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He would hardly speak to her!

The sudden, unexpected assignment to go on a goeatrsafari in
Tanganyika was the chance and challenge of aniéefor Brenda
Somers.

But an even greater challenge was her task of oomg the
unconventional, independent Keith Derrington talldee expedition.
Frankly, Brenda was terrified because she had beeecessarily
rude to Keith Derrington the first time they metwWhe looked right
through her.



CHAPTERI

FoGGYy and chill with frost at its finger-tips, the Novesar twilight
touched the great windows of the Airways Termisahding its icy
breath through the busy swing doorways that potodd an endless
stream of travellers and officials. But in the walmightly-lighted
interior, it seemed to Brenda, the threat of wiritad already been
left behind. A winter which would trouble her ndtall. This time
tomorrow she would have arrived at Nairobi! It dicseem real. She
drew in a long, quivering breath.

Here she was waiting to be whisked through thetskfrica ... that

amazing journey with the unknown, the exotic, thenaginable at
the other end of it! Ever since the staggering manaegfortnight ago
when Professor Nairn had called her into his offactell her she had
been chosen by the Royal Research Institute tacegMiss Brookes
who had fallen ill while doing a tour of duty aktlnstitute's Kenya
headquarters, she had lived in a daze; endurirgiations, packing
summery garments, saying farewells ...

There had been difficulty with the family at firélye thousand miles
can still shock the heart as an unbridgeable gudpace, even if giant
jets do play their fabulous tricks with time. But the whole, Brenda
could congratulate herself, her parents had bessorable. She was
to be away six months, and they had been suitatpyassed by the
promotion the assignment implied. To be raised ftbenoffice rank
and file at the Institute and appointed personaretary to the
brilliant Dr. Drayton had seemed to them an honndeed, though
they wished Brenda's initiation did not includeexpedition into the
wilds of Tanzania, where Dr. Drayton planned toestigate the
agricultural possibilities of jungle soil.

Modestly Brenda had pointed out that she was tlhveab person to
send to Drayton in this crisis. She had, underdBsey's' watchful
eye, been doing occasional typing for him throughar four years



at the Institute; she knew all his fussy little wayf poor old

Brooksey, his long-established assistant, had desed herself to be
the possessor of a heart that wouldn't stand thetperiodic work in
tropical climates, she was the only possible attive.

But her parents, brushing these arguments asie@imed convinced
it was because of her outstanding merit that skeblean chosen for
the promotion and they were openly proud of heiarfdly in her
excited anticipation of the adventures ahead, theay pored over
large-scale maps with her to find on the expansanfeless bush the
dot that was the Institute's Kenya settlement: Mabg, five hundred
miles north of Nairobi, whole worlds away from themfortable
London suburb which bounded their horizon. They leeh brave to
let her go.

All the same, Brenda thought now as she walkedessty up and
down, too excited to sit still, it was just as welle had persuaded
them not to come to the Terminal this afternooreséhlast moments
of hanging about waiting for the airport bus miglail have strained
their resolute cheerfulness to breaking point. Fedfisudden young
homesickness swelled in her throat and were stembyessed.
Pacing that ante-room to destiny she held her hagd a tall, slim,
chestnut-haired girl with courage in her warm geggs, character in
the blunt, determined chin. A little anxiously sketched the
swinging doors. Time was running on.

Nairn had phoned last night to say he would baaflerminal to see
her off. It was the threat of his official presenicat had clinched her
arguments against family farewells ... and for 8fa was grateful to
him. Drayton, it appeared, had cabled some last#aimstructions

which must be conveyed to her. But if Nairn didnitry himself she

would be away without them.

Turning in her stride she found herself lookingt, foo the first time,
into a pair of disconcertingly direct eyes. Inskaste forgot Nairn,



aware now only of the vague sense of disturbanaehngierced her
preoccupation. This man who stared, not boldly feernsively, but
with a curiously cold and somehow impersonal cotredéion, was,
she had already gathered, to travel on the same pls herself. She
had noticed him a few moments earlier when thegraggs's for East
Africa had presented themselves to be weighed. MHdded
business executives mostly, huddled in winter gceats,
pouch-eyed and wan with cold—not a female in theenollection.
So that she was to be the only woman aboard. Mumddn't have
liked that. Once more, it was as well her mothel that come.

And this man with the cool hard gaze—not middleeagaor
huddled: standing by the weighing scales Brenda baén
uncomfortably conscious of his scrutiny, which vedly of her. A
chance fellow-traveller who couldn't matter to loexe way or the
other. Men did stare sometimes, she was quite tosgdthe warm
quick glances of homage in passing which the teldotany girl's
youth— and desirability. But this man was differetiiere was
something not quite human about those fixed gojalgnis ... like the
eyes of a lion, she thought now, with an inwardiwe of amusement
for the melodramatic exaggeration. Possibly he veamply
short-sighted or absently staring, not thinkingwheer at all.

With an odd nervous flutter of her pulses she weddiim walk to the
bookstall at the farther end of the hall. Tall,dedimbed, hatless like
herself; in this place of muffled-up humanity haseessly worn thin
dust-coat flung defiance at a climate quite cleadyhis own. He was
burned dark with sun; the fair hair, the lined avehthered skin, the
gueer agate-centred eyes all of the same gold t@ssi Once more
she thought irresistibly of lions ... and turneditml Professor Nairn
at her elbow.

His suburban train had been held up. He had haditioten minutes
in the icy fog before finding a taxi.



'‘What a day!" he grumbled, quite clearly blamingeita for the
inclement weather and the fact that he had to behau

There was so much to say to her, so little timeitetvhich to say it.
Bustling her over to a convenient couch, he draggddes from his
pocket. Drayton was in difficulties—and being vdiibbout it.

‘You're not to entrain for Mahamba when you getNu@robi, as
originally planned,’ Nairn puffed. 'Entrain' indeems though she
were a regiment of soldiers. Why could he say synsple wasn't to
take the train? But scientists were like that.

'‘Drayton wants you to wait at a Nairobi hotel— Iyat the name of it
here somewhere.' He shuffled his papers aboull faleet you there.
It may take him a day or two to get there; he carsh things. He's
bringing a wounded man to hospital. Simson, thddmiit seems he's
had a bit of a set-to with a rhino.’

Brenda made a small shocked sound and turnedeagpiéte. Simson
was the big-game hunter who had been engaged tucbBrayton

and his party on safari into the depths of the &arbush country,
where Drayton was to collect, examine and classdfyiples of soll

and plant life. They would travel by car, or ontfadere no car track
existed, camping by the way, with a retinue of édin bearers to look
after them. Perhaps it was the thought of this raobéd and

improbable picnic which had proved the last strawthite middle-

aged Miss Brookes' failing heart. The expeditiod a&ready been
delayed by her collapse; now Simson, whose funatiag to protect
the party from the attentions of all the wild bsaBrenda hadn't
really yet had the courage to think about, had &ifiseen laid low

by a charging rhino.

'Please don't get the impression that such acadeatinevitable, or
frequent,’ Nairn hurried on, avoiding her startigahce. 'lIt's simply a
matter of unlucky, or unskilful, shooting. Sort thiing that would



never happen if you had a man like Derrington al@rgyton wants
you to contact him the moment you arrive.'

‘But we wrote to him in the autumn, before Dr. Domyleft England,’
Brenda recalled. 'He turned the job down flat; $edhever touched
Government contracts.’

'l know, | know!" Nairn threw in testily. 'I've gtthe correspondence
here for you to take out with you. The fact thatrideyton refused our

offer some weeks ago doesn't necessarily meamhejpen now to a

little persuasion, especially if it is made to lpersonally. Find him.

Talk him into it.

'It isn't going to be easy to find him. We only heaghost-office box
number as his address.’

‘Well, go to the post office, to the editor of sofoeal newspaper;
anyone you can think of who would be likely to hggu locate him.

Use initiative, if you've got such a thing! This tise sort of job

Drayton wants you for, not merely hours of mechalnigping.' The

impatient look he shot at her reminded her uncotalidy that he was
the one member of the Research Institute appoirtsr@mmittee

who had suggested that she was too young for thezahea

assignment. She coloured defensively as he rumiredsaying a
little more kindly that in all probability she'dil Derrington without
much trouble. 'After all, he's not the type whodsdhis light under a
bushel. The whole population of Kenya | expect kappnterested
eye on his whereabouts.'

The legendary Keith Derrington! Thrusting the cependence file
into her over-night bag, Brenda found herself reifmemnmg vividly

the dusty September afternoon when she had typetth@precis of
his record—collected by Brooksey from newspapesfilSon of a
coffee-planting pioneer, born and bred in the witifsa Kenya
scarcely yet developed, he had wandered as a\wlihdthe blood-



drinking Masai warriors, and at the age of thirteéne in the bush
had killed his first lion with what had apocryplyallecome a rabbit
gun! This feat had fixed his star; the Africans slopped him, a
ipan-child beloved of the gods, touched with thev@o of the

supernatural. His wanderings became more spectatusafearless
hunting a myth. When, some years later, he had be@ived in a

tribal quarrel which threatened to spread to ugheshsions, and
succeeded in reconciling the two hostile chieftaims name hit the
London headlines. He became the rage with thedaabie few who
had the wealth and the time to indulge in big-gaomaing ... the king
of guides, a man who gave .orders and never toeknthrlitles

kow-towed to him, royalty followed meekly in his keathrough the
trackless places his superb bush-cratft laid opgdrad been a blow to
Drayton that this paragon among hunters had ined &nd strongly

inked scrawl refused to lead the research expa&ditio

'l am," he had written, ‘'allergic to anything thathacks of a
Government appointment and cannot undertake te@ewn in the
most temporary capacity as a Civil Servant, bemgdture neither
particularly civi—nor a servant!" The Institute chdittered at
Drayton's rebuff, and Brenda filing away the inkgcthration of
independence had felt a thrill of sympathy. Thistanger with
mutiny in his blood; in a world of ever-increasinggimentation
some instinct within her had warmed to him. Idle dtad pictured
him, a colourful ghost from the pages of a boyidlemture tale; a
man, hardly to be considered young—for the laterspaper cuttings
had placed him in the middle thirties. But unquexiatd youth, she
had decided, would look out of his fearless gazé&imged buckskins
she had dressed him, hung bandoliers stuffed vattridges about
his massive chest, placed a cowboy hat upon rgtkfi grizzled

head ... and promptly forgotten him; a momentananpasy of

heroism to light a dreary office day. And now hshe was, not only
being ordered to bring him to life, clothe him iledh instead of
shadows, but tone him down into the bargain, tgtima dimensions
of scientific research.



'l do my best,' she murmured doubtfully and ldetire voice over
the loudspeaker order passengers for Athens andiN&b take their
places in the airport bus awaiting them.

Hurrying out into the forecourt she listened in azel to the
professor's mumbled good wishes for the trip:-iHeredible journey
had begun. She was on her way to Africa and fofiteetime in her
life she would fly! Already it was as though thengs of her spirit
lifted her far above the greasy London streets aherfortunate
workers scurried through the fog to their dull offs or shops. Elation
sparkled in her grey eyes, glowed in her pink ceeglancing round
the bus she marvelled at the boredom of her coropasrithe
business executives slumped in their seats likeawoy stuffed owls,
the lion- coloured man, almost invisible at thislityt hour in his
neutral-coloured dust-coat, his head buried inakbblaving located
him, Brenda lost interest in him, turning to thendow at her side.
Rubbing a section of its glass clear of frosty wamEhe peered with a
sense of unreality at small shops, many of themglesing for the
day. They had reached some vague and shabby snbwbwhere
housewives hurried over last-minute shopping, ceildran home
from school and a policeman on point duty signatleslairport bus
on itsway.

It was impossible to imagine that these humbleslmeuld continue
to function while the bus raced towards unlimiteatizons. The
children would spend the evening doing their homé&wdhe
policeman would go home to his tea, while she, BagBomers, took
off into the night sky on the first lap of her fileousand-mile
journey. It was as though everything familiar haddenly come to
an end, and she was about to step off the worlcksbes into utter
nothingness. 'To say goodbye is to die a little¢lares the French
proverb. But to say goodbye not only to one's figeand family, but
to one's country, to every known and customaryrizard, is to die a
great deal. She was the ghost of Brenda Somessisliishe who was
unreal, not these streets, these hurrying shabinkaday folk!



A little wildly she glanced round the bus, asthotmheassure herself
her fellow-ghosts still existed. When she turnethemwindow again
she saw that they were approaching the airport asdhey raced
through the underpass, her mood swung with an alwiosent
precipitation, so that everything suddenly becaoweiged to reality
again, so clear, so sharp, so wonderful; it was sise had stepped
not into nothingness after all but into a fresh ioiThere was a
shining newness about the big reception hall iniciv they filed,
even the woodwork and paint smelled a little rawd the carpets and
deep lounge chairs still retained the acrid odduumiture set out
for sale in a department store. The air-hostess eanoe forward to
guide her through the mazes of customs, exchangeafities and
medical clearance might have been a doll out of#me department
store, so trim and golden-haired and pink-cheelexvgas in her
smart uniform,

After that, Brenda went from one state of privatéoxication to
another. There was her first glimpse of the gridagrsairliner shining
on the tarmac, the moment when with engines roaheg turned
into the wind for the take-off, the sudden uncasmpothness when
the runway slid away from them and she could seadbfs of the
lighted airport buildings revolving slowly like anmmense
turntable:* leaning close to the strip of window hedr side She
watched the panorama of ever-changing sky. They diadbed
almost at once above the fog into an unbelievalelgreevening. The
close- packed floor of cumulus beneath them loaaesblid that you
felt you could get out and walk on it.

And there was no sensation of speed for all theyt there travelling

at something like three hundred miles an houi®,0glhmo sensation
of motion. This discovery surprised Brenda so mileth she longed
to share it with somebody. The twinge of homesiskreturned. She
felt suddenly very young and very much alone, absethat vista of

bland impersonal sky.



Turning from the window she saw that the lion- cotxl man had
taken possession of the seat the other side @iiskeefrom where she
sat. She had in her excitement forgotten aboutdmchrediscovered
him now with that odd stirring of her pulses, fbetcool agate eyes
were still watching her. Uncomfortably she felt loelour mount,
and, as though her hélirtive glance was a signal for which he ha
been waiting, he stood up and crossed the litédeeaspetween them.

He said, in the casual toile an acquaintance niighé used, 'You've
been so engrossed with the scenery! I've been vioigdié | might
borrow your newspaper for a few moments?'

Brenda picked up the flimsy picture daily at whinhthe airport bus
she had already glanced, finding nothing to holddt&ention; there
had been a Cabinet meeting, a dock strike, and Bksanley,
London's loveliest and most publicized actress,Hatlan ovation at
the closing performance of her latest successitite before. Little
enough in the way of news; she said so with theiguaness of
apology in her tone. He was very welcome to the spaper, she
assured him.

Taking it from her hand without the murmur of thartke moment
seemed to demand, he stood in a strange, abstrpgetdess looking
down at Elsa Darnley's pictured face; it filled #rire front page and
it was a very beautiful face, but Brenda had tredirig he was not
really thinking about it. She wished he would mawveay. There was
something overpowering in his nearness, the butktha height of

him filling the narrow confines of the little aisl®nce more that odd
tingling at her nerves! Turning away from him shekpd up a

magazine. A gesture of dismissal—but he was notidsed!

He said, 'l ought to have bought this paper— cmiEarnley edition!
But | didn't spot it on the Terminal bookstall. &stoo busy laying in
a stock of heavier literature—heavy in every sesfdbe word.' The
ghost of a smile touched the thin, well- cut lig$e kind that takes



ages to wade through in our dark evenings, and saméandy
afterwards for throwing at bats. Things like stoatalogues and the
Encyclopaedia Britannica¥ou know our East African bats?"'

So he was bound for East Africa, not getting ofAttens; Brenda
found herself seizing on this completely unimpotrtgmece of
information with unaccountable interest, while sinswered that she
was entirely unacquainted with East African batsl &oped she
might remain so, bats being one of her pe.t avessio

'It is my first trip to Nairobi,' she ended, anatght that in honesty
she might have added that it was her first tripvdmre, but he
seemed to have lost interest in her again and nees more absorbed
by Elsa Darnley's face. This time his silence hste long that it

became embarrassing. Brenda flicked through theepag her

magazine, looked out of the window, coughed aelitfldgeted a

little—and still he stood there.

‘Miss Darnley is extraordinarily beautiful, isrtte®' she found herself
bursting forth at last with an edge of impatiencédr tone that made
it sound as though Miss Darnley's beauty were Hictadn of some
kind.

'Yes, she's a lovely creature—if you care for tbiéi regular type. |

was at her show last night and found it all a bystifying. A lousy

play that ran twelve months, and came to an enk thi# audience,
mostly women, standing on the seats of the auditoacreaming for
more.'

‘It wasn't a good play," Brenda agreed, recallieg Wisit to the
Darnley triumph one summer evening, now lost inrhsts of her
receding past, so that it seemed to be somethatghtid happened
aeons ago. She had gone with her parents, fortteday treat, and
they had had supper afterwards in a large and shpepular
restaurant which, in spite of its air of grandéhad smelled of fried



fish and chipsBlack Orchidsthe play was called, and it had dealt i
three unevenly written acts with the emotions divarcee who lived
in the exotic atmosphere of Miami's luxury hotatsl deaches. Elsa
Darnley was the divorcee, of course, and she waipisitely
revealing garments in the beach scenes and stite nre@quisite
negligees and dinner gowns in her hotel, whileghmen, including
her ex- husband, got themselves all worked up at@utuntil in the
third act the field was thinned out by alittle shog, the ex-husband
dying in Elsa's arms. Brenda had wept over thatvdiich seemed
quite incredible to her now, so that she said dabety, 'But even if it
was a rather sloppy play, Miss Darnley handledupesbly. Her
acting is really amazing!'

'It always was," the lion-coloured man murmureditmself rather
peculiarly, and without another word returned ® ¢ivn seat.

Brenda opened her magazine and read through ae shtrt story
without taking in one word of its meaning. The be&bar of the man
the other side of the aisle was far more extraargithan anything
the most ingenious of magazine stories could supigtg paper he
had so eagerly borrowed lay on the small tablerledion, unopened.
For moments at a time he would appear to be stgdyaat luscious
front page, then he would slump forward, his headed in his
hands, and finally slewing round on one elbow hadferred his cool
agate gaze to Brenda again. Whenever her glarsseedtunwillingly
in his direction, there he was watching her. It Wagible, like some
sort of refined torture. And yet there was somejlso impersonal
about the whole thing that it was silly to let #tgon one's nerves.
That haunted faraway look on the lean, strong faséhough he were
thinking of anything on earth but the stranger vaappened to be in
his range of vision. A lost, unhappy look.

Resolutely Brenda turned her back and devoted Iiéodeer strip of
window. She watched the moon arise until dinner seased and as
soon as her tray had been whisked away by the grea®oung



hostess she lay back in her deep luxurious armeahditried to sleep.
It had been a broken, emotional night at homenlagit. She thought
of her mother's drawn and anxious face this aftamras they kissed
‘goodbye’ in the small familiar hall with its shgblnoleum and
laden hat-stand. Presently she would begin hdrlétter home. She
thought of Nairobi and for the first time realizedw much she was
going to hate the enforced wait there, hanging tlbowa strange
hotel; remembered with a small surge of panicshatwas supposed
to find and interview the formidable Derrington.tBuwas no use,
she couldn't really concentrate on her thoughtsldert escape from
that odd pull at her nerves— as though the watakfak of the man
the other side of the aisle were compelling heffier some response.
Which of course was absurd. She was over- stindikaigay, strung
up, imagining situations that didn't exist. It wadike her to be so
self- conscious ... this queer sense of an alnansjiltle force closing
in on her! Perhaps it was the effect of being siuin so enclosed a
space. Blotted completely from sight by the deeghiiiack
armchairs the business executives might not haigteelx It was as
though she were quite alone in the wilderness @fiight sky with
this man who so clearly conveyed to her his inaldi® urgency.

Turning on her side she took refuge in moonlighteormore,
watching the great silver wing beneath her. Listgrio the hypnotic
hum of the mighty engines, ease came to her arseptiy she drifted
into a doze.

When she wakened from an unexpectedly deep sleep
lion-coloured man was sitting calmly beside her-thie extra seat
which had been tacitly allotted to her because plame wasn't
carrying its full complement of passengers. She hsed it as a
parking place for her wraps, her books; and he dpate coolly

moved these things to take possession of it. PFdampeded through
her nerves as she sat up, flushed and dishevelled.



He said in his off-hand way, 'Sorry if | awakenemly | was just
returning your paper.'

'‘But you needn't have troubled. | didn't want Her voice was
rasping, unsure, as she met his clear intent ldelhad, she thought,
the clearest eyes she had ever seen, direct aydlseof an animal...
or a savage; some quality of ordinary human resemssing.
Frightening eyes that ignored the accepted batrteosnehow he
gave the impression that thenere no barriers; it was that which
made him so disconcerting. Nervously she put a thainer tumbled
hair.

'‘Don't!" he protested softly. 'It looks so righétvay it is!'

The angry colour flooded her cheeks. How daredoealsto her like
this! But even while she searched for the crustphgase which
would end this strange encounter he was leaning loe towards
the strip of window, pointing to the tangle of briglights into which
they seemed to be rapidly descending. They weraimgninto
Athens, he said. She could feel the light, firmsgreae of his shoulder
against her own—a momentary contact, yet it senphkses racing,
clouded her anger.

The loss of altitude was doing queer things todsgs now, making
them ache acutely. Through a blur of pain she hkarccompanion
announce that they would have an hour at the airpwe had an
invitation from the chief pilot to go along to tipdots' mess for a
drink,' the quietly assured voice went on. 'Perhaysd like to come
along, too, and meet him. He's a good bloke; frigfahine --'

The pain in her ears was agonizing now, the coofust her senses
so overwhelming that she could only take refugeetneat from a
situation which baffled her more and more. This isiacool
assumption of friendliness—her own exaggeratedignise reaction
to his every word and look.



She said coldly, 'Thanks, but | don't drink.'

‘You could have tea.'

'| prefer to have tea alone, thank you.'

For an instant he looked startled, curiously hurt.

‘You aren't being very neighbourly, are you?' hd.s&@ome hint of
desolation in his tone tugged at her heart, butrsttehis level glance
squarely, every instinct of defensiveness on tleet.als there any
reason why | should be neighbourly?' she countstiéfity.

‘None at all.' He shrugged, seemingly suddenlyduwii¢h the whole
thing. 'Only," he said as he turned away, 'thetitong, dull journey,
and | thought you might care to meet the skippeopte usually do.’

Like being invited to the captain's table at se@na thought later,
as she drank a solitary coffee in the airport testat. The thought of
returning to the plane nagged at her; the resh@fidng nightahead
and the lion-coloured man sitting but a hand's ditteaway! This
vague sense of disturbance; like an intimation edtidy. Brenda
shrugged the thought away. The whole trip was dlarige to
destiny. Silly to allow a complete stranger to baeamixed up with
an emotionalism for which a momentous journey wesponsible.
Perhaps flying affected her nerves, made one le ldtazy, she
reflected; and on a sudden impulse decided to igite her inward
trepidation, and ask the steward to allow her tange her seat. As
the plane was half- empty it ought to be easy eholigvas. With a
minimum of fuss she found herself installed in antartable corner
well forward; so far away from the troublesomeisgyex that she need
not think about him any more.

Firmly she settled down to begin her first letteonie; grew
satisfactorily absorbed in it and slept afterwatde®ugh an endless
night in which she dreamed she was throwing boaks eharging



rhino with wings like a bat. The oddest rhino witist golden eyes.
She woke with tears on her lashes to find the bunrgy. There was
desert beneath the silver wing-tip now. She wasetraeary, a little
dazed. The vast swamps that succeeded the démedirétches of
tawny bush country, the flash of stripes as a lo¢rzkbra galloped
away from the noise of the plane, were things see@dream.

They were flying low then, over densely packed Wuoeen forest,
and all at once she saw the cluster of airportdingls that was
Nairobi. They had arrived.

Stiff from the long hours of inaction she stumbfeaim the plane,
feeling lonely and lost. If only there had been sone from the
Research outfit to meet her! This cool grey day thight have been
an English day; she had been told she would natwerter tropical
heat until she got to Mahamba, but somehow she'thia€lireved it.
Africa ought to be blazing ... exotic. The only ¢buwof the exotic so
far, however, was the superb young Negro who @hhex luggage,
speaking to her in soft pidgin English, calling hdemsahib'.

With a nervous plunge of her heart, which she tiweidnore, she saw
the lion-coloured man some distance ahead of mapgdearing into
the Customs building. She herself was bound forlth@igration
Office, and by the time she reached the Customarttepnt the
stranger, finished with formalities, was disappegrionce more
through the ultimate exit of the airport, followlegan African bearer
who carried his one small suitcase and a canvaspped object
which might have been a rifle.

So that, she told herself firmly, was that. He pade—vanished out
of her life as fellow-travellers do; irrelevant #ee clouds she had
watched as they flew, and as vaporous a memorys 3énse of
anticlimax, of curious desolation, could have noghio do with the
thought of her strange encounter; she was tirede duazy with



fatigue, a little homesick again perhaps. Five famd miles was a
long way!

Unlocking her bags she waited for the uniformedcddf to attend to
her; only that he seemed in no hurry, gazing dfterlion-coloured
man's retreating form. Turning to a second offista¢ heard him say,
'Nifty job of work that Rigby 475 rifle Derring- topicked up in
London; set him back a hundred quid; he's just show the receipt.’
He turned to Brenda; saw a girl with wide, startigty eyes.
'‘Anything to declare?' he demanded with the routiméde he used to
put female travellers at their ease.

'‘No, nothing.' Brenda gulped. 'Excuse my askingidioliyou say that
was Mr. Derrington .theMr. Derrington who went out just now?'

'Yes, miss, that was Keith Derrington, the huntEne young man's
voice held a note of boyish reverence.



CHAPTERIII

CASUALLY he glanced through the contents of her casesngassr

through with his little markings of green chalk. éfhanically, Brenda
snapped locks, fastened straps in place. Keith ifggon

miraculously delivered into her hands, offering wtesies,

friendliness ... and she had snubbed him | Inftreitmoment of cold
horror it did not occur to her that there coulddng retrieving of the
situation. But as she turned to follow the Africparter a fresh
thought assailed her and she stood still, the caldupping into her
cheeks. Something like relief was pounding in rearhnow ... relief
mingled with a trepidation which made her feel figirsick. No

matter how great a fool she had made of hersetherplane it was
still her duty to seek Derrington out and try td gen for the safari.
She would see him again!

Going back to the barrier she asked the young @sstufficer if he
could tell her where the famous hunter lived aeéjrsg him hesitate,
added that she had a message to convey from Dytdoraf the
Research station at Mahamba.

Mr. Derrington, it seemed, lived in the district idehetmbe, some
twenty miles distant. 'But he's staying at Roattsfie next couple of
days, | believe,' the young man ended.

Murmuring her thanks, Brenda departed. In thewdnch carried her
into the town she sat limp and unseeing. Root'at Was the hotel at
which she also was to stay while waiting for Drayt@nce more Fate
was playing into her hands, but she was too dightito be grateful.
The thought of the apologetic approach she woule ta make to
this man, who had ceased to be anonymous and lobefede her
now in the aura of his legendary renown, filled heth cold

apprehension. At the imposing entrance to the hwtetently she
stood hesitant. If she were to walk straight interfihgton in that
glittering foyer she would ... die | Just to be gjivtime to wash,



change her frock, rest a little before facing treeal that awaited her.
Sending up foolish, wordless little prayers shedarherself on.

The foyer, however, was mercifully empty save fbe tkindly

English manager who welcomed her. Dr. Drayton, &igl,shad

telegraphed, booking a room for her. She signednlerne in the
register directly beneath the strongly inked sigraalready familiar.
Keith Derrington. How insignificant her schoolgstript seemed
beneath that dominant scrawl!! With a hunted feetimg followed the
grave servant to her room, a haven of refuge ustiwvhite-curtained
bed, soft carpet and inviting armchairs. There vgag, saw with a
pang of pleasure, a private bathroom attached.

She spent the next hour or two in a hiatus of fpks@ce, unpacking
the things she would need for her brief stay, hpwariong leisurely
bath, finishing the letter home. She had lunchenrbom, dozed the
afternoon away on her comfortable bed, still fegetime fatigue of the
flight and her broken night. When the sudden duskfoca turned
into an even more sudden darkness at an unexpgetdy hour, for
it was not much more than six o'clock, she begadréss slowly,
reluctantly and yet with extraordinary care. Linggrbefore the
perfectly lit mirror she saw herself young and weyed, her glance
brittle, keyed-up, the line of her soft red moutho ttightly
compressed. It was the thought of going downstatss some vast
and brilliant restaurant, to have dinner alonef thas making her
nervous, she told herself—this being a stranganery strange land.

Crossing the foyer presently, she entered tentgtixe first public
room she came upon; a tall, slim girl in a clinggagpphire frock, her
head held high. No one must guess how lost anct albe felt in this
lounge filled with gay and chattering groups. Hegygeyes, raking
the scene a little wildly, found Derrington—stargliat a distant
chromium bar counter. With a sickening lurch of heart she sank
down on to a nearby couch, and, watching him ioraaf agonized
fascination, tried to imagine what she would sayemhshe



approached him with her stumbling apologies. Thetdenly he was
moving in her direction, crossing the wide room hwitis odd
loose-limbed stride. Drawing level with her coudh lboked full at
her—in blank unrecognition—and passed on, disappganto the
dining- room where presently she must follow hird ahoke her way
through her solitary meal. So that was it. He wagoing to
acknowledge her. Naturally he wasn't going to awkadge her.
What else did she expect? Hadn't she made it eleaugh on the
plane that she didn't want to have anything to db him? And yet,
somehow, in planning "her miserable little apolsg®&he hadn't
reckoned with this cut direct. A dreadful sensele$olation swept
over her, tears pricked in her throat. Simply beeashe had muffed
the first important job Dr. Drayton had given her do. This
exaggerated emaotion, this personal drag to a mtu#tat, awkward
as it was, could never be personal. Oh, she wag ladisurd again ...
crazy. She'd better go and eat and get it oveif&efrington evaded
her tonight she would track him down tomorrow, ®terself upon
his lofty attention, swallow her humble pie --

Standing up to find her knees trembling beneath $lee saw the
English manager approaching her, a small plump vincamhais side; a
woman in a fussy out-of-date frock patterned wite most awful
roses. The mousy hair piled up on her head in tpiaks was even
more out of date than the frock, and yet thereseasething instantly
appealing about the round, kindly face. She lodks somebody's
mother, Brenda thought with a homesick pang, andrchehe

manager say with the triumph of a man who has dontiee end of a
troublesome search, 'Ah, here you are, Miss Sonidms. is Mrs.

