped up in
college life, she had quickly forgotten about hineoking at him

now, she realised how long it had been. Six yeHles.looked

infinitely more attractive now, not as hungry-loogi as she
remembered. Seeing his shapeless shirt of some amitd exotic

African cotton, she realised his taste in clothadn't changed much.
The more unconventional, the better. Surely he didtuear that
crazy thing to his office ? But, knowing him, hebpably did.

'You want more paw-paw?' Matt pushed a plate togsvaet and she
met his eyes across the table. 'You're dreamiregsand. 'l wonder
about what?'

Jacqueline could feel her cheeks grow warm anckhnrarrassment
must have been visible because he grinned at heionagly. Then
he pushed back his chair and rose to his feeésel what's happened
to the coffee.

When he disappeared into the kitchen, David ledardard on the
table and grinned. 'l feel some very bad vibratioetsveen the two of
you.'

Jacqueline stared down at her plate, not answering.

'It's all right, Jackie, I'm not prying. But thasesomething I'd like to
know.'

She smiled. 'Ask me.'



'‘Are you unattached, free, and willing to go outhame tomorrow
night?'

He took her to the Palm Court, a beautiful new €berestaurant
right on the beach. Jacqueline had never tastéerbedd. It seemed
strange to sit here in the middle of Africa surrded by the rich red,
gold and black of Chinese decor, eating exotic idalfood.

She smiled at David, feeling happy and contentedh&tl dressed up
for the occasion, wearing a bright blue bush jacketopen-necked
shirt tailored like a jacket. Matt often wore busitkets. He had
several in a variety of muted tones which she liketter than the
flamboyant colours David seemed to prefer.

‘You haven't changed at all/ said David, lookindgpet with laughter
In his eyes. 'You look just like you did,’

Jacqueline groaned. 'Yes, like an eighteen-year-otdlege
freshman.'

'‘What's wrong with looking like a sexy eighteen+yedd?"

'For one thing, people don't hire sexy eighteem-yads for the kind
of job | was looking for. | waseriousand nobody believed me.’

'You didn't do so badly. IFP has quite a good rafport.'

‘Do you know how long it took me to find this job®as turned down
a dozen times, and not because of lack of qudiifics, | assure you.
Employers took one look at me and wrote me off darab blonde.
For some reason or other, my qualifications didiata thing to
counteract that impression."'



‘It must be a terrible burden to be blonde and tiehUThere was no
doubt about the laughter in his eyes.

'‘Oh, stop it, David! You're not taking me seriodisifaat's my whole
trouble, you see. Even Matt...." She bit her lipt finishing her
sentence.

'Even Matt what?'
'‘Never mind. Forget it.'

'I'm sorry | upset you,' he said, smiling. 'Tell migout your parents
and what they're doing.'

Safe subject, Jacqueline thought, pouring more tea.

‘They're at home right now. They bought a houddame and they'll
be there for a couple of years while my father igimg a book on
development. | suppose they'll go overseas agten i#if finished.'

'‘What made you decide to come to Ghana?'

'Oh, | always wanted to come back and work. | likdaere and ...’
She hesitated, stopped.

'And what?'

She felt a little uncomfortable. It wasn't easytédk about her
feelings. Most people didn't understand, thougktwhs some kind
of misguided idealist.

‘Well, you know...I've always had everything | neededife and a

lot more and ... well, | guess it's silly, but I'a&vays felt uneasy
about it. | mean, why me? Why did | deserve ab thile so many
people in the world are suffering one way or anoti&he stared at
her plate. 'l wanted to do something.'



'l see,’ he said quietly, 'so you came to Africastmthe your
conscience. Instead of sending your ten dollategédSociety for the
Blind, you're doing your thing here.'

Jacqueline stared at him in shocked horror. Thegeraflooded
through her. 'David! That's a terrible thing to!sdgw could you!'

He was not taken aback in the slightest.
'It's not true, then?"'

'No, it is not! If all | wanted to do was clear mgnscience, | wouldn't
have had to come all the way over here. | coulcelsayed right in
the States. There are a few disadvantaged pedplenéee | could
have bestowed my benevolent favours on!" She pal@3ed reason |
came to Africa was because | like the place angdople. | enjoy the
international atmosphere and meeting interestingplee A very
selfish reason, if | may point that out. And yeam grateful for the
advantages I've had—good care, loving parentsgdaocagion. And |
do feel | want to share this and do something itinght help people
who are less fortunate than | am. There's no arggesreason why |
came here. It all just came together this waydJalne stopped, out
of breath. She didn't look at him, but picked upfoek and fiercely
stabbed a sweet and sour shrimp.

''ve upset you,' he observed wryly.
‘Yes, you have! | thought you knew me better thnat.t

'l didn't. You were sweet, sixteen—seventeen whiemelv you last.
Nice, and fun, and pretty sharp, but not altogestreiightened out in
the head, if | may say so.'

Jacqueline said nothing to this. He was right,cafrse. At seventeen
life has its questions, and for her there had Ipbemty. But that was
six years ago and since then she'd figured sortteeaf out.



'‘Jackie, look at me.'

She lifted her eyes from the shrimp on her plad®; Bis blue, blue
eyes, felt her anger melting away.

'l wanted to know your motivations,' he said. 'Sorry if my tactics
were a little straight and strong. Am | forgivertfis smile was
disarming.

‘All right," she said, smiling back at him.
There's only one thing. Don't make the mistakederas a volunteer.’
'‘Oh?'

'l got in way too deep. That's easy when you livaivillage and
know everyone personally and become involved iir fhess. | got
terribly emotional about it all and lost all perspee in the end. It's
counterproductive. | caused myself a lot of hedaand didn't
accomplish very much...

He looked a little sad and she remembered the DH\8k years ago,
struggling with the projects-in the village, hissgeration, his anger.

'You sound disillusioned,' she commented.

'l was, and still am, in a way. It took me a coupllgears after | went
back to the States to pull myself together.'

‘And here you are, back again.’

‘But | learned my lesson. No more emotional invoteats.
Everything businesslike, calm and cool, straigiwohe line.’

'‘Now you sound like a cynic. Surely there must benes middle
ground?'



David shrugged. 'I'm trying to be practical andorl. And | wanted
to warn you.'

'l don't think my job will get me too close to teenotional side of
things,' said Jacqueline. She felt a little disapi@ol. David wasn't
the same as she remembered. Some of the eagendessthusiasm
had gone out of him. Now he was just doing a jbhf tvas all. No
doubt he was doing his work well, but he was ddingth his mind,
not with his heart.

He smiled at her across the table. 'We're muclséoous.' He took
her hand. 'Come along, let's go for a walk on #exch.'

They took off their shoes and walked barefoot @nltard, wet sand
along the water. Jacqueline's long skirt flappesuad her ankles,
and she felt wonderful, carefree, happy. I'm alwagsguard, she
thought. That's why. I'm always worrying and womdgmwhat Matt's
going to say or do next. Well, she didn't wanhiok about him now.

There was nothing but the sound of the waves rgamithe distance,
rolling towards the beach, splashing at their f@éte white foam
glowed strangely in the light of the moon. The acather feet and
the stars far off in the distant sky made her feelall and
insignificant:

‘Intimidating, isn't it?' commented David, as if had read her
thoughts. They walked hand in hand for a long tino¢ saying much,
just enjoying the peaceful serenity around them.

Then suddenly David dropped his shoes in the saddstepped in
front of her. She stood still, looking up into Fage, and she saw him
smile.

'I'm an incurable romantic," he said, and wrappisdahms tightly
round her and kissed her.



She kissed him back. It was a romantic eveninglCeandd was a nice
man and she liked his arms around her.

'‘Mmmm, that was nice,’ he said, as he let her fget's' go
skinny-dipping," he added suddenly, and she hathugh at the
enthusiasm in his voice.

‘No way! I'm much too inhibited.’
'Really?’
'‘Really.'

‘Well, | didn't really think you would. You've alws been an
old-fashioned sort of a girl, haven't you?' He sgqael her hand and
in the light of the moon she could see him smile.

It was after midnight when he dropped her off anko
‘Thanks, David, I've had a wonderful evening.’

'‘Me too.' He leaned over and kissed her lightlye'\\do it again
soon. And don't forget your swimsuit!'

She lay in bed thinking about David, about theitknan the beach.
What had he said after he had kissed Rérat was nice.Yes, it had

been nice, and that was the whole trouble. Thatahadys been the
trouble. Nice just wasn't enough. Something wasimis There was
no sparkle, no electricity. She turned over, pgllthe sheet closer
around her. Was she just hoping for something listiea something

that didn't exist outside romantic novels? Butdtekist. She knew it.
She had felt it, hadn't she? Not so very long d¢@ night she had
come back from Togo when Matt had kissed her gagtdnt had

been there—the sparkle, the electricity. But shattitoo much wine,



and it had meant nothing. After all. Matt wasn'aetky one of her
favourite people.

The men she had known had been good men, frieddjyendable,
interesting, courteous. But none of them had eteed her deeper
feelings.Because you want too mudhe told herself. What else dc
you want besides good and dependable and nice? itiemough?
No, it isn't enoughshe thought desperately.

She wanted to fall in love, madly in love. She veahtt man who
would totally throw her off her equilibrium, whotdake her drunk
with happiness, whose touch would send shivers domspine,
whose smile would make her heart start racing.

She sighed, staring up at the ceiling. Men like thdn't exist. Love
just wasn't like that in real life, that all-consumgp all-important
emotion young girls dreamed of.

It's time you grew up, she told herself. And witkemse of loss and
sadness she fell asleep.

Lack of male companionship wasn't one of Jacquslim®blems. A
single girl in a town like Accra had no shortagdrofitations from
eager young men who wanted to take her dining andidg. But she
preferred to spend most of her free time with Davitley went
swimming or dancing or to the open-air cinemagirfgitunder starry
skies they saw every half-way passable movie thisiecto town.

Although she enjoyed David's company, she wouldcedtime and
again how much he really had changed. Rarely didhéstion his
work. The enthusiasm that had been so much a pdnino had
vanished. Whenever someone drew him into a contvensabout his
work, or development in general, he was cynical p@ssimistic. It



hurt her to listen to him and she avoided the suib§ghe didn't agree
with him, but she had no defences against his negyat

On occasion she would accept an invitation from esame else—a
German anthropologist, an Italian diplomat. But simes she
received more entertainment than she had bargéned

One night she had a particularly frustrating exgere keeping a
rather persistent young Lebanese man at a comlertibtance.
When she finally made it home she was bursting \&rger. She
flung her wrap on a chair and stormed into thehatcfor a glass of
cold water, colliding with Matt, who grabbed her the arms and
steadied her.

‘Well, what's all this agitation about? Are you rdad
'l most certainly am!'

'‘What have | done now?' His eyes were full of amesg as he
looked down on her.

‘Nothing—this time. I'm mad at this Kahlil what'shname—he was
in the office to see you last week.' She took dléatf cold water
from the refrigerator and poured herself a drink.

Matt's eyebrows shot up. 'Oh, yes, that charadteeh he grinned.
‘Can't cope with that fiery Arabic temperament?'

'l don't know about that. | only know that he hame very strange
iIdeas about Western women.'

'You didn't make it particularly easy for him, dydu?' His eyes
moved slowly, lazily down the length of her bodydatacqueline
gritted her teeth in anger.

'‘What, if | may ask, do you mean by that?'



'‘Look at the way you're dressed,' he said calmgpassionately.

She glanced down at the slinky lavender and blessdreaching to
the floor. It was a pretty dress and it fitted tell, but she couldn't
for the world see what he was talking about.

‘What's wrong with the way I'm dressed?'
She caught the gleam of mockery in his eyes.
‘You don't leave much to the imagination, do you?'

'I'm quite adequately covered from shoulders tdemikshe answered
hotly.

‘Makes no difference,' he said, his mouth faintigved at the corners.

‘What am | supposed to do? Wrap a tent around rdepegtend |
weigh two hundred pounds?’

'‘Oh, come on now,' he said soothingly, taking thegfrom her hand.
'‘Don't get mad at me now. | know how much you tikéght, but one

battle a night ought to be enough.' He put thesgiisvn in the sink
and leaned lazily against the counter. "You knowh & social life

like yours you'd better save your strength.’

Rage burned inside her and she glared at his tamggf, his laughing
face. He was waiting for her to say somethinguietout in fury; she
could see his expectation in his eyes. Well, srenwgoing to! With
a strength she didn't know she possessed, shdestdaal nerves,
straightened her face and smiled at him.

‘You're so right. Goodnight, Matt.' Without giviligm another look,
she walked out of the kitchen.



'l wish | could get a flat somewhere else,' she tlethfuriously to

herself, kicking off her shoes. Then at least sti@ldc go home at
night and eat by herself and not run into him evang she went to
the kitchen. She saw quite enough of him duringiine But finding

a flat was impossible and she knew it. And actyahe liked this

place. It was just right for her, small and intimatith its bright

curtains, pillows and paper lampshades she'd btofiugin home.

Lisa had given her a round straw mat she didnd ia&§ more and it
looked nice on the wooden floor. The furniture Ih@gn made by a
roadside carpenter and it was basic and simplechwBacqueline
liked.

Sighing, she began to take off her clothes. She&edalinto the
bathroom and turned on the shower. In the few smorths she'd
been here she'd already grown attached to her tawe.pShe liked
sitting on the little verandah reading or writingjost watching the
lizards chase each other. After the gardener hate dmack from his
village, Jacqueline had asked him not to cut bhekbibugainvilleas
and he had obliged, somewhat unwillingly. After, d&flis washis

garden andhewas the gardener. He obviously took great prid@sn
work. Jacqueline sometimes watched him as he ewgridiss with his
hand-sickle, muscles rippling under -the shiny br@kin of his bare
back.

He always brought his little daughter with him se sould play with
Kwesi's little girl. She loved watching them asytlan through the
garden, chasing Kwesi's chickens, laughing and asure.
Jacqueline was fascinated by the games they playet the
imagination they demonstrated. There was no tetavi® entertain
them and they had virtually no toys. Still they eeshowed any signs
of boredom. Once Jacqueline had bought each of éhemeap plastic
doll in Makola market and their delight had beeuctang.

The water was too hot. With her toe she turnedctie water tap a
little. That felt good. She stood under the shofeera long time,



thinking. There was another solution: she couldpgmquit. Tell
Christopher Jenkins -that she liked the job, butthe boss. Matt
would be delighted, she was quite sure.

She stepped out of the shower and dried herselObffourse, going
home was not a real alternative. She had no imerdf giving up.
She liked Ghana. She liked her job. She just cauktand Matt
Simmons.

'‘We'd better get moving if we want to make theypattsix.'

Jacqueline had been so absorbed in her work tleahatin't heard
Matt come into her office. She looked up, surprisedsee him
standing in front of her.

'‘Party? What party?'

He frowned. 'The cocktail party at the Jurgensohe'said with an
impatient gesture.

She knew nothing about it, and she had no desge.t&nother hour
or so and she would have this insurance businesigisiened out.
She wanted to do it now.

'l know nothing about it. | didn't get an invitatid
'‘Well, no matter. You're coming anyway. Let's geing.'

So he was trying to order her around in her free tioo, was he ? It
wasn't enough to work with him all day, to livehrs house, eat her
meals with him. Now he wanted her to accompany tansocial
functions as well. Sparks of rebellion explodeddaser.

'I'm not going,' she said as calmly as she couldage.



A cocktail party wasn't what she needed now. Stapdround with a
glass of something-or-other in your hand, listeniagghe women
complain about servants and shortages, wasn'tdeer of a good
time.

Matt placed both hands on her desk and leaned tswaar, looking
at her with brows raised.

'Oh, you are not? May | ask you why?'

'l told you, | didn't get an invitation and | intgo have a splitting
headache tonight.' She waved her hand in a casstlrg. '‘Migraine,
isn't that what it's called?’

He came closer and his eyes bored into hers.flime imood for little
girl games,' he said, his voice dangerously lovu™ come to the
party with me because it's a business assignment.’

A sudden sense of recklessness surged through her,
'‘And what will you do if | don't comply with yourighes? Fire me?'

He straightened, thrusting his hands into his ptsckiEor a long
moment he stared at her, his eyes dark and omitidwesve no such
intention," he said slowly.

She raised her brows. 'You don't ? Surprise, septithought you
were anxious to get rid of me.'

'I'm not in the habit of firing employees who perfowell on the job.’
It was a statement of fact and not meant as a comapt, she was
fully aware of that.

‘Not even a female?' She couldn't resist the queshlis face was
hard and angry, but she didn't avert her eyes.



‘You won't let me forget it, will you?' he mutterbdtween clenched
teeth. 'Well, let me tell you this, little girl.dtbrains, competence anc
stamina | care about, not sex! You could be a éduandor all | care!
Just so the job gets done!’

His rage suddenly made her want to laugh, but $iezked the
impulse.

‘Well, I'm a sucker for compliments,' she said niogly. '‘Makes me
weak as butter.'

Their eyes met for a long moment, but neither @ané & word. Then
Matt turned and walked to the door.

'I'm going home now,' he flung over his shouldegxpect you to be
ready at ten to six.'

But she wasn't ready. She stood in her bra andgsantfront of her
bathroom mirror putting on her make-up, when sheadhéis knock
on the connecting door. Let him wait, she thougtttetliously,

ignoring the knock. All she had to do was put ondeerings, slip her
long dress over her head and put her shoes on.

A moment later the half open bathroom door swungnofarther.
There was a faint hint of aftershave. Her frighteigéance took in
Matt, dressed in beige pants and a neat, welhdtbush jacket in a
mixture of browns. He stood on the threshold, syinge her with
calculated appraisal.

‘Well, well. Leave it to a female not to be readytone!"

‘You noticed?' It wasn't easy to stay calm undeuhperturbed gaze.
She could tell him to leave, of course, but he'ty teugh and she
didn't want to give him the satisfaction. She peckg her earrings
and started putting one in, ignoring him and th#eliripples of

uneasiness surging through her. If he wants to aadsmme, he'll



have to be more original, she thought angrily,ipglbn her earlobe.
Her hands were trembling and she had trouble putthe post
through the hole. She dropped the ring into th& sind she was
aware of him standing there, laughing at her. Shédr lip and
concentrated once more on her earlobe in the mirror

‘Am | making you nervous?'
'‘No!'

He laughed out loud at the obvious untruth of hegra reply. He
folded his arms and leaned against the doorpost.

'If you were a virtuous little girl, you'd tell nte leave. You're not
dressed for male visitors.'

'I'm sure you've seen women dressed in less thgrott if it shocks
.you, by all means remove yourself and wait inditigng-room.’

'I'm rather enjoying this, actually.' He shifted lpiosition, but made
no move to go.

Her earlobe was red now and she knew she wasmg goiget the
blasted earring in, not with her fingers tremblaggthey did.

'‘Here, let me help you.' His hand was on her slesudthd instantly
she whirled around, avoiding his touch.

'‘Get out!'

He shook his head. 'Not yet. You look much tootingi dressed in
next to nothing." His arms shot out and he grabbed by the
shoulders. 'You're trembling,” he said softly, rages full of
amusement. '‘Don't worry, | don't have murder ommimyd.' He pulled
her against him- and she wanted to strike out @t but she was
helpless in his grip. His kiss was forceful, yetder, his hands strong



and warm on the bare skin of her back. She wemtilmhis arms, her
lips parting in response.

| can't let this happen, she thought in suddengydrer mind still
struggling, if not her body. | can't just give im lhim as soon as he
touches me....

His hands stroked her back, moved up and he entvhisefingers in
her hair, pulling the pins loose. His lips left iend he kissed her
closed eyes and the softness of his caress sémiea through her.
Her mind went blank of thought and all awarenessnaé and place
left her.

Her legs were weak when he released her and hehga\eestrange,
lopsided smile. 'lIt even works without alcohol. Habout that?"

Sanity returned and with it a sense of shame areg dager. She
turned away from him, gripping the sink with botlands to steady
herself.

‘Leave me alone! And get out!

‘Yes, ma'am,' he said meekly, but she noticed dfisation in the
mirror. He was biting his lip and there was laughiehis eyes. He
turned and carefully closed the door behind him.

Jacqueline sank down on the edge of the bathtilliresnbling. Why
did he do this to her ? Did he realise the effechad on her ? Did he
use it to get even, show her he was boss no mattat the
circumstances?

She stood up and with shaky fingers began to bousker hair and
put it back on top of her head. Somehow, she gtitarearrings and
then went into the bedroom to put on her clothée. [bng, sweeping
skirt of her new dress made her look taller tham wias and the ,,
brown and golds of the African print material weml with her hair.



She'd made the dress herself, using Lisa's sewadime, and she
was pleased with the results.

Apparently so was Matt. He whistled approvingly wishe entered
the sitting-room, but she ignored it and walkedtdas in icy
silence.