Trayner, who wants to meet you.'

Mrs. Trayner put out a square, substantial harish ffom the
Mahamba Research Station, Miss Somejs, my husbanthe
Veterinary Officer there. Dr. Drayton wired me \arsiay that you
would be arriving ... asked me to look out for you



'‘But how kind of Dr. Drayton .. . and how kind ady,' Brenda cried,
the dreadful load of loneliness and shyness slgppimay from her as
she looked into Mrs. Traynor's smiling blue eyes.

I'd have been at the airport this morning, onlyt thaad to take the
children to the dentist; that's what we're here tloat and a spell of
shopping.' Mrs. Trayner tucked a friendly hand urtr arm. 'Let's
go and find some dinner before all the best thargseaten! The food
Is such a joy here after our rather monotonousmli#te wilds ...' She
chattered on happily as they entered the greabhghroom, already
well filled; so that it wasn't possible at first $pot Derrington; for
which Brenda was thankful. She could almost forglebut him,

listening to Mrs. Trayner's delightfully spontansoaccount of
herself and her doings. She came to Nairobi onbgar twice a year
and it was obviously a momentous occasion in hetaxistence.
The children, who were in bed now, had needed brizeheir front

teeth. Gay was eight and Peter seven. 'Why theyldhmmth have
uneven second teeth when their milk teeth wereecaiiraight, | can't
Imagine,' she chatted on. 'But in any case theytedafootwear for
the rainy season and | simply had to have a nevkimash this year,
in spite of the ghastly price they are, out hefrenly I'd known you

well enough to have asked you to bring me onerout £ngland...’

'Oh, but I wish you had!" Brenda put in eagerly.

They talked shopping with feminine enthusiasm forwaile,
comparing prices at home and abroad. Brenda paureduestions
about life in Mahamba —there were so many thingswshanted to
know. Miss Brookes' occasional letters hadn't ey illuminating.
Poor dull conscientious Brooksey.'Did you know h8reénda asked.

Mrs. Trayner laughed. 'Did | know her! My dear, yasu'll soon

discover, we live in one another's pockets at MdiamrBrooksey was
in and out of Laholo, that's our bungalow, all tinee. The last week
before she sailed, when she really needed nunstagked her up in



my spare room bed and kept her there.' The plurcg $aone with
good nature and Brenda felt herself growing mo ranre at ease.
What a darling this round, shabby little woman was!

She was speaking of Simson's accident then. Dyt&mehad wired
asking her to go to the Kenyatta hospital and naak&ngements for
the wounded man's reception. "That's another relasad to let you
arrive this morning unmet,' she explained.

'‘Odd, isn'tit, that the moment | turn my back oaldmba something
catastrophic has to happen! It isn't going to beeasy journey for
them, bringing a wounded man five hundred mileannmprovised
ambulance.'

'‘How badly wounded is Mr. Simson?' Brenda askedth a1t inward
tremor.

'l haven't been able to get many details, buthgrasomebody with a
pretty quick trigger finger must have been standitoggge by when
that rhino charged, otherwise there wouldn't be aegd for this

journey to hospital at all! A charging rhino isndasy to

dodge-—heavy as they are they can move at lightspsged when
roused.’

Brenda shuddered and her eyes grew wide. 'Do theyfttn make
these attacks on people?' she asked, her lipdNadiiyn had spoken
reassuringly of the whole affair, but after alinias easy enough to
take a light-hearted attitude towards the wild kea$ the African
bush from the safety of a London office.

'‘Wounded rhinos always attack,' Mrs. Trayner s&idt with a really

first-class hunter there would never be such agtls a wounded
rhino—merely a dead rhino. They are the sort ohttne one must
never shoot at except to kill. Simson was unluckgnd, if the truth

must be told, not a hundred per cent skilful, Izge.’



The sort of thing, Nairn had said of the accidémht would never
happen with a hunter of Derring- ton's class. Ardiembering this,
Brenda said, 'Dr. Drayton wants me to try to getliKBerrington to
take on the safari.' As she spoke his name het Bgaed in her
breast and the slow, bright colour stained herkfee

'‘Derrington?' Mrs. Trayner's eyebrows went up.shiearvellous, of

course, but not easy to rope in; famous enougle tchbosey and he
rather shies away from anything that smacks otiafifiilom; prefers

private clients every time. But if there's anythirgan do to help you
... I've known him since he was my Peter's age.'dkueced round

the crowded room. 'He's staying here, by the wayugh | haven't

run into him yet. We'll find him after dinner antl introduce you to

him.'

Brenda gave her a despairing glance. 'He was qguldéine coming out
from England,' she began, and found it quite imipbs$o go on with
the shaming little story.

Mrs. Trayner nodded. 'Oh yes, | suppose he would heard he'd
just got back from a ten-day trip—taking a paibaby antelopes of a
rare species to some American zoologist who wa®sdet him in
London.' She laughed. 'We all know one anothessless in Kenya,
as you'll very soon discover ! Didn't you get arsteato ask him
about the safari on the plane?’

'l had no idea who he was,' Brenda murmured evigsikeeping her

eyes fixed in wretchedness on the delectable svefete her, so that
she entirely missed the frenziedly beckoning gestirs. Trayner

was making, and it was with a sense of the profeatshock that she
discovered Derrington presently standing at heswelb

‘Derry, how nice to see you! Have you had coffé® yenot, do join
us. This is Miss Somers who is going out to the Maba Research
Station.’



In dull agony Brenda listened to Mrs. Trayner'gbtivoice chirping
so confidently the conventional words of introdanti She watched
Keith Derring- ton's lean face go hard and closetiaslid into the
chair at Mrs. Trayner's side. 'How do you do?' lnemured formally.

'‘How do you do?' Brenda echoed desolately, foroedhe second
time to accept the blankness which ignored so wakably their

earlier encounter. Almost at once he had turned tmabrs. Trayner

and together they plunged into the sort of old& gossip which so
effectively excludes the newcomer. Choking down #xguisite

raspberry and cream dessert Brenda felt as thduglwsre eating
dust and ashes.

They had got around to Simson's accident then, Mes/ner saying
in her nice helpful way, 'Dr. Drayton is hoping jibbe persuaded to
step into the breach, Derry. Miss Somers willyell ....'

He didn't as much as glance at her as she bedailtetoout the feeble
beginning of a sentence which trailed away. It tea€rs. Trayner he
said, with an imperious tilt of his tawny head, tBdrayton has
already had my refusal to take on his safari.'tbine held a finality
which seemed to close the discussion before itHaada chance to
begin.

Brenda felt her spirit rise. She wasn't going tdrbated like this! Her
grey eyes flashed as she leaned across the tabpelling his

attention. 'We were hoping you might reconsiderryaecision, Mr.

Derrington.' Above the heavy beating of her helet, voice was
steady and curiously sweet, touched with conairgtwith pleading,
with all that she must try to convey in this obkgencounter which
left, so untidily, so much unsaid. Too difficult mao embark on
apologies which Mrs. Trayner would not understaadgd which

Derrington himself had made impossible. This unetgu
introduction which was proving to be so unhelpfit¢aall. It would

have been better if she had tackled the great toae.a



'Dr. Drayton will be meeting me here in a day oovehe persisted
against his stony silence. 'So that if you feet lialking it over with
him.

'l don't. And | probably shan't be here when hevast' He stood up,
his hand laid in a gesture of long familiarity onrdM Trayner's
shoulder. 'Sorry | can't stay for coffee, Meg, big got a poker date
with the lads.' He nodded curtly to Brenda andstraway.

In an awkward pause which followed she could héar blood

pounding in her ears. She felt curiously empty eadlt, as though
not only the difficult conversation but everythimgher life had come
to a full stop. Across the table Mrs. Trayner's ssy@nveyed
commiseration. 'He might have been more polite aligishe said
quietly. 'But never mind, my dear, Derry is likathTemperamental
as a box of firecrackers! And he seems to be atifgpproachable
worst in female society --'

Brenda picked up her coffee cup with a shaking hetechadn't been
unapproachable on the plane.

‘There's a streak of cruelty in him," Meg Trayn@&mtvon, speaking
slowly, reflectively. 'The cruelty that comes peyharom having
been rather badly hurt." Her round kindly faceetiftto Brenda
imploringly. 'I'm fond of Derry and | hate seeingishow himself to
you in this unfavourable light. He can be so chagmi

'l know," Brenda whispered dully, and at Mrs. Trays questioning
glance added hastily, 'l mean he was so differdrgnshe was just
chatting to you as though | were not here.'

'Life does things to people,’ Mrs. Trayner saieiSEs them, changes
them. He wasn't always like this." She hesitatabanent and then
went on: ‘There was, you see, a woman in his hieeoHe was very
young and it mattered to him a good deal. She ddedtim



abominably. It was as though he turned his back tmeall thoughts
of ... that sort of happiness. | don't think hereeally loved again and
without love the heart can grow very bitter.'

She smiled apologetically. 'I'm making all this sdwery portentous,
I'm afraid. And it's really nothing to do with ehaviour tonight. It's
just that... | don't want you to feel too badly okes rudeness. He is a
really grand person in his own odd way.'

'I'm sure he is,' Brenda agreed in a small hute/oi

When they spoke again it was of plans for the deyt As soon as
they were finished with the dentist in the mornihgould be rather
fun to drive out to Blue Posts Hotel, Mrs. Trayrarggested,;
Nairobi's most glamorous play-spot, thirty mileg ouo the bush.
‘Something you ought not to miss,' she insistedlkinThe food is
wonderful, there's a super swim-pool, the most amgaflower
gardens and the wild Thikka Falls thrown in. Theee'cave behind
the falls where you can stand and watch the waiar down—the
children adore it,' she ended in motherly contéeith Derrington's
bad manners quite forgotten.

But the thought of him haunted Brenda all through tlay that
followed, spoiling what might have been so memaralnl excursion.
East Africa at its most exotic and beautiful. Bbe svas seeing it
through a mist of painful preoccupation, the uggdt back to Root's
hotel overwhelming her. She ought not to have camethis
expedition. If she had stayed around the hotel desnshe would
surely have run into Keith Derrington again, andréhmight have
been another chance to talk to him about the Relsesafari. There
had to be another chance. It was the first importask twhich had
been given to her and the way she had mishandfél&dt her with
shame.



Dressing for dinner that evening she found her &aithking with
nervousness and haste. 'l don't suppose | shaki@ewhen Drayton
arrives,' Derrington had said last night. Suppotiea@ad already left!
The possibility left her with a sick sense of ldéshe were never to
see him again. Was it only her zest for her jobcwhmade the
prospect so strangely disturbing? A man whose drgjance in their
very first encounter at the London terminal hadqad through the
defences of her self-possession. That sense afidasness in the
plane, the vibration of some sympathetic chord Wwiseemed to have
trembled between them. Oh, but she was imaginimggs$hagain,
building up whole edifices of emotional significanon the flimsiest
evidence. He had been casually friendly and sheshaldbed him. It
probably mattered to him little enough, arousingmare than the
flash of ill-temper to which he had treated het fraght. What a fool
she was to make any more of it than that! He waddhis way
forgetting her ... had perhaps already gone.

The thought sent her hurrying in breathlessnesheobrightly lit
lounge. Root's was working up for its evening gatednd surely
more stridently gay tonight than it had been tlghhbefore. When
she saw Keith Derrington standing in his familiarreer of the bar,
tall, tawny-headed, endearingly untidy in that camvonally dressed
crowd, relief, warm and irrational, swept througdr.h

Then at a second glance she realized that he wadamz. Standing
by his side, so close that her head might havedesgainst his heart,
was a woman whose deceptively simple black frocterevery other
female in the room look provincial and frumpy. Thiamiliar
heart-shaped face with its studied impassivenetss, hint of
damped-down fires; the large deep eyes under tleemng black
lashes, brilliantly green as the emeralds whichrgwuom the small
white ears ... Elsa Darnley!



Incredulously Brenda stared, while the English ng&na his
coat-tails flying, went tearing past her. Magnesflared somewhere
as a press camera clicked.

‘You never saw such a to-do!" panted Meg Trayneneatelbow.
'‘Come over to this corner couch where I've parkaddoinks and let
me tell all!l That's Elsa Darnley with Derry.'

'l know; | recognized her,' Brenda murmured, daZedtravel that
could whisk people across the world in a spaceoof$... nothing
really surprising irthat. But Keith Derrington and Elsa Darnley!

‘The hotel has been in an uproar ever since shedron the noon
plane,’” Meg was relaying with relish for the seimsat'London
newspapers cabling, press men coming in by air fatinover the
country. Seems she has taken everyone by surpagpidg in all
unannounced like this ... her first visit homedomething like fifteen
years.'

'‘Home!" Brenda echoed stupidly. Somehow one ndaaerght of the

glittering Elsa as having anything so domestic lasrae; vaguely one
knew she had hailed from somewhere overseas sonre dim and
distant past long since swallowed up: by theristidg of her

successes.

'Her people had a coffee shamba right next to theibyton estate,’
Meg offered, giving Brenda rather a wild glance tlasugh in that
simply stated fact depths of significance lurkeak. & moment or two
she sat silent, her lips tightly pursed, her chgmkfing themselves
out as if she might be about to burst. So cleadiglihg back the
details her bald announcement had left untold, Brahda stared at
her, waiting and expectant. Keith Derrington angaHDarnley! she
thought in strange unease, and she could see &y=inngton
standing in the aisle of the plane, a picture pdy@td in his lean,
tense hand...



‘The woman in his lifel' Meg Trayner exploded, suatetion
apparently triumphing. 'The girl | told you aboast night... who had
wrecked his life so romantically --Well, there shestanding by his
side at the bar as coolly as if she hadn't walkgdoa him on their
wedding eve, fifteen years ago, to run off with sdiitm magnate or
other. Oh, it was all quite respectable, thereavisss. Film-magnate
in the party to chaperone her and a film contr&eiady signed and
tucked away in Elsa's nice new 'going-away' hand&dg had, it
turned out, been spotted by a wandering talenttseben she was
playing in an amateur dramatic club performancBlatobi. There
had been a screen test, she said, but she hadtéorgdl about it in
the excitement of her approaching marriage. Thdrang on the eve
of her wedding day this film magnate turns up, ffg her a
Hollywood contract. She couldn't be quick enouglbging it,
throwing Derry and her wedding to the winds withawgualm. They
were to have spent their honeymoon at Thikka Faligiere we went
today.'

Brenda picked up her sherry glass with an unstdahd. 'Blue
Posts!" she echoed in a thick voice as thoughfithak detail were
somehow the climax of the whole cruel story. 'Bawhawful,' she
murmured tritely.

‘And now she suddenly decides to turn up agairs. Mrayner went
on, half in horror, half in the delight of any nalmvoman biting into
a good juicy slice of scandal. 'Says she has amtorgpare between
theatre engagements and wants to do a bit of stgp&@he was a keen
hunter as a girl... went everywhere with young Ke8eems to think
she can pick up the threads just where she let tiemand is asking
him to take her on safari. But he's not having angpo Hortington the
manager tells me. He doesn't seem safari-mindédeanoment ...
though he'll have a job to side-track our Elshé bas really made up
her mind!" Mrs. Trayner laughed ruefully. 'l knowhad her in my
kindergarten in the dim long-ago when | was a v&ny teenage



pupil-teacher and Elsa was six years old -- Go@Vbes!" She broke
off. 'They've seen us. He's bringing her over --'

Jerkily, Brenda put down her glass of untasted rghesaw

unheededly the liquid slop over on the glass-togpete, on to her
sapphire frock. How beautiful a thing they couldkmaf the mere
crossing of the room, these two; the big sunbunmaa with his

proud head and easy hunter's tread; the small-bdagd woman,

trained to the control ofevery muscle in her parbedy—Ilissom as a
birch tree in the wind she moved, the gaping ordoskmaking way
for her, as slowly and with queenly dignity she aatved.

‘Meg, my dear!" That low-pitched, husky, world- fams voice! With
a gesture too beautifully timed for real warmthaElgas kissing the
flustered Mrs, Trayner. Somehow they were allrgittilown together
then. There was Mr. Hortington himself at theiresithking orders for
fresh drinks.

'Plain lime juice for me, Keith darling," Elsa #at sweetly. Smiling
she turned to Brenda. 'Keith tells me you and Ineecaut on the same
plane yesterday.'

'‘Why, yes ... we did," Brenda murmured, quite uadabl keep the
astonishment out of her tone, or the puzzlemenbobher wide grey
eyes as she turned to Derrington. Why this candoddenly? Why
on earth in this moment of shattering reunibft stiohe have
mentioned her existence at all?

Steadily, compellingly, he returned her glance.s$MSomers,' he
began in a tone that held both imperiousness anstthngest note of
pleading, 'I'm in a bit of a jam and you've gothelp me out!" No
mistaking the warning now silently telegraphed b lirgent
expression. 'Miss Darnley wants me to arrange aristfr her and
I've had to tell her it's impossible because I'ireaaly decided to
conduct Dr. Drayton's research expedition. Will ywack me up?



Help me to explain to Miss Darnley just what an pdority this
jungle agricultural scheme rates? As it is he thilik merely being
difficult." He spread out his hands in a little gee eloquent of defeat,
and watching him, wide-eyed, Brenda felt as thotighbig bright
lounge were revolving slowly about her while heftsps hammered
in her ears.

Vaguely, as though from a great distance, camesdbed of Elsa's
silvery, mocking laugh. 'Only that you'll be wasfigour time, my
poor Miss Somers! I'm having my safari with Deffr{yhave to move
heaven and earth!" It was as though she had n&esptooking up
into the tired and stony face of the man beforeBrenda could only
hear the beating of her own triumphant heart.



CHAPTER 11

AN exclamation of astonishment from Meg Trayner bhaunger back
to earth, to the sense of a request unanswereth Rerrington had
asked for her help. That it was to be help in angdhe exigent Elsa
... that to avoid Elsa he would come to Mahambaevweady details
she could gloat over later on. For the moment tha®her part in the
little game to be played.

Before she could speak, however, Meg had brokeéBun, Derry ... !'

she was beginning in a tone of such protest thatg obvious she
was about to exclaim at his change of front, hawéntgirely missed
his unspoken plea for their conspiratorial support.

'‘Don't say it, Meg!" He held up a warning hand.nDoemind me that
| shall probably be a most hopeless flop tryingwiork under a

Research boss.' He swung round to Brenda, his gjlaneasy, still

supplicating. 'l don't know if you saw the rathettess letter | sent to
your people last September, in which | declaimeddmsyaste for all

things bureaucratic? Pretty big of Drayton afteatllsaid to give me
another chance!'

« She flashed him a reassuring smile, mischief mwhde grey eyes
now, a dancing jubilation which wouldn't be quer®th8he said, 'l
did see your letter; Mr. Derrington. Personallthdught it one of the
most stimulating documents our dull departmentéhas received!
Was she being too naive, too girlishly gushing?a@uieter note she
went on, 'As for a second chance, Dr. Drayton Wwel only too
thankful to hear that you've decided to come ithwig, after all.’

‘A decision,' Elsa's beautifully modulated voicé py 'taken, Keith
tells me, only yesterday.' The green eyes narrol@edhat | was just
twenty-four hours too late.' She glanced signifigeat Derrington. 'l
missed my opportunity, didn't I? If only I'd hacethresence of mind



to pin you down to some kind of promise when yomeao my
dressing- room after the show last Thursday night.’

'Oh! So you two have been meeting in London!" Megrvalled
ingenuously. 'Derry might have told usand that you'd decided to
pay us a visit!'

'He didn't know. | didn't know myself that | waseimg until ...'—the
silken voice dropped to a skilfully produced undag—'until ten
minutes after he'd left me; and it was too latedlh him back!" That
perceptibly throbbing pause in the middle of thaitsece, the
downward flutter of the long lashes as the lastdsarame, soft as a
caress, gave to the simple statement an emoti@rafisance quite
lost on the forthright Meg. But not on Derringtdrenda saw the
flicker of response in his impassive face; pairpatrence? She could
not tell. Scorn or exasperation in the cool yelleyes now as they
rested on Elsa's loveliness. But he had soughbbein London,
fought his way through a mob of hysterical farevpstformance
fans to reach her dressing-room. Leaning backtimtadepths of the
engulfing couch, Brenda found her hands clenchegth®r, the
fingernails biting into her palms.

‘Anyway, why wait for Derry to remind you that wilsexist?' Meg
was saying disapprovingly. "You ought to have paidr home town
a visit long ago. | remember our disappointmentm@ur company
was playing in Cape Town some years ago. We wésoaroud of
your triumphs, hoping to see you. Your mother waslisappointed

'l would have come home then if | could,’ Elsaipwguickly, harshly,
if that beautiful artificially produced voice cou&ler be harsh. But
Meg's reproach had clearly stung her. '‘One is®@tsamwn mistress in
theatreland,’ she continued. 'We had to hurry a@utaext stand ... it
was in Melbourne, if | remember rightly. For a loime after that |
was too frantically busy to think of visits homehen home meant



travelling half-way across the world. Honestly, M#gs is the first
breathing space I've had in years. And | couldaxtehcome now if
my agent hadn't wanted me to appear briefly aeattk festival in
Tokyo of all places. I turned the idea down in¢inel, but not before |
had had all the tiresome inoculations one hasdorernbefore coming
out East.'

'‘Which meant you could rush out here on a suddeulse,’ Meg put
in drily, with a significant glance at the enigneatiy dead-pan face
of Derrington.

"You're not being very welcoming, are you?' Elaal plaintively.
'I'm only saying fifteen years is a long time.'

'‘Don't!" Elsa shuddered. 'l hate having years tihratnmy head. It's so
ageing.' She stood up, beautiful, serene, her éissmface untouched
by the years she repudiated. 'Derry is rescuindgrame half a dozen
local invitations to resplendent dinner parties amthing me out to
Blue Posts to eat,' she said. 'I'm going to spkacvening trying to
make him change, his mind about that safari!" SieeBrenda a
charmingly impish smile and turned back to Meg.u¥itill be here
tomorrow, won't you, Meg? We'll get together fareally long chat.
Lunch with me, will you? In my suite, which is alhdke only place |
can be sure of being undisturbed by the ubiquittailsspapermen
who seem to take such a fantastic interest in nnygs$d

Possessively she laid one exquisite hand on Déonrgyarm, but
ignoring her haste to be off he stood firm, hisxglaon Brenda. 'And
will you lunch with me, Miss Somers?' he demandé&bere are a
good many things we've got to settle.’ Somethikg Igratitude

flashed for an instant across the strong, hard facei've been very
forbearing with my—er—fluctuations, but | promisew!'ll keep on

the dotted line from now on. When do you expectyiima?'



'‘Mrs Trayner thinks he'll probably get here the dfgr tomorrow,’
Brenda told him.

'‘Good. That means we can have our talk beforernesar I'll expect
you here in the lounge tomorrow about twelve-thirtyif that suits
you?'

'It does,' she breathed faintly, and saw him nolthis confirmation
as he moved away; Elsa at his side making hergexki. Haughtily
as a queen she moved, proud to be escorted biaabbisst yet most
distinguished-looking man in the room, her handspssively on his
arm,

Limply Meg lay back in her cushioned corner. "WE!'. she exhaled
slowly. 'Blue Posts! Now which of them suggestdtht as a

rendezvous, | wonder? The honeymoon hotel! Justefif years too
late. Either Derry still cares as much as everitieatt he doesn't give
a hoot. I'd love to know just what they're up toe two of them,
though whatever the game is, they are well mattHeite gave
Brenda a bright glance full of mischief, but sirgily free from

malice.

‘The way he checkmated her about her safari!" 8hghled in soft,
chuckling amusement. 'Just for a moment | didnttcan; almost put
my two big feet into it. You were simply marvelloube way you
rose to the occasion!'

Brenda dropped her lashes, and heard herself sagyqu was so

relieved to realize he'd changed his mind. Thoughas done so
oddly. And of course the things you'd told me abdomt ... and Elsa
Darnley helped to prepare me for the oddness. Aad you'd said he
didn't want to have to take her on safari.

'‘But why couldn't he have told her so outright?'g\Maid. 'l suppose
he was afraid of her pleadings and arguings ornnlgaaiready heard



themad nauseamyas weary of them; wanted to tie himself unsafe
out of her reach. And yet he goes off like a lamlBlue Posts with
her tonight! Oh, well, there's nought so odd as !nfeancy him
looking her up in London!'

'L don't see that it is so very extraordinary,’ iefe@ offered with a
kind of shrill brightness. 'Elsa is very beautifugry alluring.'

But Meg didn't seem to be listening to this catlgfahunciated little
speech.

'l wonder what she felt like when she saw him stglkinto her
dressing-room?' she mused. 'The man she had fifteén years
before, slipping away the night before the weddmithout even
having the decency to face up to him and tell hilmywghe had
changed her plans. | was with the poor mother,'€lsather, when
she telephoned Derry to tell him Elsa had goneMeg gazed
mournfully into space as though she were livingiraglaat painful
moment.

'It must have been frightful for him,"' Brenda mumned automatically
out of her dull, queer pain. The whole story ledr kwith a sort of
empty feeling—as though it couldn't be true. Kérrington didn't
in the least fit into the invidious role of bridegm jilted at the altar.
He seemed so hard, so sure, so self-contained.

'He cleared off," Meg's relentless voice wentloined in the wilds in
some Masai village for months. When he came badebaed years
older ... quite changed. Elsa Darnley has sometioiramswer for. It
wasn't only Keith who had to suffer. Her mothet feldreadfully,
too; was never quite the same again.’

‘Do they still live in Nairobi, her family?' Brendesked, trying to fit
the dazzling world-famous Elsa into this backgrourfd coffee
shambas, discarded sweethearts and sorrowing pa@nivoman



remote from her own humdrum world as a distanhilas planet; a
woman of fabulous beauty, not quite flesh and bledtbm one saw
only on rare occasions the other side of the fglots' glare. It didn't
seem possible that she'd been actually here ggittithh them, talking
to them a few moments ago ... behaving quite shesslgi, openly
pursuing a man who might not want her, who coulallagvents look
with cool detachment on her beauty. But everythimsg evening was
like a play gone wrong, hopelessly miscast, withdraadfully

muddled plot that conceded none of the acceptess.rfl play of
nightmare contradictions.

'Her father died when she was quite small,' Megyf@awas saying.
'‘Her mother took over the coffee growing then, heg wasn't very
successful, poor darling. And after Elsa ran awalye~+sas the only
child—Mrs. Darnley didn't seem to care much whatdsmed and let
the estate go to pieces. Elsa hardly ever wroteeto She used to
dream of saving enough money to take a trip to boni see Elsa
act, but it was a pretty thin dream as bankrupteptccloser and
closer. She died five years ago—of a heart diseasedy knew she
had. There was scarcely enough money for her fundren it came

to settling up her affairs.’

Somehow that last item, spoken in Meg's hushedk&ubwoice,
brought Brenda down to earth, scattering all ptantall glamour ...
reducing dream to harsh and cruel reality. 'But hitsgusting!" she
burst out in healthy anger. 'Elsa must be so rich!

'| dare say she is," Meg agreed dryly. 'But it justildn't occur to her
that her mother was in need. To do her justicewst®eso out of touch
that she probably hadn't a notion how bad thingewneven we who
lived close to Mrs. Darnley didn't know. If we h&down ..." She
broke off with a sigh for tragedy that is, afted, atommon

enough—poverty lurking behind the facade of appe=es too

gallantly maintained. Exhaustion crumpled her plufape as she
stood up. 'Let's go and eat," she urged.



She spoke only once more of Elsa that evening whdBrenda's
comfortable bedroom, she said her last good nlgiatas as though
deliberately she had avoided a return to the stilyjgébat downstairs
restaurant where so many avid tongues were busy spieculation
and legend. Elsa Darnley and Keith Derrington; Robictel rang
with their names as their story was hashed andshelth Kenya
gossips were having a heyday, cruel as hounds ersd¢ént with
slavering fangs.

'‘But it's like that out here, as you'll soon disegvMeg said from her
companionable perch on the end of Brenda's whitioed bed. 'If
I've told you rather a lot about Elsa and Keithigbh, it's because
you'd be bound to hear it anyway, and not so dciayitrelayed! It's
not going to be altogether easy for Elsa out hetee—+aust have
foreseen that. In a way it was brave of her to cbaek ... to try to
pick up the pieces. If that indeed is what she wantdo! Though
what she would do with them if she did succeeddkipg them up, |
don't know. | can't see her fitting Derry into lcareer. He's not what
you'd call exactly a flexible person!

Brenda twisted over on her piled pillows, adjusting bedside light
unnecessarily. "You think she's still in love whiim, then?' she asked
in a carefully controlled voice.

'It looks a bit that way. She's never married agaas she? Keith isn't
a lover | should imagine it would be easy to forgabt even for Elsa

Darnley with the world at her feet.' Meg stood spppressing a
yawn. '|l wonder if she'll succeed in persuading hintake her on

safari after all?' she hazarded as she went dfét@wn room across
the corridor.

A remark which kept Brenda turning and twistindhgr comfortable
bed for a sleepless hour. Surely Keith Derringtoman't back out on
her now! He had given his word, if not his writtarord, that he
would join the Research expedition. Dr. Draytomgortant work



was depending upon him—so in a way was her own pmitant
reputation. It would be such a feather in her capave roped in the
elusive Keith Derrington. But supposing the lovélyss Darnley
spoiled it all!

It was simply because of the threatened Reseamddéion she was
worrying, Brenda assured herself. But there wegiesten her lashes
when at last she fell asleep.

She was on tenterhooks all through the next morfimge had never
dragged so slowly.

Sunshine lay in rich pools of gold on the parqledrfas she crossed
the lounge at half-past twelve exactly. Flowerskeaihagainst a wall
were purple and scarlet, unfamiliar African flowdrsa vast baroque
mirror she could see herself tall and slim in'@ggreen frock which
had the colour and texture of young apple leavedeure frock.
Sunlight shone on her proudly tilted head, tippeagh feathery curl
with auburn. Her eyes were dark—all pupils. Sh&éabvery young
and solemn—and a little scared.

Then Derrington was greeting her; serious, unsmilin the strong
noon light she could see in his thick tawny haasHes of gold, but
where at the temples it lay close and short thait@ess had faded to
grey. She thought, fifteen years ago it must haaenhall gold and
very bright.

Fifteen years ago on the day that he stood witlegohone receiver
mumbling doom in his ear she herself had been ne than a leggy
little girl of seven wheeling her first treasuredlld pram about a
suburban park. This seemed to her so extraordandrgcovery that it
carried her through their first moments together aorwave of

remoteness that lent her a dazed composure. Sigpnged orange
juice she had chosen, it came to her that tima Eastic dimension.
If Derrington was in his mid- thirties that meahete was about



thirteen years between them, but the older shenbetlhae more that
thirteen years would shrink, the less it would mra#s a separating
factor. Some implication she did not care to pumsaele her bundle
this peculiar mathematical calculation away, wiiie feint pink in
her cheeks deepened.

He said, '"You have such lovely English colouringhdpe the
Tanzania sun will not be too unkind. You must beeftd to wear the
right sort of hats.' It was spoken with such detaeht that it hardly
sounded personal.

So that she could answer, in her most matter-aft feay. 'That's
something | must ask Mrs. Trayner to advise me abext time we
go shopping. | brought no hats with me, meaningpitck up
what-ever it is one wears out here in Nairobi.'

'‘Any good straw,' he suggested, 'wide-brimmed,tliglit closely
woven, lined with green if you like, but don't &tyone persuade you
into buying a topee. You'd hate it and it isn'tlyeaecessary.’

They were finishing their drinks then, moving todsr the
dining-room. It wasn't until the first course haskh set before them
that he said, 'l owe you an explanation, Miss Semday | say right
away how grateful | am to you for helping me outaof awkward
corner last night ... when | assumed you to be rdmeader and
spoke as though you were already aware of my aecisi take on
Drayton's safari.' His voice was gentle, almosessing; approving
of her because she had helped him evade Elsa PhiBitenda's
spirits rose on a wild foolish upsurge, which skefibebrately and,
with immense control, resisted.

Her smile was carefully tepid. \Wasrather mystifying for a moment,
but | seized on the essential fact and let the enystlide. | was so
relieved to hear you say you would come to Mahaatftex all that |

wouldn't for the world have spoiled it with the gtiens you so



obviously didn't want me to ask just then." Shepdesl her long
lashes. He must never know how much Meg Traynendiddher ...
how simple it had been for her to guess at theqgredsr his
subterfuge. 'You will come, won't you? To' Mahanibstie asked
softly. 'l mean, your announcement last night wasarely a way out
of the awkward corner, whatever it was?'

'Of course not! | don't do business like that!" steinded a little
shocked at the very idea, but after a moment'sepauesit on in the
lightest and most casual way to say that Miss [@gtelnotion of a
safari was a pretty crazy one, but there had begpensuading her
out of it. 'Until | had a brainwave and decidedeib her | was already
irrevocably committed elsewhere. She's completeltyad training
for the discomforts of bush life; fragile, exottotally unfitted for
roughing it. Also she is a pretty important pergmathe greatest
actress of our time—or so some of the critics wddde us believe.
Imagine my responsibility to the great British palwho adore her!
Anything can happen on safari, illness ... accidamd she is
headstrong, not easy to handle. I've hunted withbleére. She is
wilful, erratic, and there are moments on any safhen an irrational
action may cost a life. All this | pointed out toerh but
characteristically she refused to listen to me."'

How calmly he speaks of her, Brenda thought, hartheurrying a
little as she met his level glance.

He smiled. 'So there we were at deadlock, unéttlesd everything by
announcing that | was due to set off with Drayto@icouple of days
and that by the time | was free she'd be back indba busy
rehearsing for her next play.'

Once more that soaring jubilation! An Elsa retughto London,

vanquished, finished with. The prospect was endagtet Brenda's
pulses hurrying. So much for the strange rendeziasisiight at the
hotel of a lost honeymoon, she thought.



'‘As long as you really want to come with us,' saiel.s'lt would be
awful to feel that it wasn't the kind of assignmgoti'd have chosen,;

that you'd been more or less trapped into it—andlavbate every
minute of it.’

'l don't think I'm going to hatanyminute of it," he answered steadily
and there was something now in the forceful aggés ¢hat made
Brenda turn hurriedly away.



CHAPTER IV

THEY talked shop for the remainder of the meal, Detangasking

swift incisive questions about equipment, beareetrol-storage,

mileage to be covered—questions it wasn't alwagy éa answer,

but mentally dipping into the files of correspondershe had been
handling all through the summer, Brenda came otitpktty well.

His allergy to English Research schemes, he wakiexpy then,
wasn't lack of patriotism for the old country soahuas love of an
Africa he understood far better than what he catfedidle-headed
bureaucrats.

‘They've only recently realised that the deserassre spreading, as
the bushland that holds the rains is opened up. ¢éott turn bush
into farmland in this climate without creating astibowl; if your Dr,
Drayton is honest enough to adntitat as a conclusion to his
investigations, I'll be glad to help him on hisves.'

She liked his clear-headed, knowledgeable reaspiistgned in
fascination to statistics which on paper would haeen dead and
dull. 'lt's the black man's country," he endede'White man's too, but
only if he's wise enough to play fair and acceptdwn share of the
struggle to live in a land singularly poor in naturesources.'

Wide-eyed, attentive, Brenda felt as if great breadf masculine
fresh air were blowing all the silly emotional nense out of her
head. This man with his broad enthusiasms, hidamde of mind

wasn't the kind of person you could imagine washisdife in regrets
over a silly woman who had behaved like a spoilatticeven if she
was the exquisite Miss Darnley! Just being with himough this

interesting hour made Brenda feel strong, adule sf herself. By
the time they had reached the coffee stage shablaso say without
a trace of self-consciousness, that she, too, avegbology. 'l wasn't



very polite to you on the plane coming out from Eng, Mr.
Derrington. | just wanted to say I'm sorry abowttth

He laughed wholeheartedly, spontaneously, as stienéaer heard
him laugh before. 'Weren't you? I'd almost forgottBut you did

rather snub me, didn't you? No doubt you were p#yfeight.' The

agate eyes were warm with mischief. 'Like a nittéeliJane Austen
heroine waiting to be correctly introduced! Welgwithat we have
been correctly introduced, you're being very chagno me, so you
may consider yourself forgiven.'

That, 'l'd almost forgotten,' left her a little te€d, but she deserved
it, she thought. Why on earth expect him to tak&val matter more
seriously? Once more she felt hotly ashamed ofetteggerated
significance she had given to his tentative advamcethe journey;
those oddly insistent glances that had so distuneedand which no
doubt had been no more than an abstracted trickhwiad something
to do with being shut up in the narrow confinesofairliner cabin.
As it was, he had, it seemed, hardly been awateoand her silly
little withdrawals. How could he be in his brilliagelf-sufficiency?
Disappointment struggled with a soft, throbbing iapss as she
remembered that for the next few weeks they wowddthrown
together. And in the end it was the foolish hapgenhat conquered,
carried her through the curiously empty hour adtex had left him.

Meg Trayner had gone off with Elsa to see Mrs. /s grave.
Brenda had shared in the surreptitious preparatifors this
expedition, had witnessed the dramatic exit bya#f entrance, made
to avoid the hawk-eyed press men who still hautitedoyer. Elsa,
Meg had confided in a breathless aside, didn't whist sacred
occasion to be the subject of a newspaper sob-s®ing's really
dreadfully upset, poor girl, over all that I've beelling her during
lunch about her mother's lonely years of struggle.’



She didn't look particularly upset, Brenda couldhelp thinking, as
she watched the perfectly gowned figure glidingesely along the
humble kitchen corridor, escorted by Mr. Hortingtéime manager,
closely followed by two Indians bearing immense atins of white
lilies and roses. Merely bored and condescendirgagipeared, as
though she were playing a not very interesting pagome rather
stupid play. Once more she seemed to Brenda nte f§aesh and
blood—a little ghostly without her footlights andrdboard scenery.
The very perfection of her beauty and of her flaslenake-up
contributed to this impression of unreality. Someghgou could no
more imagine her weeping over her mother's grasa ffou could
see her rolling up her sleeves to scrub a sculfleryr! It was
MegTrayner's warm-heartedness that had swept hberthis filial
expedition, Brenda couldn't help feeling, and wesdantly ashamed
of her own cynicism.

She spent the rest of the afternoon with the Tnaghddren. Their

mother had asked her, in the light-hearted way ersthave, to 'keep
an eye' on them. 'They'll be no bother to you; ‘thphay all the time

in the hotel garden,' she had urged. "You write Yetters, or do your
shopping, or whatever it is you've planned, andtdenthem hinder
you. So long as you have a peep at them every mowvtheen to see
that Peter isn't climbing over the railings inte thusy roadway, or
digging up Mr. Hortington's beautiful flower-beds.’

With these mixed injunctions ringing in her eatshad seemed
simplest in the end to Brenda to abandon the shgppipedition she
had decided upon and take the too-active Petehandister for a
walk. They didn't get much farther than KenyattaeAwe with its
array of fascinating shops, the children straightfthe wilds, crying
out in delight at the sight of the most ordinaryeats. Peter wanted to
count the big handsome cars flashing along inanéght, while Gay
lingered in little-girl rapture before the windowta toy-shop where
an enormous baby doll lay in state in a real cragllerounded by the
luxurious items of its layette.



And presently there was a large, cool restauratat which they
drifted for tea, over which Brenda made mental sidtg her next
letter home. Such cakes, such clotted cream wehbif luscious
strawberries, in November! Ices made from frestisloed pineapple!
And the children's eyes were as wide as her own.

‘Do you think your mother would allow you to ea¢-4icream as well
as strawberries?' she asked Gay, an earnest, eotisas little girl,

who watched over her brother with a quaintly makemye, that
Brenda found very endearing and rather patheticPfeter was a
naughty little boy, and it was clear that Gay's-seposed role was
not an easy one!

'‘We don't never have ices at all in Laholo!" he waging now in a
loud and desperate tone that threatened tears.

'If we had just one ice, perhapsn top of our strawberries,’ Gay
conceded. 'That way it won't seem like two thingd, it?'

Brenda laughed at this sophistry, gave the rastérpehd hoped for
the best.

Back at the hotel, they found Meg awaiting thenhaeisted by her
emotional trip to the cemetery and ready to buhdiechildren off to
an early bed. 'You can have a little soup and taadtfruit for supper,
in your room,' she arranged, as she heard thdaet&ccount of all
they had eaten at tea-time. 'I'll ask Mr. Hortimgto send it up to you
about seven. No, Petersthan'tbe here to give it to you myself, I'm
going to a party,' she broke off to silence thiteliboy's objections to
supper in bed. 'Miss Somers has taken you out fomosat lovely
afternoon walk and we're all most thankful to H&amying you that
simply delicious tea, spending all her money on!ydau really
shouldn't have spoiled them so!" She flashed Brargrateful glance.



'‘Couldn't Miss Somers stay with us while we eat swpper?' Peter
persisted.

'‘No, she couldn't. She's coming to the party, t@etér, tired out by
his long afternoon, over-excited by too many bimisily motor-cars
and all the noises and sights of the gay city,thats a loud wail and
Meg picked him up under her arm and hurried upstdirenda
following more calmly with the well-behaved Gay.

In the quietness of her own room presently, sheasprout the
sapphire blue dinner dress she had worn the preweaning and
studied it reflectively. Would it be grand enougin fonight? There
was to be a reception for Elsa Darnley in the Tévafi ... arranged
by some civic body or other. Brenda hadn't listepadicularly to

Meg's confused mutter of details, given after luashthey hurried
along the conspiratorial kitchen corridor boundtfoe enclosed yard
in which the car, which would take Elsa to the cmng had been
concealed from the watchful newspapermen's eyes.

'l've been given tickets for two," Meg-had whispkreot liking to
speak aloud at this solemn moment, which was reallyone degree
removed from the importance of a real funeral. ddme with me,’
she had urged. 'There will be dancing, and | caodlaice you to lots
of Nairobi-ites. It might be fun.’

Dancing, Brenda thought now. Would Keith Derringbmnpresent at
this jamboree? And as though the" very possibiligre enough to
decide her, she thrust the sapphire dress backanteardrobe again
and dived into the bottom of her trunk for a yellowffon which she
felt to be much more becoming. It was much too sireeally for

Mahamba, but she had included it in her outfit geait was the
thinnest garment she possessed and Brooksey hadmthat there
wereoccasions when one dressed.



Now she stood with the soft golden folds of thesdragainst the
curve of her cheek, her grey eyes dark with dreé&iiss. tonight with

her emeralds in her ears ... and Derry perhapsédésr. How could
he help it? But in Mahamba there would be no Elgh fer sly and

sultry charm. Only Derry as he had been at thehuable today, a
man full of a man's work to be done, clear of abinwan-nonsense.
That was how she would see him in the weeks altbatlyvas how
she wanted to see him; sharing his work, his fagtitrclear-headed
opinions.

Somehow, this reflection reduced the prospect oigtd's party to
very small beer indeed. What happened, or did appén, in this
gathering that was to be Elsa Darnley's brief tpapcould scarcely
touch her. Slipping into the yellow chiffon dreBsenda felt almost
bored, curiously disinclined for the whole affair.

Her spirits lifted, however, at Meg Trayner's gaSpaive and honest
admiration when they met in the foyer. 'My dear,uytmok
marvellous! What a lovely and unusual dress that i&ke something
out of a Grecian frieze; it makes you look all sofrtclassical and
other-worldly, and most frightfully distinguishedhere was a hint of
wistfulness in her tone as she glanced down abWwarfussy, frilled
skirts.

The reception was, in its first half-hour, as bgrims Brenda had
anticipated and the little glow left by Meg's gemes tribute soon
faded. In an immense and ornate room, crowds nalbemit, eating,
drinking, chattering; it was inevitable that Meggrhpromise of
introductions apparently forgotten, should be earoff first by one
group of old acquaintances, then by another, wBilenda stood
feeling shy and neglected against a darkly curthideorway—-

which, though it was not intentional, was the petrfioil for her

gleaming frock and bronze-lit hair.



At the far end of the vast hall she could see Blamley, lifted on a
flower-filled dais above the hurly-burly, gracioysjueening it in

white satin, her long green eyes ablaze in her, paleface. Only her
lips were vividly scarlet and her hair under thesgy illumination

held the sheen of a raven's wing. Now and themd&aoticed, she
would rake the entire assembly with a swift, almuastgry glance.
She's looking for Keith Derrington! Brenda thoughith a queer,
hurtful pang; and, turning at the sound of a movanieshind her,
found him coming through the darkly-curtained door.

'Oh, hullo!" he greeted her with a companionablm.giThis is
terrible, isn't it?"' His comically rueful glancedicated the smartly
dressed throng. 'Every man-jack in tails and wingtd've crept in the
back way hoping I'd found some other Philistineneeds to keep me
company—»but it looks as though | shall, have tt(h\gme and dig my
one and only dinner jacket out of its moth-bale'was wearing, she
saw, the same shabby neutral-coloured lounge sinatd worn under
the dust-coat on the plane. His tawny hair stoodnupebellious
turmoil and his collar was not particularly fresh.

'‘Home?' she enquired. 'Do you mean to Mehetmbe?'

He nodded. 'Awful bind, isn't it? But I've got tkar outside.' He
turned to her with a fixed and purposeful air. 'kb@hy don't you
come with me? It's a marvellous evening for a rod the whole
thing won't take us much more than an hour. Ydeéllback before
you're missed—and, anyhow, this thing is goingdag all night.'

It was casually offered, but Brenda drew in a shagath and her
colour mounted.

He said, as though it were already settled, 'l feow you my lone
hunter's lair—and we can look out whichever of mgdentials you
think will impress Drayton most."'



'He won't need credentials,” Brenda fenced abowe ttinbulent
pounding of her heart.

'‘He probably will. These scientific types alwayy@do have masses
of papers to back up every least little thing tldey You ought to
know that!" He drew the curtain back for her, anthva curiously
hypnotized feeling she walked through the door teefom.

In the deserted lobby in which they now found thelves there was a
commissionaire. Brenda stopped and said to the rivEil: you
please go to Mrs. Trayner and tell her that Mismm&s has had to
slip out to see to some work for Dr. Drayton arat #he will be back
in about an hour?'

They were out in the street then, Keith Derringtanghed softly.
‘That covers us nicely, doesn't it?' he mockedlge@ood old Jane
Austen!’

Brenda got into the car beside him, her cheekshioére's nothing
Jane Austenish about it she said stiffly. 'Mrgayher would
naturally be a little worried if | were to disappéato thin air for an
indefinite period without some word of explanatlon.

'She needn't be worried. I'll take good care of.'ydis voice wasn't
mocking any more. Reaching into the back of théheadragged out a
large fleecy rug. 'To begin with you'd better ghistover that lovely
flimsy thing you're wearing if you don't want tacla cold.' He leaned
over her, expertly tucking the rug about her shexrddoefore she
could protest.

It was an open car; powerful, low-slung, silent. Heve, she
discovered, with a sort of reckless efficiency thas exciting and at
the same time reassuring. At this rate they'd ctwerdistance to
Mehetmbe and back almost in the optimistic timé&e promised. In
a feverish way, she clung to that; steadying heligb heart. It was



the most natural thing in the world that he shcdgle asked her to
his home, she assured herself. Dr. Drayton wasi@gritomorrow
and he wanted her help over this business of #aeatials. Leaning
back in the deep bucket seat she looked up atastevelvet canopy
of sky, studded with brilliant, unfamiliar starsadt night it was Elsa
Darnley who had sat in this seat! What had thégethhbout on their
way to a hotel that mocked their lost love?

There were hills now, black against the paler lwriand the road
climbed between vaguely seen undergrowth where Iprow
creatures lurked. Once .the headlights picked epy#fow gleam of

some hunting animal's eyes. A night-hawk caughhénglare went
fluttering blindly before them. And presently thesas a group of
Africans, padding along the grass verge in singée moving in a

rhythmical trot. Lion skins draped their splendakad shoulders, red
paint-streaked brows and cheekbones and their veagsanointed
with ochre-coloured clay. They were carrying spe&renda saw,
the leader of the file raising his in salute asdhepassed.

'‘Wandering Masai," Derrington explained, as heedifa hand in
response to the greeting.

Brenda felt a small thrill of terror.

The Masai! The untameable blood-drinking tribesmeth whom
the child Keith Derrington had roamed. That drebd&y that was to
have been his wedding day, it was to the Masaiduegone for his
strange comfort. Covertly she glanced at the styorgt profile
beside her, the ruthless thrust of the chin, tlag@sly cynical mouth.

"Tell me about the Masai?' she demanded.

‘The aristocrats of East Africa,’ Derrington ansuaer'’A nomadic
tribe, proud, unconquerable, calling no man mdster.



‘They're so different from the Africans one seedlairobi,’ Brenda
put in. 'Where everyone wears European dress amigealaces mix
freely. It's all so cosmopolitan.’

'‘Because it's our great urban centre,' Keith Dgtoin told her. 'And
we are justly proud of it. But in the remote aréfscans still often

live in a primitive way, tending their goats andtlea going barefopt,
carrying bows and arrows ... and the spears yowgdwour Masai

friends just now. Though civilization is catching on the Masai.
Once hunters on a grand scale they now look afterod the largest
game reserves in the country. Poachers turned gsepeks.
However, they still maintain much of their old walife, clinging to

their traditional customs. Some of them hardlytditdiscuss with a
nice-minded Jane.'

'‘My name is not Jane,' Brenda protested heatedityply this descent
into flippancy.

'‘But | like you as Jane. Please be Jane!' he pleadieulously. '"You
look like a Jane—all earnest and conscientious@yal.'

'It sounds deadly"
'It's not," he said softly. 'Not your sort of Jask- ness.’

They were bumping over a rough cart-track then, hkadlights
suddenly revealing the long, low grass-roofed howbke&h stood
before them.

"Il run along in first and light up,' Keith Dengton said.

Getting out of the car Brenda hugged the fleecyaloger about her
slim shoulders. This was mountain air, fresh ararghfragrant as
spiced wine. Standing on the inky dark verandahcshgd feel the
silence all about her a palpable force, vast, nigsts, the brooding
spirit of a wild and lonely land. Light bloomed tine interior of the



house then and, crossing the threshold towards whkEome
glow,-she found herself in a long, lofty room, somland shadowy
save for the corner where an old-fashioned par&fimp stood on a
small table set against one whitewashed wall. Thexee crossed
spears high on the wall—Masai spears! And aboven ttine head of
some slaughtered bush animal with a long, whitegpHike face
surmounted by a pair of immense black curling horskudu,
Derrington told her. The spears, he explained, watese dancing
spears, ivory-handled, cruel and slender as igiclesd in an earlier
time in the dances which sometimes ended in death.

With a shiver Brenda glanced about her. There sdamde very
little furniture in the vast dim room; a low divanvered with a cheap
Indian cotton quilt, an Indian carved teakwood ¢dtdlding glasses
and a bottle of whisky. On the floor at her fedtoa-skin rug lay
stretched, the great lolling head with its tortymgahning death mask
seemed to waver and move in the uncertain ligldoéple of cheap
bentwood chairs completed the concessions to comfor

'‘Well, this," Derrington announced cheerfully,the ancestral home.
Peaceful little hideout, isn't it? Sit yourself dowlane, while | nip
along and change.' He indicated the least deooéfiite chairs. 'The
smokes and drinks are there on the table besidanyathis cigar box
Is my filing cabinet. If you dig into it you'll fich letters of appreciation
from my more recent clients—an American pork milaore, a

couple of hoary peers of the British realm. Pick what you think

will impress Drayton." He moved towards a curtaireedhway,

hesitated, glanced back. '"You look rather niceeterthe lamplight
with that woolly shawl thing slipping off your shiders,' he said in
the reflective, almost impersonal tone he couldtassasily to make
of his flattering a simple thing. 'Know somethidgne? You're the
first woman to sit in that chair; it's a pretty kgively male

establishment.'



'‘Ought | to be honoured?' she asked, trying tolspath a mockery
that died on her lips.

‘No. I'm the honoured one.' The deep strong voias grave. 'You
make the old room look quite different... prettyodd

She couldn't see his face in the shadows, but #mmth of his words
reached her, disturbing as a caress. 'The liggbanhair, it's ... kind
of cosy," he ended with an ineptitude that made $ound oddly
boyish and young. 'l like your short hair, Jans.jlist right. But then
everything about you is just right; that's whatiskrme straight away
that day | saw you in the Airways Terminal.'

With a flick of the curtain he was gone through @inehway then, and
with a hand that shook, Brenda picked up the boettérs. She
wished her heart wouldn't behave so foolishly. Sbing about this
vast dim lonely room made her want to cry ... amaghere a man
sat through long solitary evenings reading throsigine catalogues,
throwing things at bats!

She could hear them, rustling in the dry grasefroof above the
uncovered rafters disturbed by the light. And sudigéhe room was
filled with their small soft bodies, their dreadfsbundless wings.
Endlessly they wheeled and circled, stirring tireabout her head, so
that she shrank back in her chair, faint with a mimg terror. All the
legendary horrors of bat-lore came crowding in emn; ldetails she
had heard, or read; vampire bats that sucked yloodptalons that
fastened in your hair only to be loosened by dedtheén something
soft and pulpy struck her brow, half-blinding hehe stood up and
screamed, her nerve utterly deserting her.

Just what happened afterwards wasn't very cledy tbhat she could
hear her wild voice rising, rising and there weagskeverywhere ...
and suddenly Derry was in the room. She was fardtswaught to
notice the gun in his hand, so that the flash amacession and



thunder of sound sent her reeling into a nightniaekness which
would have engulfed her in that finality of horaord noise, only for
the strong arms which caught her and held her clesmehow her
head was resting very comfortably then againstifa sdtirt front,
while a gentle hand stroked the curls back fromviretr brow. It all
seemed surprisingly natural, almost matter-of-f&te felt limp and
peaceful and quite unreal ... as though it wergeaing in a hazy
dream; the quiet voice murmuring above her heaghrDane, darling
Jane, | frightened you!" She felt no surprise & tbnder mode of
address.

She said in a polite little shaker”™ voice, 'I'mrgdo have been such
an idiot, but | never have been able to stand &atsthere were so
many of them. I'm not usually such a coward.'

'l know you're not,' Derry agreed, still holding leéosely ... perhaps
because she was still shaking. 'No girl who wasveacd would come
five thousand miles across the world alone to @kea job in the
Mahamba bush.’

That somehow brought her back to earth a littlegefd objectivity
into her haziness. Awareness of herself, of the imarnose arms she
rested crept like a bright intoxication through bkyod. She stirred,
sighed, the wild swift sweetness possessing hemateexplaining
that it had been no more than a blank cartridglkeergun, that a blank
cartridge fired at close range was the only eféectmethod of
sending the bats back to their nests behind thersafshe scarcely
listened, lifting to him her quivering, wonderingack as she
whispered his name.

She saw his eyes light up, flash triumph. Themtvsith came down
on her own and the world and her heart stood stidiw long the

moment lasted she could not tell. Beyond time dhgadition she

soared, her lips in innocent abandon giving so nmohe than she
knew.



He let her go then and they stood in quietnessrdeggeach other,
She could see his face, lean and strong, hollowedhb lamp
shadows so that his eyes seemed all darkness ribstramgely sad.
An odd, half-rueful smile he gave her at last. \M&' he breathed
out slowly. 'Really, Jane! This ... this doesr'trito the picture, does
it? | promised to return you safely to Mrs. TrayhElis voice wasn't
guite steady. 'l think we'd better get back todbkering atmosphere
of the old Town Hall.'

Abruptly he turned out the lamp and in the darkriesad her hand,
guiding her out of the house to the car. She wasappy she could
not think clearly, nor did thought seem to matkée.had, she saw in
the light of the car lamps, had the presence ofininretrieve the
shawl which long ago had slipped unheeded fronsheulders. She
was glad of it now, leaning back in the bucket seditmissive as a
child while he wrapped it about her.

They were moving then, the cool wind whipping hieeeks, singing
in her ears. Not an easy car for conversation—Hrretwas, she felt
now, so little need for words.

In the kisses they had exchanged all barriers letweem seemed to
have vanished. And her heart had gone from herikgefhe knew
that now, openly and without reserve. That shefalbeh in love with
Keith Derrington she could no longer conceal fraersielf. She didn't
want to conceal it. And, joyfully, she could almbslieve that her
love was returned.

Then, incredibly, he was confirming this. Oriseeemed: speaking
slowly, musingly as though he were summing up sbmgthe had
been turning over in his mind. He said, 'That plafcaine must have
struck you as pretty scruffy, Jane, but there'secauiot that could be
done with it. There's a gorgeous view from my bplin daylight and
a garden that could turn into something pretty gdatyone took a



little trouble with it. 'Are you,' he ended with kand of wistful
tentativeness, 'interested in gardens, by any eé)dane?'

She laughed, the heady assurance his words conypeyethg like

life into her veins. For answer she nestled net@rdnm, the small
confiding gesture more eloquent than words. Andleaty they were
sweeping into Kenyatta Avenue, the lights and th&tlb of the city
like a hand laid on her lips, binding her inviokalblow to the sweet
secrecy of their unspoken love.

There was the Town Hall again then, the throngs, rthise, the
music. Dancing had begun. Voices of greeting hdedington as
they crossed the entrance lobby, men's voices. &\&thift shy smile
of farewell, Brenda slipped away to the powder-rdormomb out her
wind-blown hair. She found Meg Trayner there, pngnup a torn and
dreadful flounce, her kind face beaming with thereng's fun—and
a flash of relief at Brenda's reappearance.

'‘Whatever happened to you? | got the oddest message the
commissionaire; something about Dr. Drayton. Haarneed?' she
burst out indistinctly through a mouthful of pins.

Brenda, tugging at her curls before a mirror, muedwa dreamy 'Oh
no!" Her eyes in the mirror were shining stars;lipsrtremulous with
happiness. Heartbreakingly young she looked, Headkingly

vulnerable. 'lIt was just that | went with Mr. Dergiton to sort out
some papers and credentials he wanted to put &gbtfore Dr.

Drayton gets here tomorrow.'

'‘Papers? Where? At Root's?'
‘No, at his home.’

‘You mean you've been all the way out to Mehetmide® gave her a
quick astonished glance which turned into a fixed #oubled stare.
Brenda's vivid, sensitive face was more tell-thlent she knew, and



Meg Trayner liked not at all what she saw, as thletgned to her
with a drugged and lingering smile.

‘Derry is a devil ..."' she said slowly, delibergteAnd a pretty cruel
devil at times. You be careful of him, Brenda, ngad this smoke
screen he's putting up to protect his dealings &ida Is all very
well—but not when he usg®uto help things along.’

The comb clattered from Brenda's hand on to thesefiapped
dressing-table. 'What an extraordinary thing td'she brought out
blankly, her heart even then continuing to singsgsret, endless
song.

Meg turned away as though she couldn't bear to kEtoker any

longer. 'He's in love with Elsa,' she said. 'And'slin love with him.

I've been listening to her pouring her heart ouaférnoon. It flared

up again between them that night they met in Londatompletely,

absolutely. Straight to each other's arms they-wumt, she said, as
though there had been no interval. Then ... waindp Derry, he

turned and stalked out and left her. He wasn'tipjpsse, going to
forgive everything as easily as that—after the finement's betrayal
of the way he really felt.’

There was a dreadful silence in the bright litt®m while Meg
busied herself with her flounce. 'She followed lont here,' she went
on. 'He is flattered ... more than that, much mBré.still inclined to
be difficult. Last night they went to Blue Poststelo. ." Meg broke
off. 'Listen, Brenda dear,” she urged with a suddesperate
earnestness. 'They're committed to each other tinas | know. I've
seen people in love before and | happen to knoseth&o particular
people rather more than well—I saw them grow umenaber. | can
read Derry like a book—the good and the bad in Iilsa has come
out here after him, blindly following her destirfyomething that is
more im-portant to her than all the hollow succesdeer theatrical
career. She wants to put things right with Derry-d-#ime promised



to help her. She's coming to Mahamba with us whengw back
tomorrow.’

'‘Does that mean she's coming on safari with ug afte' Brenda
asked, and with breath held back waited for Megss\er.