Neither of them said a word during the short rioléhe Jurgensons'
house. The party was outside, lit up by electritbdyplaced in
strategic locations. Under the palms and manga ti@eople stood
talking in small groups, glasses in their handsttiié&oduced her all
around and she tried hard to remember the nantes @hanaian and
American businessmen and government officials. rAdtevhile he
left her to do some circulating on her own and ehjeyed herself a
great deal talking to Mr Fordwor, a handsome Glanai
businessman. Mr Fordwor travelled extensively, hgost Europe
and the Middle East, and he had a whole repemdiaenusing stories
about his adventures abroad.

As she moved around, she met a variety of interggieople, and
once in a while she caught sight of Matt, one hards pants pocket,
the other holding a drink. Talking and listening, looked serious
most of the time, and it was obvious that he hadaolhe for
socialising purposes, but was using the opportunitalk business.

Matt. She wished she weren't so terribly awareof bf the way he
moved, the way he held his head, wherehe was aminwie was
talking to. Alone for the moment, she found hersgdfring at him.

Suddenly, as if he had felt her gaze, he turnedhéal. Their eyes
met and he smiled at her. Abruptly she turned, nigigohim, not

smiling back.

A moment later he was standing in front of her.

'Still mad at me?"



So he had noticed she'd ignored him. Well, wh@he think? Had he
expected her to forgive and forget his outrageaisbiour as if it
were nothing? She was mad all right, and she im@nd stay that
way for a while. She gave him an icy look.

'l don't go for that forceful he-man stuff.'

He took a sip of his drink and looked at her calmly
‘You were asking for it.'

‘Askingfor it? Of all the...

‘You may not be much size-wise, but your shapedsaothing to be
desired. You should know better than to stand tinailé& naked in
front of a man.’

Jacqueline clenched her teeth in fury. 'l was irommbathroom, and
| didn't exactly invite you in!'

‘You didn't exactly send me away either," he bodrxzek. 'Not until
| made a pass at you.'

She had no reply to this and he laughed at hetdsslanger. He took
her arm. ‘Come on, I'll get you another drink. Maybat'll help you
simmer down.’

'‘Let go of me! I'll get my own drink!" She jerkedrarm away.

Suddenly he sighed. 'For God's sake, Jacquelingulbave to make
such a big deal out of nothing? Where's your sehseimour! You
act asif I'd raped you. If | remember correctiyuydidn't put up much
of a struggle.’

Jacqueline's face grew warm with embarrassment.



‘You had no right to ... to barge into my bathrdda that!

For a long moment he looked at her silently, hiesegark and
unreadable. 'All right,' he said at last, 'l apadeg

She stared at him in amazement, at a loss for wMd#'s face was
expressionless. 'Well," he said, 'may | get yotudhak now?"

She nodded. 'Yes ... yes, please. Gin and tonic.'

Matt stalked away and she looked at his tall fraimappearing in the
crowd. She still couldn't quite believe what shiea&hrd. For some
reason she hadn't expected Matt to apologise fgheng, ever.

‘Do youhave to make such a big deal out of nothing? Wéeur

sense of humour? You act as if I'd raped yHBliis' words echoed in
her mind and suddenly she felt small and childisfad she
over-reacted ? But Headapologised, hadn't he?

But now that she thought about it some more, sheavkiinat Matt
must be that special kind of man who could apokgisd still come
out the winner....

Around her people stood in groups talking and laugHragments of
their conversations floating through the air, reaghher ears. ...
carried that python on the plane in her handbag..jam and soap?
Where?'

... picked it up in Singapore....'

Matt came back with her drink, took her to meet sather people,
and a little later left her again to talk to someoMoving around
some more, she suddenly found herself face tovigiteDavid. He
put his arm around her shoulders, giving her aflasnile.



'Hi there! Didn't know you were here.'
'‘Wasn't supposed to be. Gate crashed on bossis .6rde

He grinned. 'Don't let the Ambassador hear it—hledve you
deported! Well, let me introduce you.'

She shook hands and tried to remember names, wiaisla hopeless
endeavour from point one. There was a visiting gsebr from
Holland, a Ghanaian surgeon, an English librarian.

'‘We were discussing Schnapps,' David informed her.
Jacqueline wrinkled her nose. 'Terrible stuff!

‘The professor is shocked to hear the Dutch arporssble for
introducing it to Ghanaian society.'

The professor, a mousy little man, smiled weakly.
‘They tell me it was used as a medicinal potion.’
'It tastes like one, Jacqueline agreed.

'It's supposed to cure everything,' David saidutstomach cramps,
hangnails ...'

'Broken bones,' the librarian added.
'It does,’ the surgeon said gravely.

They all looked at him in astonishment and thearhiged. There was
an unmistakable twinkle in his eyes.

*You drink enough of that brew and you'll feel justnderful, | assure
you.'



There was a roar of laughter.

Later, Matt came looking for her and together teay goodbye to
their hosts.

'It looked like you were having a good time," Maltserved as he
manoeuvred the car out of the parking lot. 'Intiengsconversation?'

'Oh, yes, very. All about booze.'

He gave her a quick, sideways glance. 'Soundsniasceg,’ he said
drily.

'‘Better than the women's conversations! Nothing dGuhplaints
about lazy servants, food shortages and the crumegther! I'm
always tempted to tell them to quit complaininggorhome if they
don't like it here." As soon as she spoke the wsingscould feel him
stiffen beside her.

'l see.' His mouth was a straight, hard line. lymsanere fixed on the
road ahead of him and he didn't look at her. Shésexl she'd said
something wrong. Of course, Diane. She'd done BxdGit—gone

home because she didn't like it here. Her remadn'hdeen very
tactful and she regretted it now.

'I'm sorry, | didn't mean to sound so self-right&bu

He gave her a lopsided smile. ‘Never mind. Youtrgegright, you
know.'

They were quiet for a few minutes. Matt moved roRetiemption
Circle and continued on the ring road, speedin@ lifile. Then he
looked at her.

'l know | introduced you to quite a number of peofnight, but do
you remember Mr Minyila? The tall man in the blobe?'



She nodded, remembering the robe.- It had beenoratiby
embroidered, marking its wearer as a man from tehnof the
country.

'Is he the one who just came back from Kansas-Statigersity with
a Doctorate in Agriculture?' she asked.

'Yes, that's the one.’
'He told me he's the son of a chief in the north.'

'Yes.' Matt swore and stepped on the brakes, banslying a taxi that
suddenly swerved in front of him.

'He was in my office a few weeks ago,' he contintdou weren't in,
so you didn't meet him then. He's interested intistaa soybean
project in his father's village and from what hiel tme, it sounds like
it's worth looking into. He wants me to come to tieth and look
around and talk to his father and the village eddele repeated the
invitation this evening, and I've decided I'd likehave a look. The
guy intrigues me, and I'm sure he's serious alidutié shrugged.
‘Just a feeling it might be something.’

'It's quite a long way to go on a hunch,' Jacqecdiaid.

'Yes. But | can combine it with some other busir@sthe way back.'
His gaze settled on her face. 'How would you l&kedme along?’

His suggestion took her by surprise and she sttratn. "You want
me to come along? Why?'

'‘Well, Steven is totally wrapped up with the gofaisthe next few
weeks, and | think you could be quite useful to hadike you to take
notes and write up a report on our findings thard if it's worth it,
I'll want you to do research on some more factsfajoles.'



She sat silently digesting this and didn't answer immediately. It

sounded interesting. It would get her more involweth the actual

work of the agency and that idea appealed to hévatWias really
behind all this? Was Matt suddenly realising shel lsme

capabilities and wanting to make use of them? & tuae that he had
been quite positive about her work performance.

''d love to go,' she said, 'if you think | couldlp.’

They turned into their street and Ali came runnirgnm across the
street where he'd been visiting his friend anddglopen the gates to
let the car in.

'It won't be easy, though,' said Matt, openingdber and letting her
into the house. 'We'll need the car to get to thage, so we can't fly
to Tamale. | want to do it at the end of the moaAitd | want to drive
up in one day.'

‘To-Tamale inoneday?'
‘Think you can make it?"
She quickly recovered. 'Me? Oh, sure. I'm wondeaibgut the car.’

He opened the door to her flat and laughed. 'lletige the car to
Allah!



CHAPTER FIVE

THEY started out at the ungodly hour of five, afterleepy-eyed
Kwesi had served them breakfast. It was still datkside and
relatively cool. Not much traffic was on the roaet,ybut that would
soon change..

‘Have you ever been to the north before?' Mattagske

‘Yes, with my parents, a couple of times. And vatiutch school
friend once. Her parents were missionary doctodsthey lived near
Bolgatanga.' Jacqueline laughed. 'We wernttrdytro part of the way,
and the rest we hitch-hiked.’

Matt shook his head. 'Well, safer here than at home
'l wouldn't dream of hitch-hiking at home.'

'l bet you wouldn't. In certain respects Africamisty is a helluva lot
more civilised than the Western world."

'One of the reasons | like it here.'

His eyes rested on her for a moment, then retutméake road. "You
really do like it here, don't you?'

Jacqueline nodded. 'Yes, especially the peopley'iehso happy and
friendly. Europeans have always been so derogatooyt Africans,
but it's good to see people who are so proud ohseéses and have
so much self- respect.'

On the other side of the road a rickety lorry caoveards themLIFE
HAS NO STARE TARTS, said in curly red and blue letters.
Jacqueline laughed. 'And .they're such philosopHesek at that
tro-tro.'



The sun had come up, bathing the world in a sdffegoglow that

would soon change into a bright, brilliant blazbéeToad to Kumasi
was heavily travelled and the tarmac showed semsayrss of wear

and tear. It was a job to avoid the cracks andgeshin the road,
although most of the vehicles seemed to take htikece and drove at
top speed, rattling and shuddering.

The hills were lush and green and covered withstordacqueline
enjoyed watching the scenery and looking at tHagals they passed
through. Small buildings of crumbling concrete witisty corrugated
iron roofs sat beside traditional mud huts witmpfabnd roofs. In the
shade of mango trees women sat on low stools pngpévod or
feeding infants. Laundry lay spread out on the gdoto dry. In one
of the villages an old man, all dressed up in awdlil Adinkra cloth
flung over one shoulder, stood by the road, staanthe vehicles
passing by. In his lifetime he must have seen nubr@nge than
Jacqueline could begin to comprehend.

Jacqueline was silent with awe when they reachedNkawkaw
escarpment. Fog drifted over the sheer stone cigfting a dramatic
view.

'‘Magnificent, isn't it?' Matt asked.
'It's beautiful. | could look at it all day.'

They were silent again and a while later she ndtiaehorse and
wagon coming down the road. A decrepit- looking &at on top of
the blue-painted cart.

‘Very symbolic,' Matt said, smiling. 'Progress stimes takes a
beating. It isn't always the modern and efficiequipment that wins
the game.'

‘Tell me about this village,' she said. '"You haweid me much.’



'l don't know that much. Mr Minyila gave me thetafist impression,
though, that the whole village is involved in tpi®ject. He told me
that a few years ago they Built a clinic all byrtieelves with local
material and on their own initiative. And then thpyshed the i
government until they had a staff. There's a Germssionary
doctor there now and some Peace Corps nurses.'

‘Sounds impressive.'

Matt nodded. 'Yes, and that's what gave me thetidgave may have
some real possibilities. The people have seenithigative and work
pay off before. And you can't do much without thvadu have to have
the people with you or you can't make a projectkwor

He gave her a quick, sideways glance. 'You knoeqguaine, it isn't
the rice plantation or the goat farm that causentagr problems in
this kind of work. It's the people themselves—theaorries, their
preconceived ideas, their relationships with edbkrand the project
sponsors.' He paused slightly, not looking at fveru can have all the
money in the world, all the expertise, all the eguent, all the
government support to set up some major enterphbse,if you
haven't got the local people involved in heart,ybadd soul, it'll be a
disaster. We've seen it all over Africa many timésiericans and
Europeans think we have all the answers. We ofesat the Africans
like children, as if we know what's best for thefirst the
missionaries, then the colonialists, then the dgpaeis. And it doesn't
work. It doesn't work.' Matt stared straight aheatim, eyes fixed
on the road.

Jacqueline studied his face, saying nothing.

The Western attitude has always been: "l want tp feu, so you
listen and I'll tell you what to do." It's stupidhdh pretentious. You
wouldn't talk like that to your friends. You say:want to help you.



Tell me what you want me to do." ' He let out ahsighere | go
again! I'm sorry.'

Jacqueline had never seen him like this beforeshedwas a little
taken aback by his show of emotions.

He looked at her sideways. 'Do | sound like a n&itiia

"No..." She hesitated. 'You have strong feelings dfmur work,
that's the way I'd put it.'

He grinned. 'Very diplomatic!
'‘Would you like some water?' Jacqueline asked,ghgrthe subject.
‘Yes, please.’

They had brought a big canteen full of water ardcigbes and as she
awkwardly balanced cup and canteen she spilled sohéelt the icy
water trickle down her leg.

‘Sorry, | should have slowed down more.'
'‘Never mind, it feels good. It's awfully hot alrgdd
'It'll get a lot worse,' he said, gulping down thater.

They had an early lunch in Kumasi and left as sa®mossible to
catch the Yeji ferry across the Volta Lake.

The lake village was bustling with activity, eveh midday in

scorching heat. The ferry was half-way acrossake and it wouldn't
take more than an hour to get on it. Private caxb priority and a
long line of trucks stood baking in the sun waitfiog an available
space. Some of the trucks had been there for chaytha drivers had
camped out underneath their lorries. Some of thearevgleeping



there now in the only shade available. Here andetlaegoat had
joined them, seeking refuge from the burning sun.

Matt inched the car carefully past the long lindmfies, avoiding
children and livestock wandering around in blessbtivion. The
villagers had set up their stalls and tables, |dadih food, pottery,
baskets and an assortment of other goods. Mategdhe car in line
and they climbed out to stretch their legs. Jacqeedould feel the
sweat trickling down her body, front and back, &eddress stuck to
her skin. She pulled her scarf off and retied gr Head ached with
heat and exhaustion. Even her glasses helped &tkEnst the
blinding sun. Matt took out his handkerchief, mogpés face and let
out a sigh.

'Life in the tropics is so exotic and exciting,' $a&d with mockery in
his voice. 'lf only people knew!

They walked to the water's edge and they couldreeéerry coming

slowly across the lake. On the banks, brightly fgirfishing boats
lay waiting for their next trip out. Women were wag) clothes,

beating them on rocks to get them clean. A litike with a shallow

pan full of bananas on her head came towards tBé&m.looked at
them, stopped, and stared. Her eyes were hugehentasl a dead
serious expression on her face. In seconds sheswasunded by
more children who looked at them silently, or pedhaind giggled.

‘They're all staring at you,' Matt said. 'I'll baey've never seen an
Obruni with hair as blonde as yours.' He winkethatchildren and
they all screamed in laughter. Jacqueline had lseeplay this game
before. For some reason, winking was considerecay funny,
and wherever he went, Matt would wink at the cleidand make
them laugh.

'Did anyone ever wink back at you?' she asked.



‘Never. They stare or laugh or scream.’

‘They think you're a weirdo doing crazy things withur eyes.’
‘That's why | do it.'

‘You like giving people the wrong impression of yseif?'

'Is that what I'm doing? Did | give you the wromgpression?' His
eyes were laughing down on her. 'I'm not quite subhad guy as you
thought at first? Chauvinistic, prejudiced, ill-tpared,
bad-mannered, etcetera, etcetera?'

'l haven't decided yet.'

His face collapsed in mock disappointment. 'Wellaybe Il
convince you yet. I'm really quite wonderful, giviealf a chance."'

'I'd love to see a demonstration." As soon as thelsvwere out she
realised their dubious content and she could Feetoblour rush to her
cheeks. Matt looked at her and laughed heartilykimgaher blush
even more.

'l didn't mean ...' she stammered.

'l know what you didn't mean," he said, still laungj "Your tongue
gets ahead of your thoughts sometimes. Very dangéro

Mercifully the ferry had arrived and it was timeget back to the car.
Throngs of pedestrians walked ashore, carrying lesnbdaskets and
babies. Then the cars followed and soon it wag tlien to drive
slowly on to the ferry, following the instruction§a man stripped to
the waist, gesturing and shouting with what seeameaver-supply of
energy.



They were followed by a tro-tro with the slog&WEET NOT
ALWAYS.

It seemed as if the day would never end. Her whobly ached with
heat and exhaustion. The road was badly paved @ndtsnes not
paved at all and they were constantly bouncing ngb down. The
breeze through the open windows was heavy with dndtcarried
little refreshment.

It was after six and already dark when they finaitgve up to the
Catering Resthouse in Tamale. Jacqueline bareth@aenergy to
unglue herself from her seat and hoist herselbbthe car.

No one was to be found at the reception desk atmbk a while
before Matt had rounded up a sleepy-faced youngwmenmumbled
excuses, then leafed through the book from froriack, unable to
find their reservations. Jacqueline looked at Makasperation was
clearly visible on his face. How tired he lookediddhow tired she
felt herself. She had no feelings in her legs ardkad seemed ready
to fall off at any moment. A shower, then a beds &k she wanted.

'Oh, here,' the young man said finally, clearlyenedd. 'International
Food Production. Bungalow 26. Two nights.'

'‘We have reservations for two," Matt said irritabljwo rooms, sir.
One for me, and one for the lady here.’

The man grinned sheepishly and studied the boole soare. There's
only one reservation here,' he said, looking ugham with a blank
stare. 'But the bungalow has two beds.'

‘Well, we need another room," said Matt, exaspdrate



A hunted look came into the young man's eyes. seleae're full up,
sir. There's the church conference in town. Butaiwow...'

'l need a room tonight!" Matt's face was tight westrained fury and
he looked more exhausted than ever. 'And | wolld to see the
manager, please,' he added, his voice suddenlhedaungy cold and
calm.

The manager has travelled, sir.’

Jacqueline was afraid Matt was going to explodd, Hmi didn't
answer. For a moment it was quiet and when he dusingund to look
at her, his face was a mask of fatigue and resmmat

'‘Okay, we'll just have to share the bungalow. Witle church
conference in town, the missionary resthouse wilful too.’

Apprehension took hold of her. Sharing a room witatt, having
him sleep in the bed next to hers ? The idea cedjup all manner of
possibilities in her mind. It was asking for troebThe scene in the
bathroom had not left her memory, and she wondéndatt would
try to take advantage of the situation if they skdahe- —

same room for the night.

He frowned as he looked at her. 'For heaven's saké,look as if I'd
made an indecent proposal,’ he said irritably. 'NMonot a nun, are
you?'

She flushed, wondering whether he'd guessed hagtit®. No, she
wasn't a nun, and he wasn't exactly a monk, eillet was the point,
wasn't it?

'l like my privacy,' she said, feeling a littlelgjlbut she had to say
something. Obviously, liking privacy was irrelevamthis situation.
There was no choice.



'Privacy is a luxury you'll have to do without. \Whee need is a bed
and a night's rest. I'll be damned if I'm goingamp out in the car all
night because you're a prude. There's a perfeotid ¢ped available
and | intend to sleep in it!'" He turned around,iting no more
discussion, and there was nothing she could déobiatv him to the
bungalow.

It was a shabby little cottage consisting of a tsiging room, a
bedroom and a bathroom. The walls had originallgnbleght blue,
Jacqueline guessed, but they had now taken on erajeshade of
dirty grey covered with smudges and fingerprintse Eheets on the
beds were worn and old, but were freshly washed ceah. The
bedroom boasted an air-conditioner, but she had gneat
expectations concerning its performance when shiequlithe button.
The machine gave a dark, deep grumble, then sltaklgured and
sputtered into action, emitting a blast of cold air

‘It works!" she exclaimed.

'‘Enjoy it while it lasts,' Matt said cynically. Will probably break
down, or the electricity will go off in the middtg the night.’

'‘And maybe it won't,’ Jacqueline answered, refudimget him
dampen her enthusiasm.

When they had taken their suitcases out of the car.

Matt reached for his news magazine and collapsemherof the beds.
'You go ahead first,' he said, pointing at the tmaam.

Jacqueline gathered her things and walked in. Htlke Wwas brown
and rough from muddy water and old age. The shatadl held a
large bucket of water and another bucket stood toetkte toilet. She
didn't have to try to know that the taps did naiduce any water. It
wasn't the first bucket bath she'd ever had, bahroyed her that
after a rotten day like this she couldn't even &@kiecent shower.



She stripped off her damp and dirty clothes andvinthem on the
floor, since there wasn't a chair or a stool to thetm on. With the
plastic cup from the bucket she splashed wateyvalt her body and
then lathered up from top to toe. With more cupédlslean water she
rinsed off the soap and then dried herself off. kiar,, full of dust,
needed a shampoo, but it would take too much wsaeshe left it and
just brushed it as well as she could. She brusketebkth, using water
from the canteen, and then slipped on her cottghtgown and robe.
Already she felt 'sticky again, and not quite clean

As she opened the door the cool air from the bedmehed at her
and she sighed with relief. At least they mightdrawcool night's rest.
Matt had fallen asleep and his magazine had droppdus face. He
looked strange lying there with his face hidden Zachueline smiled
as she took off her robe and got into bed. Shereover self with the
top sheet, pulling it up to her chin.