Bending low over her torn flounce she uttered afledf unhappy, 'It
looks that way. From what Elsa says it is all settand she has
overcome all Derry's misgivings about the wisdortaiing her. She
seems to have persuaded him that she won't be possible
responsibility, that she won't take any needlesissrand will do all
she's told. So there it is. Romantic, isn't it2 eshded with calculated
cruelty. Being cruel to be kind. If Keith Derringtdnad been filling
this child's head with dreams this evening, thaxeoshe woke up the
better.

Turning back to the mirror, Brenda looked unsesiragla face from
which all life and animation had drained.



CHAPTER YV

THE three-day journey to Mahamba held for Brenda tnadity of a
dream that is neither good nor bad, but simply ardaustingly
unreal. She travelled by train with Meg Trayner #m&lchildren and
there was ample time in the long bright morning, glharingly dusty
afternoon, for reflection, while beyond the windowsfgheir carriage
the fantastic landscape unfolded. Nairobi lay beéhirem now, like
the memory of another life; something that had leapgd in cool,
sweet sanity before this bedlam of heat and namgk maotion, of
shaking coaches and rattling wheels that took pssse of the
senses.

That incredible night drive to Mehetmbe with mountair fresh as
spring water laid on the lips ... a long dim larhptiom where fear
and rapture had blended; a man's voice whispelilage, darling
Jane ..." All soremotenow, so impossible that sometimes Brenc
would find herself wondering if it had ever happe¢all. Painfully,
with Peter and Gay scrambling tirelessly from one ef the carriage
to the other to point out objects of interest baldne white-hot
windows, she would go over each detail of that st lovely hour,
looking back in dull misery at the pinnacle of fisbl happiness from
which Meg Trayner's cloakroom confidences had kentcrashing.
A Derry cannily arranging for Elsa Darnley to hawer safari after
all ... making sure in this way of keeping her nkam, without
giving away too much. 'Working her into the Draytexpedition is
such a perfect compromise that it's quite natumalshould have
thought of it,’ Meg had pointed out. 'He's not goim make it as easy
a conquest for her as a safari on their own woudticate. But this
way he won't be losing sight of her ... will hakie thance, | suppose
he thinks, of proving her a bit. Anyway, theresitiHe suggested, she
tells me, that she should ask me if she might coask to Mahamba
with me ... knowing I'd agree at once. And Dr. Dosywon't make
any bones about having so attractive a member addeid party. It



doesn't really matter when thasea safari going on how many people
come along; in fact the more the merrier.'

'He's playing his game with Elsa in a characteadiy complicated
and tortuous fashion," Meg had gone on. 'But utlgecclear just what
the game is. Only don't let him make you a pawmn, imy dear!" she
had ended.

Just what she had managed to answer to this ratbkrdramatic
warning, how she had got out of that hot bright gesroom and
back into the ballroom, Brenda couldn't remembeakela scar
hardening across her heart lay the thought of tAekband empty
hours which had followed. Because, even then, sdn'h quite
believed that all that happened so naturally, sautielly at
Mehetmbe had been no more than a part in some khadhan
scheme for humiliating and titillating another wam&low could it
be just that? But as the evening went by withaiga of a Derry who
wanted to dance with her she was compelled to atiatita kiss given
to a frightened girl could easily enough be accedror. An impulse
of pity, of tenderness tinged with amusement peshapo more. She
had, oh, she could see it now in shaasiedor that kiss! And it had
meant so little to Keith Derrington that he hadrgpbe rest of the
evening in the bar with his men friends, drinkipgesumably, and
playing poker.

That Elsa Darnley, too, had been quite openly aeddy his absence
from the dance floor was small consolation. She hade up for it
the next day by monopolizing him on the pretencesedking his
advice in the purchasing of her safari outfit, whBrenda was
engaged by the arrival of the fussy and demandirengst who was
her employer; Dr. Drayton in one of his most difficmoods, tired
out after his long cross-country trip with the wded Simson,
missing his paragon Miss Brookes, obviously filgth doubts as to
the ability of the youngster the London Institut@dhfoisted upon
him. Barely thanking her for her success in getbagrington to join



them, he had sent her on a series of errands thetoospital, to the
shops, kept her running hither and thither on aeéegt or another all
day. It hadn't been easy to come back to the Irotbke dusk to find
him smiling, rested, completely transformed becaiseglittering

and famous Elsa Darnley had invited him to cocktialher suite.

They had all had dinner together afterwards ana@dcgtails and the
glamour had already achieved with magical ease thepose. The
solemn little Dr. Drayton was enchanted at the iollelsliss Darnley
coming along to Mahamba with them, it appeared] store

enchanted that she should wishto share their s&dar would he
hear of her putting up at the Trayners' bungalovine Toest
accommodation the Research headquarters had tovedie at her
disposal.

Glancing across the dinner table, Brenda had ca(gttt's quizzical

glance as the little scientist pressed this urgestiation; the glimmer

of a mocking smile that might have sought to shveite her some

exquisite and private joke, the lift of a sardoeyebrow that could so
easily have sent her soaring again to the dizaygule of their secret
understanding. Only that she had remembered in t@e was no
secret understanding, that Elsa Darnley, too, cosé# this

pantomime of glances exchanged and that they wesigrked in fact
for that purpose, a flirtation of eyes to introddlce spice of jealousy
into a relationship too complacently possessiveg'Meemark about
pawns echoed hollowly as Brenda steeled her foblkesirt. She had
hurried away to her room as soon as dinner wasdende

The next morning, having had a satisfactory remdrtSimson's
condition from the hospital, Dr. Drayton and Elsal &eith had set
out for Mahamba by car, leaving Brenda to followray with the
Trayners, and here she was now, suspended in tithass vacuum
which any long railway journey can create, hearlvigg Trayner
announce that in a few moments' time they woultvamt Kisumu



where they were to board the steamer which wolktd them via
Lake Victoria to the final stage of their railwayuyney.

Water! It sounded cool. Twenty-six thousand squmaites of it. But
on the heat-blistered deck of the lake steamerdarday limp in a
lounge chair watching the rock-strewn burned-upretiodead as
some landscape thrown up from the earth's fieriecraNe're right
bang on the Equator, here," Peter told her witimph. She could
well believe it. Even the thoughts in her unhappgadseemed to be
frying, her very brain sizzling. Somewhere in tteadly heat on the
road which bordered the lake, Drayton and Elsa Bgrand Keith
Derrington would be well on their way to MahambheTake trip
was a diversion—undertaken as a special treat Her dhildren.
Listening to the rush of water against the bowgn8a hugged to
herself the illusion of coolness and wiped the jpieasion out of her
eyes. Or at least one could pretend to oneseHstperspiration—for
why should there be tears? This hollow emptine$®aft could have
nothing to do with the thought of a man and a wordawing in
intimacy through a golden, brazen land. A man s known for
less than one brief week! The thought came to hibranstab of sheer
astonishment.

Turning to Meg in the lounge chair beside her, sael, 'lt's
Wednesday, Meg; this time last Wednesday | wasoateh. . .
packing to come away!" Her voice was wild with ihdable pain.
That tranquil far-off Wednesday, which she hadewvan known was
tranquil; fussing with luggage and farewells, th&ufe a vague blur
of silver aeroplanes and sundrenched tropics, mattaanywhere of
the disturbing encounter which awaited her. Andgaspect of that
encounter now, every detail of its development,ravned on her
heart, a part of herself which she must carry ag ks she lived. For
the second time her hand went shakily to her aygsng away the
salty bitterness.



Meg covertly noticing the pathetic little gestur@aswvinstantly all
sympathy. "You're homesick, you poor kid!

Brenda shook her head. 'I'm not really. It's juster voice broke,
'that too much seems to have happened in too ahimie. Maybe
that's what air travel does to you. Your body isskbd thousands of
miles through space and you seem to ... live tockgu' She

laughed unsteadily. 'l feel as if I'd lived at keashundred years
during this past week!

‘Never mind!" Meg patted her bare arm with a hatrohy palm.
‘You'll soon settle down when you get to Mahamband you'll visit
us at Laholo, in fact you can stay with us altogethyou like. Dr.
Drayton's bungalow will probably be crowded outefs putting Elsa
up as well as Derry.'

'Oh, Meg, thank you! I'd love to stay with you,eAda returned with
such desperation in her young voice that Meg tutmeshsily away,
remembering with sudden discomfort the suspician Isdd tried to
thrust away from her on the evening the child hatdirned, all

glowing and radiant, from her drive to MehetmbedHerry really

been cruel enough to make love to her that nigtt& Told and
calculating philandering in which he occasionaligulged! She'd
seen him hurt other women, could almost have Hatador his light

and easily forgotten encounters if she had not knthe reason for
his twisted approach to anything that concernee.l®ut this girl

was so young, so vulnerable, so much too fine tevdeted on Keith
Derrington's whims!

Indignation swelled in Meg's generous heart ancethvas a fiercely

protective glitter in her blue eyes as she saiderTit's as good as
settled. I'll tell Dr. Drayton as soon as we gethiat we'll be delighted

to have you as our guest at Laholo.'



Two days later they arrived at Mahamba Halt inl#éte afternoon, a
tin-covered shack on the edge of the railway langjn-point of life
lost amidst flat wastes of half-burned scrub amghtmhare thorn trees
with black twisted stems. Just at first it seemsdhough no one
existed in this hiatus, save the Indian stationteraand a cluster of
inquisitive little black boys; then Val Trayner aggred from behind a
capacious, shabby car and there was a rapturouly faunion.

Standing apart, Brenda felt lonely and lost. Théinegs of the
landscape, under a lowering sky, leaden with tsmdalled her. She
had expected she didn't quite know what—splashesragfical
exuberance, flowers, blue skies. This place load®dhough it had
been blasted by some unimaginable catastrophe.

Then Meg was introducing her husband, and Brendadderself
being welcomed with such genuine pleasure by theran in khaki

bush shirt and shorts that her spirits lifted. Ehevas nothing
half-hearted about East African hospitality, steedvered. That Meg
had brought a total stranger back to stay with thveas, to Val

Trayner, itseemed, the ultimate triumph of the taNairobi. Piling

children and luggage into the car, he oozed pexspir and good
nature, promising in his booming voice that theyake things right
with Dr. Drayton and see that Miss Somers had a gjote as well as
plenty of work during her six months at Mahamba.

‘You don't have to be told the way Dr. Drayton ds\his staff,' he
said, as he installed Brenda in the place of hobgunis side. 'But

you be firm with him from the beginning and stickdffice hours—

it'll be easier for you if you're not living at theesearch H.Q. and
we'll find plenty to amuse you in your spare tinidéy'd got a social
club going in the little settlement, he boastediancing, tennis, an
iImprovised squash court.

Turning abruptly the road plunged into a thicketeofierald green
acacia thorn and emerged into a new world. A rglptain, golden in



the late sunlight, stretched away to a line of bluguntains. Low
thorn bushes held shadows of the same intense lglwen and here
and there weird euphorbia trees held up their dabde branches.
From the tawny grasses of the foreground starthethals looked up
at the passing car. Antelopes and reed- buck mogdl Trayner
explained for Brenda's benefit.

'‘We've got a baby reed-buck of our own at homey Gantributed:;
adding a little anxiously, 'ls Bimba all right, Diy®"

All the pets were flourishing, Val assured his drdalighter, and the
grey cat had had five kittens. Everything indeed pane smoothly
during their absence excepting that one of thékitdooys had had to
be dismissed for pilfering, and a leopard had takeprowling the
compound at night and on one occasion had rifleccticken run.

Meg, dismissing the leopard story with what seeteeBrenda the
most amazing casualness, plunged into her own stsppf news
from Nairobi Simson was making good progress. 'LateEns,
broken ribs and shock,’ she enumerated with a iessr which
might have sounded heartless if it had not beegetdrwith obvious
relief. An escape from an infuriated rhino is aaule to be related
with joy in the language of any hunter. 'He'll Iseright as rain after a
couple of weeks in hospital,’ she ended. 'In thamme, we've got ...
who do you think to take on the safari in his pfdce

'l know; Derrington!" Val returned, robbing her bér moment of
sensation. 'They got in yesterday complete witlyllade laughed.
'Elsa Darnley at this day and age; you could haxaxked me over
with a hippopotamus!'

'It's terrific, isn't it?' Meg agreed. 'And theyas much in love as ever
they were, if you ask me!'

'Who, Mummy?' piped Gay shrilly. 'Who is in love?'



‘Never mind," Meg snapped rather faintly. 'l wakitg to Daddy.'

‘But | know," Gay exulted with little-girl obstingand the eternal
romanticism of her sex. 'lt's Uncle Derry you meamnd the pretty
new lady with lovely pink nails. Even her mouth Ipgsfume on it; |
know because she kissed me the day we came away then Uncle
Derry put his arm around her...."

'He did not,' came Peter's indignant contributathe discussion. 'He
was only helping her into the car. Uncle Derry suater; he doesn't
bower his' head with silly things like wimmin.'

'‘Wimmin aren't silly things!'
‘They are.'
‘They are not!

'‘Be quiet, children,' Meg cried in exasperatiord fortunately for the
tense moment the car just then turned through aniong in the thorn
and cactus hedge and they were home. With a tirijpleasure

Brenda saw the long low bungalow with its deeplermanging

thatched roof shading a spacious verandah. Treegpegd about the
building made coolness and beauty; the thick daliade of figs, the

flowering loveliness of frangipani, the blue dmit jacaranda. Here
the grass was green, short, almost like a welldgdriehglish lawn.

‘Journey's end!' sighed Meg Trayner on a note ep @®ntent as the
car drew up at her own beloved front door, and whth rest of the
guotation singing of lovers' meetings in her fdoliseart, Brenda
looked up to see Keith Derrington standing befaest. Tall, rangy,

more lion-coloured than ever in his faded tan b&fsit and shorts,
his agate eyes smiled down at her.

‘Thought I'd run over and make sure you'd all siadithe railway
journey,' he explained, and though his hand wad bek to the



effusively welcoming Val, his glance was still 8renda. As she met
his long and searching look her heart gave a lofctenseless and
quite uncontrollable joy.

Now it was her own hand he was holding; the firmragsure of his
lean fingers bringing an illogical sense of comfiite been detailed
to collect you and take you back to H.Q.," he tadd.

'‘She's staying with us,’ Meg threw in. 'l don'tmoge Dr. Drayton
will make any difficulties about it, as he's onlgtdwo spare rooms
and you and Elsa will be using them.’

'Why, Jane! You're not deserting us, are you?'etbne was softly
intimate—and he was holding her hand much too Ifmgthe
conventional gesture. Colouring, Brenda tuggedihgers free.

‘Mrs. Trayner is being so kind about it ... I'ddito stay here,' she
offered with a diffidence that made her sound yoand unsure. But
it was Keith's manner that was taking the grounchfunder her feet.
How could he stand there looking at her so ardettywith so much
unspoken disappointment in his eyes? As though feglly been
counting on having her under the same roof as hindseing the
short interval of preparation for the safari!

'‘As it seems to be all arranged there's nothingenma@an say,' he
conceded grudgingly.

The screened door to the house opened then andD&sdey
appeared. 'Hullo, everybody! Keith and | have bkali asleep on
your comfortable living-room settee waiting for yo8he yawned
daintily. 'That awful car trip on your awful diroads! | feel as if |
haven't an unshaken bone in my body. But thisisdavely ... soaks
the fatigue right out of you, doesn't it?"

‘Not the sort of heat we had in the train,” Megmetd dryly. Elsa's
"bandbox" freshness was enough to make any dustygltstained



woman annoyed. Dressed in an up-to-the-moment wigated
sports frock, she looked as cool as a snowdrift,vined mouth a
challenge in her pale lovely face.

The silly little flame of happiness that had beesrming Brenda's
heart flickered and went out. He couldn't even cower from H.Q.
to collect me without bringing her along, she thou&he had a swift,
mental picture of the two of them waiting in theymer living-room.
'Half asleep on the settee’; drowsy and intimaté @terly at ease
with each other. The way lovers are. Happy lovAfter their day
and night of driving and camping together that'syhbwould be.
These long leisurely hours round the camp-fire Afrecan servants
singing as they prepared the chief meal of the skays overhead, the
silence of the bush all around; the cool beautiadkkness when the
glare of the day could be forgotten. 'Just likengean safari; Elsa will
enjoy every moment of it,' Meg had said, descrilimgytrek by road
with envy one particularly stifling night when thailway carriage
berths were too unbearably hot for sleep.

‘Tea!' Meg was saying now. '‘Oceans of it! That'satwie need. Sit
down, everybody. Omari,' she called, and as thduglhad been
concealed close by, awaiting the summons, a ti@hdsr young
Negro in a dazzlinganzainstantly appeared, followed by three othe
young Africans who, with giggles and grins of wetes ran down
the verandah steps to help Val Trayner unload #re fEloods of
Swahili followed. 'I'm telling them I've broughtdm all presents
from Nairobi," Meg explained to Brenda. 'Golo tlumk-boy who is
very religious is to have a New Testament with aodd pictures,
there's a tin of toffees for Miambu the kitchemstoand silk
handkerchiefs for Omari who is half Arab and veaydified.'

‘And extraordinarily handsome!" added Elsa, ey€mgari who had
reappeared with the tea-tray. In her liquid, lovelgice she
murmured a sentence or two in Swahili. Omari's faicep with
pleasure as he replied, bowing low to the beautn@imsahib.



'‘Quite an exchange of compliments,' laughed Valyfiea 'You
haven't forgotten your Swahili then, Elsa!'

'l haven't forgotten anything about the old daltsa replied softly,
significantly, her green eyes going in lazy assceato Keith in the
wicker chair at her side. It might have been alehging thing to say
if she had not been so obviously sure of its recepKeith, holding

the sugar bowl out to her, made no comment, buttingffled way in

which he met that alluring glance held nothing loé tmomentary
awkwardness which seemed to afflict the Traynamsthe heavy
silence which fell on the group then, Brenda fouhdrself

remembering, as though she, too, had had somanabéd part in it,

the wedding day fifteen years ago that had brouwhtvedding.

Could passion blossom again after so cruel anvakerApparently it

could. Elsa's return was so clearly a gesture oksder. And now
every word she spoke to Keith, every look she dameas the tea-
time hour progressed, was so full of surrenderitimight have been
embarrassing if it had not been so exquisitely egrd. Elsa
Darnley, playing the most difficult, the most héasakingly

appealing role of her career! Any man would havenbmoved by it.

And Keith Derrington, Brenda reminded herself ittdshess, wasn't
any man, but the lover who had been faithful to memory for

fifteen long years.

And for herself, Brenda thought, she would rementber evening
hour as long as she was capable of remembering rhpaia; the
brief light of the sinking sun, turning grass ameles to flames of
living gold, the mountains melting in violet mishder that opaline
sky, the ghost of a cool breeze stirring in the larmging a faint
unearthly fragrance from the frangipani flowers. eSkwould

remember the children bringing out the basket of kiktens and the
household cats sitting in gravity on the verandaipslapping their
saucers of tea-time milk; the wraith-like baby rdeatk, Bimba, that
came pattering on dainty feet to nibble cake froeg hands.



‘Val found her lost in the bush when she was ngelathan a toy
terrier,’” Meg explained. 'Her mother must have btken by a
leopard or a lion. It's marvellous how happily stesttled down with
us.'

'‘She dances on the lawn in the moonlight," Gayrdmrted proudly,
'leaping right up in the air like a ballet lady.'

'Her eyes," mused Elsa dreamily, 'are pure vialetMjg, she's
wonderful!l But everything here is wonderful; thiouse, your
beautiful children with their adorable cats andiss ... the peace, the
guietness. | envy you. You make my life seem satpess.' Her voice
broke. 'l can't go back to London after this!" sWt@aspered. For an
instant there was something like panic in the geass.

It was Keith who spoke then and in the rapidly gatig dusk it

seemed to Brenda that his lean strong face had arshhungering
look. "You with your world of glittering lights amadulation," he said.
‘What would you do with a bungalow in the wilds®tloecause Meg
has dazzled you for a moment with her genius fandrwonaking.

Children," he said with sudden harshness, ‘kittamsl baby

reed-bucks that look pretty enough to eat; you'ddred stiff with

the lot of them after a week or so.'

'l wouldn't, Keith dear. | promise you!' It wasthsugh the soft voice
whispered its vows now in a twilight which excludalll the other
members of the little group. Brenda felt hersetivghot with anguish
for her own intrusion into this intimate atmosphdfer one crazy
moment she felt as though she were sitting in dyostalls
somewhere, listening to the inimitable Darnley wogkup one of her
famous love scenes, in which, inevitably, Keith iDegton had been
cast to play the hero's part.



Then Meg's breezy, 'But, Elsa, surely you wouldeedly dream of
giving up your career and settling down in Africa@tuced the
moment to its even more painful reality.

‘My career!" Elsa mocked. 'Have you any idea whdtaed and
gruelling life I have to lead? How empty it allirs the end. | don't
know!" She sighed pathetically. 'Just lately itras¢o have been one
disappointment after another. I've had to playotten plays because
there aren't any good ones being written.’

'What about Shakespeare?' boomed Val helpfully.

'I'm not a Shakespearean actress. No; good modamadis my
medium; and there aren't any good modern dramasang.'

'‘Well, there are your films, then?"

'‘With the film world rocking to ruin on the tides$ taxation. And
one's own income, whatever it is, going the samg #wagland isn't a
comfortable place any longer.'

'‘And Tanzania is?' prompted Keith.
'‘Kenya is,' she temporized.

Her green eyes glinted strangely in the thickertwmigyght. Like a
cat's eyes watching him, Brenda thought with aeshiva tiger cat.
There was something terrifying about the ruthlegsnsity of that
pointed pale face under its night-black wings af.Hed like a house
somewhere outside Nairobi ... up in the hills," alas saying.

‘At Mehetmbe, for instance?' suggested Derrington.

‘At Mehetmbe,' she echoed softly. ‘Where else?'



Derrington threw back his head and laughed. 'ReBllsa, you are
amazing!' he exclaimed.

'‘And you,' replied Elsa angrily, as she stood ujpiatly, ‘are a beast!

'‘Why, Elsa!' the good-natured Val put in protesgnyVhat a way to
talk to a man who, it seems to me, is getting &8 tee popping the
guestion as a man may in a roomful of people! Redlsa, I'm
ashamed of you.'

There was a dreadful silence while the colour daup in Meg's

plump, shocked countenance. 'Vdgal' she could be heard to
murmur in wifely horror, her significant glance erg out, as clearly
as though she had spoken it, her reproach atlagswcéss that could
so easily forget the uneasy relationship of thege fTo speak of

'‘popping the question' just as though there had be® tragic

interlude of fifteen years, no foundered weddiny,da broken

hearts!

Not that Keith looked particularly brokenheartedrait moment. It

was Elsa who turned white around the lips, hergeses flashing, as
he laughed easily, said largely. 'lt's all righgl\ld man. | wasn't
seriously offering Elsa bed and board in my tumb\ed shack. | was
merely ... sounding the depths so to speak. Elsav&kmmy oblique

attacks for what they're worth, don't you, Elsa?’

'l know that you can be quite abominably offensigbge returned
icily, and stalked into the living- room, banginiet screen door
behind her.

Val rubbed his head, looking ruefully after heart§ if I put my foot
into it," he murmured remorsefully. 'I'm a clumgap ... jumping to
conclusions. Bit of a shock having Elsa show ug #fternoon ...
pleasant shock, of course. Thinking of her comilhthe way to see
you again made me begin to imagine things, | suppos



Keith laughed again, and his light shrug was nomodtal as Brenda
watched him, hoping against hope for the ultimateia that did not
come.

‘You've got to give peopleme,' Meg could be heard to say softly
significantly, 'and meanwhile, Val darling, for vea's sake don't
just blurt out everything that comes into your feblhead. Elsa is so
sensitive, so easy to hurt.'

Val looked deflated. 'Seems as if I'm in the dogteoall round,' he
deplored. 'Oh well!" His rubicund face cleared asugh hope
somewhere, suddenly, dawned. 'Let's all go in amdl durselves a
drink before we are eaten alive by mosquitoessang.



CHAPTER VI

THERE was a general movement indoors to the large slyabt
comfortable living-room where Omari lighted the pealobed
oil-lamp on the central table while Val rummagedisideboard for
bottle and glasses. In the little pool of light radaly the single lamp
Elsa stood, her petulance apparently forgotteninctsvely and as
usual in the centre of the picture, a tortoiseskigtién in her arms.
Gay, at her side, gazed up into her lovely facraeoed. Somewhere
in the shadows beyond the lamp's orbit the bulk thas Keith
Derrington loomed, his face a half-seen blur, dhly strange deep
eyes alive ... fixed on Elsa. It was, Brenda fa#t,though in some
strange way she was the only person in the lamg@itn; her beauty,
her arrogant and seemingly unconscious grace, lresr dorce of
personality reducing the rest of them to colourlesstrality. Even
fidgety young Peter seemed caught in her spaknisg to her tender
voice murmuring endearments to the kitten.

With a stifled sensation Brenda put her hand totherat. The heat
indoors was intense after the momentary coolnefisedbrief sunset
hour. Meg said, 'Wouldn't you like to see your roddrenda, and
perhaps have a bath before supper? We've onljhgairte bathroom,
but | can get the children through their tubbingcily while you
have your sherry.’

'‘Oughtn't | to do something about Dr. Drayton befbrsettle in?'
Brenda returned uneasily. 'l mean, I'm not exaefiyee agent, am 1?
| ought to consult him before accepting your lovieljitation.'

"Il run you over to H.Q. in my car if you likesaid Keith out of the
shadows. Brenda turned to him, startled, aware led'€ slanting
green eyes watching her.

'‘What a good conscientious little secretary you' ahee mocked.



'‘But of course | must let Dr. Drayton know wherarh," Brenda
Insisted in answer to Elsa's jibe. 'Only," she dddeertainly, 'l don't
want to trouble Mr. Derrington to drive me ovem'tgshe Research
Bungalow near enough for me to walk?"

‘Three miles of bush track in the darkness! Domtiazy, Jane. I'm at
your disposal, complete with small but willing cand | enjoy being
troubled .. by you' The last emphatically whispered words droppe
into a silence suddenly electrical. Then Val, wath ostentatious
siphoning of soda, held up a glass in which slaekemon floated
invitingly. 'Here's our Mahamba special for yous#&!| he boomed
genially. 'Bet you won't find its equal in all tfleshpots of luxury
London!

'‘Luxury London! | never want to see the place agdtaybe the

hatred rasping in her words wasn't all for a Londdmch seemed to
have gone sour on her. Her eyes flashed greeradirghe watched
Keith Derrington move to the door.

'C'mon, Jane,' he ordered equably.

'‘But why Jane, when her name is Brenda?' Meg Tragsleed a trifle
sharply. She didn't in the least care for the provwsgy Derry had
offered his escort, nor the half-frightened, halfited way the girl
had responded. As though he could still have pawer her, in spite
of the warnings she, Meg, had so carefully impldnte

‘Ah, that's our secret. Isn't it, Jane?' he wasngain a softly
confidential tone which Meg felt to be in the wapsissible taste.

'So you have secrets, you two, how interestingdaEdrawled in
mockery from the couch where she had thrown herself

‘Derry is just being silly,’ Meg answered for hiag though he had
been Peter. 'Val will drive you over to the ReskancQ., Brenda,’
she announced firmly. With an audible sigh of redance Val put his



scarcely touched drink on the sideboard. Derringlcked it up and
handed it back to him.

'I'm taking Brenda,' he said in a tone of ominousety temper
flashing in his glance as he looked across at Mgatis all this fuss
about?' he shot at her.

'‘Nothing, really,’" Meg answered, crumpling up atemunder that
baleful glare. 'l just thought you might be tiretea all the driving
you've been doing.'

'I'm not at all tired, thank you," Derry returnedfly and, stalking
over to the screen door, threw it open with a baskWwook at
Brenda.

'Let's get cracking,' he said in a tone that sarbleconveyed an order
rather than a suggestion, that Brenda found herseith a
mesmerized feeling, hurrying to obey. With burnicigeeks she
followed him into the darkness beyond the lightednpa darkness
already so impenetrable that her feet falterechenverandah steps.
Instantly his hand was on her arm, guiding her.

‘The car is just here. Half a tick, while | switch and give you some
light,' he said, as he led her across the drive.fAdgadlamps came on
and she climbed in beside him, her heart thuddimgponfortably,
angry with him for his odd behaviour, angry withrdedf for so
weakly having given in to him. She didn't want tvd three miles in
this pitch-black African night beside him, and tieeollection of the
somehow cheaply significant things he had saidhim Trayners'
living-room made her inwardly squirm. That stupiol af false
gallantry so clearly laid on for the sole purpodebaiting Elsa
Darnley! Trivial as it all might be there was angtiof cruelty about it
that was pretty horrible. "The cruelty that comesf having been
badly hurt.' Meg Trayner's words echoed in Brendals with new
force. Years ago it was Elsa who had done therfgymiow it was her



turn to be humiliated, cajoled and rebuffed altezlya That reference
to his house at Mehetmbe had been, plainly enotaghall his
repudiation of it, an invitation; so had the lingernote in his voice
when he spoke of a home ... children. And how hertiid great Elsa
Darnley had sounded, whispering, 'l wouldn't beeldoprKeith. |
promise you!'

The muscles of Brenda's throat contracted painftélgrs pricked at
her eyes. This cat-and-mouse game between two eedmbd had

been lovers here in this lush and tropic land, wétenherself was no
more than a leggy child wheeling a doll's pram alacuondon park |

It was all nothing to her ... less than nothindly $o let herself get all

worked up about it. She was here in Mahamba fariawss purpose,
and the sooner she started her work with Dr. Dragted forgot her

silly vapourings, the better.

'‘Never let yourself turn into a managing woman.te voice came
to her softly out of the rich, warm darkness. Thadlights picked out
the mounting walls of the enveloping bush; greahis leaves,

unnaturally green, leaves with thick, pale fleshgnss, faintly

obscene. A small animal with a flash of flaminglgel eyes streaked
across the track just ahead of them and disappeai@dhe dense
vegetation.

'‘Cervalcat,’ Keith murmured automatically. 'Meg aswonderful
woman," he went on. 'l like her ... admire her imsway, but she does
enjoy bossing a chap around. Bosses old Val thieeetiine. For
some reason,' he ended ingenuously, 'she didnttmano take you
over to H.Q. just now. Oh well!" His tone dismisghd whole thing
as too unimportant to be worth any further disaussi

'l expect she thought you'd rather have your eygdimk in peace ...
with Miss Darnley,' Brenda offered in a small cutice.