‘Matt! Wake up! I'm finished!" He couldn't spene thight like that.
He groaned and sat up. The magazine fell to tloe.flo
'l don't know if it's worth it.’

It is. You'll feel so much better when you're cleand you'll sleep
better.'

'l suppose so.' He stood and looked at her in ¢lde You don't want
any dinner? Something exciting like rice and guifeal stew?’

'‘No. All I want is sleep.’
Suddenly he grinned. 'Are you sure?’

'Yes!'



‘This afternoon you told me you'd like to see a destration of how
wonderful | am. This is your perfect opportunity.’

‘Leave me alone!' She gripped the sheet as itidgoossibly provide
her with any kind of protection.

'‘Well, you'd better hold on to that sheet,' he sthie grin on his face
widening. 'l may have some ideas of my own.'

Jacqueline felt like hitting him. Was he playingrggs with her? Did
he think he was being amusing?

"You wouldn't dare!’

His eyebrows shot up. 'l wouldn't? Don't tempt iitde girl." He
picked up his things and disappeared in the bathroo

Jacqueline closed her eyes, grateful for a temparegprieve. He
wasn't serious, she told herself. He wouldn't, anything. Matt
wasn't that kind of a man. He just enjoyed playgagnes with her,
making her feel uncomfortable. If all he wanted waforce her into
something, he could have done so at home many .tirkeswas
making fun of her, that was all.

But she didn't feel half as secure as she wishedishand She waited
nervously for him to come back to the room. He exttenvearing

nothing but a towel wrapped around his waist amdjJeline's heart
started racing at the sight of him. Tall, strond aeeply tanned, he
looked like any woman's dream lover. She had tluelesu terrible

urge to go to him and touch him, put her cheekrageis chest,
move her fingers through his thick dark hair...

‘Will | do?' He gave her a lopsided grin and higsyere full of
amusement.

The blood rushed into her cheeks. "You could havspmething on!



He shrugged. 'l never wear pyjamas. Who needs theanclimate
like this? And | didn't bother bringing my robemlsorry if | offended
your sense of propriety, but | hadn't counted oes¢hintimate
sleeping arrangements.'

Jacqueline looked away. At all costs she wantegrevent him
seeing her confusion, but it was probably a usedéiest. He knew
her too well.

The mattress moved and she found Matt sittingeaétige of the bed,
looking down on her with a smile.

‘Are you scared?'

‘Scared ? Me ? Why ?' She tried to make her vaigedcasual, but it
was unmistakably thin and shaky.

'‘Don't pretend,' he said softly, and his tone aé@anade her look up.
Suddenly she saw a different man. The glow of amese had left

his face and there was tenderness in his eyesoanelising else she
didn't understand. Something that made her hadteflcrazily and

made her feel weak and shaky. Her eyes couldwelbe face, and
she had no idea how long they just looked at edoéro

Gently he took her face between his hands. 'Y ®&aitiful,’ he said.
‘You're beautiful in a very special way." And thas bent down to
kiss her. It was a warm and gentle kiss and it thadast thing she
had expected. Her fear and resistance melted avthytive warmth
of his touch. Her heart pounded against her rilbls neavy, laboured
beats. It was as if the world fell away and theas wnly the reality of
this moment and the feeling of his lips on herse EBissed him back
with an urgency that both surprised and frightelnexd

Feeling her response, his arms went around her, hifiockg her up
against him, holding her tightly. His kiss deepemath increasing
passion, arousing in her needs and desires shedndou



control—didn't want to control. It was there agaitie-electricity,

the sparks, the fire racing through her. Every aerv her body
tingled and the feeling of his hard, bare chestrefjdner was sheer
ecstasy.

Was this what she wanted? Was this what she hadveaéng for?
But she couldn't think, only kiss him, touch himotNing else
mattered.

‘Jackie," he whispered. 'Oh, Jackie." Then suddeatyuptly, he
released her and moved over to the other bed.

‘Goodnight, Jackie.'

She was incapable of uttering a sound. Closingekies tightly, she
huddled under the sheet, trembling. What had hagggewhy had he
left her just like that?

‘Matt,' she whispered. '‘Matt.' She didn't know wimate her call out
to him, or what she was going to say.

'‘Go to sleep, Jackie!

She dared not say another word. Her mind was fudbafusion and
she couldn't calm down. Across the room she couwddr hhis

breathing. What was he thinking? What was he fg@lili only she

knew! He wasn't sleeping, she was sure of thattelwvas a terrible,
aching longing inside her, a longing for his toulis, lips, his hands
...It was madness, sheer madness ...

Exhaustion took over and eventually she fell asl@#pen she awoke
she heard Matt in the bathroom, whistling. He cdraek into the
room, rubbing his face with a towel.

'‘Good morning, fair lady," he said, throwing thevéb on his bed.
‘How did you sleep?' His voice was neutral, betrgyiothing.



'Like a rock."

He wore only pants and Jacqueline stared at hie wale chest
covered with dark curly hair, remembering the fesfl it,
remembering the way he'd held her and touchedimgatient with
herself, she shook her head, trying to clear hadmaf the disturbing
thoughts. It would be best to forget about it. Ahé knew, somehow,
that Matt wasn't going to remind her of last nighther.

'‘What kind of day is it today?' she asked, as & day could possibly
be different from another.

He buttoned up his shirt and grinned. 'Let me nakgiess. Sunny,
hot, no precipitation. Temperature about ninetg-filegrees if we're
lucky. How does that sound?'

‘Terrible!'
‘How about getting out of bed? Or do you need help?

'‘No, thanks. I'll be out as soon as you leave dloent' Her tone was
light, as his had been.

'‘Okay, okay," he grinned. 'I'm leaving. I'll be side talking to the
birds, but hurry, I'm starved. Oh, yes. Do takenhings with you.
We'll be back here tonight, but | don't like leayithe stuff sitting
here all day.’

They were back on the road a little after sevewr. Warld had already
come alive and everywhere along the road womenggnsl were
carrying large metal containers of water on theiads. The air was
very cool and the wind blowing through the opendew chilled her.
Jacqueline shivered.

‘Are you cold?' Matt asked.



'Yes,' she said, winding up the window. 'It alwaysazes me how
fast the climate changes when you travel. One dayof Accra and
the nights are colder already. You can feel théesdess humid, too.’

'‘Sahara Desert, here | come!'

Jacqueline smiled. The Sahara was still days eétfarther north. It

presented the extremes in temperature— dry, bhsgtdrot days, icy

cold nights. She had a longstanding desire tohseddsert, its people,
its towns. She wanted to see camels and sand dudesases full of
palms and orange trees. She had heard storiesfiiemds who had

hitch-hiked through the Sahara, from Ghana to Mawoc

It seemed like such a crazy, irresponsible thindptdout apparently it
had been quite possible. They had planned thete roarefully and
hadn't been particular about their physical comfdrow they

travelled, where they slept and what they ate.

Jacqueline wasn't sure if her sense of adventusequiie up to that
kind of travel, but she would love to see cametsransques and visit
cities like Bamako and Timbuctu. There was a rihgngstery and
romance in those names. Her mind produced fleetiages of desert
sheiks, veiled women and tall, haughty Tuaregs.

'‘What are you dreaming about?’
Jacqueline jerked upright and met Matt's eyes langginto hers.
'‘Oh .... er ... would you believe Timbuctu ?'

He shook his head and grinned. 'One day north efifmnd you're
dreaming of the desert! Timbuctu, I'm afraid, isqgtite in the
neighbourhood yet.'



'When | was a little girl | thought Timbuctu wasns® non-existent,
magical place. Then | found out that it's a reairt@®ut in the desert,
on the map and everything, and ever since, |'vdeudgto go there.'

He frowned. 'Well, let me see. If we forget aboutMinyila and his
vilage, we can keep going and make it to Ougadoug
today—easily, actually. Then we can go to the fasndiotel
Independence and have a proper French dinner gymbd night's
sleep in luxury and comfort. Then tomorrow we cemd fout when
there's a flight to Bamako. From there we take veofudl Air Mali
and fly to Timbuctu. Presto!

Jacqueline wrinkled her nose. 'Sounds much too easy very
unromantic.'

His eyebrows shot up. 'Oh, you want to do it thellvaay ? | forgot
how tough you are. Well, how do you like the tastesand and the
smell of camels?'

She grinned. 'No idea. But Timbuctu sounds solgrunreal and
fascinating. It doesn't seem right to arrive thara plane—much too
prosaic.'

‘Well, I've never been there, but friends have tolgk it's

disappointing. There isn't much left of its histali and cultural
glories. A couple of mosques, | believe. Now itistjanother sandy
desert town full of Arabs, Moors ' and Tuaregs.'

‘Tuaregs! Your friends have no imagination!
Matt bowed his head slightly. 'If you say so.'

Their talk had been light and easy and Jacquela® nelieved. She
wasn't sure at all how to deal with last nightsident, or what to
think about it. But Matt acted as if nothing hadgpaned and his
behaviour towards her was calm and friendly—notimage. Yes, in



a way she was relieved. They'd had enough strairstmass between
them and she could do without more of that. Buth@mother hand she
was confused by his behaviour. Somewhere in thk bhber mind
the thought of Diane disturbed her. She had leftittroago and Matt
never mentioned her. But Jacqueline wasn't atuadl that he didn't
still love her and that she wouldn't come back dag Her thoughts
went around in circles.

Why did Matt hold her and kiss her as if he car®dWas it only her
imagination ? It was true enough that his touchthadnost profound
effect on her, but that didn't mean she was ddiegsame to him.

| have to stop thinking about this, she thoughtrigydt's not getting
me anywhere. She shifted in her seat and lookesidsutThe scenery
had changed considerably since they had left Atteraday before.
The lush tropical green of the coastal region hadppeared and the
land was yellow and dry. The huts were round ratt@n square and
they stood huddled together in small clusters,entsg a cheerless
picture—poor, dry and colourless.

A little while later they turned off the main road to a rough, dusty
track, barely wider than the car. It was severaly veélow and
uncomfortable miles before they reached the villageere Mr
Minyila was waiting for them in the central square.

'I'm so glad you could come. Miss Donnelly," hedsaith a strong
American accent. He was wearing Muslim robes, bamdas City
obviously had left its mark. They followed him tashhouse, a
multiple room structure of brown mud, where his yger brother
served them coffee.

He's really magnificent, Jacqueline thought, logkat Mr Minyila.
He was tall, handsome and very impressive in higemobe that
stood out in sharp contrast to his black skin. @brdered if he had



worn his robes in Kansas and when she asked harfabe glowed
with amusement.

'‘Oh yes, in the summer, when it was hot. And ofseto parties.' He
grinned. 'lt impressed the girls no end!

| don't doubt it, Jacqueline thought, still amabgdhe man's strange
mixture of cultures: so American in speech and g@an in looks.

Later they went back to the central square whezenthole village
was waiting for them, including the chief, the ekland the local
dance troupe.

The chief, an older version of Mr Minyila, tall, idsome and very
regal, sat on a small leather pouffe on a platfoowered with skins.
The elders, also wearing long robes, sat on thps sibthe platform.
They were introduced to everyone and then they weated—Matt
on a wooden bench, Jacqueline in the only armeheaiable. Matt

grinned at her and Jacqueline realised she wasvisgespecial

treatment. Had she not been present, Matt woulé baen offered
the chair.

The chief made a long speech, translated by Mr Néingnd while
they were talking, Jacqueline took a careful loobuad her. They
were sitting in the shade of the chief's houseargel compound
consisting of several mud buildings including saimet looked like
warehouses for cotton. The village looked baredursty, with not a
sign of green except a few nim and shea trees.pEople stood
around them in a circle and she noticed the chldtaring at her
with large black eyes and serious faces.

It was Matt's turn for a speech and he began taexine purposes of
IFP and the way it operated. Again it was transldtg Mr Minyila.
Jacqueline watched Matt intently. She'd never baarspeak to such
a large gathering and she couldn't help feelingoavimmg admiration



for the way he handled himself. He was a good sgreakoosing his
words with care and precision. It was obvious higl lfee people's
attention. And her own. She liked looking at hine stood tall and
straight, his short-sleeved white shirt contrastumtt his tanned face
and arms, his thick hair glinting in the sun. Heked totally at ease
with himself and the situation. Cutting across wat and language
barriers, he could even joke and make people lahgtt's speech
was followed by applause. Then the dance troupeeapgd,

accompanied by musicians carrying large drums. ddreers were
young men dressed in shorts and wide blue and vghitgs. The

music was fast and frenzied and Jacqueline wasnkisd by the

wild grace of the dancers as they moved to the enitsivent faster
and faster until it made her dizzy just looking.rtead was filled

with the rhythmic sounds of the drumming and the was beating
down on her. She knew she was going to have a bleada

The formalities over, the villagers dispersed tdogok to their daily
duties of carrying water, pounding millet or bakipgts. Matt and
Jacqueline were left with the chief and the eldmrd they all sat
down to serious business. Jacqueline took out diebook and pen,
ready to take notes.

'‘We have one thousand acres of land," Mr Minyilgdme ‘We have
cultivated cotton for many years now and as a tekalsoil is badly
depleted. Cotton is not growing well any more aive discussed
with the elders and the people that I've been densig another
crop— soy-beans.'

'What was their reaction?' Matt asked.

Mr Minyila frowned. 'Hesitant at first. They're némiliar with
soy-beans. It's a new food for them. Later theydeLit might be a
good idea. After all, cotton can't be eaten ahatl it is not giving us
enough money any more.'



‘You said the soil has been depleted. What will gowabout that?'

The questions went on and on and Jacqueline sedlasay hastily.
The heat of midday had descended upon them andvigiesl the
sweat off her face. Her hand was wet and stuckegotiper, which
didn't make it easy to write. Fortunately her heh#dahad not
materialised, but she was thirsty and hungry.

Apparently she was not the only one. The discussias over after
half an hour and they were invited to the chiefts\pound for a meal.
There was rice with guinea-fowl stew and beans witliton stew.

The food was very peppery and Jacqueline likedhey had soft
drinks and coffee and when the meal was over theyt wut to the
fields to have a look at the land. The sun wascéiog and the fields
seemed to shimmer in the heat. They walked betwlsemows of

scrawny-looking cot-, ton plants, for hours it seeimJacqueline's
feet ached and she was soaked with perspiration.

The cotton plants carried too few bolls and mosttredfm were
misformed. The soil was dry and cracked and plaughand
fertilising would be necessary before soybeansdcbalplanted. She
listened intently to Mr Minyila as he talked abbig plans. But after
an hour of this she heard nothing any more; it ®ekttmat the sun had
taken over and she needed all her energy to keepmgydo put one
foot in front of the other.

The heat didn't seem to bother Matt quite as mutd.shirt was
soaked through, but he was still talking, askingsgwns, walking
effortlessly over the parched ground.

It seemed hours later when they finally returnedviio Minyila's
house where they were given orange drinks that weog but not
really cold.



'‘Can we see the clinic?' Jacqueline asked afterhadesomewhat
recuperated.

‘Yes, certainly!” Mr Minyila looked at his watclit's after four, so
Connie and Carol should be done for the day. Kant ithere. He
went to Ouagadougou for a few days.' He smileds'de doctor, a
German, and everybody here loves him. He's onagaatguy. And
the nurses ... they're wonderful. We're so luckhawe the three of
them.'

The clinic was a simple white structure standinghe shade of a
huge nim tree at the edge of the village. The tvmeAcan nurses,
Carol and Connie, greeted them warmly and proudbwed them
around. They were a funny pair—one tall and thie,dther short and
chubby. It was quite obvious that they were goaghfis, which was
a blessing in their particular circumstances, Jalge thought.

'‘Can you stay for tea?' Connie, the chubby onegchslagerly. She
had a face full of freckles and large grey eyes khaked at them
hopefully.

'We can't,’ said Matt. 'We have to get back to Tamiadon't like
driving in the dark out here.'

'Oh, please!" Connie begged. 'We never get antovsshere.'

'‘Why don't you stay overnight?' Carol suggestede Ndve extra
beds." She stood calmly leaning against the wall,fands in her
uniform pockets. She was a much quieter person @amie, but
from the way she smiled, Jacqueline could tell g8fa was just as
eager for their company as the other girl.

'Please?' Connie looked from Jacqueline to Mdittteéll you what!
We have a big can of peaches from Ouagadougoul dge’h it and
celebrate!’



Matt grinned. 'Oh, wellpeachesHow can we resist?’
'‘Whoopee!" Connie yelled.'

‘Actually, it's not a bad idea,’ said Matt. 'l hagene questions about
the people here that I'd like to ask you.'

The girls shared a small bungalow made of grey o¢iecks that
added no colour to the surroundings. They carrlesr tluggage
inside, and Jacqueline looked around with delightge, colourful
posters hung on the walls. There were shelvesofuiooks and a
stack of games stood in a corner on the floor—Mahgp
Aggravation, Scrabble. There were some carved staollarge
leather poufFe and some huge cushions coveredmathket cloth.
The room had a warm and cosy atmosphere and Jaugdelt

instantly at home.

'Where does the doctor live ?' she asked.

'In the house over there.' Carol pointed to antidehbungalow on

the other side of the path leading to the clifatt can stay there
tonight. Kurt won't mind. And Jacqueline can have éxtra bed in
my room." Suddenly she coloured. 'If that arrangdnsaits you. |

mean ... you know, you can both stay at Kurt'selégou prefer.’

Carol was obviously embarrassed and Jacquelinééalig
‘No, thanks. I'm sure he snores.’
Matt looked at her, eyes narrowed. 'l don't snéred you know it.'

Now it was Jacqueline's turn to be embarrassed. thwe girls
pretended to be busy. Carol left for the kitchenmhling something
about heating water for tea. Connie cleared théeeabble and set
out cups. Jacqueline racked her brains for somg#utable to say,
but drew a blank.



Matt grinned at her maliciously. "You asked foryigu got it.' He
picked up his bags. 'I'll take these over right ndde turned to
Connie. 'ls the door open, or do you have a key?'

'It's open. We never lock up anything here. Stgdliom guests and
visitors is taboo.'

When Matt had left, Connie looked at Jacqueline gyes sparkling
with laughter. 'Carol is such a prude. She trigsmbe, but she can't
pull it off. You go right ahead and stay there. Ndp is going to
mind.'Jacqueline shook her head. 'No, really. Meds trying to
embarrass me on purpose. He was referring to igist. WWe had to
share a room at the Catering Resthouse becausédathleg up the
reservations." She shrugged. 'I'm his Administeatifssistant.
Strictly business, period.' Connie probably woulthelieve her, but
she didn't really care.

Connie giggled. 'Oh, my! Wait till Carol hears tha&he'll be
mortified.'

A minute later Carol entered the room with a trag at the same
time Matt came back inside.

'‘Don't you have a replacement for the doctor whe's gone?' he
asked.

Carol shook her head. 'No, we manage on our owa.ckise looks
serious, we take the patient to the hospital in dlarh

'In our ambulance,’ Connie said with a straighéfac

'Oh, yes.' Matt's face was equally expressionlégst ancient heap
of junk | saw outside.'

They drank tea and ate a plateful of homemade péarier cookies.
Matt grinned at Jacqueline across the coffee tafdeshe was sure he



was still enjoying his little victory over her, bahe smiled back at
him, showing him that she didn't care. And she 'tlidrhis was not
the nineteenth century and the girls could thinlkaiMhey wanted.
She poured herself another cup of tea.

'‘Don't you get lonely up here?' she asked. 'Notynmeople speak
English, | imagine.’

‘Sure we get lonely," said Carol. 'But we all dehg pretty well and
that helps. Kurt is wonderful, and Baba comes letbe evenings
sometimes.'

'‘Baba? Who's Baba?"'

‘Mr Minyila." Connie laughed. 'He has the most @uible stories
about his time in the States. He's real entertamimdnen he starts
talking.'

'‘We know some people in Tamale, Dutch missionagaas, we get
together sometimes,' Carol added. 'And we play aflgames. Baba
loves Monopoly.'

It turned out to be a very interesting eveningqdatine was filled
with admiration for the nurses, their way of lifegeir patience, their
stamina. Practising medicine the way they did, \eth supplies and
makeshift measures, was any doctor's nightmare.

'‘How do you stay sane?' Jacqueline asked, halgplkialf serious.
Connie pulled a face and looked cross-eyed. 'ttdGan't you tell?'

Carol smiled and looked at her friend. 'She's rdadya vacation.
She's going to Accra next month.'



‘Vacation, hah!" Connie said indignantly. 'I'm gpio pick up some
medical supplies at the harbour and | have tottakome people at
the Peace Corps office. Some fun that's going o be

The next morning they left the village laden witfisg—ten pounds of
brown rice, two guinea-fowl squawking in the badklee car, and
three dozen tiny guinea-fowl eggs.

'l hate to take this food," Jacqueline said to Matlk about taking
food out of babies' mouths!'