'‘But, hell's bells!" cried Keith. 'I've seen notliput Miss Darnley for
the past couple of days! It's you | want to see.hdwd with that he
switched off the engine and the car stood still.

The silence of the night came down on them; buknae, vast,
velvety, mysterious ... smothering. Somewhere anayattered its
hideous cry, a reedbuck whistled softly in alarrd daves, waking in
a nearby fig tree, mourned drowsily together. 'AhAh ...!I" went
their sad, sweet voices, like love crying in itseg.

'‘Dear Jane!" Keith said in a tone of quiet satisfac 'lt has been a
very long time. How much did you miss me?"

She laughed in spite of herself, a harsh, unhagpgt. It was all so
silly. How much did you miss me! The kind of thiagnan leaning
over a bar counter might say to a pretty barmaid.

'‘Was | expected to miss you?' she countered lightly

Tentatively his hand came over her own. She mowedpsy away
from him, her anger rising afresh. Sharp as a swlunast there came
to her the humiliating memory of that dreadful riighNairobi, when
she had waited and waited, watching doors everg thmy opened,
scanning the newly entering faces, hoping agaimse lthat he would
come to her, dance with her, tell her by every wamd look that the
things Meg had uttered in that terrible, glarinighght powder-room
were untrue. With his kisses fresh on her lips Bhd gone on
believing in him all through that awful evening,tim the end she
had gone back to the hotel with nothing but herstéeft to her. And
the next day she had seen him drive away with Baley by his
side, without so much as a backward glance. Henloadared that
she was to make the long journey by rail, for ihadcared, if he had
wanted to have that overland trek with all its plm$ises of intimacy
in her company rather than in Elsa's, why had heéenm® sign? And
now he talked of missing her.



She felt his arm slide along the seat-top behimdHiis hand touched
her shoulder and she shrank away. 'Please!" shmuned in protest,
and heard herself go on to say in a hard, remate tbat didn't seem
to belong to her, 'I'm sorry if I've given you tveong impression, but
| don't really enjoy ... this sort of thing. Thaght at Mehetmbe when
| was frightened of bats | was being silly, unnekve

There was silence for a moment, then Keith saitlysddo you really
mean that, Jane?"

‘Yes. |... |..." There were tears in her eyes rfelne fought them back.
'l know | behaved peculiarly that night. | was sared | didn't know
what | was doing. I'd be glad if you would forgétabout it.'

'‘But, hang it all, Jane, you didn't seem to objedbeing kissed that
night. In fact, if it isn't an ungallant remindgQu were extremely
co-operative!'

She might have been angrier than ever at thag, fduin't sounded so
genuinely puzzled. 'l know," she agreed in a srsahymed voice. 'l
was pretty clinging, wasn't I? But really, it wouldve been the same
whoever had been there; it was just that you seasmegbody strong
and comforting to hold on to. It didn't mean a thin

'l see." His voice seemed to come from a very lwag o£E. In the
darkness she could not see his face, but she ¢eslldhat he was
hurt. He had been hurt by her stand-off attitudehenplane coming
out from England, too, and in less than no timefbegbtten all about
it. Men didn't like being snubbed, she told hersadt even by people
whohardly mattered to them at all. Rebuffs from lgeest of women
could wound male vanity.

‘Do you mind if we get on now?' she asked in chpldfiteness. 'I'm
anxious to report to Dr. Drayton before it's toejahough | suppose
it isn't really late. This early darkness all mixeg with the hot,



summery climate confuses me. It's really ratheaang until you get
used to it... night tumbling down on you out ofttdane-blue sky
just after tea- time.' She hardly knew what she s#sng; rambling
on wildly, while he started the car with a savagading of gears.

He did not speak again, and in a blessedly shatespf time the
lights of the Research Settlement appeared. Thaseawvhite gate in
the headlights, lawns, flowers, a large bungalotihthe inevitable
deep verandah. When they drew up at the verandph she got out
of the car feeling lost, unhappy, oppressed byllagical sense of
guilt.

‘Thank you very much for bringing me over,' shéefad. In the light
streaming from the bungalow she could see his fae], even
haggard. He looked ill; almostd! she thought, with a faint sense o
shock.

‘Not at all,’ he was saying lightly. 'Nothing taattk me for. | was
coming over anyway. l've got an appointment withadeh native
chief, whom I'm trying to rope in as my head pattiér for the safari.’

So that was it. He hadn't put himself out one lmtehis seemingly
friendly offer of escort. He had been ~coming oaeyway'. All that
fatuous show of gallantry he had made in the Tregdiging- room
had been as empty as the rest of his dealingsh&ithHow right she
had been in her estimate of him, and how glad sk wow of the
dignified stand she had taken. Her lips quivereildidnly as she
went into a bright hallway ... she didn't look iretleast glad as she
caught sight of her small, hurt face in a wall miriShe straightened
her shoulders firmly, threw back her head and wlkéo a spacious
office that opened before her, where Dr. Draytormpping his
perspiring brow, was scrabbling wildly in the deptlof a
filing-cabinet. Papers lay scattered on the fldolders disgorging
their contents strewed the tables, the chairs.



'‘Ah, there you are!" With a sigh of relief theléttdoctor turned to
greet her, accepting her sudden appearance witwument, as
though she had been created by some beneficentdBnoe to walk
in upon him precisely at this moment when he neédedHe did not
enquire how she had got there, nor ask how shéaned on her long
tiring railway journey. It was enough that she hathst materialized,
and he began at once in his testy way to grumbMisg Brookes'
system of filing, which he could not be expectednderstand.

‘Just where do you suppose she would keep my patéSrosion in
Tropical Rainfall"?' he demanded irately.

Brenda went to the filing-cabinet and expertly proed the dossier
he sought. After that, she worked for the best lah hour clearing
up the chaos he had made, going from the rifl@agfilcabinet to his

desk, his cupboards; all in a state of havoc, edagaf the weeks the
harassed scientist had had to do without a segr&aated at a small
table apart, absorbed in the freakish behaviouragical rain, he

appeared to have forgotten all about her.

It was very quiet. Keith Derrington did not reappel was Dr,

Drayton who drove her back to Laholo with an algcthat was

surprising, unless it had something to do with taet that Elsa
Darnley was the other end of the three-mile buslkir As they
bumped over the potholes, he talked of her withai@enreverence
which Brenda found rather touching. The little doaif science was
fifty and a confirmed bachelor, but Elsa's vividgmnality seemed to
have pierced the clouds of his abstract world.

‘How extraordinary that she should have turnedene in the wilds,'
he exulted, ‘and what a delightfully simple andunait girl she is
when one gets to know her; so utterly unspoiledlblger successes.'

Simple and natural were the last two adjectiven&adherself would
have applied to the glittering Darnley. They fourer hovering on



the Trayner verandah listening for the sound ofréterning car, and
she was clearly dismayed to find it was Draytorvidg. 'Where's
Derry?' she asked with a directness that might stiimave earned her
for once Dr. Drayton's description.

The little doctor looked round vaguely. 'Was hemged to have
been in the car?' he asked in his absent-mindé&dbfas

'He drove me over to the Research Bungalow,' Bremghained. 'He
was going to meet some chief he wanted to see dhesafari.'

'‘Ah yes, | remember now. The house-boy did say fungas | came
out about his having driven off to some distankagé and that we
were not to wait dinner for him,' recollected Dralpton.

'‘But you must dine with us now you are here," thepitable Meg
insisted. Dr. Drayton, Brenda gathered as the egeprogressed,
was a frequent visitor at the Laholo bungalow, asténing to his
easy chatter over the pleasant meal she was antaz@ud how

human and sociable the great man of science cauld bunder the
spell of Elsa Darnley's green eyes, Val's excell@ape Burgundy
and Meg's motherly charm.

It was when they were having coffee in the big &lyalounge that
Keith Derrington turned up, making his entranceifeetunsteadily,
his tawny hair ruffled, his eyes all dark pupilsddamther fixed. As
though aware of the odd little hush that greeted, Hie smiled
apologetically, looking at that moment so boyish appealingly an
outlaw that Brenda's heart stung. Sitting downt@arm of Meg's
chair he offered gently, 'Sorry, Meg, old girl aught not to have
shown up like this; the fact is I'm a little tightimust ask you to
forgive me.'

Meg patted his knee equably. 'I'll pour you somersj black coffee.'
Her voice held just the right touch of affectionaincern quite



unmixed with censure. It was Elsa who went all glsb. '"You've
been down in that low Indian place in the villagmking sugar-cane
spirit!" she accused.

Keith shook his head. 'I've been walking with gbpdte whispered.
'Finding out for one more time in my life what af@a man can be.'
He raised the cup of coffee Meg had just given hsnthough to
propose a toast. It might have been Elsa at whogidmeed then, or
it might have been Brenda, for they were seategl Isydside on the
couch before him.

‘To a dream,' he said almost inaudibly. 'Hailnd farewell!

Brenda stood up on legs that weren't quite stematy,a mist blurred
her vision as she moved towards the door murmudrangerfunctory
good nights, saying she was tired and that shegtiiaahe would go
to bed. It had been a long day.

Meg, ignoring her protests that she could find Wway to her room
quite well alone, rose at once to accompany hessifig with the
solicitude of a hostess when they had reacheddeddeobm, making
sure the bedside pitcher had been filled with dngkwater, the
mosquito net fastened into place.

'‘Poor Derry,’ she mused as she fiddled presenttii Wiie rather
inadequate latch on the screen door that led tovénandah. 'He
doesn't often hit the bottle to any extent. Sonmgtiias upset him—a
qguarrel with Elsa, perhaps. They've probably béewing over the
past ... all that hail and farewell business, aaging he'd been
walking with ghosts. Look, Brenda dear,' her vomseame brisk.
'‘Keep this door latched. We don't have locks and lkeait here in the
wilds—no need for them, for the Africans are asdstras the day.
But it's just as well to keep your door well fastdnf there's a leopard
about. You remember, Val told us about it stealing chickens,
when we were driving from the station.’



Her voice was calm and easy. How coolly they tdwkrtleopards in
Mahamba, Brenda thought with a shiver of fear ashalrried into
bed. But almost it was a relief to think of leopard anything rather
than the pain which churned in her tired brain.ribgton's anger this
evening; an anger that had turned to indifferenceeasily as he
strode away from her in the Research compound. dsofhto get
drunk; proudly and dignifiedly drunk the way no ethman could
ever be, because of the ghosts of fifteen years @Qgso Meg had
said, and she must be right; Meg who had knowndiirhis life and
could read his moods. So that it was madness tgiimaahere could
be any other cause for his drinking and despay ,adiner dream but
the old, old dream. How lovely Elsa had looked gtag beside him
on the verandah this afternoon, triumphant andgss$ge, smiling up
in witchery at the man whom for fifteen years slagl lcheated of
happiness ... and perhaps still cheated. Why heay tjuarrelled
today? And was it the quarrel, as much as the kdarcthe safari
pathfinder, that had sent him off in his car teeotiis casual advances
to a girl who couldn't matter to him at all?

With a dragging sigh Brenda turned on her hot pillBomewhere far
off in the darkness a wild creature cried out iguash sharp and
sudden. Death out there in the dense night juli@gath and pain ...
and a leopard prowling. Listening, she lay tensg,there were no
more cries and all at once weariness like a drugteued her nerves.
In the abandon of healthy young exhaustion shé.slep

She did not know what time it was that she awokeiror, hearing
the small stealthy sound on the verandah just aeiteer door ...
somebody ... or something fumbling at the latche Téopard, she
thought in suffocating panic, her heart pounding/igtently that it
shook her whole body. Only that leopards didn'seldoors behind
them ... didn't carry electric torches. In the dads behind the torch
it was the bulk of a man coming towards her, avdai$ a voice still
blurred a little, still gentle with drink, sayingoftly, secretly, 'Jane ...
it's me... it's Keith Derrington. Are you awake?'



CHAPTER VII

HER mind empty of everything save confused panic, Baesat up,
fumbling for the candle and matches Meg had lefthen bedside
table. 'Don't strike a light!" Keith ordered shardFor a split second
his torch played on her, so that, like a picturealour thrown upon a
dark screen, she was revealed, a sleep-tousiatliolblue pyjamas,
her short hair a tangle of amber curls about hadhker eyes wide
with fear.

''ve scared you!" Keith reproached himself. 'I'orrg. But it was
done with the best of intentions.' The torch wagched off and, in
the thick, hot darkness, she could feel him stanthere, so close to
her that she could have put out a hand and touuined

'‘What do you want ?' she asked in a wisp of a vaisking it without
expression, almost without astonishment. It wassallunexpected
that she was too stunned to think clearly; Keithridgton here in her
room in the small hours of the morning ....

He said, 'I'm spending the night out there on therdah with my
gun at the ready. A couple of the servants are miéhWe're trying to
get that leopard that has been worrying Meg's @misklt occurred to
me just now | ought to tell you. | was sitting teon the steps
thinking about that night at my house in MehetmYeu don't like
unexpected shots, do you? And this one, when iespm going to be
pretty close. I've laid a trap Of raw meat on #arl just beneath the
verandah.'

'‘Oh!" she breathed softly, her heart faltering fadiyr at his mention
of the Mehetmbe episode ... the terror that was theen instead of
leopards, the thunder of gun-fire rocking a lampdom ... and
Keith's arms about her. Suddenly she was rementpevitihh such
vividness the kisses they had exchanged that itasatiough once



more the rapture of the moment possessed herelaldhkness her
cheeks flamed.

He said, 'Meg ought to have told you there migha It of a racket,
but we didn't think of warning you before she wieribed, and | didn't
like to rouse her later, so | decided to do thenway myself. Bit of a
nerve barging into your room like this, but ther@swothing else for
it.'

‘That's all right,’ Brenda murmured in a small,ifgoVvoice. 'lt was
very thoughtful of you.'

'‘Well, I'd better be getting back to the doingsnbbght your candle
or make any sudden sounds if you can help it. We ha keep as
guiet as the dead out there if we're not goingtwesthe big cat off.’

He was gone then, as stealthily as he had comeagLi the
suffocating blackness Brenda strained her earsthaueé wasn't as
much as the creak of a board under his pantheat aiehe crossed the
verandah. He had called her 'Jane'! He had thoofgher as he sat
through the hours of the long night waiting for tle®pard, had
wanted to save her from her tenderfoot terror afsgtnat went off
under her nose. He had remembered her collapselatiibe. What
else had he remembered of that disturbing hour?eOGnare her
cheeks grew hot while she fought back the wavésmferness which
assailed her. How absurd she was! Just becausyg lstrcome into
her room to warn her of the leopard hunt ... beedneshad used the
foolish little name he had in amusement inventadhfer, here she
was getting herself all worked up! What, after dif it amount to?
Nothing, save that he had not even felt the degf@esentment she
had imagined when in the car this afternoon shedfigded him her
poor little snub.

The crack and roar of a rifle shot shattered hesings, sending her
cowering, her hands over her ears. A second showed. The acrid



smell of cordite drifted into the room. She coukelh the African

boys laughing softly, jubilantly, and in her imaaiion she could see
the lovely, shining leopard who had died withouhaan. Presently
there was the sound of Keith's car being drivenyaaval, listening to

it, a vague sense of anti-climax came to her, tileeecho of an old
tired sorrow. There were tears on her lashes aeptlg she drifted

off to sleep.

When she woke again it was morning, Omatri at Itk wiith a tray of
tea things. Beyond the screened windows the suneshwitingly
and the air was gay with the chatter of strangasbisuddenly it was
good to be alive! Flinging back the bed covers,n8eegroped for
slippers, remembering to knock them against thar fieefore putting
them on to dislodge possible lurking scorpions. [ded across to
the verandah, drinking in the hour's freshlovelmes

How beautiful it all was, how far from the foggyiltlof a November
morning at home! She drew in a deep ecstatic brefgie she was in
Tanzania with the most wonderful six months of liferin front of
her and she was, she resolved with a new fierceriggagpose, going
to enjoy it undisturbed by the vagaries of Keithridegton! When
presently Meg called to her, 'Did you hear gfeurilast night,
Brenda? Come out and see our vanquished leophedias forth into
the brilliance of the new day feeling more hap@ane and herself
than she had since she left home.

In the week that followed she was busy and absorBegerbly
healthy, the heat soon ceased to bother her. &ed lihe big
white-washed office at the Research bungalow, wattcool straw
mats and dark window shades through which the hgkted green
and translucent as the green deeps of the seatoDrdgo, his prim
soul expanding in the tropic atmosphere, was etsigork with than
she had expected. Excited as a boy over the prospéte coming
safari, he would pore over maps with Derringtonpsdi occasional
presence in the office Brenda resolutely ignoreshasrattled away at



her typewriter. And it was most heartening to di®ron the end how
little he could disturb her. Steeling herself tor mew mood of
detachment she would watch him drive away with Elaenley at his
side, making for some distant village from whictpathfinder or
hunter had to be rounded up. These expeditiong gfiien took the
best part of a day and Elsa would return, her fzade and lovely
under her shady hat, her green eyes dreamy witleicbmhere were
other days when she enlisted Keith to take hertgimposo that she
might recover her old skill.

Brenda hardened her heart to it all. When she heaston to speak to
Keith she contrived to be natural and easy with, tdand he, on his
side, treated her with the same cheery equabledst@p which he
offered to the Trayners and their children. Thererenv no

undercurrents, she felt. Quite clearly he had ftiegohis foolish

impulse to treat her flirtatiously, had accepted rfepudiation of his

light- hearted advances as the unimportant mattesis. And he was
just as busy as she was, absorbed in preparatornkd safari. She
did not have to see him very often—for which she giad.

Life, during those waiting days, fell into a pleasanough pattern;
the work at the office with the sun forever beatb@hind the thick
green blinds, the morning and evening hours omidpairy verandah
at Laholo. There was something endlessly reassuaimgut the
Trayner household; good-naturedly clumsy Val, thely Peter and
Gay, the soft-footed houseboys, the cats, the dogs) Bimba, the
baby reed-buck, all revolving about the calm, canpresence that
was Meg. Brenda, observing her day after day, likedmore and
more. There was something satisfying about her-ha®ts about all
motherly women.

'‘But that was the first thing | thought about hdrem | saw her in
Root's Hotel that lonely evening ... that she labkke somebody's
mother," Brenda remembered, as she watched Meg reaghing

after breakfast dealing with the patient little gqeeof villagers who



always awaited her at this hour in the kitchen conmal. They came
from the huddle of huts near the railway halt; wien, their rheumy
eyes half-blinded by conjunctivitis, young men watits and bruises,
with 'jigger' sores on their bare hard feet, womwgh babies in their
arms, toddlers clinging to their sketchy pretenteslarts, naked,
scraggy little creatures, their stomachs swollethieystarchy mealie
porridge upon which they lived.

Meg, with Brenda a willing assistant, would bathe eyes, bind up
the cuts, lecture the mothers on the necessityncfiding fresh
vegetables and fruit in their children's diet, wHipsom salts, liquid
paraffin and quinine were doled out.

‘They're so helpless and foolish and sweet,' shadisay to Brenda,
'like lost children." And her eyes would rest ivdoon the ebony,
lifted faces, the shyly seeking eyes, the neat Wadotads. 'The
nastier the medicine is, the more thankfully theynid it. They
imagine it is some kind of magic, I'm afraid, foagic is the only
thing they can understand when it comes to illnlesan talk to these
mothers until I'm hoarse about the need for a nvare=d diet, but
they still go on stuffing their children witposho,accepting the
inevitable symptoms of malnutrition that result smme kind of
natural fate. It's all a bit discouraging. But Ekeon! They're here on
one's doorstep, so to speak, it isn't possibleeeteem in trouble
without wanting to help them.’

'l don't believe it's everybody who feels like th&renda put in
admiringly. 'If they did,' she added, 'more wouéddmne to help these
poor people.'

‘A great deals being done,' Meg told her. 'There are hospitats a
clinics, maternity and child welfare centres in thege urban areas.
Round about Nairobi, for instance. There are sonmnderful
hospitals in Nairobi. But here in this remote drTanzania all such
aids are too far away. There are the mission halspibf course,



which do all they can. But still there are inevijabundreds of small
villages beyond the reach of the missionary doctdssall a question
of time and distances, of complicated things likgydation control
and economics.'

‘Things,' Meg sighed, 'I'm afraid I'm not clevepagh to understand.
| only understand feeding babies when they're huagd binding up
wounds when they're thrust under my nose.'

‘Well, that,' Brenda mused, 'is quite a lot to bang on with, | should
say, and if there were more of that spirit abduat, dure the politics
and economics would sort themselves out.'

For some reason she always remembered that cotivardgerhaps
because it took place the day before the safariduado start and it
would be some time before she would see again hbisely

make-shift clinic under the trees. That was the t&y, that Val and
Derrington joined them, appearing suddenly and peetedly, two

leggy figures in khaki shorts loping across the-duad grasses of
the kitchen compound. There was a vista of cleae ky flung up
behind them and the morning light had a crystalityuso that every
leaf and twig and touch of colour in the foregrowtdod out as
though etched in gold.

With photographic sharpness the scene was to resteinped on the
retina of memory long after much else had becoreda, and for
ever Brenda was to see the little group of natsasatting on the
ground, the bangles glittering on the thin armgh&f women, the
whiteness of the kitchen boy's clean kanza andithe scarlet of the

fez on his woolly head. He was standing by Megie $iolding a

bright tin basin which winked in the sunshine. heras a bush of
frangipani behind them, the pale flowers open amdewshowing

their yellow centres, filling the air with theirlstle fragrance.



Brenda herself, seated on a low stool in the sloddefig tree, was
holding a small brown baby on her lap, spooningdemsed milk into
its little sucking mouth. The dark eyes of the bidmked up at her in
an adoring, mindless stare, as it drank the sweeainty stuff down,
its tiny fists curling and uncurling in ecstasy.was one of those
happy, utterly satisfying moments that do occadigracur in an

imperfect world ... the sunshine, the baby, thevélis; absorbed in
her task, making foolish little sounds of lovelte thild, Brenda was
content.

Then she looked up and saw the two men. 'Val hgef@n the keys
of his surgery store again, | expect,' Meg hazartkedhad. Miambu,
the kitchen toto, was despatched to find them. Bimihe baby
reed-buck, trotting hopefully after him, while \fabk over the basin
and Derrington flung himself down in the black shad the fig tree
by Brenda's side. Leaning on his elbow, he watdiedso closely
that her hand holding the spoonfuls of milk wasdsdy not quite
steady.

‘You do it very nicely, Jane,' he said softly. tAs the manner born!
He leaned over and took one of the baby's smalkpeieet into his
big hand. 'Cute little beggar!

'He certainly is,' Brenda agreed, laughing. 'Fbihals so young he
knows perfectly well now when he comes here imtloening that he
IS going to get this milk he loves, and he holdsiesiarm and gurgles
with joy when he sees me coming with the tin. | da&t clever at
three months old, don't you?"

‘Very clever,' Keith confirmed solemnly.

'‘Brenda is graduating,' Val put in, nodding confithe over the tin
basin, while Meg wrung out a final swab for thesdiag she was
doing on a troublesome boil.



‘Graduating?' Derrington echoed.

‘The White Settler's Wife diploma,' teased ValBasnda coloured.
‘She's not going back to London, are you, Brenda?'

Brenda laughed. 'l can think of worse places thahdmba in which
to spend to rest of my days,' she agreed, makingdiee casual,
carefully avoiding Derrington's glance.

*You mean you could really be happy doing this ebthing ... living
in the wilds, bothering over Africans and their kidhe way Meg
does?' His voice came to her with a quiet sortreathlessness.

'Of course she'd be happy. It's the best life imalgle,’ Val answered
for her robustly. 'And as soon as we're back froat safari we're
going to find a husband for her; introduce hethi®hungry bachelor
throng at the social club. There's O'Connor andeyain the Red
Cross office, young Crifton who looks after my aaots for me, the
Dringwell boys with that great ranch of theirs ower the Masambi
river and not a white woman within miles of thentell you, Derry,
old man, we're not going to let our bonny Brendla alvay back to
England so easily. She can have her pick of husblasick, and a jolly
lucky man he'll be who gets her!

‘Very nice of you to say so, Val,' Brenda managduating out lightly.

‘Terry O'Connor,' mused Meg, rolling a bandagelyléftthink Terry

Is the boy I'd choose for her. Near her own agéd,falh of that Irish

charm of his. All the rest are too old, Val; evene of them well over
thirty. Brenda doesn't want anyone who is pradiicaliddle-aged
and probably cynical into the bargain. A nice frésly like Terry,'

she said, 'who hasn't wasted his heart on havilygaiairs. It might

have been quite accidental that she should havacaha in

Derrington's direction as she spoke.



He got up abruptly, a towering figure. Standinghe shade of the fig
tree, he looked down at Brenda with the brown halher lap. 'Nice
for you having it all arranged so comfortably," $ed dryly. 'My
felicitations to Mr. Terry O'Connor!" And turningpe walked away
over the burned-up grass, announcing that he hae ¢o spend the
morning with Meg checking over the list of storée $iad prepared
for them to take on safari.

Brenda did not see him again all day. There wassh of last-minute

work at the office and the weather seemed unusuaddlge and

airless, so that she toiled on with a feeling gfression at her heatrt,
an odd listlessness taking the place of the eagenvégh which she

had been looking forward to tomorrow's adventure.

It was late when she had finished and, glancingabuhe office

window, she saw Elsa Darnley drive into the compbum bearer
seated at her side. Evidently she had been humiitigput Keith

Derrington today, and hunting successfully, for laughtered
antelope lolled in the back of the box- body c#émpd still dripping

from its tender, dove- coloured throat. When theva#s ran

forward, falling upon its carcase with cries of gsiment, beginning
right away the hideous operation of skinning arsshdimbering, Elsa
stood over them, the triumph of the huntress ingneen eyes.

Turning from the scene with a shiver of distastesrig8la covered her
typewriter and,. leaving the bungalow by the frentrance so that
she could avoid the gory mess that filled the yah® got into the
rather ancient runabout which had been detailechéoruse in the
journeys to and from Laholo.

As she touched the ignition switch, Keith appearsgemingly
springing up from nowhere and, opening the off-sider, asked if he
might have a lift. Something had cropped up in emtion with
tomorrow's expedition which had to be discusseth Wil Trayner,
he offered, in an explanation hardly necessary, ifortheir



closely-knit little community all cars were pubpcoperty, lifts taken
for granted. And without waiting for her murmuressponse he slid
into the seat at her side.

With hands that shook, Brenda fumbled at the gédos since that

rather disastrous night ride, when he had takefrber Laholo to the

Research Settlement, had she found herself aldhéwn— save for

that strange moment when he had come into her bedi@ warn her

about the shooting of the leopard. And all throtlghh week she had
rigorously and sternly been engaged in thrustimgtiiought of him

out of her mind. With marked success. Only thismgg under the
fig tree, when she had held the baby in her arnsspltesence had
disturbed her. She had found herself thinking of far too often as
she typed and filed and took Dr. Drayton's dictatetes all through
the hot day.

And now here she was faced with the prospect afdngpany as they
drove through the lonely bush, already lit with theef glow of a
sunset that would so soon give way to darknessarsld of the rush
of emotion that so traitorously assailed her, aildfgeling slightly
sick at the memory of the scene in the compounel febnd herself
saying in a shaken voice that she supposed beactdatures like
antelopes had to be killed for food, but it seeraftdvrong for a
woman to do the killing.

'‘And the dreadful way the boys began hacking\aitit their horrible
curved knives before it was even cold!" she shusttler

'So you don't approve of blood sports for womeejtiKremarked in
what might have been mockery for a squeamishnesdichenot
understand.

'I'm not saying | don't approve ... only that | it go in for that sort
of thing myself.’



'‘No,' he agreed more gently, rather contemplatjvelyon't suppose
you could. All the same you ought to carry a gud k@arn to use it if
you are going to run about the bush tracks aloven @ a stout car.
Rhinos have been known to charge cars before now.'

'‘But there is a gun in the back of the car,' Bresskured him. '‘And |
usually have a bearer with me. | didn't wait famhonight. He was
shouting and dancing with the rest round that pm¢elope. | couldn't
stand it... so | hurried away.'

‘Well, promise me you won't make the trip alone imageith
insisted. The warm concern in his tone was probablsnore than the
trained and responsible hunter's natural cautieon,itobrought a
quiver to Brenda's voice as she answered sofiyptnise.*

He said then, abruptly, almost angrily, 'If you w&m know, it was
seeing you were alone made me decide to go ovinetdrayners'
tonight. I've no real business with Val. It was giynthat my
conscience wouldn't allow me to watch you settingio the dusk in
your greenhorn way --'

'I'm sorry," Her cheeks were crimson. 'You ought tm have
bothered. I'd have been all right.’

'‘Probably. But there's no room for foolhardy risk&ush life. Try to
remember that when we are on safari.’

Feeling snubbed, Brenda drove on in silence andhKe&o, was
silent, puffing away at his old and odorous pipethe remainder of
the short drive.

Meg called to them in greeting from the verandathag drew up at
the bungalow. Peter had fallen into a water-holachy, at this season
before the rains, was mostly mud, and she wasimilddle of trying
to get him clean again.



‘Take Derry into the living-room, Brenda dear, ginee him a drink,’
she ordered hospitably. 'I'll come along and jano gs soon as | can.’
Waving a soapy hand she disappeared in the direatiothe
bathroom, where Peter's wails could be heard.

Brenda, who had been planning to slip away to lem coom in
escape, found herself faced with the awkward taghkaying hostess
to the taciturn figure who followed her into theitig-room. It was
with a surge of relief that she saw Gay, seatethetcentral table,
eating her supper from a tray, her small face sdland pink above
her shrunken blue pyjamas, her tow-coloured hakisg out in two
small damp plaits from either side of her heage Had my barf,' she
announced with a virtuous air, ‘and Peter is ctgog he fell into the
water-hole at the bottom of the garden. He wasigryo catch a frog.
He's all dirty. | never fall into water-holes.'

'‘Well, don't be so smug about it," Keith snappedying a tangle of
cats from his favourite armchair.

‘What is smug?' Gay enquired, as the cats withethdous and
affronted expressions on their faces stalked fioeroom.

'It's the way all women feel when men fall into rdydvater-holes,'
Keith explained gravely.

‘Do men fall into water-holes, then?"

'Frequently. It affords their women friends a greaal of quiet
satisfaction.’

'‘What horrible women you must have known in yote!liBrenda
couldn't help interjecting.

Keith gave her an odd look. 'Well, | haven't bekhat lucky up to
date,' he said quietly, as he took the glass wstineasure of whisky
from her hands.



She pushed the siphon of soda water along the cadekowards
him. 'Let me mix you something?' he offered.

'l really ought to go and wash the office ink of§ mands.'

'Oh, sit down and be sociable a moment," he ordedgdy. 'Have a
neat lime juice or something equally daring. Rdtaxonce, and let
your hair down.'

With a sigh of exasperation he threw himself irte thair from

which he had evicted the cat family, and Brendajritapoured a
small sherry for herself, took a corner of the dgwitting on the edge
rather gingerly as though she were ready to flyabfany moment.
There was a volcanic air about Keith that wasndssaring; a
smouldering of temper that might go up in flames abuch. What
was the matter with him? He didn't usually snaghatchildren ... or
throw cats out of chairs. It's because he had meecover here with
me to save me from charging rhinos, Brenda thobtgdkly. He'd

much rather have stayed over at H.Q. helping Elsgldat over her
antelope.

'‘Brenda can't let her hair down," said Gay, who éadently been
pondering Derrington's last remark. 'lt's nearlysasrt as yours.
When | grow up I'm going to have long black haustjlike Auntie

Elsa's, and I'm going to paint my fingernails amehails the way she
does.'

Keith laughed—not very pleasantly; and Gay looki#drmed. 'Aunt
Elsa is beautiful,' she asserted fiercely.

‘Very,' Keith agreed.

‘That's why you're in love with her, isn't it?" Gaursued with
romantic fervour, her milk mug poised half-way &r Imouth.



Brenda heard Keith's muffled exclamation of astoment. "Who
says I'm in love with her?' he thundered so fenalyp that Gay
dropped her milk mug in alarm. 'Now look what yauhiade me do!
She pointed tremulously as a stream of milk oozaezt ber supper
tray. Her plaits quivered indignantly, as she amatiKglared at each
other. 'Mummy says you're in love with her," sheniven stoutly.
‘That's why Auntie Elsa came out here to marry.ydoecause you've
been in love with her for the last fifty years.'

This was too much even for Brenda's gravity andiRegreat roar of
laughter filled the room.

With a withering glance at them, Gay slid off haaik. 'Now you're
both just being silly," she said in exact imitat@inMeg at her most
maternally disapproving. She marched from the roamsmall

outraged figure in faded blue pyjamas.

‘Well!" breathed Keith on a long, incredulous sighs agate eyes
went burningly to Brenda. He looked dazed. 'Sothalhat old Meg

has had in her head all these days!" he marvefed.Elsa has come
out here to marry me!" He leaned forward eagely.that what

they've been telling you as well as Gay, Jane?'

Her little foolish name! He hadn't used it sincattfirst night at
Mahamba. Her heart beat thickly as she answerédehtly, ‘Meg
did rather give me that injpression; but it's ather obvious, isn't it?'

'What's obvious?'

‘That you ... that Miss Darnley ..." She broke iaffdistress. 'Meg
hasn't gossiped ... or anything like that, butdilgell me how it used
to be between you and Elsa in the old days.’

He stared at her blankly. 'That rehash!" he gasfedthey handed
you that, too! A story fifteen years old ... andyhtibe Gay's fifty for
all it matters to me."



With one swift movement he was on the couch belsete She saw
his facer lean and haggard in the gathering duskiidrcely direct
glance fixed on her with an intensity that made $emses swim.
‘Listen, Jane," he said urgently. 'It's importdnatt tyou of all people
should know the truth. | don't know if it will maley difference to
you or not. | don't understand how your mind worksdon't
understand how any woman's mind works. Women baféeBut for
what it's worth to you, you may as well know thieEDarnley means
nothing to me at all. Less than nothing. That sk®dhosen to come
out here for a couple of weeks' hunting, that shpleys me to take
her out on an odd shoot or two while we're waitmgo on safari, has
no significance of any kind. She is no more to m&ntany other
client I've ever had, and if | could have avoidegtihg her as a client,
| would.'

It must have been some movement, some stir, tHe isdrawing of
that shocked breath in the shadows which made Hwmturn then.
The verandah door was open and on its thresho&l[Bdsnley stood
still as a statue, her face ashen and drawn, eengyes blazing.



CHAPTER VIII

IT was, without doubt, the training of a lifetime tltame to her aid.
After that one moment of sharp, unhappy hesitatstre, advanced
into the room, her smile as ready as ever, bafflargficial, a veil
drawn over her lovely features. This way she migie stepped
from the wings on to a stage set for her, the slidasi characters in
the scene awaiting her, everything about thentla tliminished by
her entry. She said lightly, 'It's true then .e thld tag concerning
listeners who never hear any good of themselves?"

Keith, who had risen formally at her approach, vebker to a chair.
‘You heard nothing | haven't already said to yaaef' he asserted
coolly. "You're not the type of safari client | eao accept.’

How could he be so calm? Brenda wondered, whileoler heart
hammered. How much had Elsa really heard? How haashe been
lurking in the doorway? Had she listened while Ksitroubled voice
repudiated their friendship? 'For what it's woxithybu, you may as
well know that Elsa Darn- ley means nothing to meld' The
implication of his words made Brenda catch her thre&t was
important, he had gone on, that she of all peoptailsl know the
truth. What exactly had he intended to convey layaiAnd what else
might he have said if they had not been interruptel@ére on the
couch he had sat by her side, such truth and épntreais eyes that
the thought of it now set the wildest hopes fluttgrin her heart,
while Elsa, ignoring the offered chair, took hesiqe deliberately on
the couch which Keith had vacated. At all eveneswhas making sure
he would not resume his seat by Brenda's sidewdhéght me to
the last trivial detail, Brenda thought grimly, anelard Elsa say that
she had slipped over to ask Meg if she had a gmaref sun-glasses
she might borrow. 'l lost mine today in the buskl &mlaren't face
safari without them,' she confessed.



'‘But there are lots of spare pairs lying aboutesdguarters,’ Brenda
put in; something Elsa surely knew perfectly w&lhe had, it was
clear, followed Keith, having seen him depart ie thaholo car.
There was a moment's awkward silence after Breadaspoken and
she was aware of the look of pure hatred the geges flashed at her.
Then Gay came in, breathing laboriously, carryindaap kitchen
swab with which she began to mop at the milk-flabttay.

'‘Why didn't you tell Omari to come in and clear 'ugeith asked
gently, taking the swab from the child's hands @alobing helplessly
at the milky flood until, laughing, Brenda camettte rescue.

'It seems fantastic to me," murmured Elsa fromctiech, ‘that those
children are to be dragged on safari with us. li's@really keen on
having only tough clients, Keith...'

'Meg's got to come to see to the catering,' herréed her, 'and she
can't leave the kids behind. Besides, why shou&f'sHe tweaked
one of Gay's plaits. 'Don't you remember going &iars when you
wore pinafores?' he asked Elsa dryly. 'It's thé tme for safaris, if it
comes to that.'

Elsa shrugged. 'l remember lots of things that kapd when | wore
pinafores,' she told him with a sidelong glanceerthember when you
tried to lose me in the bush near home becausemamied to go
bow-and-arrow shooting with a couple of Masai totos

‘Well, there you are! Even then | was trying to lkshgou off,' he
reminded her with light ungallantry, the twinklehis eyes taking the
sting from his words. 'Hunters don't really wantmen around.'

‘They only want to marry them," Gay put in, beinghdd of one idea,
and when they all laughed she felt she had sai@dong very clever
indeed. It was odd, Brenda thought, how quicklydatreosphere had



cleared; as though Elsa's awkward entrance hadr rempened.
How thick-skinned she was!

And just then Meg came into the room followed by &@mwith the
pearly-globed oil-lamp.

She said, 'I'm glad you came over, Derry dear;ntvwa check over
the last lot of stores once more with you.' Sheybaaight of Elsa and
made a small welcoming sound. 'Maybe," she sugiégbeiought to
come and check the stores, too. If Derry were mdr+she broke off
with a small significant laugh—'it's his wife whawld have to see to
all these details for his safaris. Asisa't married, | have to take on
the job. A hunter ought to be married, it makeswhele business of
safari so much more comfortable all round.'

Lightly Derry put an arm about her shoulder.

'‘How right you are!" he agreed mockingly. 'Welk'dego and count
tins of bully beef and you can give me some mordrimanial
advice. | surely need it.'

‘You surely do!" Meg agreed, linking her arm in.¥gd you trot off
to bed now, Gay,' she called back over her shoulder

Gay groaned. 'Go on,' warned Meg, 'or there'll besarfari for you
tomorrow!'

With a sigh of resignation, Gay departed. Leaniagklon the couch
Elsa gave Brenda a long, considering look. Theyevadone now, the
room a pool of silence, lit by the big creamy larmsects buzzed
hotly beyond the netted windows; somewhere a jaak@amed.

‘Would you like a drink?' Brenda asked, to breag #omehow
disturbing silence in which those slanting greeesayegarded her.



'‘No. | want to talk to you. Come and sit down.' &lsatted the
cushions beside her and a little reluctantly Brefmland herself
complying with the curt request.

'It's about Derry,' Elsa began at once. 'He's ¢ryonmake you, isn't
he? He's been trying ever since you arrived. kanst... | know his
methods so well.'

Trying to 'make' her! The vulgarity of the termrgad and Brenda
coloured defensively. 'Is it anything to do withuyahether he is or
not?' she countered, and felt the reply to be &tel&ss in its way as
Elsa's attack. As though this woman had somehowcestl the

discussion at its outset to her own vulgar level $he is vulgar,

Brenda decided angrily. Vulgar and hard and inseesi

'It has quite a lot to do with me,' Elsa was answgesteadily. "Why do
you think | came out here? Because Derry askedrmerne; because
he swept into my dressing-room like a tornado kasit night of my
play in London and'—she laughed softly, reminisigertmade love
to me in no uncertain fashion. Fifteen years agoves to have been
married.'

'l know," Brenda breathed, her lips white with palost what was
Elsa getting at with her terrifying air of assura@dJnhappily Brenda
met the hard green glance.

‘A friend of mine was to have been bridesmaid. #&as young...

sixteen and impressionable. Derry even at thatrgdbrtant moment

couldn't resist the flattery of her devotion. He@recan resist females
who offer themselves up to him. | found her in hrsns on our

wedding eve. | ran away.'

This impulsively concocted story! It was almostighte. 'l don't
believe you,' Brenda declared stoutly.



‘All right, don't believe me,' Elsa returned quetAnd don't blame
me when you get hurt. You're in love with Derryert you?'

She did not answer.

'‘And he knows it,' the relentless voice went oe.féeds his vanity on
girls like you. Ask Meg; shell tell you the samanthh There've been
so many women in his life. I've heard of his esdagaeven in
London. These stories get about. Ask Meg to tell gbout Arlette
Brown and young Mrs. Trevennick, the District Corasmner's
bride. Ask Derry about them if you like. He's a bfta wolf you
know, when it comes to these easy conquests uni@hof hearts as
well of beasts, with a hunter s appetite for thrél tbf the Kkill.'

‘And yet you ... want him," Brenda brought out tigb dry lips.

‘Yes, | want him. We love each other and hate e#wér in a way that
Isn't easy to get out of the blood. This flirtingthwyou even ... it's
something laid on for my torment as much as angthamd to that
extent | can | suppose consider it flattering.' $ugghed softly,
sensuously. 'Leave him alone, my dear,’' she advide$ no good to
you. | doubt if he's any good to any woman; buarn take that risk.
He's my sort, if it comes to that. My tastes anghssticated. A good,
dull, loyal man wouldn't interest me at all. Butuygo and find
yourself some nice simple boy who'll be kind to ydané' She
laughed as she spoke the little name. '"Why do yppase it amuses
him to call you that? A sneer for your innocentat's all it is.' She
yawned, easy and relaxed as a cat, lying back@wgubhions of the
couch.

Brenda stood up abruptly, two bright spots of colmuher cheeks. 'If
you've quite finished," she said, 'l've things éarmy room.’



Elsa nodded. 'I'm finished, my dear ... save far [@st word. Don't
try to fight me on my own ground. I'm a dangeroasspn to cross.
That's all.’

‘Thanks for the warning,' Brenda said lightly. Buthe privacy of her
own room, her pulses fluttered unevenly and thezeevtears in her
eyes. Elsa was horrible; smirching everything shehed, even her
own relationship to Keith Derrington. The man slael lspoken of
loving ... and hating! Glimpses of the sultry andwholesome
seemed to hover in the quiet room as Brenda tuggiichsy bamboo
drawers and absently picked out things to be patietbmorrow's

trek. Arlette Brown ... and a girl who had beenraldy what had
Derry been to them? All this mystery; somethingt timaght have

been dismissed as Elsa's unscrupulous nonsensegf Mayner

hadn't hinted at very much the same kind of baakgowhenever
she talked of Derry's past. Brenda remembered rdihier odd

moment this morning under the fig tree when shedpadken of men
who were thirtyish and cynical, having wasted thHearts on the
foolishness of passing affairs. She had lookedigéitaat Keith

Derrington in her forthright way, her plump face s lines of

disapproval. A hunter of hearts with the hunter&inct to kill!

With hands that shook, Brenda stuffed garmentsargaitcase. She
felt unnerved ... destroyed. Just for a momerntingiby Derry's side
on the couch listening to his earnest pleadingryhimg had seemed
simple and wonderful again. But nothing was simlflee had really
asked Elsa to come out to Kenya ... if that nightondon he had
made love to her ... if indeed in the endless htheg spent together
he still found himself swayed by her undeniablerchavhy did he
bother when the occasion presented itself to wgrkthese odd,
disturbing little scenes with herself? It was al Isaffling. Elsa's
crude warnings, Brenda had to admit to herseldljdray roused once
more the uneasiness she had felt about Keith Rgomall along. Site
was in love with him, no good pretending to herdadit she was not,
but she mistrusted him. And to love without tristiell! Even Elsa



Darnley didn't trust him, and perversely fed hesgoan on the misery
he caused her. 'A good, dull, loyal man wouldrténest me at all,’
she had said horribly.

The truth is I'm too unsophisticated to be a médcteither of them,
Brenda told herself bitterly, and was careful ttt@oabout her room
until the banging of a car door, the sound of weicalling 'good
night,' told her that Keith and Elsa had gone. §ent the rest of the
evening, tight-lipped and abstracted, helping Meith vihe final
preparations for the morning's departure.

The household turned in early and Brenda lay tgssinhours under
her mosquito-net before sleep came. It was stilk deghen Omari
brought her morning tea, and more dead than alieesruggled out
of bed, her head heavy with the sleep which hadecim late in the
night for real refreshment.

The start of the safari took place in a haze ofrimeas which lent a
dream-like unreality to the scene. In its way aubiéa dream,
poignant as distantly heard music. As long asisiked Brenda would
remember the thinning stars overhead, dawn faiatsigh touching
the mountain line on the pale horizon, the cooledvedr that wiped
out all memory of the hot and airless night. Swmggtheir hurricane
lamps the black boys ran laughing like childremfrine house to the
courtyard, loading the waiting cars. In the framgiptrees the birds
woke and chattered. Bundled in woollen sweaterschwvivould be
discarded in unimaginable heat long before breakfiase, the
children clattered about the wooden verandah vWidg served hot
coffee, gave last-minute instructions for the cafd¢he household
pets to Omari, and at the same time kept her eaggeon the
packages the boys were loading into the cars, gdleat nothing was
left behind.

At last the little procession set out, Meg and ¥at Gay in the
leading car, Brenda next, driving her runabout wRbter for



company, their bearer on the back seat, his logdaddn his knees.
Two car-loads of African servants followed, thee tfox- body car
carrying tents, bedding. A lorry piled with tins pétrol, with guns
and ammunition brought up the rear. At an arrangeeéting-place
along the highway a similar collection of cars ginthem from the
Research headquarters, and in the first silverelaridche sun's thin
light Brenda glimpsed Elsa, fragile as a lily invhite woollen coat
with a hood drawn over her dark hair, seated byHseside in his
low-slung open car. They were to lead the wayeénsed, with the
ancient, grey-haired Negro, who was to act as atéf, in the seat
behind them.

For what seemed endless hours the long line ofwarg rumbling

over the highway. It grew hot as the sun climbed the brassy bell
of the sky. The highway was powdered with dust WHioated in

clouds about the crawling, clanking cars. Dust gmuspiration

half-blinding her, Brenda drove with dogged enduearif this was
safari it was dull, terrible ... disappointing. $hmonotonous plain,
strung across with ugly black thorn trees, carpeted burned-up
grasses from which all life seemed to have depaReter fidgeted,
yawned, grew naughty and mischievous, teasing Wagayahe

bearer by pretending to see lions in the scrub.

Then suddenly the highway dwindled to a narrowkiraed plunged
into forest; cool, richly dark, green and tawnyaasold tapestry. The
fungus creepers were like long grey beards, hanfyorg trees so
thickly branched that they shut out the hard brgiyt Here monkeys
chattered high overhead, their small wise facesimgeown at the
intruders as they leaped with screams of alarm fcomer to cover.
Once a rhino went crashing away into the underdgrowt

It was in this forest the first halt was made faneal that would be
breakfast and lunch combined. As she switchedeasfehgine Brenda
found Keith opening the door of her car, his haeld lout to help her
alight. Unthinkingly she responded to the casuatye, but holding



her fingers in his great crushing grasp he didat@nce release her.
‘How are you making out with driving in convoy?" &sked.

'It's slow work," she told him, 'and very dusty.’

‘That's because you are well back in the line shwicould have you
In my car in the lead. We raise all the dust thavis back on you.' As
he spoke he was still imprisoning her hand anctblur rose as she
met his steady and searching glance.

He said, 'Elsa will have to take her turn in sontieep part of the
column. When we drive again will you come in myZHer senses
swam. This direct approach was so unexpected tigatculdn't for
an instant think how to deal with it. Rigidly shesisted the mindless
joy flooding her. Derry wanting her ... asking herdrive with him
while Elsa was deposed! But the poison of misteisted in her
blood. 'He feeds his vanity on girls like you.' Tiwhispered words
came back, barbed, cruel.

'l expect | shall have to ride mostly in the laliorg car once we
begin collecting specimens,’ she said stiffly. 8fss conscious of
Elsa in her lily-pale coat, watching them, the tigie green eyes
intent; and as though compelled by that inimicahgke she withdrew
her fingers from Keith's grasp.

He smiled down at her, easy, assured. He saidreéThiee lots of
driving before we're through with this safari. Di@y won't keep you
working on specimens all the time.’

After breakfast he went off into the forest witlihandful of boys to
round up a buck or two for the party's meat supphayton, armed
with secateurs and trowel, called to Brenda thay timight as well
employ the interval in gathering some fronds of shange fungus
which hung from the trees and bushes.



'‘And don't wander far without a guide,' warned Vedyner. As he
spoke, old Karo, the path-finder, rose from the-Bohstone upon
which he had been ruminating. 'l go with the menisate

announced, attaching himself to Brenda with a pebqmal air. 'The
Bwana Derry-ton tell me stay all times by memsahsgihe walks in
forest,' he elucidated.

Val nodded approvingly. 'Derry certainly is takimg chances of
losing you!" he told Brenda. 'l was wondering wieychleft old Karo
out of the hunting party.'

Elsa, lounging by the littered breakfast table, emacsmall sneering
sound. 'Quite touching!" she breathed softly. 'Abjection if | come
along and share the protection of the wonderfuloRashe asked,
then. 'l might be able to help with the moss gartiger

'‘Why, thanks very much,' Brenda could only retuolitply, and Dr.

Drayton was clearly delighted to have the lovelgeEhlong. She
chattered entertainingly as they worked and hemkeage of the
bush plants was helpful. Wandering from clearinglearing they
filled their baskets, Brenda halting from time itoé, lost in wonder
at the vistas of blue-green mystery opening up reetbem: the
towering majestic trees, the spreading mangoesgdeheate acacia
thorns fragile as ferns with their flaming scafletvers. And all the
time, like a crooked black shadow, old Karo hovdretind her.

It was just as they were on the point of returrinogn their successful
harvesting that Elsa pointed out a trailing stibdgking ivy-like

creeper that might be of some interest. But alrhe&tre Brenda had
time to touch the plant Karo had darted forward,thin voice rising
in a wail of protest. 'Bad leaf, ju-ju leaf, memidrhot take it!' he
warned. 'Make poison in the blood!" He shot at Esaalevolent
glance. 'All memsahibs born in Africa know thig'declared angrily.



Elsa shrugged and laughed. 'Just one of theirenatiperstitions,' she
explained to Brenda with a withering look at the éifrican. 'But
we'd best not bother with the creeper, | suppdses going to upset
his highness, Mr. Karo!" In an odd little silentey returned to the
camp to find that Derry and his hunters had justigadoringing two
lolling, blood-stained antelopes and a small lirapd-buck.

Brenda tried not to look while the skinning andnaissnberment was
In progress and was relieved when Drayton hurridalway to the
rear of his box-body laboratory car where he keptdusy sorting the
specimens they had collected and making notesritogebook even
after the caravan had started once more on its way.

The journey through the forest lasted all day hie dusk they halted
close to a water-hole where thirsty creatures cealyanaking an
easy mark for Derry's gun. Two more deer-like ares fell, staining
the water with their blood before the rest of tieedhtook fright and
vanished. A rare leopard was glimpsed, throwingha&lbearers into a
frenzy of excitement; somewhere a lion roared, thieddarkness in
that place of thick trees came down so swiftly tiha&re was hardly
time to get the protective ring of fires going befthe black curtain
of night had fallen. In the clearing by the watetehthe bearers
worked rapidly, setting up tents, building a sméhn-to of
tree-trunks, thatched cleverly with branches, f&itehen place. The
air was filled with the odours of the roasting meatd into the tent
which Brenda found to her dismay she was to shilefisa, came a
canvas bath, filled with steaming water ..Elsa daigjhingly, ‘We
have to toss up for who baths first. Water is ssarc

Brenda said in some embarrassment, 'Please dbs'bdgher about
tossing. You bath first. I'll wait." She went ouata the glow of the
firelight and stood hesitant. Sounds of hilaritprfr Meg's tent
indicated that the children were enjoying the ntyvef bedtime rites
under canvas. Loud splashings from another direcaocompanied
by a tuneless bass humming, suggested a bath tadieag by one of



the men shamelessly in the open. Val Trayner niady| for he was
given to tuneless humming.

Flustered at the prospect of stumbling upon hinmiatablutions,
Brenda plunged for a path leading away from thejremo the forest.
The light from the leaping fires behind her thrdveit wavering,

crimson reflection after her, and as long as shmaneed in their glow
she would be safe from prowling wild animals. Bloé snust not go
too far. Fascinated by the glimpses of tangled tagmgs, luridly

green in the firelight; breathing the strange, mecent of the giant
ferns, the leafy earth and unseen flowers, shet cfepvard

cautiously, feeling, for the first time, away frothe chattering
companionship of the daytime, the immensity anclioess of the
bush all about her. Here she was alone in the degtla Tanzania
forest, a world primitive in its luxuriant disordas the swamps in
which prehistoric man had roamed. The steamy, ke ss, she felt
might have been the beginning of darkness itseifore light had
been created. Awe touched her spirit. She stoddlistiening to the

tiny sounds of which the silence was compounded, strange
creaking of branches high overhead, the soft isgjsriand rustlings
that could have beenmonkeys or wild cats watchiegfrom the

matted foliage.

Then a sharper, more definite movement in the wrdaith beside
her halted her heart and in frozen terror she $mnbtanches of a
laurel-like bush divide and a black wizened fageshitself out.

'It is Karo,' the apparition whispered in an oldaked voice, like the
echo of living speech. 'Mem- sahib not fear. Ka@ood. Karo is
wise. The memsahib walk in the forest because alab I€all for her
in his heart.’

Gnome-like he stood before her now, his hands etbes his naked
shrivelled breast, his small face puckered and baldark eyes
bright and compelling, so that looking into therrgitness Brenda



felt her own gaze caught and held and she was erahkiove or
speak.

‘The paths of life and of death,’ the old man sthése Karo see plain
before him and for the mem- sahib there is dareyeam death; that is
why the spirit of Karo call her here. If the memawill but step a
moment into Karo's house ...'! Sweeping aside theeldike
branches, he revealed the little lean-to of banmbawes and plaited
foliage from which he had apparently emerged. 'Em@msahib !
he ordered imperiously, and as though impelleddmgesmysterious
force Brenda moved forward into the depths of tleeeg and hidden
hut.



CHAPTER IX

JusT why she should have been so meekly acquiesceetidBr
couldn't have explained to herself when she thoafhtt it all later.

The whole thing was like a dream, the sort of thhmag might happen
under the influence of hypnosis. Was it possibé that was what
the old native chieftain had really done? Hypnatiker. It seemed,
on reflection, the only possible explanation; fawh otherwise,

could she have moved so trustingly into that calvgreen, leafy
walls where a tiny oil-lamp burned on an upturneaoden box?
There was a pile of dried leaves and grasses lbedan one corner,
and another upturned box covered with a cervasldatto which the
old man waved her with a courtly air. Seating héise the striped

cat skin, she saw with the first tremor of misggithat Karo,

squatting before her, had blocked the only exitstnecture offered.
Here she was trapped with this strange old crelatear, waking

sluggishly in her drugged senses, began to stir.

‘Show me your hands, memsahib,' Karo demanded nawgency,
spreading out his own pinkish palms—as a professi@almist
might have done. If he were simply a crazy fortteleer, Brenda
thought, best humour him and get it over as quieklyossible. She
held out her upturned hands a little unsteadily, anttouching them,
kneeling respectfully a little distance away froer,Kano peered at
them.

For a few moments he was silent. Then all at oreesdemed to
become inhuman, terrible, his eyes rolling frenighlis lips turning
back over his pointed, wolf-fang teeth. Like a nuedigoing into a
trance. Nervously Brenda glanced at the inaccessbit, wishing
she were out of this awful little hut and safelyckat the camp.
Supposing Karo were as mad as he looked!

'See, memsahib!" he was saying in a shocked umaerpminting at
her right palm upon which, to Brenda's amazemefatina pink weal



began to rise. Certainly she had not seen, nqraeit such blemish
there before.

'‘What is it, Karo?' she asked in a scared whisper.

‘The evil of the ju-ju leaf you touched this momymmemsahib.

Already it works its poison.' And even as he spibieepain began, a
sudden stinging fire that shot up Brenda's arn ilisgeemed to reach
her very heart.

‘But it hurts, Karo!" she cried in alarm.

'It is death," Karo muttered. 'lt is the cursehad tvitch woman who
hates you, the memsahib with milk-white skin and é&night ... the
green eyes filled with the wisdom of devils. Oldr&aee, old Karo
know when she put ju-ju on you this morning in tbeest.'

Dimly, through the mounting waves of pain, Brendatd the sinister
words. It was all quite incredible. The solid grduwf reason slipped
away from under her feet. She had a feeling ofritabieen wafted
Into some nether world, inherent in this dark aathdmless African
forest. Vaguely remembered tales of voodoo andkbieagic stirred
in her mind.

‘But this is ridiculous!" she cried, pushing thiengl sense of horror
away from her. 'If the creeping plant | touched timorning had been
poison, why did it not affect me sooner?"'

'‘Because,' Karo returned with an air of simple gfaoidh, 'the poison
IS not in the plant, but in the mind of the evilmmahib. The plant is
the sign only, the ju-ju. In itself it is withoutiness, but with her
thoughts the milk-white memsahib make evil comezréhare many
such things in this country. There are stones aadl$¥ and seeds that
can be used in the binding of spells. The milk-@/oibe is of Africa.
She knows ju-ju. This | have seen in her eyes. Thave felt in my
blood when | sit behind her in the bwana's caringethe spell she



puts upon my bwana; for her beauty is great andwarnthe heart of
a man to water.'

So even old Karo had sensed the strange wild Ibae gtormed
between Keith Derrington and Elsa, Brenda refledtedugh the
fumes of her pain and confusion. Just one moreesgr-and so
unexpected a witness—to make assurance doubly Buraly she

put her head down between her hands, wonderinghieatould, even
now at this moment of danger and horror, ache &or goor lost
dream. Was there no end to the tenacity of the humeart?

Rousing herself with an effort, she got shakily&y feet. ‘| must go,
Karo. My hand hurts. The Memsahib Trayner will gnae something
to soothe it.'

Karo turned and groped in his bed of leaves. 1giwe you the only
soothing," he murmured, and with a deep shuddesaehim draw
forth the limp body of a small black snake.

'Fear not; it is dead,’ he assured her. With a smolzement of a knife
produced from the pocket of his bush shirt he batdnake across,
holding it over the sandy soil in which its dripgiblood formed a
small pool. Gathering the blood-moistened eartthis palm, he
kneaded it into a soft dough, to which he addedvader that might
have been pounded herbs, taken from a batteredardush he
apparently kept in the same capacious pocket fdr smergencies.

Handing the resultant mess to Brenda, he said siyn#&eep this
tightly in your hand as you , return to your tanemsabhib. Bathe the
sore palm in hot water at the time of the evenilgamrsing, then
smear a little of this salve upon the aching pkaae all will be well.'

Thanking him hurriedly, Brenda took the sticky mdsnt only now
on making her escape, meaning to throw the disgy&imp of earth
and snake's blood away at the first opportunityt Baro insisted



upon escorting her to the tent and she had nohéaet to hurt his
feelings by ridding herself of his remedy in frafthim. Also, she
was more than a little afraid of the strange oleshh&o, gingerly, she
"held on to the doubtful lump, and miraculously sag walked, she
felt the pain clear from her hand and arm ... hligg utterly, like a

black cloud dispersing. A curious sense of welhgeialmost of
intoxication, followed the vanishing of the pain.

‘But I'm cured, Karo!" she exclaimed in awondeioge.

He gave her an earnest and piercing look. 'Maeesaid, 'old Karo
let evil come, to you tonight that good may comeeralf | have
permitted this pain, memsahib, forgive me!'

'You mean,' she cried out indignantly, 'it wasn'teal pain; that
you've tricked me in some horrible magical way?'