Matt shrugged. 'There's no alternative unless wat veainsult them
terribly by refusing it.'

They finally managed to leave, with every man, wonaad child
waving them out.

‘See you in Accra!' Connie yelled at the top ofVce.

'‘One thing | know | could never do,' said Jacqueellis to be a nurse
out in the bush with no place to go and only a adraf kindred souls
to talk to. I'd go stark raving mad!

'"You like your parties and your dinners, don't you?

'It's not the parties or dinners as such,' sheaadly. 'l need people
around me! | enjoy being with different kinds ofopée, finding out
what they've done and where they've been.'

'‘My comment wasn't meant as criticism, Jackie. dusgtatement.' He
smiled and shook his head. '"We're always too tougthyeach other,
you know that ? We should try to relax a little.'

We he had said, ngtou. Did he mean that he was touchy with he
too? Well, it was true, wasn't it? They often atédd each other.
Seemingly little things could make the sparks @firtinostility fly.



But this had been a nice trip. She'd enjoyed it #rm)/'d been
constantly in each other's company—even at nightamale. A
warm glow filled her, thinking of that night in theest- house,
remembering his kisses, his arms around her. Yioettér forget it,
she told herself for the umpteenth time. She loakatdide, forcing
her mind clear of thoughts of Matt.

They drove to Kumasi and stayed overnight in thiy Giotel. The
next day Matt had business in the morning and Jditogpiroamed
through the city for a couple of hours. They drimaek to Accra in
the afternoon.

For the next few days there was nothing but workrkw work.
Jacqueline wrote a report about their trip to tbem putting a great
deal of effort into it. She wanted it to be gootleSvanted to prove
she could do it. It Vas terribly important that skbould not
disappoint Matt. So far he'd been satisfied withr leork,
acknowledging on more than one occasion that hendfoher
competent and efficient.

Still; she wasn't satisfied, she didn't quite knely. She was hungry
for his approval, but the faint, restless stirrirgipe felt sometimes
made her wonder if there was something else sheedaBomething
more than just professional appreciation for herkwo

Thoughts about the night in Tamale often came tahenexpected
moments. The memories seemed to linger on and akingnher feel
uneasy with herself. So many times Matt had aggeaMaer, irritated
her, infuriated her, but when he had held her asseki her he had
been a different man—warm and loving and tendeh&teevoked in
her emotions she was not yet prepared to evaltbi@dadn't kissed
her just for the fun of it; she couldn't believattlBut if he had kissed
her because he liked her and enjoyed the intimaby,then had he



withdrawn from her so abruptly? Was Diane stilltwtim in his
thoughts ? Was he still in love with her ? Andaf did it matter?

Yes, it did. It was humiliating to know that at leigery touch she felt
herself go limp, giving in to him without resistaShe didn't want
him to have that kind of power over her—not if fad really wanted
was Diane.

One morning while she was working she found Mathg&ing in her
office door.

‘Jackie?'

Switching off her calculator, she looked up. 'Yes?'
‘Are you very busy? I'd like to talk to you. Iteportant.’
'I'll be finished with this in a minute. I'll beght over.'

'Fine.' He strode back into the reception areastiecheard him order
two coffees. 'And | don't want to be disturbed,tdid Patience.

Something important. But what? She couldn't imagvheat it could

be. Not on the business level anyway. Nothing esintking had

happened or was expected to happen. And on theonadrs
level-everything betweenthem was calm and quietdd8oly a

shattering thought entered her mind.

Diane was coming back. That was it. That had t!héatt had been
in a good mood all morning. He was going to tel theat Diane was
coming back, that they were getting married, that would have to
leave the flat and find herself another placewe.li

Jacqueline didn't like it. Not one bit. The flatdheecome her home;
she didn't want to leave now. And she didn't wargnB to come
back— Her mind was in turmoil and she felt suddesntk.



CHAPTER SIX

HE was sitting at his desk when she entered hiseoffievo cups of
coffee were waiting and she helped herself to onkesat down. She
was aware of his eyes studying her.

'‘What's the matter with you?' he asked.

'‘Nothing. | mean, | was wondering what the impadrtagws was.'
‘Cheer up. It's good news.'

'‘For you, or for me?'

'For both of us.'

'Oh." It was not a very intelligent reply, but iagvall she was capable
of at the time.

‘What were you thinking of?"

She shrugged. 'l don't know. | just wondered ivé#ts bad. Maybe
something I'd done wrong. Something ... | don'twnhdder words
were as confused as her thoughts and she shodiehdy trying to
clear her mind. 'Never mind. Tell me the great news

He folded his arms and tipped his chair back. 'Hawld you like a
rise?’

‘A rise? Me?' It was the last thing she had exjgkcte

‘You." He grinned. 'Don't get your hopes up toohhily won't be
much. Jussmall small.’



Jacqueline swallowed. A rise. She liked it, of seyibut was it such
iImportant news? After what she had been thinkihg, was more
relieved than happy.

'‘Why is that good news for you?' she asked.

'‘Because you're going to have to do somethingtfdrwant you to
take over the initial project screenings. Rementher report you
wrote on Mr Minyila's village?'

'Yes, of course.'

'It was excellent. Your writing is very good. Youosved a clear
Insight into the problems-of that particular sitaat it was noticeable
in the way you put together the report.' He ledoedard, looking at
her closely. 'It made me feel confident about yjodgments. From
now on | want you to deal with all incoming projeetuests. Answer
the mail and handle the interviews with the peamening in for

information.' He stirred his coffee and smiled. tiYlmok slightly

overwhelmed.’

'l am. I'm not trained in project development.’

‘The initial stages aren't very complicated and'w@unad enough
exposure. And, like | said, I trust your judgment.’

'I'm ... I'm very pleased. Tell me what | should'do

The first screening is simple. You get letters frpeople telling you

they want money to buy a tractor to cultivate theio-acre plot of

maize. No good. You write them a polite letter agysorry, we don't
give away money, only technical and manageriaktaste. Maybe
you get a letter requesting assistance settingsugar factory. Sugar
factories are very popular these days, but theyt dwet our criteria.

Sugar is not quality food. It provides empty cadsriand doesn't
promote health. He waved his hand. 'Out it goes."



He leafed through a folder, took out a letter. #feyour test. A Mr
Donker requesting assistance with the cultivatibcashew nuts. He
has excellent qualifications, land, some money. Mdbayou think?'

Jacqueline thought about it for a moment, then khmy head. 'No
good.'

'‘No"?' He looked surprised. '‘Cashews are a sodrpsotein.'

‘More likely a source of foreign exchange. They ldai be used for
local consumption. They'd go straight for expordand up at
London cocktail parties.’

He grinned. 'Good thinking! | thought | might tryou up with that
one.' He leafed through the folder again. 'Anywhgre are several
promising ones—cow-peas, soy-beans, instant weafdngd for
babies. Have a look and see what you think.'

'‘What do | do with the ones | don't reject?’

‘That's step two. Do some research on the suldgud. out what's
been tried before, and how." He gave her some metails and
Jacqueline could feel herself grow restless wittiterment. Shifting
her position, she crossed her arms and huggediherse

'It sounds terribly interesting. I've wanted to geire involved with
the actual project works'

He studied her face for a long moment, his eydsofulvarmth and
something else she didn't know how to interpree'@&been that look
before, that night in Tamale. The memories camkingsat her with
alarming clarity. Emotions overwhelmed her, frightey her with
their intensity. She felt a sudden wild desiredselfhis lips on hers
again, his arms around her, his body close to hersking at his
face, she had the crazy notion he was thinkingsdme thing. Her



heart lurched. For one timeless moment his gaz# eis, then he
looked down again at the papers on his desk.

'Step three is this." He continued talking, hisceoicalm and
unperturbed. Pulling herself together, Jacquelmecentrated once
more on what he was saying.

Walking back to her own office a while later, stedt happy and
excited. Her new assignment had proven that Maltdoafidence in
her and trusted her with more responsibility. lswaportant to her
that he did, she didn't deny it. But there-had bewme. She had
sensedit in that elusive moment he had lookedrawltle that strange
expression in his eyes. Something more than justegsional
appreciation—something deeper, something --

Jacqueline sat down at her desk, her face in metsh®on't do this to
yourself, she thought. Don't make something outathing. Don't
imagine something that wasn't there --

Pushing all other thoughts aside, she began toectrate on her
work. Late in the afternoon her phone rang.

'‘Howdy, howdy! Long time no see.'
‘David!" she exclaimed.

He'd been in Washington for two weeks and she haéeh him since
before her trip to the north.

'‘How about dinner tonight?'
''d love to, but I'm treating. | just got a riselay.'

'‘How about that! So much for the little schoolgidt being taken
seriously.'



Jacqueline laughed. 'lI've lots to tell you.'

They had a nice, leisurely meal at the Palm Cafterwards they
went for a walk on the beach, their shoes in thairds, talking and
laughing. The wet sand was cool on her bare feet.

After a while they fell silent and just walked afistened to the
sounds of the sea. The beach was still and desdeedueline loved
the solitude, the absence of crowds and heat ais& tivat was so
much a part of life in Accra.

'Let's sit down,' said David, dropping down in Haad. He pulled her
beside him.

A light breeze stroked her face. David's hand campand brushed a
curl behind her ear. "Your hair is coming loose. Wdion't you let it
down?'

There was an odd tone in his voice and suddenlyfedha strange
sensation she couldn't define.

‘David....'

'‘Don't talk." His arms went around her and he gegmnished her back
on the sand. His mouth covered hers and she ceeldhis rising
passion as he kissed her. Apprehension mountegrinHle had never
kissed her like this before. She turned her facayawNo, David,
please --'

His mouth was next to her ear. 'l want you, Jackie.
Her body stiffened in his arms. 'No, David. Please!

'What's the matter?'



'l can't. | just can't.'" She moved out of his ar@say from him,
feeling miserable and close to tears. She didmit Was. She hadn't
asked for it.

'Hey, Jackie, come here.' His voice was low androbtad. There's
nothing to be scared about. I'm not the raping .kind

She covered her face with her hands. 'David, I'sosry. | don't want
you to be serious about me. | don't want to disappou. I...'

‘You don't love me.' It was a statement, not a tpes
‘Not in that way. I....'

‘Come here, Jackie.' He took her hand. 'Let'sadut this.'

She moved closer and he put his arm lightly ardwerdshoulder.

‘Okay. Point one: You're my friend, Jackie. | llk@ng with you. We
have fun together and good talks. You feel, yonkktyou're a real
person. Point two: Besides being a real personrgalso a real
woman.' He paused and looked at her. '‘And | hafipba an ordinary
guy. It wouldn't be very normal if | didn't want $teep with you.'

'| suppose not.’

You bet your life not!'

"You must think I'm not normal.’

He laughed. 'Let's say inexperienced. Or unawakened

Colour surged into her face and she bit her Igit "that obvious?'

He nodded, smiling at her. There was amusemensieyes and she
felt like a silly little girl.



‘Are you making fun of me?'

‘Small-small.He pulled her up. 'Don't worry about it. And dandke
a big deal of it. One day your fires will go roayiand you'll know.'
He picked up his shoes and shook the sand ouhélmeantime, if
you don't mind, I'll stick around and enjoy your shaxcellent
companionship. And I'll try to keep my own firesdan control.'

She laughed with a great sense of relief. "Youheahfriend, David.'
'Sure. Let me know when you're ready for a lover.'
'‘Oh, David! Don't make me feel bad.'

He wasn't trying to make her feel bad, she knewsBllishe couldn't
help feeling guilty. Not for having refused him tiaecause she didn't
feel more for him than a warm friendship, as if sbiow she could
dictate her own feelings and emotions.

Silently they plodded through the sand back todae Did David
love her? He had never mentioned it and she haohesthe felt the
same towards her as she did to him. Why couldjusttbe easy and
simple?

'Listen, Jackie, | can hear your mind grinding tthéng . over,

making a big thing out of nothing.' He droppedstises and put his
hands on her shoulders. 'Look at me. | know youtdowe me. |

wasn't asking for love, you know that. And I'm goabout what

happened, | should have known that for you notbunghe real thing
will do.’

No words would come and she kept silent.
'‘Now forget it, Jackie. Please.’

She nodded numbly, looking up into his eyes, seleingsmile.



'‘Okay then.' He picked up his shoes again. 'ldérgou to the car!’

Matt was not home when she returned. His car was gad he was
probably at the Tesano Sports Club where he spaahof his free
time swimming and playing tennis.

She went inside and got ready for bed, shakingheutclothes and
brushing her hair. There was sand everywhere atdak to her skin.
Only a shower would get rid of it.

She couldn't sleep. Her mind was going around ricles, thinking

about David, about Matt. Why couldn't she just IDevid? He was
nice. He was a real friend. But he didn't stir heeper feelings. And
Matt? His kisses had aroused her; she didn't derBure physical
attraction? The right chemistry at work? Or were feelings more
involved ? Was it love ?

She turned over, pressing her face into the pillbler head was
splitting and her eyes ached. Love ? What was |8Ve@ld she ever
recognise it?

So many people made mistakes. There were so magy
relationships, unhappy marriages, divorces. Matt d a
Diane—something was wrong there too. He was bitded
disappointed, and when Jacqueline had arrivedthk&h it out on
her. She understood that better now. And now Ma¢hs his free
time playing sports and showed no interest in warnAg¢rneast she'd
never noticed anything of the sort. Did he loverigia Was he still
waiting for her to change her mind and come baBlutafter all those
months, surely it was a hopeless situation.

Her headache was not getting any better and sbetgaitbed to look
for some aspirin. But she couldn't find any andahddn't remember
what she'd done with the bottle the last time shis&ed it. Maybe



there was some in Matt's bathroom. She didn't the idea of
snooping around in his private quarters, but sleelee something for
her throbbing head or she wouldn't sleep all night.

But there was no aspirin in his medicine cabinétee, and she didn't
see it anywhere else in the bathroom. This waguidus! Why
couldn't she find some of those blasted tabletssite walked back
into the hallway, she heard the front door open simel entered the
living room the same time Matt did. He was dredsedhite shorts
and shirt and was carrying a tennis racquet.

Jacqueline felt acutely embarrassed, as thoughatieedught her in
some indecent or improper act.

"l... I was looking for some aspirin. | didn't haaey.' Her hair fell in
front of her eyes and she nervously pushed it batdoked in your
bathroom, but there's none there. | hope you adaind.' She looked
at him uncomfortably.

Matt only grinned. 'l don't keep any great big sexm my bathroom.
And the aspirin, 1 believe, is in the kitchen. dls@me yesterday and
| think | left it there. Sit down, I'll get it.'

She heard him open the refrigerator and pour soaterin a glass.
He came back in the room and handed her two tahteighe glass.
'Headache?'

She nodded. 'Yes.' She swallowed the aspirins duaitim the water.
She couldn't keep her eyes off him; he looked smlgo his tennis
outfit. His legs were straight and strong, andtaisstood out against
the white of his clothes. His hair looked tousled ahe felt the crazy
urge to-move her fingers through the thickness. ddis eyes caught
hers.



‘Are you all right otherwise?' His hand touched feehead and
suddenly she shivered. He frowned. 'You're taking-malarial
medicine, aren't you?'

‘Yes. Yes, of course.'

‘What kind? Chloroquine? Paludrine?'
'‘Chloroquine.’

‘Well, | don't think you have a fever.'

'l just have a headache, that's all.'" His conceradem her
uncomfortable.

He gave her a lopsided smile. 'l was just making.s0an't afford to
have my AA get sick, you know.'

For some reason, his comment irritated her. If\g8he going to be
sick, she was going to be sick whether he likemt hot. She wasn't
indispensable. The office could run itself for auple of days, if that
was what worried him. She rose to her feet, pulheg robe closer
around her. She shook her hair behind her shouldldrbetter go to
bed now. Thanks for the aspirin.’

Her headache was gone the next morning and shgof@it. Entering
the living room for breakfast, she found Matt atheahere. He
looked up from his paper.

'‘Good morning. How's the headache?"
'It's all gone, thanks.'

Jacqueline went to the kitchen to get some cofjeegting Kwesi
who was making scrambled eggs and toast. It wésuay morning
and it looked like rain.



'It's dark in here,' she remarked, flipping onligkt switch.
'It's trying to rain,' Kwesi said, looking gloonyie didn't like rain.

The morning went by quickly. The monthly financraports were
finished in record time. The system she had deeslaporked very
well.

After lunch she was reading a report on the goatifay project when
suddenly a gust of wind blew through the open wwslcand

scattered her papers all over the floor. Somewimetiee building a
door slammed, then another. She closed the windodsstood still

for a moment, watching the paw-paw trees and tl@mat palms
swaying in the wind. It was more like a storm, mettstronger every
second. It was so dark now she had to turn onighe ISoon the sky
would burst open and sheets of rain would comergstiown. The

change of weather was welcome. Jacqueline likedainethe smells
of wet earth, the sounds of dripping foliage.

Having gathered her papers off the floor, she satndagain and
sorted them out. There was a knock on the dooPatiénce entered
with a cup of coffee. The cup was rattling on &secer and Jacqueline
noticed that the girl looked shaken.

‘Are you afraid of the rain. Patience?'

'‘No, oh, no --There's something wrong with Mr Sinmsi.dShe put the
cup on the desk and hugged herself, shivering.

‘Something wrong? What do you mean?'

'l brought his mail a few minutes ago, and he wasthen. He asked
me to get him some coffee and when | came back ityite ... he

looked so ... so strange. He didn't even see m& Whave him his

cup.' Her eyes were wide and worried as she loakddcqueline. 'It
was not good, Miss Donnelly.’



Jacqueline was out of the door before she knew sliratvas doing.
She gave a short rap on Matt's half open door ateted. He didn't
look up and a sudden frightening premonition stopper as she
stared at the strangely hunched figure in the chaiasn't like Matt
to hang in a chair like a deflated balloon.

Her legs felt like rubber as $he came a few stépsec. 'Matt, is
something wrong?'

He sat staring at some papers in front of him. 8idve looked up.
His face was grey and his eyes were filled withagkdunreadable
emotion.

'‘Wrong? No, nothing's wrong any more.' He gave @tshoyless
laugh. '‘Nothing's wrong. Everything is straightermed and cleared

up.'

Jacqueline winced at the bitterness in his voicksire watched him
as he gathered the papers and stuffed them inrieifcdse. With a
violent jerk he shoved his chair back and stood up.

'‘Excuse me, please.' He moved past her, out afdbe

Something was terribly wrong. She stood very skithf knowing
what to do. The front door slammed back on itsngprA car started
and she heard it crunch down the gravelled driveway

The next moment the rain came pelting down, sensliigers down
her spine. A sense of dread and apprehension fikedShe had no
idea what Matt had been talking about, or where/&g going now.

Back in her office she found her coffee, lukewanmma sweetened.
She'd given up sugar long ago, and it tasted terribatience came
back into her office, a fearful expression on lzeet

'Is he all right?' she asked.



'l don't know, Patience. He went home, | think.'|@dst she hoped
that was where he'd gone in this weather. - Sheedigl'd like some
more coffee. No sugar, please.’

'Oh, | put sugar in your coffee! Oh, I'm so soriitie girl looked
totally flustered, guilty to the core.

Jacqueline sighed again, feeling tired and weRatiénce, it doesn't
matter. It's not important. You were thinking ofiet things.'

'Yes, madame.' She took the cup and hurried otlteofoom.

Jacqueline wished Patience wouldn't act as if e wharged with a
mortal crime whenever someone pointed out a slgriar. Patience
worked so well and tried so hard, there was nooreés her to be so
insecure.

The rain continued coming down and the dark wetonésise world
seemed gloomy now, and depressing. Jacquelingjitteity and
nervous and got nothing more accomplished for & of the
afternoon.

At five o'clock, the rain still hadn't stopped addcqueline drove
Patience and Samson home so they wouldn't havartd s the rain
waiting for a bus.

The house was deserted when she returned. Mattata®me, and it
was Kwesi's night off. Where was Matt ? Where cdddbe in this
weather? Well, why should she worry about him? elddtake care
of himself perfectly well.

She made a meal of leftovers, but at seven he tlagame and she
wondered if she should eat or wait for him a wiholeger. The rain
was coming down in a steady stream and the housedask and
gloomy. An increasing sense of foreboding took hafltier. Maybe



something had happened to him. A car accident. 8onge Maybe
she should call someone, but whom ? David ?

When David answered the phone, she let out a SigHlief.
'‘Oh, I'm so glad you're home!" she exclaimed.
'Why? Something wrong?'

'It's Matt. He's gone. | don't know where he ike ®Ild him what had
happened, but David only laughed.

‘Jacqueline, you sound like a worried wife! Foré®esake, he's a
grown man. He can take care of himself. Relax.’

'l ... | tried. But | can't help feeling strangeoab it, David. | don't
know why. He looked so terrible!

It was quiet for a long time.
‘Okay, Jackie, I'll check around.’
'‘Oh, David, thank you!'

‘Sure.’