He shook his woolly grey head, and now when he spbkvas
slowly, patiently, as though to a child. "The milkite memsabhib tell
you this morning to touch ju-ju leaf, and old Kéeel at that moment
the death-wish she have for you because you aregyauhile her
own body withers. All day | hold back with my thdaig this ju-ju she
make on you. But tonight | let ju-ju work a lits® that you may feel
it and take warning.'

His skinny forefinger pointed accusingly at thettelmor behind
Brenda. 'Take care at all times!" he whisperedisiTnot the woman
with eyes of green fire who longs for your deattust only in God,’
he ended with a touch of orthodoxy that came inoamgsly from his
pagan mouth.

With a bewildered nod of farewell, Brenda dismiskad and, lifting

the flap of the tent door, she entered, feelinthasagh she had been
on a journey to the wildest cloud-cuckoo land. Rlgrshe stared at
the scene before her; Elsa enveloped in cloudieafrsand perfume,



a creamy, exotic nymph smiling rosily from the ®lof a large soft
towel.

'For heaven's sake,' she protested mockingly, tidhyou run away
just because | was having a bath? There's no negxldll modest and
suburban in the heart of a Tanzania forest, my pbibd.’

Ignoring the implied sneer, Brenda sat down on bed, still
clutching the lump of horrible moist earth. Slovgllye uncurled her
hand and examined the palm. The red weal had goiriendeed it
had ever existed! She said, because somethingohagl $aid if life
wasn't to become utterly insane and untenablayé been talking to
that funny old boy, Karo. My hand began to huntibdy where it had
been brushed by that poison leaf this morning."'

Elsa looked up sharply. 'But it wasn't a poisorf, |&enda! I've
plucked it hundreds of times myself and used itdbie decoration. |
know the Africans have weird theories about it &eat it.'

Brenda placed the lump of earth and blood on theropd packing
case which served them as a dressing-table. "8¢etiething started
my hand and arm aching almost unbearably and otd &apped the
pain ... with this!" She indicated the lump of Baltut somehow could
not bring herself to say anything of its ingredsent

Elsa shrugged. 'Old Karo is working up for a niaelfaksheesh,' she
suggested cynically. 'Or he may genuinely haveslseti you would
be hurt by the creeper this morning and got himaetf you into a
flap over it by sheer suggestion. Thegndo that sort of thing, you
know. And there's more than a touch" of the witoletdr about the
old boy, Derry tells me.'

She was slipping on a gleaming silken hostess gsashe spoke, an
incongruously luxuriant garment in this primitivetsng. Never had
she looked more lovely. 'If it was really the plaimat affected your



skin, why didn't it begin to irritate this morningé&he demanded
reasonably. 'lt just doesn't make sense.'

‘That's rather what | thought myself,' Brenda agreemembering
with a pang of annoyance that old Karo had actualihfessed that he
had 'permitted' the strange pain to afflict here Thole thing was a
mystery. There were things about the African meiyttiat were too
much for her and in future she would be carefuke¢ep out of old
Karo's way. He was more than a little mad, as Yiled not, and his
hatred for Elsa Darnley and his fear of the jugjaflnad done the rest.
If she hadn't strayed away into the forest so ety none of this
need have happened. As for all the melodramaticivwgs about
death-wishes and Elsa's witchcraft powers, theywes fantastic to
be considered even for a moment. With a senseledge from the
incalculable, Brenda picked up the lump of blooohlsed earth and
hurled it through the tent flap away into the dass

In the light of the hurricane lamp she then beganhurried toilet;
Elsa busy with make-up, chatting away in the caerftchl tones of
the intimacy the hour so easily fostered.

How charming she could be when she chose!

Watching her fasten the small pearl clasps in befiept ears, Brenda
felt her heart weaken into something that was alniksg. No
wonder Derry was fascinated by her! Beautiful, @tlg, Elsa smiled
at herself in the mirror, speaking of Keith Dertmg now with
sudden disarming candour.'What I'm going to enj@gtabout this
safari,' she said, 'is seeing him in his naturameint ... a king of a
man with the wilds for his kingdom, the bearersmiing slaves.
How they adore him!'

That, too! Brenda thought, on a wave of somehowalkbitevelation; it
could well be that old Karo, adoring DerringtontdthElsa for her



power to win the bwana's love. There were after sall many
explanations for the old man's fantasies.

'‘Even to watch Derry walking,' Elsa mused dreanmty her mirror.
‘That loping, easy stride that doesn't disturb ashras one twig, like
a young Masai warrior walking, and of course it virasn the Masai
that he learned it, for no white man could prodtitat leaf-light
footfall out of his clumsy inherited civilized instts. But then Derry
isn't quite civilized. That's what | find so devastatiagout him.
Perhaps because I'm not quite civilized myselfé Sighed softly,
sensuously, moistening her red lips with the tipaomall pink
tongue.

‘And his piercing eyes,’ she went on. 'Hunter'sseye seeing
everything, taking in every patch of light and stxdn the bush as
we travel, so that pot even the slyest of wild tress could ever
catch him unawares.’

'It certainly makes one feel safe having him arqQuidrenda
contributed, rather less poetically.

'Income ways ... yes!" Elsa laughed. 'But he ian'$afe person
exactly.'

The warning note again! thought Brenda grimly hes/twent out into
the firelit forest to find lounge chairs set up anc canvas roof,
tables, white linen, glasses; Simba, the chiefnldtchelp, waiting
with a tray of perfectly mixed cocktails. Dinner sva festive meal,
beautifully cooked and served.

'‘Lucullus in the jungle could have done no bettdfgith
congratulated Meg who had planned so cleverly heirtcomfort.
After the long day's trek they ate slowly and lugusly, and meeting
Derry's steady, seeking glance in the firelightrigie felt her heart
ache with its intolerable and tangled pain.



But as the evening went on she forgot herself, @med by the
strange, exotic scene. In the clearing beyond ites the Africans
had gathered, their ebony bodies gleaming as \wehting and hand-
clapping they began a slow and rhythmic dance. Brilmmobbed soft
as hurrying pulses, filling the air with their darkysterious appeal.

‘A Ngoma!' Elsa exclaimed in delight. "We're to @a/Ngoma! How
wonderful!’

‘A traditional dance,’ Meg explained to the widged fascinated
Brenda. 'And | suspect it's in honour of Derry.'

He laughed, seeming boyishly pleased at the trilamie |leaning
forward to watch the spectacle, his lean face gtbwe

'It's the day's hunting they're praising; listeid' said, as the song
swelled in volume.

"The day's hunting under the land's greatest hjmibispered Elsa.
'‘What do the words mean?' Brenda asked eagerly.

‘To the great bwana, the meat-bringer,’ Elsa ted@d| They're
telling a story about a bwana with eyes the cotduhe sun, and the
heart of a lion; who goes single-handed into comlidit the beasts of
the forest, sending arrows of flame from his rifle.

Bwana means "white master," but the special narag bave for
Derry means the white master who brings meat.\idiee was tense,
vibrant as the throbbing drums.

‘The name they have for me,"' Dr. Drayton put irfully 'is the little

white master who scratches in the soil, like a 'héw. which

everybody laughed and somehow the tension was bydke magic
of the moment dispelled.



Now the drums and the hand-clapping grew louder exuitement
mounted as the dancers leaped higher and highétingathe flames
of the fire. Sometimes a dancer more daring thanrést would
snatch a burning branch from the fire and waverdHh-like in the air.
The throaty cries rose in their strange rhythmavage and primitive
sound in the orange glow of the fires, and beydwdcircle of light
the blackness of the forest enclosed the scensedas a wall of
velvet.

Watching the scene Brenda felt her throat ache waitiotion. The
bwana with eyes like the sun! How perfectly at hdredooked here
in this mysterious forest with its glow of flameds pungent
woodsmoke and leaping, yelling dancers.

Elsa, leaning back in her chair, was watching hoa, her face pale,
her eyes shadowy and brooding, her scarlet modtly stvooping,
the lips a little apart, *sensuous, inviting; evéne of her lovely
body outlined in the fire-glow under its thin shaag of silk.

It was Meg who yawned audibly at last, breaking gpell. 'They'll
dance all night, darling," she said to her husbamdess we break it
up. Can't you let them have some of their beer?’

Derry and Val rose then to fetch from one of theiés a case of the
thin native beer, brewed from fermented matama sse¥dith
exclamations of delight the dancers fell upon it dhere was a
general stir among the white folk, a movement talsdhe tents with
their comfortable camp-beds.



CHAPTER X

AFTER that, the days of the safari went by very muckrafie same
pattern, only that the Ngoma was not repeated.eoh evening,
after the long day's trek, brought its miracleaindort and luxury, its
circle of camp-fires, its odours of roasting meangting with the
hot, forest scents. Kept hard at work by Draytaegla found it easy
enough to avoid much contact with Keith, and novewhe went off
for the morning's shoot Elsa often accompanied 8he was an
excellent shot, and after all it was for the shagptshe had joined
them. Brenda, concentrating on her digging and lgngpin the dry
and burning soil, tried not to think about the twfdhem away in the
forest together, and it was easy enough to fillnttved with the small
and novel happenings of each day. There were tidres, too, to
distract her, and Meg was also a distraction weh lousekeeping
problems, her concern for Val who would leave tHenma couple of
days at a time while he visited remote bush vikag®ere the cattle
had to be examined, the owners coached on poirtseeding and
feeding. Everyone in the little community was kepsy. Nightfall
found them healthily weary, pleasantly relaxed. Booe and its
fretting jealousies seemed altogether in abeyance.

Even Elsa became somehow less exotic and intrusivdurned and
almost sturdy in her thin shirts and shorts, hek deir growing a
little tousled and neglected, her fingers sligltughened, stripped
of their varnish. In their tent at nights she woutdurmur

companionably to Brenda of the small doings ofdasg.

As for death wishes and witchcraft, Brenda could tmave laughed
aloud at the recollection of the horror with whitie had listened to
old Karo's gloomy predictions. Looking back on ihe whole

incident of the ju-ju leaf and Karo's panicking &ee more and more
fantastic. A piece of nonsense that might have &iagg in a dream.
Nor did old Karo appear any longer to have any bhgmwers; a poor
old Negro in the background, following his bwanahithe devotion



of a dog. Carefully avoiding the odd old man, Br@nzkased to
endow him with any special significance.

Working hard, eating heartily, sleeping like a kgnights, she felt
herself saved not only from the dark foolishnes®@fultism, but

from the more intimate and homely foolishness afdwen unhappy

heart. It was impossible to be unhappy on safanere every day
brought so much of novelty, so many things thaiewenolesome and
good. Life in the wilds, she thought to herself,kes people sane.
Having to find and kill your food before you cart,d@aving to track

down the rare water-holes before you can drinthe.guns and the
hunters and the ring of fires at nights which ket prowling beasts
of the forest at bay; it was all so right down #oth, so simple and
somehow logical a way of life that there was littb®m in it for the

nagging worries, the silly heartaches which peapliisure and in
more artificial surroundings so easily invent foemselves.

Lulled by these sensible reflections, Brenda calfdost persuade
herself that she was cured of her unhappy loveil tha& moonlight

night when after dinner Keith beckoned her awaynftbe group in

the ring of lounge chairs. The deliberate signaiclasing her

unawares, sent her pulses racing. What now? shedexedh,

answering the summons in spite of herself, all ¢fmbwf resistance
forgotten as she slipped away from the chatteringecinto the

smoky shadows beyond the radius of the camp's glow.

His hand was on her arm, guiding her along theomapath which
showed pale in the light of an almost full moon. s&ad. 'There's
something | want to show you ... at the water-hole.

'‘Walk softly, Jane, softly, darling!" he whisperéahd there was the
polished pewter of the water before them, the edgeddied and
trampled. Like a mirror the little pool lay in tisdadow of an acacia
thorn and on the farther side of its shining swefaclion stood,



motionless as stone, its agate eyes regarding thiéma strange
gentleness.

The hand on her arm held Brenda firmly now, convgyn its light
pressure the need for utter quiet, and, motiordegbe regal animal
who watched them, they stood in silence.

Afterwards Brenda could remember how odd it was there had
been no fear in her heart, only wonder and an atefidence in the
man at her side.

'He's magnificent!" she whispered at last. 'You ...

oh, Derry, you aren't going to shoot him, are ydtét' his gun, as
always, lay in the crook of his arm.

He said, 'One doesn't shoot lions for the fun aof &ind they seem to
know it. They are hunters, too, members of theHadtood. We

respect one another.' He laughed softly. 'See hoetlg he moves

away! No fear, no fuss.'

Soundlessly the great beast melted into the shadod/svas gone.

Brenda drew in a long breath. 'They never attadike rhinos?' she
asked.

‘Never. Only an old lion, cast out by the herdlasgerous; otherwise
they keep their truce with humans, concentratingtiogir own
affairs.'

'He wasn't afraid of us!" she marvelled. Those deggte eyes, she
thought, proud, self-contained. 'He's like youg said, the words
slipping out foolishly without the context of harspoken thoughts. 'l
mean,' she went on in some embarrassment, 'thatdag airport in
London when | first saw you, | thought of ... lions| don't know



why. You have the same kind of colouring, the satnef and noble
look.'

He laughed. 'That's one of the nicest things ex dad said to me.'
His arm came about her shoulder. 'My brave Jane-amptiver out

of you with a lion five yards away! Shall | tellyavhat | thought that
day at the airport?'

'‘No. Please! We ought to be getting back to thersthUneasily she
moved in his embrace, her hands pushing him away.

'What is it, Jane?' he asked, and she could séadeigrim and taut in
the moonlight. 'Why is it Ican never get near to yehen | love you
so? Am | so very clumsy in my approaches? Or ihat | have
misread what sometimes | seem to have seen sdyalesiour eyes?’

'‘What you have read most often in my eyes must Hasen
bewilderment,’ she answered out of a sudden surgitterness that
robbed her of all caution. 'Love!' she cried odirnd with her own
pain. 'What do you know of it, | wonder, with yollsa Darnleys,
your Arlette Browns and a bride called Trevenni€k® you think
Meg hasn't talked to me for my own good, warnedagainst this
thing that you feel for the foolish women who aoeessy to win ...
and to hurt?'

‘Jane!" he said softly, his eyes black pools incdneernous structure
of his moon-shadowed face. Like a fleshless skudking down at
her now ... only the pain in the eyes left alivalee and the
Trevennick woman: it seemed impossible that sherballly uttered
their names aloud, letting them escape from thestg@tace in her
consciousness where for days they had lain coe@s\wburning acid.
She covered her face with her hands. 'I'm sorryryDéought not to
have spoken to you like this. But it's no gobh.. . . no good. | have
no trust left in me for whatever it is you are oifig me. There have



been too many other things in your life ... thingsould never
understand.'

He said gently, 'Then let's forget about it. Deanel' His hand
touched her bowed head lightly, a gesture perhafasewell. There
were tears on her faje as she went by his sidgal@ribbon of path
between the heavy tangled undergrowth.

‘But, Meg,"' he was marvelling in quiet misery; ttMeg should talk
against me to you! That is something | find diffidio understand.’

'It wasn't Meg who told me about Arlette and thevEmnick bride,’'
Brenda admitted in a small shamed voice.

'Elsa?' he asked.

She nodded. 'Meg simply warned me not to make hdbmyself.
Said you were a little erratic where women wereceoned and loved
only Elsa.’

'| see.' His voice was dry, completely non-comrhittavas as though
he had, in spite of his presence at her side, &jrksit her, slipping
away as silently and as proudly as the lion hadtedeinto the
impenetrable bush. He had, she felt with an illabgang of loss,
gone to a place within himself where she could ndéekow him.
And already they were back in the circle of thenlgel chairs again
where Val Trayner thrummed on an old guitar andgsaiith
iIncompetent satisfaction the simple ballads whidmgrised his
repertoire, his singing as tuneless as usual, tintlug chords on the
guitar were true and sweet. Away on the far sid¢hefcamp the
Africans chanted their wilder music as they madeirtHinal
preparations for the night.

Sitting limp in her chair, drinking the tea whichasvthe camp's
habitual night-cap, Brenda presently missed Elganfthe shadowy
circle and saw that Keith, too, had disappearedhBieof them were



seen again as the party broke up and, going intotdre alone,
Brenda undressed and crept under her mosquitovdeak and
defeated she lay there, tears stinging her eyakdss she would not
allow herself to shed. It was good that she hdethbpenly to Derry
this evening. Honesty was always good and if sliehait him how
much greater was her own hurt! For he had come tracktheir talk,
with its hint of tenderness, to go off in the maght with Elsa
Darnley. As though if he couldn't have one womahiatbeck and
call, another would do. Oh, she would never undacshim as long
as she lived, Brenda thought bitterly. The teamedmut on to the hot
pillow.

Through the open flap of the tent she could sedtight moonlight
falling on the great fig trees beyond the cleariftge sky was a shrill,
electric blue with heat in it even at this hounfl®&g heat, and the
stifling silence of a jungle night. It was like hg in a vacuum, a
dreadful emptiness from which all life had departéat what seemed
hours she tossed on her narrow bed, caught initkeot her endless
pain. When at last Elsa came in, not even glanainthe humped
form on the other side of the tent. In the mooriligér face seemed
mask-like and vyet strangely distorted, all shadoweadd
hollowed-out, so that she looked old ... strangedyevolent, her dark
hair hanging in witch-locks about her gleaming,etkhoulder. This
woman who knew the evil arts of ju-ju! For the fiitisne, old Karo's
wild warnings took on a touch of conviction. Puljithe sheet up her
head with a shiver, Brenda resisted the ridicufeas which crawled
in her nerves, and dozing thereafter in snatchetedvéor daylight
and sanity, for the movement and light that woulddthis restless
night to a close.

They struck camp before dawn, moving about drowaibgtractedly,
In an atmosphere of early morning grumpiness. Bvematives were
quiet, folding the tents away, packing the cars landes. Stealing
quick glances at Elsa and Keith, Brenda found tlaees inscrutable.
Whatever of emotion their midnight rendezvous heabight them



seemed wiped out now in the bustle of departurasaal trying to be
in several places at the same time, rounding upumiers, planning
the route with Karo, seeing that guns were loadeanunition and
the inflammable tins of petrol safely stored away.

Dr. Drayton fussed with his packages of specimginsng Brenda
endless orders and then contradicting them. Theg Weaving the
forest-bush today and heading for a great barram.plit was
important that everything they had collected frame forest soil
should be carefully packed, as they would not stalksimilar terrain
again. Brenda had checked and re-checked theddl®lbts and tins
of soil and files of notes with such patient accyréhat she was
faintly surprised when Elsa Darnley appeared atdtha of the car
just before the convoy was due to start, to say@maDrayton had
left a case of graphs on the top of a boulder enatltskirts of the
camp.

'‘What graphs? Brenda asked, puzzled. 'lI've gotytviag here. I'm
sure | have.'

‘My dear, | don't know what graphs he might beitejlabout, but he's
all fussed and edgy, arguing with Derry over sometlor other, and
he simply said would you pick up these graphs wiieHefton that
big limestone boulder where the Research tent tesbd.'

It was all just a little odd, but then everythingsva bit chaotic this
morning owing to the early start. People were slgep
short-tempered. Even Meg, who usually took calm affetient
charge of so many details when camp was struckywabker placid
self, distracted by the children who both had atoof malaria and
were fretful and dopey after their doses of AtebAs for Brenda
herself, her wakeful night had left her feeling lsalf-alive and
thick-headed that she moved off automatically nv\&laa's behest,
leaving the track on which the cars had assembidide, to plunge



back into the forest to the place, some yards awagre the camp
had existed.

There was the old familiar limestone boulder, whied so often
served them as a table on which to work out theiplgs; but no file
of papers lay on its smooth, flat top. Perhapsdibetor had meant
some other boulder. There was a ring of these ntbeoin the

clearing and, in the light of the rising sun, Bramdoved from one to
the other, continuing her search.

When she heard the first of the cars in the corstast up, the sound
brought her no alarm. Dr. Drayton and the box-body would be

waiting for her; Dr. Drayton no doubt having fitsaut his missing

graphs. How annoyed he would be if she failed talpce them!

Sleepily, she searched on for a few moments andll\fiovercome
by the increasing heat of the sun, and by her lgefddprain, decided
to give up and confess she had been unable toeldbat missing
graphs.

Coming out from the ring of boulders into the clegrwhere the
camp-fires still smouldered, she stared in astondsit at an empty
world. Not a car or lorry to be seen anywhere. dufitst she did not
take in the significance of the silence all abaart khen slowly and in
awful horror it dawned on her that the convoy haw/ed on and left
her behind. Putting her hands to her heart as thaagstem the
deadly panic rising there, she told herself to keslm. They would
miss her before they had travelled very far. Soreewould come
back for her. Perhaps even now Dr. Drayton's cas tarrying
towards her. She strained her ears to listen #ostlund, but the bush
swallowed up every vestige of the noise made by simeothly
speeding convoy.

Standing stone still, every sense painfully alBrignda waited in
mounting terror for the reassuring sound that didaome. But this



was impossible, she told herself with a last coimigr surge of
disbelief. Every morning at the start of a safeerfy went through a
kind of roll-call, satisfying himself that no membef the large

straggling party was unaccounted for. Surely herteddiorgotten that
necessary formality today?



CHAPTER Xl

BRENDA was right. Keith did not, that hectic morning, orhis
check-up on the members of his party, before thegsof cars and
lorries got under way. It was Elsa who assuredthehBrenda was in
the back of the box-body car, busy with her filagd cataloguing.
Brenda was never one of the last-minute straggtersthese
occasions, and he had seen her himself only a femwents earlier go
in the direction of the laboratory car. So tharéhwere no qualms in
his mind, as he got into the leading car and gaeebnvoy the signal
to pull away from the camp, Elsa seating herselinvited, beside
him.

Her presence surprised—and irritated—him, but haisgaw grimly
and gave himself over to his driving, quietly igimgr her. The
memory of then- talk last night in the moonlit fstestill jarred his
nerves and he could not understand the insensitiwith which she
had now thrust herself upon him. After last nigh¢'sriminations and
humiliations any normal woman would have kept dutis way. But
Elsa wasn't normal. She had the egotism of a mgnkte told
himself, the hide of a rhinoceros! In words of thest unmistakable
directness and finality he had told her, undemtlo®n-silvered trees
only a few hours before, that he had no love ftier, that her hope
of patching up their old relationship was futilee Had been utterly
ruthless, a ruthlessness for which Elsa had onigdtieto thank, for
she had steadily ignored all the earlier indicaiaf his attitude.
With an obstinacy that might have been patheiichfd not been so
overbearing, she had pursued, pestered and cdpedvith her
wiles ever since she had arrived in Africa.

But there could be no warming up of the dead abkéseen them.
This he had known from the moment he had set eydsoin the
dressing-room of her London theatre a month beiaking away
from her, down the wide slope of the Haymarket tNavember



night, he had found himself cured of a bitternebgcivhad haunted
him for fifteen wasted years.

The next day he had seen, under the strip-lighting bustling air
terminal, a girl with a cloud of chestnut hairaaé¢ fresh and lovely as
an English hedgerose. It was not the beauty of fiw, however,
which had arrested his idle glance, but the courdgee gallantly
tited chin, the obvious control which stamped thanerable,
sensitive mouth. Here, challenged by some critreainent of destiny
at which he could only guess, she had walked, aebaad solitary
child. She was to travel on the same plane as kimse had
gathered, from the desk at which she had queukeavi® her baggage
weighed. She was to travel alone... across thedward applauding,
inwardly, her pluck he had looked into a pair oflevigrey eyes, so
warm and generous with youth, that, for him, toath had stirred
again.

This also he had told Elsa Darnley last night,dpng about his head
such a flood of cheap invective that he could amigrvel at the
woman's lack of dignity, her cold and horrible \arigy. She had
been angry enough to kill him!

And yet here she was this morning, all meek and atilhis side, as
though in her sorry repertoire of tricks she sti#ld some ace
untrumped! But what her next move in the dreary ganght be he
could not imagine. Only he knew that there wasph, evil as the
flicking tongue of a snake, in the sly glances t&he to him from
her slanting green eyes.

The convoy nosed cautiously along the narrow trackder the
overhanging branches with their weird festoons refygnoss. The
sun shone in startling sword-thrusts through thétedatree-tops,
monkeys chattered, coloured birds flew screamindprbe the
intruding cars, a half-glimpsed rhino went crashihgough the
undergrowth. It was all just as usual, only thatridgton and Elsa sat



in stiff silence and Elsa's face, as the morningtwa, grew strangely
pale, her eyes black-centred and fixed, as thoudgair.

The terrible impulse which had prompted her to neamwoe the
abandonment of Brenda Somers had already beguithiervaway,
like a dying flame, leaving her heart cold withéboding. All night
her mind had seethed with hatred, living and rexj\that agonizing
conversation with Derry in the moon- lit forest, evlj making a last
plea for his love, she had to listen to the stofyhis hopeless
allegiance to this chit of a girl... this typistbamy! That she had, by
her spiteful gossiping, hindered his incomprehdasimoing was the
one gleam of twisted satisfaction their talk hadlded. But the
knowledge that she herself had lost Keith had lsena little mad. At
last he had succeeded in piercing her egotism, bvittal directness
made her understand that she meant less than gdthmm. It was
Brenda Somers he loved.

The sight of Brenda's young and innocent lovelitiegsmorning had
tipped the balance of Elsa's sanity. To do whatsitedone sheust
have been mad 1 she now told herself.

She was, she realized, even as she sat theregeimprtdtess of
committing a murder of the most subtle and horrkahel, for no one

could survive many hours of wandering in this soorshed forest
with its lurking beasts of prey, its deadly snakegery aspect of the
scene through which they now drove seemed to ctytmter in

blood-stained violence; these grey-black thickethictv could

conceal the ravening jaws of leopards, the bliddthal terror of

plunging rhinos, the flickering tongues of puff adsl and black
mambas. Already, perhaps, Brenda, stumbling forwaesh effort to

follow the convoy, had lost the indefinite trackdahopelessly adrift,
going deeper and deeper into the forest, was begtriduiman aid.

Even now with the adder poison in her veins shétbg lying in her

last agonies under this merciless sky.



In spite of the heat of the morning the beads @&eatwhat stood out on
Elsa's ivory smooth brow were ice-cold, and herlehody trembled
as though with chill. Hovweould she have schemed so wickedly the
Brenda might be left alone in the forest, she asiadelf in growing
horror, and forthe first time in her life glimps#te black morass of
utter self-love which filled her soul. Everythingeshad ever wanted
she had with ruthless efficiency achieved ... ahdtvghe had wanted
had always but the one purpose, the building uthefmonstrous
self-love upon which her spirit thrived. So she hiadd ... on the
adulation of the multitude, the flattery of herefids, the hopeless
passions of the men with whom she had fed heriaidatvanity. She
had never for one single instant considered thenfigeof those upon
whom she preyed. Until now, when sitting at theefithe one man
she had failed to bend to her will, the armourafself- complacency
cracked, and out of the breach poured the revelati@n evil which
left her weak with fear. No human life was saci@tiér. In her cold
self-love lurked the instincts of the killer. Shesvshocked at the
discovery, but even now it was not of Brenda slougit, but of
herself. It was the glimpse of her own destroyad #wat dismayed -
her, the shattered picture of the perfection sheeihmgined to be
hers.

Why did she have to came out here, that wretchitlé bypist?
stormed her heart then. She could have borne amgytlilsa told
herself at that moment, but the humiliation of lgegsupplanted in
Derry's heart by so insignificant a creature.

And while she thought these things, the miles wmnthat left the
Insignificant creature to her fate. Clenching hands together, Elsa
battled with the conflict within her, resisting timepulse to cry to the
convoy that it must halt ... turn back. They wostdp of their own
accord at the lunch hour, she calculated, persgadanself that it
would be time enough then for Brenda's absence tidzovered. In
the meantime, let her cool her heels in the fobestind them. She
would be safe enough for an hour or so... serveiplet if she were



scared half out of her wits. They would go back far in the
afternoon and there would be awkwardness, exptamatif the girl
still lived and any explanations were necessaryt Bwould be
simple enough, Elsa decided, to convince the pbeemt- minded
little scientist (who hung on her every word withieg that he had, in
fact, murmured of graphs left behind in the deskecgmp; still more
simple to assert; to sweatr, if need be, that byesoitk of vision she
had seen Brenda enter the laboratory car. Planmpegsuading
herself almost to the point where her lies couldnsd¢o her own
twisted heart the truth, Elsa Darnley stared otn ihme blinding,
searing sunlight, all unaware of old Karo croucbedhe seat behind
her, his face rigid with a strange animal conceiuna the sweat
rolling from his brow.

When he cried out at last, she started in tersothaugh it were her
own soul that uttered from its dark depths thestimg words.

‘Bwana, oh, bwana!' came the voice of the old rbaoken and raw
with its nameless strain. 'Stop! for there is nad@head of you ...
only the blackness ... the fear ... the death. Taatk, bwana, turn
back ... before it is too late!

During the long hours of the afternoon and nighirduwhich Keith
and old Karo searched for Brenda, the weather @thagd the sky
filled with immense blue-black clouds which hungothe tree-tops
of the forest, shutting in the airless heat.

It was just as dawn was breaking that they sawthire spiral of
smoke that came from the smouldering fire whichnBleehad had the
presence of mind to light before the last glimmgiah consciousness
deserted her. For hours before that she had wathdler@ merciful
haze of exhaustion and then all at once she hadrktioat she was
finished, her knees sagging under her. With heésla®ds of strength



she had dragged the big heap of brushwood togatiteset it going

with the little flame from her cigarette lighternCe or twice during
the night she must have roused herself sufficieatlyeplenish the
fire, but it had been done quite automatically. réhkad been the
moment that was almost bliss then, when a blacknmassh more

profound than sleep had crept over her senses imeaistible tide.

And after that there had been nothing at all.

The beginning of coming back to life seemed to henael through
which she was crawling with a feeling of suffocati@and at the far
end of the tunnel a voice was calling, 'Jane I'

There was a lucid but brief instant when she krieat it was Derry's
arms that were holding her. Then the blackness ga@down on her
again.