The food was tasteless and she put it in a bowive to Ali's dog.

She went to the garage and found Ali sitting oovastool, talking to
his friend, the watchman from the house acrosstteet. They were
eating rice and stew from little blue enamel pakistook the food

for the dog and thanked her.

'Massa, he no come?' he asked.

'No, Mr Simmons is not home. He'll come later."



The hours dragged by. Finally the rain stoppedthadsausage flies
came out by the thousands. Strange insects, lodikiegwinged
caterpillars. They flew up against - the windowsating crazily
against the screens, trying to get in. Many of treroceeded, but
how they managed it with all the doors closed dmel windows
screened was a mystery. They flew drunkenly ardghadightbulbs,
crashing on furniture and floors, losing their gjlkansparent wings.
It was all part of their primitive ritual and Jaame watched the
wingless creatures as they crawled away. Tomorhmy tvould be
gone and Kwesi would go through the house, sweeggmthe silky
wings scattered round everywhere.

Outside, in the-gutters and the grass, the frogs doeme out too,
thousands of them it seemed, croaking hoarselycantinuously,
making her nerves stand on end.

Where was Matt?

The rain had cooled the air and she shivered inch#éon dress.
Having cleared her bath tub of half a dozen sauflieage she took a
warm shower and dressed in jeans and a T-shirtdigh# want to go
to bed. She wouldn't sleep.

It was after eleven when the phone rang.
‘Were you in bed?' David asked.
'No." Her voice shook.

'l didn't think so. Jackie, he's on his way home sHould be there any
moment now.’

Relief washed over her. 'Where was he?"



'I'm not sure where he was this afternoon, butdmechere just after
you called. Jackie ... he's had a few drinks. He nexe all evening,
talking. | couldn't call you with him sitting riglftere.’

'No, of course not. | understand. Is ... is halgrdrunk?'

David laughed. 'No, no, jugmall-small.But | did insist on Kofi
driving him home. Kofi can take a taxi back here.'

'‘Kofi? Oh, yes, your steward. I'm sorry, I'm sucls@atterbrain
tonight.'

‘Well, the lost sheep is found, so you can sleamtd.'

The gate squeaked and then car tyres cruncheddtielgHe's here,
David. | hear the car. I'd better hang up.’

‘Call me if you need me, okay?'
'Yes, | will. Thanks so much, David.'

Her heart was pounding as she watched Matt coreghrthe door.
His face looked grey and drawn, his eyes dark amdadable.

'Little girls should be in bed at this hour," hawled.

'‘Couldn't sleep. Those blasted frogs make too mucise.' She tried
to sound casual.

He collapsed on the sofa. 'Come sit here, Jadkespatted the seat
next to him. 'l want to talk. We never talk. All veeer do is fight.'

Not any more, she thought. We haven't fought foekse

'l was on my way to the kitchen to make some coffelee said
carefully. 'Would you like a cup?'



He looked at her wearily. 'Jackie, | know I've beemking, but I'm
not roaring drunk. But yes, please, I'd like somffez.’

The cups rattled in her hands. She dropped a spbasis crazy, she
thought. I'm shaking like a leaf. The coffee jarsvedmost empty. I'll
have to go to Lome again soon, she thought stupidly

'‘David is a first class guy," Matt said as he ttlo& cup from her.
‘You're a lucky girl, Jackie.'

She bit her lip. 'David is a good friend. I've knowim for a long
time.'

'It's good to know somebody for a long time," hid sdoscurely.

She wasn't sure what to say or do, and she juitesat, next to him,
drinking her coffee. Occupied by his own thougMsit stared into
his cup, and for a while it was very quiet excemt the incessant
croaking of the bullfrogs outside.

Jacqueline clenched her fingers around her cup eftpldss
frustration. If only she knew what to say, if ordlge knew how to
reach out to him, help him, do something. But sio@'tieven have
any idea what had happened to him.

Suddenly he put down his cup and rose to his ‘fegant to show you
something. Come along.' He took her hand and phkgdut of the
room, into his bedroom. She'd never been thererdefowas large
and had a wooden floor like the rest of the hoAs¢éhe far end was a
big bed covered with a brightly coloured Kente lelttat must have
cost a fortune. Matt went to the dresser and tookething out of the
drawer and gave it to her.

'‘Who do you think this is?'



It was a picture of a girl in a black string bikstanding on a beach
with coconut palms in the background. She was Ifekutvery tall,
with long, slender limbs and masses of red haigmgndown her
shoulders in heavy curls. Jacqueline's throat ¢it and she
swallowed.

'It's your ..." She hesitated. 'Your fiancee.'

His laugh was short and bitteéFiancee.Yes, that's what | thought.
That's what everybody thought.'

'l don't know what you mean,' she said, her vomending strange
and low in her own ears.

'‘She never intended to marry me, you know. She mdik' He
laughed again, a cold and joyless sound. She wishedbuld stop it.
His laughing hurt her deep inside.

Matt walked to the bed and dropped himself on iitkikg off his
shoes. 'She never did intend to marry me," he tegesataring up at
the ceiling with empty eyes.



CHAPTER SEVEN

THE picture burned in Jacqueline's hand. She starédaatnoment
longer, then put it down on the dresser, searclhieg mind for
something to say. Lying on the bed. Matt was waigler.

‘Come here, Jackie. Don't just stand there.'

Her legs wouldn't move and she couldn't bear t« labhim. He

seemed a stranger now, in the grip of some tereilietion she didn't
understand. Was it anger, sorrow, bitterness ?rmbaration of all ?

She wasn't sure.

'Sit down, Jackie.' He patted the bed. 'Don't wdrdon't get violent
when 1 drink.'

Obviously he had noticed her hesitation. She sanhdm the edge of
the bed, feeling cold and shivering a little. Odésthe chorus of frogs
went on and on. Where did they all come from? sloadsred
vaguely. And what am | doing here in this room 2 shought,
apprehension rising in her.

'‘Diane was a model. Did you know that?'

'Yes.' Her voice was barely a whisper. She didattwo talk about
Diane, listen to his confidences. But he seemedvare of her
unease.

‘She was beautiful and quite successful. | metrhiéenya. Ever been
there?'

'‘No."' She wished he would stop. She wanted to getnd leave, but
some strange and inexplicable force held her tlaard,she were tied
to the bed.



'She was on assignment there, doing a series oneilwesummer
fashions. They like to do that in exotic places—phbnts and lions
lurking in the background. Some dirty little kidstvbarely a stitch
on scattered around for effect. God, how obscene yoai get,
standing there in your five-hundred-dollar dresshi@ middle of a
bunch of kids who hardly have enough to eat!" Heest up at the
ceiling.

Jacqueline, said nothing. There wasn't anythirggajo Nervously she
fingered the handwoven material of the bedspreaceyes caught by
the brilliancy of the colours. Orange, blue, green

'Of course, | didn't see that then,' he continu&ltll saw was her. |
fell in love with all that red hair.' He laughedtbrly. 'And she fell in
love with my Land Rover. She had some crazy notaimsut my
life-style. Thought | was some glamorous white lkeatype.’

It was easy enough to see. He looked like a whutgtdr with his

strong, tanned body, his rugged, square- jaweddadéis dark eyes
that reflected of touch of arrogance and supeyioftut him in a

safari suit in a Land Rover and the picture was plets. But

Jacqueline knew about his job in Kenya—it had imedla lot of hard

work, dust and sweat. And very little glamour.

'‘Well, it wasn't so bad in the beginning. Nairols quite a
sophisticated city. There's a lot to do and attleas wasn't bored.
Then she came here. Can you imagine a girl like®ia a place like
this ? Can't even buy a decent lipstick. She hdtbdre. And she
hated me for not living up to her expectations. Bélenged in New
York, with the jet set. There was nothing for herén' He shook his
head. He hadn't looked at Jacqueline while he dalaad she
wondered if he had forgotten she was there.

Suddenly he laughed coldly. 'And | wanted to méey—a-girl like
that. How stupid could | be! She didn't believerarriage, she said.



One of those liberated types—no strings, no comenis She
laughed at me. Saying | was too old-fashioned, Ithabk life much
too seriously. But like a fool | kept hoping sheltange her mind.’
His voice was full of self-contempt. He turned Ilgaze towards
Jacqueline. 'What about you, Jackie? Would you wantarry me?'

Her heart pounded painfully against her ribs. 'Matt

‘You've got a lot more going for you than Diane uMike this place
and you're not scared of every creepy- crawly. ¥atuthe food and
you don't cry about shortages or complain aboutasgs and heat
and boredom.' His lips curled into a lopsided smif®u even have
your own secret super-duper witches' handbooktoyd& how to
make dishwash soap. And you care about your widik.eyes went
back to the ceiling. 'Diane ... she didn't giveaand about my work.
Used to laugh at me. "Matthew the World-Saver," clited me.'

Jacqueline's eyes were drawn to his face, takitigeileep lines next
to his mouth, the bitter twist of his lips. Therasva deep, aching
sadness inside her and she looked away, survelmgoom, not

really seeing anything. He was silent for a lomgetiand when she
stole a look at him again, his eyes were closed.tBbught he was
asleep, but when she tried to stand up he grabéedrim and pulled
her down beside him.

'‘Don't go, Jackie. Please stay with me.' He multédne words, half
asleep, as he put his arms around her, holdinglbge to him.

Her head was spinning and the blood pounded ieduarso loudly, it
almost drowned out the vibrating sounds of the kar@pfrogs. She

was acutely aware of his body so close to here®big bed. His face
was turned towards her, relaxed in sleep, A suddeerwhelming

urge took hold of her. She wanted to put her faf@rest his, stay in
his arms for the rest of the night.Her feelingsrakd her and she
moved her eyes away from him.



I'm crazy, she thought. | must be out of my mind.

Later, when he moved into deeper sleep, his arfaze@ and fell
away from her body. As quietly as possible shepsiipoff the bed
and went back to her own room.

The morning was bright and clean and very hot. Maitved at the
breakfast table looking his usual self.

'l must apologise for last night,' he said, lookstgaight at her. 'I'm
not in the habit of getting drunk.’

' know.'
His eyes studied her for a moment. 'Yes, | supgosedo. .

He ate his eggs, apparently not suffering fromaftgr-effects of his
drinking. 'I'm sorry if | was obnoxious,' he said.

'You weren't obnoxious and you weren't all thatn#rieither. Just a
little under the weather," Jacqueline said lightly.

'I'm not sure just what | told you last night, buhight as well give
you the facts straight and with a sober mind.’

Jacqueline bit her lip and stared at her plate, f\ease don't. You
owe me no explanations. Just forget it.’

He must have sensed her discomfort, because a ghastsmile
slipped around his lips while he observed her.

ft was .that bad?'

She flushed. 'No. It wasn't bad at all, just --'



'‘Just what?'

She thought for a moment, not knowing how to explar feelings
to him. Maybe the straight facts were the bestthadsimplest.

"You wanted me to stay and listen to you. You welleng me things
that were none of my business, but | couldn't gtap You wanted to
talk.'

'l see.' He drank his coffee. 'Well, to keep thisgsrt and simple,
Diane and | met in Kenya, not long before | camerdere. | wanted
to marry her, but she had other inclinations. She ere with me for
a while, but didn't like it. Then she left. Yestayd got a letter from
her stating that she wasn't coming back and treicehsidered our
relationship terminated. She repeated a few obpernons about me
and my life-style that | find objectionable, if nimisulting. So | got
drunk, for which | again apologise. The whole thwags not really a
surprise, so why | got boozed up, God only knowsvds a stupid
thing to do. She wasn't worth it."' His voice wasland calm and he
spoke as if he were ordering a steak and salad.

Jacqueline stared at him in numb silence, her rainghirlpool of
confusing thoughts.

Matt took one last gulp from his coffee and roshisofeet. 'And now
let's get to work.'

Another week came and went with more rain and ndampness.
One of Matt's wood carvings turned green with mildend so did a
pair of Jacqueline's sandals she did not wear oftersi had trouble
getting the laundry dry and spent much time cag\ilothes back
and forth to the line.



Matt had not referred again to the night he hadided in her, but
Jacqueline wasn't able to banish from her mindhimgs he had told
her.

Matthew the World-Saver, Diane had called him. Waeds were

devastatingly cruel. Jacqueline had worked withtNéattg enough to
know he had no such pretensions. He didn't workfoney or fame
or out of some misguided notion that he was Gauksvar to Africa.

His idealism didn't get in the way of his commonsor the reality
of the business world. But deep down inside hinrghsere the
convictions of every man's equality and his right & decent
existence. Diane had taken his beliefs and twishean cruelly,

mocked them with those brutal words. What had nieielo that? A
desire to hurt? Jealousy? Disappointment? He halived up to her
expectations. Obviously she hadn't known him wediuggh to realise
that he was a man with strong feelings about higkvand his life.

She hadn't been able to share those feelings riointyle them. Her
life as a model hadn't prepared her for the kindxaétence Matt had
to offer.

Reading in her room at night, Jacqueline had teabhcentrating on
her book. Her mind kept wandering off, always caognioack to the
same subject, the same question.

Had he really loved Diane?

Of course he had loved her! For a fleeting moméetisad a strong
feeling of resentment, a sharp pang of jealousy. \datt still love
her? She hadn't wanted to ask herself that que$tidrit had been in
the back of her mind for a long time. Did he daille her, despite the
differences, despite the fact that she had trdaitacbadly? It hadn't
left him undisturbed when he had received thaetditom her. In
fact, he had disappeared for hours and then ratigingken, shocked
and confused. He had talked too much and with ef bitterness. He
had not expressed himself in glorifying terms akHoiane, but if he



didn't love her any more, why then had he seemedosaly
devastated?

She wished she knew.

Jacqueline's birthday was the first of August asdre day drew
closer she felt more and more depressed. She'd m&rgioned it to
anyone. She couldn't very well tell David it was bethday and ask
him to please take her out to dinner, and then hawdeel obliged to
buy her some present as well.

I'm acting like a child, she thought irritably. Itarning twenty-four,
not four. Who needs a cake with candles ?

The day arrived and nothing happened. She feltrlytienely,
forsaken, forgotten. Not even a card from her paréiell, maybe
tomorrow. There was always tomorrow. But her depogsdidn't go
away and not even Steven with his boisterous largh his crazy
goat jokes could pull her out of her self-pity.

It was almost five and she was ready to go homenvah@emo from
Matt was brought in by Patience.

Any plans for tonightthe memo read. Jacqueline stared at the lar
round letters sprawled across the paper. Did Mabikit was her
birthday ? Why hadn't he mentioned it before? $tragged. More
likely he wanted to find out if she could spendmsoextra time at the
office, or work on a special project at home tohigis they had done
on a couple of occasions. Well, what difference idichake? She
might as well work. She noticed Patience still dtag in front of her
desk, and she hastily scribbled 'No' on the notehamded it back to
the girl. 'Here, you can give this to Mr Simmonlggse."'



Patience disappeared and Jacqueline could healomé&rng through

the reception area in her platform shoes. She eddleher desk and
picked up her shoulder- bag. First she wanted tbajoe and have
something to eat. Matt was coming down the corridarards her,
walking with long, easy strides. She liked lookatdnim—the way he
moved, the way he held his head, the way he snhiedopsided

smile. He wasn't handsome, but his rugged indiviguheld a

strange attraction forher. And she was always awhite

'‘Well, if you have nothing better to do, how absome dinner away
from Kwesi's magnificent cooking?'

He was asking her out to dinner! 'I'd like that."'

He frowned. 'Where's David? Is he out of town?'

'‘David? No, he's in Accra, | think.'

His frown grew deeper. '‘Oh, well. Tell me, whengid like to go?'

‘Any place but the Goody-Goody Chop Bar.' It waslace not far
from the office and sometimes the Ghanaian stafflhach there.

Matt laughed. 'l wasn't thinking in that directiorlow about
something a little more extravagant?’

'l like the Commodore. I'd love some good Lebane:
food—houmous, tabouleh, kibbi.’

'‘Okay. The Commodore it will be.'

He had not mentioned her birthday and Jacqueline eoafused.
Why was he taking her out?

She took great pains with her appearance, anatkedf admiration
he gave her was well worth the effort.



*You should wear your hair down more often," hel s#tis beautiful.’

Her hair fell in long soft waves down to her waikte restaurant was
air-conditioned and she didn't think it would be tet. She felt like a
teenager out on her first date and she couldn#nstahd why she felt
shy and strangely pleased about his compliment.

Matt ordered wine with their meal, much to Jacqesé horror.
Ordinary wine was priced like champagne, but Maty daughed at
her protests.

'‘What's a birthday without a bottle of wine?'
So he had known!
'Oh,..Matt, you knew all along!

He laughed. 'Yes, from your personnel file. Lastnthowhen we

discussed your new assignment | had to look somgtip because of
the rise you got. That's when | noticed the d&te put his hand in his
pocket, took out a little package and pushed ibsgrthe table
towards her. 'And here's a birthday present forbst AA in West

Africa.’

She was too stunned to speak. She looked at thieagac not
touching it.

'‘Aren't you going to see what's inside?' he smiled.
'l can't accept it,' she protested.

'‘Don't tell me you even want to fight here, in &®luplace. What will
all these people think?' he said in mock horror.



When she didn't answer him he picked up the packageself,
opened the little box and put it next to her plat&is is a present
from me to you. | want you to accept it. Please.’

Jacqueline lowered her eyes, looking in the |itbe.

Earrings. Small, delicate gold nuggets, productgef old Ghanaian
craftsmanship. Carefully she lifted them out aracpt them on the
palm of her hand.

'Oh, Matt!' she whispered.

Why? she thought. Why such an extravagant gift?
'‘Don't you like them?'

'‘Oh, Matt, they're lovely! They're beautiful!

‘And now I'd like to see them on you.' He took ¢#aerings from her.
'‘And | want to put them on—this time.'

Memory made her flush. 'Oh, don't embarrass nwetdt dark in here
anyway. You can't see well enough!

'‘Wanna bet?' He came around the table and sat diowre chair next
to her. Turn your face,’ he commanded. His eye® \Wrghing into
hers and she decided she'd better play along wmth Her hands
reached up and took off the hoops she had in lier ea

He moved her hair away from her face. His handsoaol against
her warm cheek and his face was very close asrieentrated on the
job. His nearness disturbed her; it always did.ri£veerve in her
body seemed aware of his presence and her hettetdid crazily.

Matt worked quickly, deftly, and had no problema#itputting the
earrings on. When he finished, he didn't move awatlooked at her



appraisingly. 'You're beautiful. Especially withathblush on your
cheeks.'

'I'm not blushing!

'Oh, well. Must be the candlelight." He went bagkits own chair,
lifted his wine glass. 'Happy birthday!

‘Thank you.' She was pleased and grateful and ooatably happy.
She touched the earrings, smiled at Matt. "Whyghesent, Matt?'

'‘A peace-offering, because | was unforgivably stupihen you
arrived here. And a thank-you for being nice to wkeen | needed
someone to talk to that night | j came home sloshed

‘Thank you," she said quietly. 'I'm ... pleasedt §he felt guilty, too.
She hadn't been a model of virtue herself, leawing in the dark
about her background and experience until the régumally arrived.

'I'm glad.' He picked up his fork and began to eat.

Jacqueline scooped sortaboulehon to a leaf of lettuce, then put it
back on her plate. 'Matt?'

'Yes?' He looked up, smiling. His eyes held hers.
‘Matt, I... | want to apologise.’
He raised his eyebrows. 'Apologise?"

‘Yes-1 haven't been very nice myself,’ she saidveavilly. 'l mean, |
should have told you about my experience. | jusydel believe the
wrong things because | was mad.'

'l know.' There was a deep, dark glitter in hiseeyBut let's forget it.
| know now what you really are.’



Jacqueline's heart skipped a beat. 'What's that?'

‘You're damned good at your work. You're competatd efficient
and you like what you're doing.' He paused. 'Amgbuldn’t want to
lose you for the world.’

For all those months, this was what she had wdntedo think. And
now he did. He had actually said so. And for somexplicable
reason she felt vaguely disappointed. What elsen,tlihad she
expected ? she wondered.

'Let's forget the bad beginning,’ said Matt. 'eliit better the way
things have been going lately.’

'Yes.' She started eating again.

There weren't many people in the restaurant. Thdlea on the table
created an intimate, romantic atmosphere and the miade her feel
light and carefree. Matt told her about his childéte-funny stories,
sad stories, happy stories. She could have listemé&im all night.
The candles threw shadows on his face and hiselak gleamed at
her as he talked. There were stirrings deep insede feelings and
emotions she couldn't suppress. And she didn't wearfhe didn't
want to.

It was late when they finally came home. They esde¢he house and
Matt opened the communicating door to her flat. ISbked up to his
face. He was so tall, so overpowering, overwhelntieg with a
longing she could hardly comprehend.

''ve had a wonderful evening. Matt. Thank you sechn'

His eyes were warm and smiling. 'lt's quite alhtigl enjoyed
myself. You're nice company, Jackie.’



Neither of them moved. Jacqueline could feel thectekity, the
vibrations between them. She lowered her eyeqidixinem on his
bush-jacket, a silk-screen print of various gre&ise wanted to put
her face against his chest, feel his arms around he

He gently lifted up her chin and his touch senthesart racing. Their
eyes met. His gaze held tenderness and somettsagleé couldn't
define. Then, suddenly, his eyes changed, becank dad
unreadable. He dropped his hand and turned awayHey abruptly.
‘Goodnight, Jackie.'

Don't leave meshe thought desperateiold me! Kiss me!
‘Matt?' Her voice trembled oddly.

'Yes?' He turned and looked at her, the tendeigass.
‘Matt... thank you for the lovely earrings.'

He smiled a crooked little smile. 'Sure, you'recoehe.’

There was nothing else to do but close the do@ |&mned against it,
an acute sense of misery washing over her. Slowdynglked to the
bathroom and looked in the mirror. Her face wasasatiforlorn. The
earrings shone softly in the light. For a long tislee stared at her
reflection, then she covered her face with her kand

'No,' she whispered. 'Oh, no! Oh, no!

She was in love with Matt. It was no use denyingny longer. Her
feelings for him had slowly grown inside her, byt to now she'd
been too afraid to acknowledge them for what thesew-something
deep and special and all-encompassing. Love.

It wasn't just his touch, his kisses that madeféer that way. She
loved everything he stood for—the work he did, f@slings and



beliefs, his integrity. He was not too proud to sayry, to admit he
had been wrong about her. He was a man of chauteronviction,
a strong man. His weaknesses—his stubbornnesshbrgness of
temper only made it more so.

Lying, in bed she wondered why the reality of heslihgs frightened
her so much. Love was something joyous and wongesdmething
to be happy about. But was it really always likatdSWEET NOT
ALWAY SThetro-tro slogan appeared before her mind's eye as if
answer her question. No, love was not always sweet.

What frightened her was that Matt did not love ke liked her, yes.
He appreciated her work, yes. He enjoyed her compges. And
Tamale ? A fleeting physical attraction at bestu¥ouldn't call that
love.

If only he loved her too! But in the days that éolled he showed no
signs of any deeper emotion. His friendly but sommaswdistant

manner hurt her and sometimes she almost wishgadtutd go back

to their old ways so she could lash back at hinger.

"'l be going on home leave soon,' Matt told hee anorning. 'Can
you arrange for my tickets?"

'Home leave?' she repeated, not sounding veryligest. He had
taken her by surprise.

‘Yes, home leave.' He grinned. 'Don't you thinlke$@ve some?’

'Yes, yes, of course.' She swallowed. Matt wasihga\He'd be gone
for a whole month. Not so long ago she would hagkoamed it, but
now the thought alone seemed unbearable.

'‘Don't you want me to go?' He was smiling and shedtrangely
confused looking at his face.



She pulled herself together, smiling back. 'Of sedrwant you to go.
| just hadn't given much thought as to what wedlwihile you're
gone.'

'I'm sure you and our colleagues will manage advhra
‘When are you going?' she asked.

'‘From the middle of September to the middle of ®etd He gave her
the details of his itinerary and left her to golb#x his own office.

Some diversion arrived when Baba Minyila came ® alffice one
day, accompanied by Connie, the clinic nurse. Hg evabusiness in
Accra and was staying with one of his many relativée wanted to
talk to Matt and offered his apologies for not mgvnotified him in
time of his arrival. Matt offered Connie the usdle guest room and
Jacqueline abandoned her work to take the gihedbuse.

Connie stayed for a week. It took her two days &b lger medical
supplies out of the harbour and she raged for dégswards. Matt
and Jacqueline having to listen again and aga@véoy single detail
of the ordeal. Although she had enjoyed Conniegylicompany as a
welcome distraction, Jacqueline let out a sighetief when finally
she left. Matt grimaced and raised his eyes heaaghw

‘Hallelujah!" he exclaimed.
'‘Oh, Matt!" Jacqueline couldn't help laughing. "Siméce, really.’
'‘Maybe so, but she drove me crazy with her chatter.

A week later David left for Kenya where he wouldviberking for the

next six or seven weeks. The last few weeks had bgange and
disorganised and Jacqueline felt as though she we&tggling

through the days, feeling off balance and distdhcte



There was an enormous amount of work to be dogetteverything
ready before Matt left, and often Jacqueline worletd. The more
work, the better. She wanted her mind occupiethseanuldn't have
time to think. At night she read herself to sle&mox full of paper-
back' books had arrived from home two days afterdmthday—a
present from her parents. They knew books , welteatsée property
in a country where so little entertainment was labée.

The day of Matt's departure arrived and Jacquelioge him to the
airport early in the morning. She watched the peaglile Matt stood
in line to check in his luggage. A strange assantroétravellers had
gathered in the lobby—Africans and Americans decedin the
most fantastic robes, dashikis, suits; Nigerian womwith
elaborately plaited hairdos; a group of Japanebéetas. Gold
glittered in ears and around necks while luggagedstpacked in
wicker baskets and boxes tied with string. Shedoelver be bored
looking at people.

Matt came back from the check-in counter. 'God,tvehaadhouse!'
he said irritably. They walked upstairs where mpeeple stood in
groups saying goodbye to the passengers.

Boarding time was announced and Matt grabbed hiy-om bag.
'‘Don't wait. We're bound to sit in the transit Igerfor a while.'

'‘Okay. Have a nice vacation, Matt." Mercifully, heyice sounded
normal and didn't betray her inner turmoil.

He gave her a hasty smile, patted her on the sbouldood luck,
Jackie. See you next month.' He strode througlyéite, passport in
hand. He didn't look at her again.

She watched him until he disappeared into the itrémenge. Then
she turned, swallowing at the constriction in hepat. Slowly she



walked to the balcony, paying her five pesewah&odirl guarding
the entrance.

The plane looked enormous. Jacqueline staredfat @& long time

while a strange melancholy slowly filled her. Shasvstill standing
there when the passengers began to board. Sheadd¥tzit walking

along with long, even strides, going up the staecalisappearing
into the aircraft. Desolation washed over her amddyes filled with

tears.

You're an idiot, she told herself. A crazy, stuigidt. She turned and
walked out of the airport with everything blurrettlacolours dancing
in front of her eyes.

She hadn't driven very far when she heard the pthoadering
through the sky. The tears came freely then.

Jacqueline couldn't face the empty house or theeofAt Danquah
Circle she turned left and drove to Lisa's house.

'‘Good morning, Godson,' she said to the stewaghasntered the
kitchen. 'Is Mrs Turner home?'

'‘She's in the living-room, madame.'

Lisa was sitting on the couch going through a stdckagazines. She
looked up when Jacqueline came in, pushing hesgsafarther on to
her nose. 'Hi. What are you doing here in the naidufl the week

during working hours? Did the chief fire you?'

‘No.'

Lisa pushed the magazines aside. 'There's a rectipee of these
blasted magazines—you know, the kind that doesqtiire fancy
ingredients like cheese or green peas. But 1 ad'it.' She looked
at Jacqueline quizzically. 'Have some coffee with okay?'



I'd love some.'

Lisa went to the kitchen to give Godson his indians. Coming
back, she sat down again and looked at Jacquelithearnshrewd
expression on her face.

‘Well, isn't today the day the chief goes homeaavé?'

‘Yes. | just came back from the airport. | didetlflike going to the
office. | thought I'd celebrate my much-longed-feredom with a
cup of coffee with you.' Her voice sounded thin dhdre was an
unmistakable lack of enthusiasm in her words.

‘Very sensible indeed.’

Godson entered the room with a tray and Lisa rodeet feet and
took it from him. Thanks, Godson.' She put the tvaythe table and
looked at Jacqueline. 'You take yours unadulteraight?’

'Yes, just black, please.' She took the cup Lisared her. 'It's quiet
here. Where's the baby?'

‘Grace took her for a walk in the stroller. Sheajs/does right after
breakfast, before it gets too hot.’

Lisa sat down again and took a careful sip of loffee while she
scrutinised Jacqueline.

'So what's the trouble?'
Jacqueline sighed. You couldn't fool Lisa.

'‘Considering all the given facts and evidence, @otilyou say |
should be glad Matt is out of my hair for a while?'

‘Maybe.'



‘What do you meammaybe?'

‘A while ago | should have said, yes, definitelppuyshould be
jumping for joy to have him out of the way for aeipBut now I'm
not so sure." She paused. 'And it is rather obvibas you're not
jumping for joy. In fact, | believe you've been iony.'

Jacqueline said nothing. She stared out the bigavus where clouds
of pink and orange bougainvillea blossoms hungantfof the glass.
How much had Lisa guessed about her changing teefor Matt ?

‘Jackie? Would you like to hear my diagnosis?'
She gave Lisa a half-smile. 'I'd like a second iopin

‘All right, here goes. You're suffering from a heawndition spelled
1-o0-v-e. Hard, if not impossible to cure.' Lisa &di 'I've seen it
coming for quite a while.'

A wave of misery washed over Jacqueline and she gavfriend a
bitter smile. 'Couldn't be worse, could it? Howpstlican you get?'

'Stupid hasn't got a thing to do with it. In fakcthink you're being
extremely smart about it.'

'‘Oh?

‘You're not being stupid, ignoring the symptomse-fanding you
dislike him when you don't, denying your true fagh. You've
admitted the facts to yourself and now you can déhl them.'

'How? Tell me that!'

'First things first. What about Diane ? She hasnmite back as far as |
know. Is she still in the picture?'



Jacqueline shook her head. 'No, that's all over.’
'So then he's a free man?'

‘Yes.'

‘Then what's the problem?' *

Jacqueline had always liked Lisa's direct approadier

straightforward manner, but now it bothered hesald analytical
approach somehow took away from her feelings. Aa iboking at it

critically, the situation could be reduced to agenmath problem: a
+ b=c. But love wasn't like that, At least not irltase.

‘Then what's the problem?'

'Oh, Lisa, | don't know. | wish | knew.' She best head and put her
face in her hands. 'l want him to love - me bacak, e doesn't. He
just doesn't.'

‘Jackie.' Lisa's voice was soft now. 'Jackie, I'dknow anything
about what happened between Matt and Diane. Buiewbait was, it
probably was painful. He was hurt. Give him sommetito
recuperate.’

Time. Jacqueline lifted her head and looked at.L'au think he
might... ?'

Lisa smiled and tipped her glasses farther on tonbse."NEVER
DESPAIR,she -said, quotingteo-tro slogan. 'Just give him a chance
to get himself together. If you really do love himlittle waiting
won't hurt.'



A little waiting won't hurtBut the weeks of his absence dragged b
The atmosphere at the office was strangely dulll @ building
seemed mysteriously empty. Everyone, it seemetthel lack of
Matt's presence, as if he were the one who indiatithe activity and
all the laughter. At first she tried to liven thsgip, but the staff
showed an unmistakable lack of interest and erdbosi and
Jacqueline eventually stopped trying.

She went to bed early, read for hours, more thareskr had before.
A couple of times she had dinner with Lisa and Jathat was the
extent of her social life. If only David were hesbge thought, but he
was still in Nairobi, living it up. Everyone was\hiag a good time,

but her.

As if to make things worse, everything went wroRgtience became
il and didn't come to work. The refrigerator gaye the ghost. The
freezer was full of fish, guinea-fowl and rabbagsd Jacqueline ran
around all Monday morning finding other freezingasp. Lisa

offered her freezer for part of the food and tret veent into David's

after she'd spent two hours chasing the keys tatis

After repeated calls, the electricians finally aed and dragged the
refrigerator away on the back of a small pick-upckr painted with
the colourful words:Akujitu's Refrigeration—Fastest Service i
Town.

When, after a week, she Still had no news fronfdls&est service in
town, she drove up to the workshop to investigate.

'‘We are searching for the part," Mr Azu told hesuaing her that half
his crew had roamed the city day and night lookorgt.

‘Can you show me the broken part? Can you taka&™ o

They presented her with the part.



'‘Now I'd like to take down all the specificatioristioe fridge. Model
number, serial number, that sort of thing.' Shaleéd on a chair and
wrote down the information she needed in her naikbo

Back in her office she composed a telegram to Nevk Yrequesting
them to buy the part and give it to Matt to briragk. Lucky for him it
wasn't a big piece.

Two weeks without a refrigerator. Well, she'd copeith worse
problems. She sighed, looking at the stack of mapeiher desk. She
was late starting with the financial report.

She struggled for two days trying to make it batgriut to no avail.
When she came home for lunch after an extremelgtriiting
morning, Kwesi announced that the iron had brokewrd and
Jacqueline felt like screaming.

'I'll deal with it later,' she said, hastily swallimg her lunch. Back in
the office she took the report and started overfdBy o'clock it still
didn't balance, but at least the difference wdk the same—two
cedis and fourteen pesewas.

She couldn't stand looking at another figure, sowgalked out of the
office in a fury. At home she grabbed the iron, demng what to do.
She recalled seeing a > little electrical workshgphe road, not very
far away. If she took the iron to The Fastest erwn Town, she
wouldn't see it again for weeks.

She parked the car in the mud yard in front oflittle wooden shack
that boasted a blue sign informing the customet ttina electrician
was'UK Trained: The little shack hung together more by luck tha
design. The floorboards creaked under her feehasntered. The
electrician sat on a stool behind a rickety talle started to work on
the iron immediately. Jacqueline sat down on arcirad nearly fell



over backwards. The chair hung loosely togetherthrdback was
attached rather casually with two rusty nails.

While the electrician with his round shiny face dmsl Donald Duck
T-shirt took apart her iron, Jacqueline surveyed ftace. The
wooden doors were painted light blue, the wallsegrehe shelves
pink. There was a general veneer of dust and deat everything and
on the shelves a few mysterious-looking parts \8pending their old
age. Some dusty light-bulbs were available too,mbost likely not

working.

‘A loose wire,' the man said. 'Very dangerous.ftBwhe put the iron
back together again and tested it on a contraptiinred and green
lights. He let her feel the warm surface and smileated.'

She thought of the sign outside.

‘You've been in England, right?'

He smiled. 'Yes.'

'‘How long were you there?'

"Two weeks.'

'"You took an electrician's coursetimo weeks!'
'‘Oh no. | was on a ship."'

‘A ship? Were you trained on a ship?'

'‘No. We took lumber to England and | was workinghe kitchen.
We spent two weeks in London before we came back.'

For a moment Jacqueline was speechless. 'You nmeangver took
a course in England?'



He grinned. 'No.'
'‘But it says'UK Trained" on the sign outside.'

A mischievous look came into his eyes and his ,giithened. 'Oh,
well, you know—Advertising!'

Jacqueline laughed out loud. It would make a waindlstory to tell
Matt when he came back. Matt. Always Matt. She wtisbhe could
stop thinking about him, but he was in the backeaf mind all the
time.

The financial report was long overdue now and seb& it home with
her that night to work on it. She sat at the bigirda room table
covered with papers and went through every singleaber once
more. It had to be some stupid little mistake, sohexe.

She found it on Matt's expense report.

The numbers blurred in front of her eyes. Oh, Msite thought in
desperation, can't you even leave me alone whemneyaway ? She
pushed the papers aside and put her head on hgradhcried.

David made it back to Ghana one week before Mastduee, bearing
gifts of Kenya coffee, cheese, and a piece of Malicloth. And a
great big bear-hug that left Jacqueline breathless.

'Oh, David, you shouldn't have!

'Oh yes, | should! The cloth is a bribe. | want youdix some of that
delectable cheese souffle and some real perkedecaffd then invite
me to dinner. Not tonight, of course.' He flasheat A charming
smile.



Jacqueline held out the cloth to look at the destge dazzling
colours. 'lt's gorgeous, David. Quite differentnfrthe market cloth
here, isn't it?'

‘There's an entire continent in between Ghana amy#&' he grinned,
a teasing look in his eyes.

She felt an infantile desire to stick out her tomgaut didn't. 'I'm quite
aware of that. | was just making an observatidme' 8lded the cloth
and put it down. 'Can | get you something to edi@ré& isn't much
because we haven't a fridge at the moment.’

'‘Nope, nothing. | came here to invite you to dinaed then I'll tell
you all about my trip. | shot three lions, was ¢jgatr by an elephant
and almost got swallowed by a hippo.'

Jacqueline laughed. "You forgot the snakes andb#imons.' She
shook her head. 'Sorry, David, but those fantastices work better
at home where you have a more gullible audience.’

‘Spoilsport!
'Is Kenya really as beautiful as they say?'

'It's gorgeous, fascinating, intriguing, and yesadtiful. Come on,
make yourself pretty and let's go.'

Matt's plane was late. Jacqueline was waitingtfoy arrive and she
couldn't remember ever having been so .. nervols.alrport was
crowded and noisy and had a general atmosphemnbaision. It was
hot, sticky and uncomfortable, even out on thedralavhere usually
it was quite breezy.



Finally the plane arrived and Jacqueline strainedeyes looking at
the passengers coming down the stairs and walkioghe terminal.

No Matt. Where was he? She waited until every tast of the

passengers had come through Customs. The airp@talvaost

deserted when she finally gave up. He wasn't thédradn't been on
the plane. Disappointment welled up inside hersmelwalked back
to her car, feeling miserable and let down. Themsnit another flight
from New York until next week.

Two nights later she woke up, hearing someonencgdind tapping
on the outside of her air-conditioner. 'Jackie! hte, Matt! Let me in,
please.’'

Hastily she groped for her robe. It wasn't themehk laundry? Never
mind. She ran to the door, her heart pounding agaer ribs.

‘Matt!" The moment she saw him, a wave of such ilmpgvashed
over her, she felt faint and dizzy.

'I'm sorry | had to wake you up, but | didn't haag key and Kwesi
Isn't home.' He moved past her into her sittingmoo

'It doesn't matter,' she said. And it didn't. Srentgd to go to him,
hold him, feel his body against hers. But he didtop. He walked
straight through the connecting door into the rmaom and dumped
his suitcases on the floor without giving her ameotiook. She
followed him in.

‘Matt, where are you coming from?"'
‘London, by Caledonian.’

‘London?’



'l had a meeting with some bank people about fgndime
programme. It came up at the last moment and thasa't time to let
you know. I'm sorry you came to the airport formog on Tuesday."

'It doesn't matter.'

He rubbed his neck. 'God, what a flight! | was sagmal to be here
hours ago, but just as we were landing the lightheairport went
out. We flew to Abidjan and waited for more thanherur until they

had the lights fixed.’

He looked exhausted.
‘Anything | can get you, Matt? Something to drink?'

‘No, thanks. | just want to go to bed.' He lookéder, not really
seeing her. 'How did things go here?'

'Fine. No great problems.’

‘Well, I'm going to shower and go to bed. We'lktedmorrow.' He
turned and stalked out of the room.

Jacqueline sat on the couch, not able to move adesbarcely looked
at her and she wished she could deny the feelihgiesperation
inside her. What had she expected ? Certainly npassionate
embrace.

She didn't know how long she'd been sitting thehemwthe door
opened and Matt came back into the living room,nmgaa cotton
dressing gown and thongs.

‘You're still here ? | thought you'd gone backé¢d.b

'I'm not sleepy.' Her heart pounded wildly whensheédown next to
her.



'I'm not either. The shower revived me and | gotsagond wind.' He
raked his hand through his hair and smiled. 'l g@nrg to get myself
a drink. Want one?'

‘There's nothing cold, but I'll have a sherry.’

'l guess | can stand a straight Scotch withoutBgethe way, | have
the part for the refrigerator.’

He brought the glasses and sat down again. 'Sgyesad tragedies
happened in my absence?'

'‘No, just little ones. Patience was sick for a wedhke fridge broke
down. The iron stopped working. And it took me thrédays to
balance the financial report.' She didn't add ithizd been his fault.

'‘Was that ail? Sure you didn't forget something®ladighed and she
couldn't bear looking in his eyes. Her blood waslbing in her ears.
With an unsteady hand she brought the glass tdigeeand drank

some of the sherry.

‘Are you all right? Jackie, you're shaking!" Hekdloe glass from her
and put it down. He lifted up her face. 'What's geped? Is
something wrong?'

'‘Nothing.' Her heart was pounding so hard, she suas he had to
hear it. She was overwhelmed with longing for hing arms, his
mouth. Emotions too strong to fight came welling fupm deep
inside her. She closed her eyes.

‘Matt ... kiss me ... kiss me.' It came out in @& lavhisper. All

self-control left her and she could no longer itdses feelings of need
for him. Her arms went around him, holding him. $fted her face
and his mouth came down on hers. He kissed her avishdden,
drunken passion that left nothing to the imagimatide wanted her
as much as she wanted him. Her mind was empty afgtt and



reasoning and all she felt were waves of love amgihg so acute
they were almost like physical pain. Through tha thaterial of her
nightgown she felt his body, hard and wanting. 8kbeg to him in

wild, uncontrollable desire, until suddenly, cryelhe pushed her
from him.

'‘What the hell do you think you're doing!