The next time it lifted, everything was a littleseer. She saw old
Karo squatting by the fire, which was now burningkly. He was
holding a small saucepan in the hot ashes atithis 8dge. She saw
the thorn trees behind him and the stormy sky altbgdrees. Her
face was wet, moisture dripping down her neck urfodiably, and,
turning her head, she saw Derry kneeling beside Her had a
pannikin of water and the sort of duster one kepthé locker of a car,
and he was wringing out the duster in the wateenT$he closed her
eyes again and she could hear Derry and Karo wimgp&gether
anxiously in Swabhili. She was so happy with theefelf having them
there that she wanted to cry, but she felt too weatty, or even to
move her hand to wipe away the trickle of wateralihivas running
down her neck. After a moment or two the whispetimgwabhili
stopped and she could feel Derry lifting her uflpping her head
against his shoulder. The smooth edge of a cughexuber lips and
she heard him say with a sort of desperate disi@sst as though he
were calling to her across a great distance, 'Jaitig/ou try to drink

a little of this hot soup?'



She moved her lips against the cup's edge anatipetasted good. It
seemed to flow right through her body, into herywagins, making

her feel alive again; so that presently she mantmsdy in a cracked
whisper, 'Do you think | might have something tgp&imy face? It's
very wet.'

Derry took a big handkerchief that smelled of peftitmm his pocket
and dried her face very gently. He said, 'I'm ddrdid rather drown
you, didn't I? Probably it was entirely the wrohgng to fling water
in your face, but | thought it might be reviving.'

She managed to smile up at him. He looked territe, thought.
Haggard and worn and thin, as though after a lbngsis. His eyes
were like black holes in his face.She said, 'lt wagving. | haven't
seen any water since | got lost.'

'‘And yet the water-hole wasn't three hundred yarday from you,'
he told her. "You've been travelling round and tbtime camp in
circles ... the way lost people do.’

That seemed to her quite incredible and she poddeneit for a
while. Then she said, 'l didn't mean to leave tamm. | thought
someone would be bound to come back for me. Butvaa a little
away, trying to find the track the cars had taked when | turned
back again the camp had simply disappeared.’

‘That's what happens in these thick forests,' Desnfirmed grimly.

'It was like being in a dreadful maze.' She shueldleand Derry held
her closely in his arms, smoothing the damp cudskbfrom her
forehead. 'Don't talk about it," he advised. 'Demn&n think about it, if
you can manage to keep it out of your mind. Some tyou can tell
me all about it, but not yet. Just now | want youdst.'

His voice was heavenly kind. She shut her eye&jrgindown into
the cushions of relief again, into a white and rtesd bliss. Derry



was here. She was safe. Dear Derry! She wondesbe iiad spoken
his name aloud, and marvelled in a vague and sleepyat the
strange certainty within her that here was jousheghd, and
doubting's end, the end of all her poor heartisémt, here in Derry's
strong arms. There was no sense in it; but thatthewsay she felt.

He said presently, lifting her as lightly as thowstie had been a child,
'I'm going to put you in the car now, because wghttio be getting
along if you think you can stand it. These cloudslainging rain and
we mustn't be caught in it.'

Her head against his shoulder, she answered dgovisdlishly, ‘I
don't want to go back to the convoy; | want to $tege for ever... just
like this." The last words were so softly spokem,tisat she told
herself he could not possibly have heard them.

They were not going to rejoin the convoy, he tadd then, but would
make their way back to the Headquarters at Mahafitmasafari, she
learned with dismay, had been abandoned.

'‘Because | got lost?' she asked guiltily.

'‘Not altogether,’ Keith assured her. 'Drayton wasurmally very

concerned about your having been left behind. Ererywas. It was
decided that the convoy should turn back when dgetvith Karo to

search for you. So that, in the event, they wem e@ough to be
within range of my walkie-talkie radio and | wadeto keep in touch
with them. There was immense relief when | repottéead found

you, but that naturally you were a good deal thesedor your

terrifying experience, and wouldn't be fit for woltr some days.
That was when we decided to call off the safariafry case the
weather was threatening to break, and DraytonIsaidad achieved
quite a lot during the fortnight we have been anrtiove. So they're
well on the way back to Mahamba now, taking a storte. And we

must do likewise.'



That was the beginning of their long days of dmyirwith the
thunder-clouds pressing behind them.

If the thunder-clouds broke there would be tor@@ntain, rain
without end, turning the bush tracks into quagmineshich the car
would sink axle deep. Limp in her seat by Keitldesill with fever,
with shock, with all that she had endured, Brengankthat she must
not give in, must not cry out for the cessatiothes eternal bumping,
over the rough roads, which racked her body with.ganly briefly
could they afford to rest, snatching a few hoursskgfep when
darkness fell, Brenda stretching out on the se#tteotar, Derry and
old Karo rolled in ground sheets on the grass aside.

It was all like a strange dream as, half-delirioath fever, Brenda
watched the blue-green bush for ever unfold unklerairless grey
sky, and there were moments when past and preseatte so mixed
up that she thought she was still wandering inghtasgled avenues
of dusky foliage. Crying out in her terror, she \baling to Keith
while he soothed her back to sanity again.

Then suddenly her fever was gone. Weak but cleatdst Brenda
took stock of her position for the first time arafyging truth awaited
her, no longer to be glossed over by a conveniauhfused head.
She had got herself left behind in the bush, brolgerthe safari,
caused Keith to waste valuable time in searchingéo, and now in a
certain atmosphere of taciturnity he was takingdask to Mahamba.
That was the whole unvarnished story. She had drddime rest.
Nothing had really changed. The comforting arms kizal held her
had had no personal significance after all. Ohyas easy enough
now to see the whole situation in its true pergpecfor as her health
improved so the atmosphere of taciturnity increagddof, silent,
watching the clouds with an anxious eye, Keith dralesperately
forward, seeming, in his urgency to reach Mahantoahave
forgotten all the questions there were still to asil answer.



So that it was Brenda at last who had to begilh itedling falteringly,
against the wall of his silence, the story of mmetof waiting in that
dreadful forest. He listened gravely, his profileny, as she related
how she had blundered about the thickets hour hfter, not really
very badly afraid, because the blur of hunger ahigstt and
exhaustion so soon made everything unreal. He skémevince
away from that, so that she added quickly, 'l domfik | ever felt
guite hopeless ... | was so certain you would cbaek for me, and
that you would keep on looking for me until you faume.'

She saw the line of his jaw whiten, but he did ta&e his eyes from
the track, did not turn to look at her. He woulg sathing, if indeed
there was anything worth saying, of his own anxiagy he had
plodded through the hours of that search!

'Of course | turned back to look for you," he pushortly. 'l don't lose
members of my safari as simply as that."'

A member of his safari—a responsibility to be actded for. That
was all she was to him, then. But what else hadegpected?

'‘What made you turn back ... when did you miss sle@'asked, in a
kind of desperation, dragging the story out of hitad there been
drama, alarm? she was human enough to wonder.

He said, 'We missed you about an hour and a hiaif tife start.' He
gave her an odd, hunted look, and for one instaarttflashed in his
agate eyes anguish that might have been an e¢he afjony he had
endured. 'lt was all pretty odd,' he went on induiet way. 'Old Karo
stopped me, having one of his soothsaying attatksking from the
back of the car that there was no road ahead fornmdife, no

anything; that | must turn back before it was tatel | tried to shut
him up, but Elsa Darnley who happened to be increwith me ...’

His glance flicked away from her. Elsa ‘happentogbe in his car.
Oh well, it was a familiar touch, that, nothing nabout it, nothing to



bring the sharp stab of pain that made Brenda, ttoo, aside, her
eyes resting on the line of hills ahead of them.

'It was Elsa," he said, 'who seemed inclined te ta#d Karo's ravings
seriously and persuaded me to stop the convoy awel & check-up.
Then ... well, then we missed you.'

Brenda glanced nervously over her shoulder at #ok Iseat where

the old chieftain nodded in drowsiness, his wridkface innocent

and blank. "You mean that old Kaknewin some way | had been left
behind?'

'l don't think he knew anything as definite as that he'd picked up
some inkling of catastrophe out of the air ... begthasortof thing;
has a telepathic faculty. It isn't unusual with thider Africans,
especially when they have dabbled in the occulka®s has. And in
this case it turned out to be a pretty lucky hurfébd otherwise we
shouldn't have missed you until we called a hakatg and | hadn't
intended to do that until we had covered a- goawlhed miles.’

'‘Hadn't Dr. Drayton realized | wasn't about?' Bieepdrsued in some
mystification.

'‘Drayton was half asleep in the front section &f taboratory car
when we halted, fully convinced you were in thekyawirsing his
precious specimens. That's where we all thoughtwene. Elsa had
actually seen you get in. She told me so just leefie started, when |
was checking up on everybody's whereabouts. Andgralgt | took
her word for it.'

‘Elsa!'" Brenda choked out the word and stoppedtshoable for a
moment to go on. Then she took a long, quiverireathr. 'But she
couldn't have seen me get in,' she cried in bewrldat. 'lIt was she
herself who sent me back to the camp to pick upesgraphs Dr.



Drayton left behind. Dr. Drayton, she said, haceadker to get me to
do this, just before you all moved off.’

'‘But Drayton didn't seem to know anything about,th€eith put in
sharply. 'Drayton didn't mention any graphs.' Hgegher an odd,
sick look. 'Did you find them, by the way?'

Brenda shook her head. 'They were supposed toldesreleft on that
boulder we used to use as an office table ...Hmy weren't there.'

‘They wouldn't be," Keith muttered under his breatid they drove
on in silence, a grim silence throbbing with sormeglso horrible that
neither of them liked to be the first to speak.

It was Keith who spoke at last, slowly, wearilys kbice hollow and
harsh as though he laboured under some intolesditde. ‘There
were no graphs, of course!

Crouching in her seat, Brenda sat motionless, & €halky white
suddenly, her grey eyes wide. So that was how niilsa Darnley
hated her! She could hear again the silken voidh ws steely
undertone saying, 'I'm a dangerous person to ¢i®gstiangerous to
the point of murder; that surely was too fantagbo, horrible to be
believed! And yet Elsa must have realized full wellv slender the
hope of survival could be to anyone lost and wanden a Tanzania
forest.

She was so passionately determined to be rid obheedidn't care if
| died that lonely most hideous death, Brenda thauglow could

she, oh, how could she have done it!" she heasgliery out in pain.
"I knew she disliked me ... but to trick me intmrgy away from the
convoy just as you were about to leave; to tell yaas safely in the
laboratory car --She must have gone crazy!

'‘She's jealous of you, and jealousy does drivelpeopd, | suppose,’
Keith said dully. "You see, she came out here il idea of



patching things up with me. The night before we tle¢ forest camp
I'd told her it was all quite impossible, that lutdn't ever feel

anything for her again. | suppose | was clumsy d@vehurt her. I'm a
clumsy brute, | kno”v, but there didn't seem amgHor it at last but
absolutely plain talk. She was upset ... and leratiathered'—his
voice became carefully impersonal—'that she blayma for the

whole situation. Which of course, was nonsense.’

'Of course,' Brenda agreed bleakly, such pain mtdree that Keith
shot her a swift, unhappy glance.

‘What | mean is that I've been through with Elsaltantents and
purposesoR the past fifteen years. Maybe | learned as fak laec
that all | needed to know of her. There isn't miigk got left to
discover about the unscrupulous methods she calogmpen she's
out to get her own way. Truth, honour, loyalty; '8Bibrow all those
overboard as easy as wink, if they happen to géemway. But |
must say, it is a bit of a shock to find that sheapable of ... well,
indirect murder, for that's what her deliberateralmsment of you
amounted to!'

They drove in silence again, Brenda's thoughtstahdélsa Darnley
was evil to an extent it was almost impossibleatetin. A killer, a
schemer, a liar. And this was the woman whoseliadging she had
allowed to influence her attitude towards Keith iDegton, who,
whatever confusion his past might conceal, wasright man, nor a
shoddy one. This she knew now beyond all doubt.wiglo
indefinably, during these days of driving with himthe wilderness
there had grown up in Brenda's consciousness areaess of his
integrity. He was strong and he was straight, thakbeen in every
word and gesture of solicitude he had offered meher recent
miseries a dignity no Don Juan could ever haveeaeldl. And if he
had offered no more than that rather aloof solig{ut was her own
fault. In blinding pain, she could see now the dqualf the man she
had been too timid, too shallow, perhaps, to adselys Hastily and



In panic she had flung his friendship back in lasd, and that he
would ever forgive her was too much now to exp&be dread-ful
things she had said to him that evening by the madie ...!

'‘Oh, how could I ever have believed the slimy, edpit stories Elsa
told me about you 1' she brought out suddenly sarge of remorse
too strong to be controlled. 'Arlette Brown and Mfsevennick ..
She stumbled on, tears in her eyes. 'Can you @rgivé me for
listening to such lying slanders ... for believithgm...'

‘There's nothing to forgive,' he returned with Blness that froze her
heart. ‘Nor were the two girls you mention altogethgments of
Elsa's imagination. They both existed. They werté by friends. In
fact, | was engaged to Arlette for a time ... dtth of any interest to
you.'

'It's not,' Brenda threw in passionately. '| mesh¢ added hurriedly,
'you don't have to explain Arlette to me:' Whatetrer truth of that

old story might be, she didn't want to know it n@&ke wanted to take
Derry on trust... unquestioningly.

'You don't have to account to me for anything," siespered in
anguish. 'I'm ... not worth it. That | should haisened to Elsa
Darnley talking against you, even for one momeitls fne with

disgust at myself.’

‘There are other and more reliable people who hagetsuch a hot
opinion of my honour where women are concernedéiended her.
'‘Meg Trayner, for instance.'

'l don't care about Meg ... | don't care what amlybsays of you,'
Brenda assured him hotly.

‘That's very nice of you!' His tone was sardoritt.the same it might
be as well for you to hear my version of these tather hoary



scandals in my past. At least it may enliven a feaments of this
long and boring drive... even if it doesn't greatlgrest you.'

The iciness of his tone cut her to the heart.rigthieside him, crushed
and despairing, she could only submit in silencéenfis quiet voice
ran on. Arlette was the daughter of an Americarnionihire he had
taken on safari; beautiful, spoiled, very youngvals crazy enough,’
he said, 'conceited enough, if you like, to thihkttshe loved me
sufficiently to give up her luxurious background tbe privilege of
living in a backwoods shack ... which was all | hadffer. You've
seen Mehetmbe.' He gave her an odd wistful lobksrilt much of a
place with its bats and its bareness --'

Before she could contradict him, her heart wellipgvith incoherent
reassurances, he was hurrying on: 'As soon as lizedahow
Impossible it was that Arlette could ever be happgre, how
impossible it would be for her to lead my kind @& | ended our
engagement. She was hurt, as | suppose she hadig\ito be. She
would have liked, | imagine, to play at marriageddittle while with
me. Indeed she said so. Divorce was to her cygmahg outlook so
easy a way out. But that wasn't the kind of magiaganted. So | got
out of it, and a man who gets out of a tangle af Kind is invariably
a heel.

'‘No, no!" Brenda put in hastily. "You did perfedtight.' Keith took no
notice of the interpolation.

‘The Trevennick affair was even worse,' he wentebentlessly. (He
would spare her nothing, leave no loop-hole anyetier the faith
she longed to show him.) 'She was a bride, fresh tEngland. Came
out to marry my friend Pete Trevennick who has ffeeoshamba in
the Ngong Hills. I met Pam Trevennick for the fitshe on her
wedding day. There were other meetings ... at adcktarties,
dances. Perhaps | was unwise, | am a clumsy foetrevlwvomen are
concerned, but I liked her ... in a perfectly inmogs sort of way. So |



danced with her, | suppose, more often than mengepess
demanded, gravitated towards her in any group irclwive both
found ourselves. It never occurred to me she wduld any
significance in my behaviour.' There was a hint lohely
bewilderment in his voice and for a moment he whkss gazing
ahead at the winding forest track.

'‘And she fell in love with you," Brenda promptedthwva pang of
sympathy for the unknown Pam.

‘She turned up one night at my place in Mehetmaenly driven the
twenty odd miles from their shamba alone. It wagualtiwo o'clock
in the small hours when she came stumbling on tovenandah,
looking ill and wild. | thought at first she mighive had a drink too
many at somebody's dinner-party. But it wasn't ldrih was the
beginning of a severe nervous breakdown, on teyhath she had on
that particular night the high fever that goes withlaria. So one way
and another she wasn't exactly in control of hegte. She told me
she hated Pete, hated Kenya and that she warlted vath me. | got
her to bed. There was nothing else to be doneheithust then. You
can't turn a woman with a temperature of a hundretifour out into
the wilds. In the morning she was so desperatélgnd ... well,
unbalanced, that | didn't dare leave her to gafdoctor; nor could |
get in touch with Pete, who it turned out was aveaya few days on
some kind of business. So | nursed her all throtingtt day and
through another night and then by good fortune apdhhappen to
know stopped by and between us we were able tbayeb Nairobi,
where we phoned Pete. They put the poor kid intarging home
where, | gather, she talked a great deal of noesehsut me.' He
laughed without mirth. 'Finally she went home ta Iparents in
England, her marriage in ruins. You can imagine twhkze
gossip-mongers contrived to make of that! In faetwhole story was
a first-class scandal, and still | believe echoésth& spiciest
gab-fests.'



For a moment Brenda was silent, her heart wrunlg pityy and with

its weight of remorse. This simple, circumstan@ald perfectly
horrible story! '‘Oh, Derry, I'm sorry!" she blurtatl last in helpless
wretchedness. 'What hideously bad luck you've hadght to have
known...'

'‘Not at all," he broke in coldly. 'It is all of welittle interest to you, I'm
sure, and completely irrelevant at the moment. Wilebught to be
working out next is just what we do with Elsa. Nath | suppose.
She can easily swear to it that she thought sheysavcome out of
the camp clearing and get into the laboratory.c&nd, after all, she
did in the end back up Karo and urge us to stogdm&oy when she
might have let us go on all day and be done wittWidmen!" he said,
grinding his teeth. 'They're an incalculable |8t.never understand
them as long as | live.'

Only that Elsa Darnley isn't an ordinary woman; gan't judge us all
by the things Elsa does! Brenda wanted to crympteading, but he
looked so angry she was afraid to speak.

‘My work," he was saying presently, ‘trekking ardtime country with
chaps who come out here for a few weeks to escapethe softness
of civilization; being with the natives | know anchderstand, the
hunters, the Masai warriors, that's going to beifeyfrom now on.’

And to hell with women! the fierceness of his tomglied.



CHAPTER Xl

THE rest of the day went by in a strained fashion. kviney halted in
the dusk for supper, Keith seemed relieved to iatist of the time
with Karo, whose wrinkled old face held its owrestge wisdom, the
dark eyes looking up at his adored 'bwana’ witlalamost dog-like
devotion. Throughout these days of journeying hekihdis strange,
remote, native way seemed hardly conscious of Brsmitesence. It
was for Keith he appeared to live, listening foe fleast word of
command, watching the white man's every movemenigipating
his needs.

When now in the last glimmer of dusk Keith strodiam@o the bush,
armed with his gun and a torch, Brenda found hefwethe first time
alone with the old man. Anxiously, her eyes follaweerry's tall
rangy figure until the darkness and the undergrdvath swallowed
him up.

'It's not safe, Karo!" she said tensely, to theaitng, ebony form the
other side of the fire. 'Surely the bwana isn'tnigyto hunt at this
hour?'

‘The bwana hungry, memsahib,' the old man answsneply in his
sad sing-song voice. 'He eat little for many daythat plenty of food
is there for the memsahib.’

Brenda stared at him. 'You mean we're short of Pbelle asked in
horror. With a pang she thought of the tinned sthupslices of bully
beef, the malted milk tablets Keith had pressednuper at every
opportunity. There was the tin of condensed milkhbd refused to
share this morning, saying he hated condensed milk, she
remembered now he had not hated it during the moneal days of
the safari.



'Only little food here,' Karo was answering. '‘Bwavizen he go look
for memsahib bring few tins of food only and muddtrpl. Petrol
more better.'

She could see that. Petrol was all-important d.tae tank of the car
was too small to take a generous loading. Sittingre in the
gathering darkness she felt remorseful and foriand,the ache in her
heart became intolerable. Derry starving himselthsd she should
have enough to eat! It was awful. She couldn't [dediears pricked
at her throat.

He came back in half an hour empty-handed. It waddte to hope
for a shot, he told old Karo, ignoring Brenda'siang glances. "Then
we must take time off for hunting in daylight tommw,' she

pronounced.

He said dully, 'Not on your life. Hunting doesn‘atter. What does
matter is getting back to Mahamba before the raieak and turn the
tracks into the kind of quagmire that would make tlar absolutely
useless. Being bogged down in the wildernessnsret'

She slept as usual that night in the car, Derrykana stretched out
by the fire. Somewhere in the small hours she wwoltesar the patter
of rain on the canvas hood. It was heavy rain &edhsd a confused
impression it had been going on for some time. Rguéerself
hurriedly, she put her head out of the window aad the huddled
figures by the hissing embers of the defeated fire.

‘Derry!" she called sharply. 'What are you doing there in that
downpour? Come into the car at once.'

He was wet through, she saw, as he got in besidbiteshe had been
sleeping so peacefully, he said, he hadn't likedigturb her. 'After
what you've been through in the way of nervousdrstrae went on,
'these nights of rest are an absolute essential, Amyhow, this is



only a preliminary shower, | think—it's not goirmglast. All the same
it might be as well if we pressed on.’

They drove on into the breaking dawn, out of theedg on to the
plain which was the last lap of the way. They waiddch Mahamba
by nightfall with luck. The rain ceased as Derrggicted, but the sky
was ominous and he refused now to halt even fahlun

‘There's a bit of that beef left you could munchktey the pangs as we
drive on ... and the condensed milk. | can walt i get to
Mahamba,' he told Brenda.

She looked at his haggard profile, his grimly thiaug jaw. He'd lost
weight perceptibly, she thought, sweating throdghldush searching
for her, and then refusing to eat so that she nbghivell fed. The

bones of his broad shoulder blades showing thrdughwet shirt

were unbearably sharp. Her eyes filled with te&khy are you so
good to me, Derry?' she asked, and at the souihe abb in herthroat
he turned to her, his agate eyes startled and slyddefenceless.

‘You don't have to cry about it!" he offered uncortdbly. But the
tears streamed down her cheeks. 'Going without foodny sake,
sleeping out in the rain ..." she sobbed.

‘Well, naturally, I've got to take care of you.'

'Simply because I'm your responsibility as leadethe safari,’ she
said brokenly. 'That's ... what | can't bear alieut

‘Why, Jane? How else would you want it to be?'

Her heart leaped at the sound of the little intename, and she
could hardly bear the sudden surge of hope indms.t



'If only it could be the way it was that night iroyr house at
Mehetmbe!' she whispered. 'Before I'd let mysstehn to Elsa's lies.
Oh, Derry, can you ever forgive me?'

The hope was in his eyes now, shining, incredulddene!" he
marvelled softly. The car, swerving dangerouslynedo a stop with
its bonnet in a thorn thicket. Derry turned to &ldro on the back
seat. 'We're going to halt for a few minutes, Kéike to take the gun
and see if you can pick up something for the gwXaid.

Obediently Karo scrambled out and went ramblingmfh the bush,
glad to stretch his stiff legs.

Left alone, Derry and Brenda looked at each othen istrange
throbbing silence. This is my chance, Brenda waxkiihg nervously.

If I bungle it this time, it will be the end! Wilglshe groped in her
mind for the eloquent phrases which would wipe out &
misunderstanding. 'lI've been such a fool," sherbblyaderingly, and
then suddenly, just how it happened she couldni leaplained, she
was in his arms.

'It all seemed so kind of right that night at Mehbké,' he said softly.
'It was right,' Brenda asserted fiercely. 'lt wasven.'

‘Then why'—his voice held again that note of Io:
loneliness—'couldn't we have gone straight on ftoene?’

'‘Because,’ Brenda said on a flash of subconscitusination, 'l
didn't trust ...myself! Twisting away from his embrace she sat bo
upright, savouring the astonishing quality of hescdvery. 'But of
course, | can see now; that was the whole troublet' eyes were
clear and grey and very young, looking up at hivimu' were so
important and ... famous and somehow miles above ared | loved
you so much, it frightened me. | didn't feel it wbpossibly be true
that you were serious over me. It was so easyftirane to fasten on



to the things Meg said in her goodness of head,the things Elsa
said in her badness of heatrt... Because | didieMeein myselfjt was
impossible for me to believe in you.'

She broke off, aware that he wasn't really listgreamy more, his
agate eyes ablaze. 'You loved me so much it figdteyou!" he
repeated. 'Oh, Jane, what an adorably young aniglabing to say
... only that | don't like the past tense.'

'It doesn't have to be a past tense,' she whispasduls mouth came
down on her own. After that it was all a little oterent, and

presently they were aware of old Karo coughing reistty outside

the car, a bedraggled guinea fowl in his hand.

'‘Well, that's better than nothing," Derry pronouhbaskly, as though
the need to shoot a guinea fowl had been the soj@ope of their
loitering.

Driving through the long afternoon they talked witlh pauses,
breathlessly, wonderingly, as if they would nevatich up on all that
had to be said now the barriers were down. The giaik unrolled

before them and the black clouds gathered overhm#dhey saw
only each other and the light that never yet waknd or sea. It was
with a shock of surprise they found the familiateyzay of the

Laholo estate suddenly before them. Driving betw¢ea wet

frangipani bushes, Brenda noticed that the whaedrs had in the
rain opened to show their golden centres. The ag mch with their

delicate perfume; the white and golden flowers ywbere like a

welcoming light in the stormy evening. Bridal flokge she thought,
like a lovely omen! And her grey eyes were shirasghey drew up at
the foot of the verandah steps.

Everyone was there at once to welcome them. Meg@, hédu been
wild with anxiety, held Brenda in her arms as those would never
let her go. Even Dr. Drayton became emotional wefief, blowing



his nose with great trumpetings of defiant sonretha grasped
Brenda's hand.

'‘But you look wonderful, darling,' Meg was sayifadmost as though
being lost in the bush had been some kind of hplida

Brenda and Derry exchanged a significant and iriergéance.

‘We look like a couple of ragged tramps,' Brendatgsted. 'And
being lost in the bush isn't in the least like aday, let me tell you ...
Though it has its moments!" She broke off to glaagain shyly,
revealingly, at Derry by her side.

‘Where's Elsa?' he was asking in a hard, cold voice

'‘Oh, poor Elsa!" Meg sounded a bit confused. 'We'aé a really
dreadful time with her. She had, you see, theesilinotion it was all
her fault Brenda was left behind that morning, lnseashe sent her to
find some graphs Dr. Drayton was supposed to haskich’

‘Which of course | hadn't,’ Dr. Drayton put in phis 'l never mislay
graphs.’

'l know," Meg agreed hurriedly. 'But Elsa thoughe'd heard you
asking one of the servants about a missing filgraphs ... and she
mentioned it to Brenda. It was just one of thosesohliely
unavoidable misunderstandings that do crop up. [Eee we say
about it all now the better." She gave the littteetdr an accusing
glance. 'Elsa has been half out of her mind withrryyoonly,
fortunately when we got back, she found lots oflritem London to
distract her and something has cropped up whichsehe has to
return to England at once. She's in her room nakipg. She leaves
tomorrow.'



'‘She was so anxious about Brenda she wasn't eveg tgowait to
find out what shape she was in after her ordeatrporemarked in a
tone of disgust.

There was the sound of a light footstep then, #rglmg of the screen
door and Elsa came out of the house, her beaditibe ashen, her
eyes stony ...fixed on Brenda. 'So ... he found"gie whispered in a
hollow voice. And whether she spoke in relief orpure hatred it
would have been hard to define. Swaying a litthe, jgut out a hand to
steady herself. It was Meg who caught her, guidiagto a nearby
wicker chair, saying robustly: 'But of course harfd her. We knew
that he had. He told us so on his walkie-talkie.'

She turned to Brenda to add in a whispered astdey 'Elsa! She'll
drive herself into a nervous breakdown if she dbesop imagining
it was her fault you got left behind.’

Keith, overhearing, said in a cold voice, his efyesd on Elsa who
shrank back in her wicker armchair, 'l wouldn't gaygquired much
Imagination to discover how Jane came to be |dfirak’

There was a startled silence, and Meg asked shavighat are you
implying Keith?"

He shrugged. 'Elsa knows,' he declared. 'Let'sl@aat that. Only to
add that if she is capable of remorse for the saffeshe has caused
there may still be some hope for her.'

Elsa covered her face with her hands. But Keithmifig his back on
her, was saying now, 'The main thing is that Jarklahave found
one another in more senses than one, and shenig gobe my wife.
Meet the future Mrs. Derrington!'

After that it was all a bit chaotic, and in the lmuist of exclamations
and congratulations which followed, Elsa sat in leagair quite
forgotten, utterly ignored. Perhaps this was thietast touch of all in



that bitter moment, but if it were so, nobody neticas, trooping into
the lighted living- room, Val called for drinks, &dmMeg, with her
hand on Brenda's arm, whispered, '‘How blind I'venbé&ow terribly
blind! Can you forgive me for the things againsttid've said to
you?'

'‘Dear Meg, there's nothing to forgive,” Brenda whred back
generously. 'Only," she added softly, ‘'my own latfaith in him.’

Seated on the big shabby couch then by Derry's sideheard with a
pang of joy their coupled names, as toasts werekddt was all a
little dreamlike; the ring of smiling faces, theahnty, friendly voices.
Even Elsa couldn't matter very much, creeping amfthe verandah
to stand by Meg's side with a glass in her limpdhdoer green eyes
going in lost and empty despair to Keith Derringdoface, as she
raised the drink to her lips.

‘And if it isn't striking a discordant note in thmoceedings,' Dr.
Drayton could be heard to murmur a trifle discoassl, ‘'may | hope
that the wedding isn't going to rob me of my veificeent secretary
until I've finished my Tanzania assignment?"

Brenda laughed. She hadn't, she admitted, hadygtte think about
anything so definite as a wedding. 'You see,' sladed shyly, 'l didn't
even know there was going to fee a wedding untirypannounced
me just now as the future Mrs. Derrington!'

In the roar of laughter which followed this naiveopouncement,
Brenda and Derry looked at each other deeply, s&§ipand on the
shabby couch their hands met. 'l told you | wasnslgover this kind
of thing," he reminded her humbly. 'I'm sorry, day] if | forgot the
formalities. Will you marryme?' he asked so sattigt only she could
hear.



She nodded, her eyes bright with sudden tears,ybeng face
tremulous with happiness.

It was nothing to either of them that Elsa Darnkatched their little
drama, her face drained of all life, nor did theyice when, turning,
she left the room, walking slowly, aimlessly, liga old and weary
woman, without destination, without hope.