The world was spinning around her and his worddilkelice through
her mind. She could feel all colour draining froer fiace. Horrified
at her helpless passion, she stared at him. Hisvias hard, his eyes
dark and cold.

She was shaking under his stare and she felt stbksivame. Words
stuck in her throat. There was nothing she coufdsao to wipe out
the preceding minutes and she wanted to run, godigink into the
ground.

Matt stood up from the couch, towering over hehaflks for the
offer, but no, thanks." And with that he left tlo®m.



CHAPTER EIGHT

JACQUELINE lay in bed, not knowing how she got there. She w
trembling with humiliation and there was an achédan chest that
seemed to rip her apart. Tears were sliding dowrcieeks on to the
pillow. Oh, God, she thought, what did | do! Hownclaface him
again after this?

But there was no choice. She had to face him ayéarking in his
office, living in his house, there was no way t@iavhim.

It was three o'clock. She was jittery and nervong she couldn't
relax enough to go to sleep. His words kept conbagk to her,
haunting her'Thanks for the offer, but no, thanks!" Whatl he been
thinking? Nice girls don't throw themselves at mBnt nice had
nothing to do with it. She loved him and his atti@t was
overpowering. She had no resistance to it. | cduldrip myself, she
thought desperately. | couldn't help myself! Shes weying again,
hiding her face in the pillow.

At four o'clock the first chickens started cacklinglthough it
wouldn't be light for another two hours. Jacquehoddled under the
sheet, trying to block out the noise. A restlessndler finally took
over and she awoke from it exhausted. She draggmeselihout of bed
and looked in the bathroom mirror. There were esainder her eyes
and she looked ill. Would Matt be at the breakfable? Her face
looked back at her with nervous anticipation. Inwvaérily, her hands
clenched into fists.

You will go out there and wish him a good morniugd then you will
sit down across the table from him and eat youakfast and make
small talk. Keep your head high. Look him squanelghe face.

Keep her head high. But all she wanted to do wawlcander the
sheet and hide—never, never see him again.



She showered and dressed, taking special carentoutage her
washed-out appearance with make-up With her stoitnagin knots
and her legs trembling, she opened the commungatoor and
entered the main room.

Matt was not there. In the kitchen she found Kvissing eggs.
'Did you see Mr Simmons?' she asked.
'‘Mr Simmons?' Kwesi looked baffled. 'He is home?'

Of course, Kwesi didn't know Matt had come backm night. And
of course Matt wasn't going to get up at the norhwalr. Not after
coming back from London. A sigh of relief escaped. At least the
confrontation would be postponed until later.

Fit and fresh, with no sign of fatigue, he camalstg into her office
a few hours later. There was a faint whiff of aséave and her heart
lurched at the sight of him.

His face was expressionless. ‘Good morning.' Hisewwas cool and
calm. 'My in-box looks somewhat overwhelming. licelyou to give
me a hand with it and fill me in on some of theogties."'

'I'll be with you in a minute.'
This was business. Neutral ground. 'Shall | briogpe coffee?’
'Please.’

Jacqueline didn't know how she managed to keepctwposure,
how she looked at him and talked to him as if maghhad happened.
But somehow she succeeded.

The weeks passed by in a dull haze and she woréetidally, trying
not to think. It was as if she moved through theysddully



anaesthetised, not feeling anything. It was thg waly she managed
to cope at all.

At meal times they sat across the table from edlctrpsilently, or

making meaningless small talk. Matt didn't seemdtice her change
of behaviour, or maybe he wanted it that way, fOwey were like

polite strangers asking or wanting nothing fromheather. The

barrier between them seemed there to stay and dacgdelt dead

and empty inside.

But in unguarded moments she would find herselirgiaat him, at
his strong, tanned fingers signing letters, ahlis curling around his
ears, and a shaft of pain would shoot through3®ies.knew she didn't
hate him, could never hate him. But what on eaath ossessed her
that night he came back from London ? What had rhad¢hink, or
even hope, he would feel the same way about her?

Love. What had she expected? As a young girl sHedreamed of a
wine and moonlight romance. Roses and kisses dddhgdiands in
the dark. Her daydreams had been filled with imagfelsnights in
armour, handsome princes, Grecian demi-gods. lsaehad hoped
for a man who was a parther—a man who would loveahd respect
her for what she was, who would look beyond thetdn blue-eyed
exterior and see what lay beneath it, and value it.

| know what you areMatt had said those words when he had tak
her to dinner on her birthday. But what was it thmknew? He knew
her as a good worker—not as a woman. He hadn'asgitiing about
that. He wasn't interested in her as a woman. Ailidhe had kissed
her and held her with both tenderness and paskierhadn't been
indifferent, she knew. The more Jacqueline thoafbut it, the more
confused she became. What had she done wrong ?

The only thing she was sure of, the only thing thdh't change was
her love for him. She loved him with a desperasbe herself didn't



understand. He was the man she wanted, the mamasttied to share
her life with. His enthusiasm about his work, hacern for the

people he worked with never failed to amaze hes lif¢ had a sense
of purpose. He was out there struggling, fightimglping people. He
was a man of compassion.

But there was more to it than that. He was a mavany sense of the
word. He aroused in her feelings she had nevefdiettny other man.
His touch sent her senses clamouring for more awode nand
more --Her love felt like a deep ache inside hat sine closed her
eyes, switching her mind off forbidden thoughtse'8tave to learn
to live without it, without him.

Sensing something was wrong, David tried to talkéo They were
In his apartment, where he'd had a small dinngy pldow the guests
had gone and they were alone, drinking anothesglawine.

‘You're not fooling me, Jackie. | know somethingui®ng. It's as if
the life has gone out of you.'

'l can't talk about it," she said miserably, wighsihe hadn't had any
wine. It didn't do her any good in the state she ina

'I'm your friend, Jackie.'

'‘David, | ... I...." To her horror her voice wobthland her cool and
calm composure crumbled. Matt's face floated thindugy mind. She
saw his mop of dark hair, his crooked nose, higyclapsided smile.
His voice came to her from nowhere ... 'You're hié&au You're
beautiful in a very special way.' She could fesldrims again, his lips
on hers.

But they were not Matt's arms now. They were Davitlackie,
Jackie.' He held her against him, stroking her. hair



I'm not going to cry, she thought fiercely. | amtgoing to cry. Her
throat ached with the effort and her eyes burndterfa while she
relaxed, her head on David's shoulder, knowing sheuldn't be
there, not caring.

Finally she raised her head.
'I'm sorry, David, it's the wine. | can't take ittdbes things to me.’

'‘Don't apologise.' He brushed the hair from hee f@aed bent down to
kiss her. She did not resist. If only it were Mattg thought. If only it
were Matt holding her, kissing her, telling hewds all some terrible
nightmare and he loved her.

But it wasn't Matt kissing her. It was David. Dawtio had been nice
to her all along, who had been a friend to her, was kind and

understanding now. If only she loved him, everyghiould be so

simple. But she didn't love David—not the way a vaonshould love

a man.

She moved away from him. 'David, | have to go hoow.'
'‘Why don't you stay, Jackie?'

The temptation was there, fleetingly. Yes, why nolfere weren't
many men like David. He would be nice and gentkd slre liked him
and he liked her. But that had never been enouglit arasn't enough
now.

'l can't stay, David. It wouldn't be fair.'

'Oh, Jackie, you're the stubbornest woman I've éwnewn! He
smiled, shaking his head. 'Come on, I'll take yoma.'

* * %



Sitting beside David in the car, driving througle thark silent night,
she knew something had to happen soon. She colNegday in and
day out with this terrible emptiness inside her.

She asked David to let her out at the gate and isbed her
goodnight, kissing her lightly on the cheek. Aloskd the gates
behind her and she walked slowly up the path tofia¢r As she
entered her sitting room, the connecting door fgven and Matt
stood towering in the doorway, glaring. Suddenky #r was heavy
with tension.

‘Where the hell have you been?' The question dhough the
silence, hitting her like a physical blow. She ledkat Matt,
steadying herself.

'It's none of your business!'

‘Well, | suppose | can guess,' he said savagebkirig her up and
down, taking in her long dress, her dangling eggifiWining and
dining again! It's two o'clock on a Wednesday night

Jacqueline winced at the tone of his voice. 'Wejlpu'll excuse me,
I'll go to bed now.' She started for the bedroout,H& caught her by
the arm and yanked her to a standstill. Enrageel,psiied herself
away.

‘Let me go!’

They stared at each other in fury, the air betwteem electric with
tension, sparks flying.

‘There was a phone call for you less than an hgay &e said in a
low, controlled voice. 'At one o'clock, to be exdatent looking for
you, but you were not in your bed.’



Fear shot through her. A phone call in the middige night spelled
disaster. A call from the U.S.? Had something hapdeto her
parents, her grandmother?

'Who was it?' she asked anxiously.

'l don't know. He didn't tell me his name, andihkhhe was drunk.
One of your loony boy-friends, probably. By the @¢itncame back to
the phone, he'd had second thoughts and hung up.’

Relief washed over her. If it had been an inteamati phone call, he
would have known it.

‘Well, I'm sorry you were disturbed at that hosing said.

His eyes shot fire at her. 'That's not exactlygtublem. The problem
was the fact that you were not in your bed! Foit &hhew you could
be lying in a gutter somewhere, run over by somaiacal taxi

driver! Can't you imagine what | was thinking?'

No, she couldn't. There were a variety of othecgdashe could have
been besides bleeding to death in a gutter. Davedis for instance.

'I'm deeply touched by your concern, but now ke lio go to sleep.’

Without another word he turned on his heel andkedlout of the
room, slamming the door so it rang through the Bous

One Saturday afternoon in the middle of Novembegueline sat on
her verandah, trying to read. But the book coukizep her attention.
Her eyes kept moving to the colour in the gardea dougainvilleas,
the scarlet hibiscus, the frangipani. How she twaed this place!
And how much of the shine had gone off everythisge moved
through the days like a wind-up doll, trying notféel, or think, just



doing, the things that had to be done. Nothing seketm matter. But
at times like this, when she was alone with herselt working, not
having anything else to keep her occupied, the tounss came
haunting her.

Why did she love Matt? Why was it so hard to staggnd forget it ?
Love was supposed to give joy, make you deliriolsppy, but it
wasn't doing any such thing to n&WEET NOT ALWAYEor her,

love was bitter and a constant ache in her chtesad growing worse
every time she saw him, or heard his voice, or ghowbout him.
Would it ever go away ?

Kwesi's chickens cackled loudly and flew up on thge wall
separating the garden from the neighbour's. Framesdere came
the dull thudding of someone pounding fufu. Theegajueaked and a
car drove up-the drive. It was David, grinning wydeblond hair
shining. He looked outrageous in his embroideredplpushirt,
cut-off blue jeans and plastic thongs.

'Hi there, beautiful. Are you busy?'

She shook her head. 'No, please sit down. Wouldilgelsomething
cold to drink? Water? Iced tea? We haven't beea tblget beer
lately.'

'Iced tea sounds fine.'

Glad for the distraction, she jumped up and wethédkitchen to get
the pitcher and glasses.

'l have news for you,' David said when she cam&.BAand you're
the first to know.'

Tell me, tell me.'

'I'm being promoted and transferred to the Phihppi'



She stared at him with open moutirhe Philippines?’

‘Yep, leaving next month.'

'‘Oh, David!" A sinking feeling of dejection overwired her.
‘Aren't you happy for me?'

'Yes, oh yes! It's just... it's so far away. I'issiyou.’

"'l miss you too, Jackie.'

They stared at each other gravely. Jacqueline swatl painfully.

'‘David, what went wrong?' Her voice was very lovd &ie looked at
her for a long moment.

'‘Nothing went wrong, Jackie. It just didn't happenus.'

'l wish it had," she sighed.

‘Sodo I’

'l wish | loved you. I'd go to the Philippines wigbu and...

'‘And we'd live happily ever after ?' His eyes shaiith amusement.
She smiled and nodded. 'I'm silly, | know.'

'If you wanted to come, I'd let you.'

Surprised, she stared at him. "You would?'

David nodded. 'Yes, with one or two concessiongaur part. And it
would be the stupidest thing we ever did." Sudddmdy smiled
wickedly. 'But I'd enjoy it as long as it lasted—etweeks, three.’



'Oh, David!'

And they were laughing again.

Then the farewell parties began. Jacqueline waiseohio most of
them, and so was Matt. They went their separates i@yhe parties
and back as if they lived miles apart. She had Kégining dinner at
Lisa's house and she didn't know where Matt wasdipg the
evening.

One of David's friends owned a cottage at the baadhgave a party
there. It was a lavish affair with battery-operak@ahps lighting the

beach and lots of expensive French foods imported Togo. There
was music and singing and dancing all around. Sofriee people

had brought their swimming suits and went out i $krf to swim

and play.

Jacqueline had put on her bikini too and given ¢ha a hesitant
try-Out. She didn't like swimming at night; it wes dark and the
undercurrents were bad. She didn't like the p#riyas dangerous to
have people drinking and swimming at the same tespgecially at

night. She didn't know many of the guests and si®iwno mood to
acquaint herself with any of them. She hadn't beghe mood for

anything lately. She moved away from the peoplethrdights and

the laughter and sat down on a log near the whteas much too

dark to walk very far, and she was too tired, anywao tired even

to think. Numbness took over as she stared ataHes®a, hearing the
waves splashing loudly on the beach, the foamyhfodtthe waves

glowing strangely in the moonlight.

She sensed more than saw someone coming towardsdiemtil he
had come very close did she recognise the taltdigpwering darkly
over her.



‘Jacqueline?’

Matt! Her heart lurched in panic. There was nothimdpe afraid of,
she told herself. It was only Matt.

'Yes?'

He sat down beside her on the log. 'l want to taiou.’
‘This is a party and I'm trying to relax. I'm notarested.’
I'm not here to talk business, dammit!'

She didn't answer. Every nerve in her body tighdetself. Her heart
bounced around like a ping-pong ball gone crazy.

‘You haven't looked at me or talked to me for wééksaven't had a
chance to be alone with you without someone lurkingthe
background! Kwesi, or Patience, or somebody.'

'l don't want to be alone with you!" She didn'tagise her own voice
as she spoke, but there was fear and anger indrelsw

‘Well, | want to be alone witliou' He took her by the shoulders anc
yanked her against his chest. His arms went arbandnd before she
knew what was happening, he was kissing her hatdeomouth. She
could feel his bare skin against hers and a wavpaoic surged
through her. She couldn't let it happen, not agaiently she jerked
her face away.

'‘Don't touch me! Don't you ever touch me againt Bs arms were
still around her and he didn't let her go. Memomgsined over her
again and with it the deep humiliation of that rigthen he had
returned from London. Her senses left her and tivaienothing now
but the pain and the agony of that night and temgi hysteria his



touch invoked in her. She didn't want him to toungr. She didn't
want him to touch her!

'‘Let me go!" she screamed. 'Let me go!'" She stedggbainst the
steely strength of his arms, but his grip tightened

'Stop it Jackie! Stop it, stop it!" He had takem sieoulders and was
shaking her, shaking. Strange shudders were gbnogigh her and
she knew she was sobbing, but she couldn't stgeliefhe sea was
roaring in her ears and in one last desperate lsloh freed
herself—or did he let her go? Stumbling, she ramayafvtom him,
blindly groping her way through the dark, backhe tottage.

She opened doors, found a bedroom, threw hersel§saone of the
beds, sobbing hysterically. The next moment Davas wtanding
beside the bed looking down on her with a shock@dession on his
face. 'Jackie! For God's sake, what's happened?’

‘Nothing,' she said, turning her face away from.Hhothing. Please
leave me alone, David.'

*You come in here crying as if the world has comart end and you
tell me nothing has happened?’

There was a lamp on the table and he moved it ctoseok at her
better. 'What is this?' His fingers touched herusther, and she
looked down and saw the red marks Matt's grip leftd Under his
searching eyes, she felt strangely naked in hemibik

'It's nothing ... it's --'
'Did somebody try something, Jackie? Tell me!
'‘No, no! It's not what you think! It's not like that all! David --' There

was a knock on the door and Jacqueline jerked lheqsgght. 'Don't
let him in, David! Don't let him in!'



In one agile movement he was out of the room. Stechvoices,
loud and excited and then lower and lower. Shedtouhear a word
of what was being said. She lay back on the pillevery nerve and
muscle tensed. It seemed a long time before Dantkedack into the
room, alone, 'Well, are you ready for a shot ofskiz®"’

‘Yes, yes, please.'

He handed her a glass with some Scotch in it aadigiped it slowly,
not looking at him.

'‘Was that Matt at the door?'

There was a silence before he answered. 'Yessit wa
'It wasn't what you thought, David.'

‘No, | know.'

She wondered what they had been saying, but oldyiBawid wasn't
going to tell her. She didn't care. She didn't care

The whisky had calmed her down. She told Davidwas all right
and he left her to go back to the party. She tuoféthe light and
stared into the dark, seeing nothing but the tioyvgg point of the
mosquito coil David had lighted. A breeze toucheel ¢urtains and
the fragrance of the mosquito coil filled her nidstrOutside the
music continued, and the singing and the laughing.

I'll have to go. she thought. | can't take this engyre. I'll have to leave
and find another job or ask for a transfer. | clwetlike this and feel
myself grow cold and empty.

Later, David came back into the room and handethé&eclothes. 'It's
time to go. I'll take you home.'



She shook her head. 'No. | have one of the offaae here. | didn't
come with Matt.'

‘Tomorrow is Sunday. We can come back and pick.itBut you're
coming with me now.' He left her to get dressed.

It was a long drive home, but David never saidhglsi word.

David left the week before Christmas with the preento visit
Jacqueline's parents in the States. She wishezbsiiego too, if only
to be away from Accra and Matt. She didn't know lstv was going
to live through the next few weeks until she'd ha@ply from New
York to her request and could tell Matt about hansfer.

The harmattanhad arrived and the northern winds clouded the s
with a grey-yellow dust, obscuring the sun. Thetess unbearable
and her nose and throat ached with the dust. Tinesgthere was
depressing and did nothing for Jacqueline's sthtailod. The sun
was a dull golden ball barely visible through thesticlouds, and she
thought it symbolised her life—no shine, no glow,lave.

The Turners had planned a big Christmas dinney path Turkey
flown in from Kenya, and Jacqueline helped Lisa hwithe
preparations.

'l know it's none of my business,' Lisa said ay there busy in the
kitchen making the stuffing, 'but | can't help ©otg the change that's
come over you.'

'It's the harmattan,'she said lightly. "You know what it does ftc
people. It changes their personalities. They gaycta



'‘Baloney!" Lisa looked at her, frowning. '"You'vesiaveight. You're
unhappy, edgy, and closed like a clamshell. Whppéaed between
you and Matt?'

For a moment Jacqueline said nothing, staring dlypit the box of
dried thyme in her hands. Then something snapsdemer and the
words came spilling out.

'Oh, Lisa! Everything's all wrong. I've been sopstiuand... and I've
decided to leave. | can't take it any more. I'vetgayet out of here.'
So it was out. She'd told somebody, and why noisa was her
friend.

'You arewhat?'Lisa's hands dropped to the counter and she loatke:
Jacqueline with wide eyes.

'I'm going to resign.'
"Why?'

'l can't take being around Matt any more. He ..dbesn't want me.
It's been impossible these last two months. Wet dmt'along and
we're always fighting.' She could feel the tearlimgeup in her eyes,
slowly dripping down her cheeks. She didn't care.

'You love him, Jackie.'
' know. | know! But he doesn't want me!

'‘Come on, let's sit down.' Lisa put her arm arodadqueline's
shoulders and led her into the living-room. 'Now tee. What
happened?’

'He thinks I'm some sort of cheap girl out on treken'

'‘Why would he think that?'



'Well... oh, Lisa, I'm too embarrassed. It was dWwfu
‘Tell me anyway.'

And so she did. It all came tumbling out, one wondtop of another
and all the time she was talking she didn't lookisd, but stared out
the window at the bougainvillea blossoms agairsgthass. After she
was finished, Lisa didn't say anything for a loimget

Finally Lisa sighed. 'Maybe,' she said slowly, “gobetter tell Matt
you want to leave.'

Jacqueline looked unseeingly at her hands thatleyched in her
lap. There were visions of Matt's face floatingptigh her mind. She
bit her lip and nodded miserably. 'I'll tell himtexf | hear from New
York.'

Jacqueline's request for a transfer to Niger hatheen received with
great enthusiasm by the people in the head offmequeline's hands
shook as she read through the letter. 'We neednyGlnana. You're

doing an excellent job and we wouldn't want to lgpse.' She knew

all that, even though it was nice to see it in blaod white. But she
simply couldn't stay and she hoped they were takiag request

seriously. She read on and felt reassured. Siregtbgramme in

Niger had expanded considerably in the last ybargtwas a need to
add on to the staff, and Jacqueline with her Ghexpeerience and

knowledge of French certainly would fill the bill.

But please, the letter said, would she reconsiderdguest, since it
would be an added burden to Matt to train someemue n

| don't care, Jacqueline thought bitterly. Let tsuffer a little. Good
for him!



'We don't know what the problem is,' the letterddoded, 'but if there
Is anything we can do from this end, please |knosv.'

Well, there was nothing they could do about heblams here, but
they could use her in Niger and they would trankfarthere if she
didn't change her mind. It was all she needed twkrShe put the
letter back in its envelope and let out a deep sigklief.

Now she had to tell Matt. The thought alone maddded warm and
uncomfortable, but she had the rest of the aftertodhink about it.
Matt was spending the day at the goat project amaldn't be back
until seven or eight.

Jacqueline had an early dinner and afterwardsedeltérself in her
sitting-room with a book and a cup of coffee. Bl £ouldn't read.
She was jittery and nervous and every time a caetlthe comer her
heart skipped a beat.

As she sat there thinking, she suddenly realiséd avclarity she had
not before perceived, that this was the end. Gainbliger would

terminate it all, put out every spark of hope shghtnhave secretly
nursed. He'd be out of her life and she'd neverhgmeagain. Of

course, through the company grapevine she would ddsaut him,

know where he was, what he was doing.

She pictured herself in Niger. A new country, a n&fice, a new

boss. A new beginning. I'll be miserable, she tibudl cry my heart

out... for a while. Luckily, in a desert climateats dry fast, she told
herself in a half-hearted attempt at humour. Butasn't funny. The
loneliness she would feel would be hard to bearnbthing could be
worse than the intolerable situation she was cowiitigy now.

Well, she'd always wanted to see the desert, haditie ? Here was
her opportunity. Niger was mostly desert —lots aficc and camels
and Tuaregs. But no matter how she tried, Jacquebaldn't conjure



up any enthusiasm for her new experiences. Theahpp@ew and
exciting adventures had vanished. Without love,himgt really
mattered.

When finally Matt came home, she had almost peesdiderself to
wait until the next day to speak to him, but sheeWnt would only
make it harder. Well, at least she could give hiough time to have
something to eat. When finally she ventured inte thain
living-room, she found him sitting at the dinindpl@, papers spread
out in front of him. He seemed absorbed in his wamll apparently
was not aware of her presence.

Flurries of high-life music drifted through the opevindows,
mingling with the incessant chirping of the crickeHer heart
pounding wildly, she took a deep breath tryingabhrcherself.

‘Matt, I'd like to talk to you.'
He looked up from his papers impatiently. 'Yes, twkat?'
Irritation replaced her nervousness and she loak&im defiantly.

'I'm handing in my resignation. I've asked foransfer and they're
considering me for Niger.'

A dead silence followed her words. Disbelief andpsse raced
across his face. Then something else flickeredisnefzies. Anger?
Fear? She wasn't sure.

‘You'rewhat!"His voice exploded in the silence and she wintédea
violence of his tone.

'You heard me. | hope you're pleased. You nevetadame, and now
I'm leaving.'

'‘Oh no, you're not!



'‘Oh yes, | am!'

The air was electric with tension. They were again, facing each
other in fury and frustration. This time she hadrjtected it. It would
always be the same, she thought bitterly.

Matt straightened his back. 'May | ask you why?'
'‘Because of us.’
'‘Us?'

‘Yes, us. You and me. We don't get along. We domlerstand each
other. We're always fighting and it's getting on nerves. I've no
intention of becoming a neurotic because of yonyér grew hotter
and hotter inside her as she talked. Her legs wewk and shaky.
‘You don't need me! Surely you can find someoneefdace me.
Even | don't think I'm indispensable! But | do hawg pride!’

'l don't want you to leave.' He sounded strangalsn@and quiet.

Jacqueline took a deep breath. 'Give ome good reason .why |
should stay!" Her voice was high with anger andlbgs wouldn't
stop trembling.

For a moment it was very quiet. His eyes, dark ameadable, held
hers.

'‘Because | love you.'

The world was spinning around her. Oh no, he wdutitimthat! He
wouldn't lower himself to such dirty tactics, usihgr feelings to
manipulate her into staying! Dizziness took holdhefr and she
couldn't focus her eyes. She groped for the back dfair, steadied
herself and forced her eyes to his face.



'Oh, no, Matt,' she said in a low, level voice.,'@b. Don't try that on
me.'



CHAPTER NINE

SHE turned, ran out of the house, passed Ali, gottiméocar. It was as
though she were in a trance, not really knowingtveha was doing,
just moving her body, letting out the clutch, pushiin the
accelerator. She didn't know where she was goitiggh® knew was
that she had to get away from Matt and from theadtting reality
that lay behind his words—the reality that he hadked her deepest
feelings, that he was not the man she'd thoughtdse

Her hands tightened on the steering wheel. All &iedt about was
keeping her on the job. It would be a headachdiiorto break in

someone new.wouldn't want to lose you for the worldihe words

suddenly hammered through her brain. He had taldhae the night
of her birthday.l wouldn't want to lose you for the worl@ut she

wasn't stupid enough to fall for his ploy. He wasgoing to

manipulate her into doing what he wanted her tdogojsed.

It wasn't safe driving blinded by tears—she'd étimebody. She had
to go some place, talk to someone. Lisa. She ogailltb Lisa. She
prayed she would be home.

She was. And so was John.

Jacqueline sank down on the sofa, clenching hedshamo fists,
trying desperately to calm herself.

‘Jackie! What's happened?' There was a worriegntitgne to Lisa's
voice, but Jacqueline couldn't talk. Her throat Wasked and the
words wouldn't come. Lisa's face was a blur. Jalesged a glass in
her hand and she noticed she was shaking.

'Here, drink this," he said. 'Don't talk.'



Slowly she sipped the whisky and after a while fattethe calming
effects spread through her body. She realisedJibtat had left the
room and that she was alone with Lisa.

You want to talk about it?'

'l... 1 think so.’

'l don't need any preliminaries. You told him yousigning, right?"
‘Yes.'

'‘And he wasn't particularly enthusiastic aboutitiea?’

'‘No—' She swallowed. 'How did you guess?'

Lisa smiled. 'Just a hunch. Did he tell you why?'

Jacqueline nodded miserably, clenching her fistsljirig tears come
back into her eyes. 'He said ... he said that the'tdivant me to leave
because ... because he loves me.' She closeddserldg's using me,
Lisa. He knows how | feel about him. He must hagered it out and
now he's taking advantage of it --'

'‘Not so long ago he thought you were a cheap gitl a the
make—at least that's what you told me.’

Jacqueline buried her head in her hands. 'l dowivk Lisa. | don't
understand it any more. He acts so strangely somastil never know
what to make of him." The tears were trickling tigb her fingers.
Images of Matt's face floated through her mind—hand angry,
friendly and smiling.

At times he had laughed at her and purposely madenhd. He had
looked at her in contempt and on that horrible nigl©ctober he had
said the most cruel words of aWhat the hell do you think you're



doing! Thanks for the offer, but no, thank§he words still hurt,
would always hurt. No matter what might becomehef \ she would
never forget them.

But there had been other times, too. Times whehadeteased her
without malice, smiled at her, held her in his aand kissed her. He
had given her gold earrings, thanking her for beirg to him. He
had been honest and sincere, she was sure ofAthaif it had
changed that night he had come back from England/AWhy?

She raised her face and looked at Lisa. 'l dowtkirhisa. It's all such
a muddled-up mess. I've thought and thought aldpudut | can't
begin to comprehend it.'

‘Jackie, did it ever occur to you that Matt mighvé meant what he
said tonight?"

Jacqueline stared at Lisa, dumbfounded. 'No,’ aitkirs a whisper.

Lisa shook her head impatiently. 'See?' she said aitouch of
aggravation in her voice. 'See? That's what | m¥an!re lashing out
at each other. You don't believe for a moment lghtmnean what he
says. It didn't even occur to you! No, you autooaly assume the
opposite! You're wrapped up in some crazy pattérfighting and
hurting each other. Everything good between yobuised under a
pile of misunderstandings. You can't even seertith any more. It's
sick, Jackie! And you're a fool!'

For a moment Lisa's tirade left Jacqueline spesshle

‘Thanks,' she said drily. "Thanks for the comfortl ahe sympathy.
Just what | needed.’

'Oh, Jackie!" Lisa's voice had softened. 'l caatd by and watch the
two of you ruin your own and each other's livdendw you're proud
and stubborn, but it's not worth the price, belime'



'‘But, Lisa, why did he treat me that way? Why dedhumiliate me
like that? | mean, when he came back from LondoiHer voice

trailed away, remembering that awful night, the dgthat haunted
her.

‘Jackie, | don't know that. But there must havenb@eeason. Ask
him.'

'‘Askhim! How can you say that? How could | do that!

Lisa sighed and shifted her position, curling legslunderneath her.
'Listen to me, Jackie. In four years of marriage learned one thing:

understanding each other doesn't just happen. ‘doa to make it
happen. Keep talking, keep asking. Never assunmthiagy

'‘But I'm not married to Matt!'
‘But you love him. That's what counts.'
Jacqueline made no reply.

Behind the big glasses Lisa's eyes were seriouarclsag.
'‘Remember you told me Matt came up to you on theclyg He
wanted to talk to you then, but you wouldn't lahhiYou ran away.
Why? Can't you give the man a chance?'

Memory flashed through her mind—the feeling of ksn against
hers. His kiss. The terrifying thought that she migive in to him
and show him the power he still held over her.

'l couldn't. | just couldn't!

Lisa sighed, exasperated. "You're two of a kindu M@n't give each
other half a chance. But somebody has got to lhedksicious circle.
Now it's your turn.'



‘My turn? What do you mean?'

'l mean, if you want him, you'd better do somethloggore it's too
late. He's only human, too, Jackie. You wouldn/edaim a chance.
Now it's up to you. Go and talk to him. Say yosoery—anything.'

'Oh, Lisa, | couldn't do that!

‘Jackie!" Lisa took her by the shoulders and shueak 'Jackie! 'It's
your pride, or him!

Carefully and deliberately slowly she drove backQsu, past the
petrol station, the bakery, the kiosk. On the s$temners people
stood or sat talking. Most of the vendors had dumae and the food
stalls were all closed. It was late. Would Matt dnayone to bed
already ? If she was going to talk to him, she'dehta do it tonight.
By tomorrow her courage would have deserted her.

The light in the main living-room was off. Quieize walked into the
hall. There was a light on in Matt's room. Her legge shaking and
her hands were clammy. She brushed the hair aveay frer face,
feeling the stickiness of her skin and the dampoéser hair.

I'm a mess, she thought. | need a drink. She wark to the kitchen,
poured some of Matt's Scotch and took it back wehto the flat. |
can'tdo it. | can't do it, she thought in despenat

I'll make a pact, she thought suddenly. I'll takehawer, get myself
presentable, and then if the light is still on klow it's a sign that
things will be all right and I'll talk to him. lihe light's out I'll know
it's useless.

When she was a child she'd make deals like thimdred times over,
calling on fate to give her signs. For some reasamde her feel a
little more confident. Or was it the whisky ? Wetllp matter. She
undressed and got into the shower. The cool watéreo warm skin



refreshed her and made her feel better. She brusdretgeth, trying
to erase all traces of whisky. She put on a skid blouse and
combed her hair back into a pony tail. She grimaatdter reflection
in the mirror. Nice little schoolgirl.

Don't stand there. Get goingler courage almost deserted her the
and there. She tiptoed through the living room thtohall and closed
her eyes. Then slowly she opened them. The ligbtstith on.

Her heart pounded like a sledgehammer and feartooker throat.
What am | going to say? she thought in rising panic

Something will come to you.

She took a deep breath and knocked on the dooledetrembling.
'Who is it?'

'It's me, Jackie.’

There was silence for an infinitesimal moment.

‘All right. Come in.'

He was sitting at his desk in jeans and a whitdift;svorking. The
air-conditioner was humming and the room felt c&le closed the
door behind her and leaned against it.

'‘Well, what can | do for you?' His face was smoahd
expressionless.

'l wanted to apologise.’
'What for?' His voice was cool and distant.

'For what | said, for that stupid argument we Hasl évening.'



'‘Oh.' He waved his hand. 'Forget it.'
Her mouth was dry. 'l don't want to forget it.’
He shrugged. 'l don't know what you mean. Suit geliir

So he had his pride too. He wasn't giving an itichisa was right,
she'd hurt him and now he had withdrawn behind teatble,
unapproachable mask. Help from Rim was not forthngnDespair
overwhelmed her and she bit her lip.

‘Matt, I'm sorry we're always fighting.'

‘You'll be leaving soon and it'll be all over.' Hiein't look at her, but
his eyes were fixed on some point on his desk.

'l don't want to leave. Matt!" She felt as though were jumping off a
cliff, down, down, down. She squeezed her eyes, sipgned them
again.

Matt's face was a mask of indifference. That waerdctly the
impression | had.'

It was as if she were gripped by a whirlwind, ueaiblresist its force.
She struggled to keep her thoughts clear, but suklc't think. She
couldn't think! Lisa's words hammered through hrairb'Someone's
got to break that vicious circle. Now it's your ritirAnd then the
words came flying out and she had no control dvent

'l don't want to fight you any more, Matt! It huttso much. | was
going away not because | hated you, but becaubecause...." She
bit her lip to stop it from trembling and she tastealty tears.
Somewhere in her rational mind she knew she waaklig down
that carefully built up wall of her defences, biescouldn't stop
herself now. 'l couldn't take it any more, Mattinking you were
playing with me, treating me like some cheap litttegood --' She



covered her face with her hands. Oh God, she thpwgiat am |
doing ? He'll laugh his heart out.

‘You didn't believe me.' His voice was very low aft raised her
head, surprised to hear the sudden change ines ke looked at
her bleakly.

"You wouldn't talk to me and | didn't know how tetghrough to you,
Jackie. It was all there was left to say, and yo'tbelieve me.'

She averted her gaze, not wanting to see thermbisieyes. '‘No.'
‘Why not?'

... | wasn't expecting it. | thought you were...

‘Saying it to keep you on the job?"

'Yes.'

‘Jackie, | don't play with love. I've had all thedlitache I'll need for a
lifetime." There was bitterness in his voice anddwdked at her with
dark, sad eyes.

Diane. Always Diane.

'Did you love her very much?' She had to ask thestjon. She had to
know.

The corners of his mouth pulled down. '‘Diane ?Iade Diane? No,
| don't believe love is the right word. Obsessicaybe. Fascination,
folly, insanity --I confused it with the real thingknow that now.' He
raked his fingers through his hair. He looked tiaed weary.

Jacqueline swallowed painfully. ‘Matt, why were ygmupset when
she sent you that letter? Why weren't you gladaieehit finished and



over with?' Her voice was soft and barely audibfaguely she
wondered if she had any right to ask these question

'‘Oh, Jackie, try to understand. That whole affaaswo absurd and sc
unreal. I'd never failed anything before, neverllyebbused up
something important, except this impossible retetiop. My pride
was hurt, shattered. | never in my life felt saligthumiliated. So |
went out and got sloshed.’

"You weren't sloshed.'
He waved his hand. 'Well, whatever.'
Jacqueline said nothing.

‘There is something I'd like to know," Matt saiteafa while. "That
night | came back from London—why did you do that?'

'‘Why?' Her face grew hot with embarrassment. 'hdiglan it, if
that's what you mean.. It just... it just happeriae never in my
life --' Her voice trailed away and she dared onoklat him.

*You scared the hell out of me.’
'l scaredyou? How? Why?' She stared at him, not comprehgndi

'l was scared of my emotions, what | was feelingyfmu. When you
touched me ... well, you must have noticed it dith@dve me exactly
cold.’

Jacqueline looked away. 'Was that so terrible?'

'Oh, Jackie, don't you see ? | didn't trust myifggsl. | didn't trust you.
| was raw with hurt and anger. Diane had dumpemniesomehow |
had to get myself together again. | didn't wantféel anything,
experience emotions | wasn't ready to deal withragend then there



were you with nothing on but a flimsy nightgownayihg games
with me.’

'l wasn't playing games!'

He looked deep into her eyes and she felt herselingp under his
stare.

'I'm sorry | misunderstood your intentions," hedsslowly. 'l guess
that makes us even now.' He walked over to the ovindnd stared
Into the darkness outside, hands thrust into laisggockets.

Jacqueline felt deadly tired. Her legs were heand/she sat down on
a carved stool, hands in her lap. This conversatias getting them
nowhere, it seemed. But at least they were talkiagpad of fighting.

Her eyes were fixed on the broad expanse of hik laac she

wondered what was going through his mind. Everghivas so

complicated.

You know, Jackie, when you came here, | didn'ttwan—for both

personal and business reasons. But | was provedgwosa many
counts.' He turned to face her. 'You are everytlidmgne was not.
You have a heart and a head.' He paused, lookingratarkly. "You

are good at your work and | can count on you. ftstbappreciating
you on a professional level, but | was attractegbiotoo. But | didn't
give my feelings much thought until that time wereven Tamale. |

was suddenly overwhelmed by the thought that | ighin love

with you and | backed off—fast. | wasn't readylfmre. | didn't want

to get involved again so soon, and so | made s@darbstakes.' He
sighed heavily. 'l don't know if any of this malsense to you.'

‘1 think so.' It was clear to her now why he halbddwed the way he
had. Why he had withdrawn from her so suddenly wined kissed
her in Tamale. Why he hadn't kissed her at alk &ited taken her to
dinner on her birthday.



Matt was still standing near the window, lookinghat broodingly.
'‘And then there was David.'

‘David?'

'l could never figure out what went on betweentth@of you. | didn't
think it was love; the pieces didn't fit.'

Jacqueline's throat thickened with helplessneds,. Matt! Why is
everything so complicated ? | didn't want it to Belvid and | --'

'He told me about it the night of the beach party.’

'‘What did he say?'

'He said you were friends. Period. Because youadhnthat way.'
She nodded.

‘Jackie, we haven't been able to understand ebhehwatry well, have
we? And if you're staying, maybe we should stadrand try again.
Make it simple and uncomplicated.’

She swallowed at the constriction in her throa¢s'Y

'‘Come here, Jackie.' Matt held out his hands aadwv&mt to him in a
blind daze and put her hands in his.

'Look at me.'

It was very silent as their eyes met, each seagdbirtruth in the face
of the other.

'l love you, Jackie.' He spoke the words slowly datiberately.

'l love you. Matt.'



For one agonising moment nothing happened. Then aliss
gathered her up against him and the wild warmtlowd flooded her
being. Her face was pressed against his chestendas barely able
to breathe.

'Oh God,' he groaned, his face in her hair. 'Widyvek do this to each
other?' Then in an almost violent gesture he liftpdher face and
kissed her. There was paestraint in his kiss and she trembled in h
arms, overwhelmed by the emotions sweeping throveghHis hands
slid under her shirt, stroking her bare back. Tesis nothing in her
mind now but the sweet ecstasy of his touch—no &;ard thoughts.
All self-control left her, but it didn't matter nowt didn't matter. She
kissed him back hungrily, losing herself in the eswf love washing
over her.

He released her slowly; taking her face in his lsaritn sorry," he
said hoarsely. 'I'm sorry | hurt you that nightdnee back from
London. | didn't understand.’

‘Matt, oh. Matt --' Her voice broke and tears wetlig in her eyes, ft
was all too much.

'‘Don't cry, don't cry.' He held her tightly agaihss chest, stroking
her hair.

'‘Oh Matt, you don't know how | feel!" There werewords for the
relief she felt and the joy that filled her.

'l do, | do." He lifted her face and smiled dowtoiher eyes. 'Relief.
Pure, unadulterated relief.' He took her hand arkdg her towards
the bed. 'Kissing is easier lying down." Gentlypushed her down,
putting his face against her breast. She couldhisghunger and his
need for her and she closed her eyes, moving meishelowly down
his back.

'Hold me, Jackie. Hold me.'



She had never experienced the feelings now rushioggh her. The
ecstasy was almost terrifying in its intensity, vieg her weak and
trembling.

After a while Matt slowly raised his head and hys®looked darkly
into hers.

'l have to warn you,' he said in a low voice. "Yobétter marry me.
You'd better not tell me you don't believe in mage!'

Jacqueline laughed softly. 'I'm old-fashioned whercomes to
marriage. | like the real thing—commitment, strirg@$ached and
everything.'

'‘Good. That's exactly what | wanted to hear.'

She pulled his face towards her, kissed him drulyke&he felt his
hands on her breasts, caressing her tenderly.

*You're warm and soft and beautiful,’ he whispered.

‘Matt, oh. Matt!" She had no more words, only teedahfor him to go
on touching her, kissing her.

'l love you,' he said hoarsely. 'l love you so venych.'

Everything around them suddenly went dark. Witlasthhmatic gasp
the air-conditioner shuddered to a stop. For af@nutes they lay
silently in each other's arms, but the electridiyn't come back on.

'I'd better get some candles,' Jacqueline whisparbfthtt's ear.

'No.' His arms tightened around her. 'Later, later.



