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A BOWL OF STARS

Wynne M ay



It was a new life for Cyndy when she inherited aug® and a
swimming pool business in the Drakensberg Mountains

The only fly in the ointment was Max Steele, whanew a rival firm.
There had been friction between the two firms ebefore Cyndy
came on the scene. But now Cyndy was determineshake an
Impression -- on Max?



CHAPTERI

GAzING down at the turquoise-blue swimming-pool, Cyndyli@sl
said, "And the ironical thing is that | barely knewy uncle CIliff. I've
made up my mind, though, that I'm going to carrywdrere he left
off." Shaking bad: her champagne-gold hair, she édtddappen to
be very business-minded, and this will be a terdfiallenge." As she
took her green eyes away from the water to looKeat Harris she
narrowed them against the bright sunlight. Her skas very golden
and contrasted excitingly with her eyes. "I'm hgpthat everything
will remain just as it was while my uncle was alared that you'll stay
on with Blue Champagne Pools. You will, won't ydumhderstand
that you were my uncle's right-hand man?" she snailédim with her
eyes. "I'm hoping you will benyright-hand man now and that my
inheriting the pool business and the house isnfiggtdo make any
difference to you. If you decide to leave Blue Cpagne | don't
know what I'll do. I just wouldn't know which way tturn, quite
frankly."

There was a small silence before Ken answered"feu may as

well know this -1 was hoping to buy your uncle €but when his
health started failing. So you see, anything camogr Blue

Champagne Pools concerns me too. Everything hagpgeaeuickly

in the end. I'm telling you this to give you anad# my interest in the
business. Frankly, | didn't know you existed utiiihgs were wound
up, and I've spent sleepless nights wondering venatbu intended
selling the business.” Ken let his breath out eafalaugh, but Cyndy
was vaguely disturbed, without knowing why.

"I haven't thought along those lines - not oncee Whole set-up
appeals to me tremendously. What's more, | coubést to part with
it now that I've seen what it's all about. | daqpiite know what |
imagined, but it had something to do with an unireyd full of bags
of cement, pipes and wheel-barrows and things. plgimouldn't
visualise the house, and then Mr. Sebel, the smiljcshowed me



several coloured photographs and | was utterly getagl. It's
beautiful."

"What will you do if the entire staff decides tockaup?" Ken Harris
asked.

Of medium height, he was compactly built, tannedi affiable with a
ready smile. At the moment, his fair hair was tiagghe sun and,
although he was wearing sun-glasses, she knevhithatyes were a
light brown. Later, she was to discover that Kenemfwore
sun-glasses, especially after a day of gunitinga im harsh sunlight.

"Do you mean leave Blue Champagne Pools?" Her wgas$ wide.
"But they wouldn't, would they? | mean, there'sreason to. | want
everything to go on just as it always has done.ridjpam the actual
running of the business and trying my hand at dthbheg this
inheritance has come as a terrific challengelikéssomething out of
a story-book. I still can't get used to the idest this has happened to
me. While | don't know the first thing about poainstruction, and
don't intend interfering, | do want to make a Iiog of advertising. |
did a three-year course - Institute of Market Mamagyet - as a matter
of fact. By the way, did my uncle know that so maimalets were
going to spring up all over the Berg when he startiee pool
business? I've often wondered."

Suddenly Ken grinned. "Well, what do you think? Y@ think that
Cliff Collins came down to Tugela River on a bigy2lHe knew this
was going to be the turn of events a long time-aaud he wasn't the
only one, let me tell you that."

"Oh?" Automatically, Cyndy's voice tightened. "Yoean you knew
- and that's why you wanted to buy him out? "



"I was thinking of your rival, as it so happens.elnd the
amusement in Ken's voice, however, she could semston. "We
have a rival, but perhaps | should stop talking."

She knew, at once, how much this meant and loste somher
animation. "No, keep talking, please. After allelgot to know."

"Well, he happens to be a chap by the name of Megl&" Ken told
her and, because she did not want him to see theddspair in her
eyes, she lowered her lashes. Without thinking altpshe noticed
the tiny blond hairs which glistened, like briglttid threads, against
Ken's tanned skin. Lifting her eyes, she saidg¥d.3Vho was here
first?"

"He was."

She gave a disappointed sigh. "Oh, well, what dceatter? | have a
business head on my shoulders, if nothing elsettAmy he can do, |
can do better - that will just have to be my matton't intend just to
concentrate on pools, anyway. There'll be sidelines

Now it was his turn to say, "Oh?" After a smalesite he said, "What
kind of sidelines? Cliff had already got startedmaking our own

coping tiles and we're at present turning out @s-evalls - on a
small scale, of course."

'Yes, | know," she said. "Mr. Sebel told me, asadtar of fact. But |
have other plans.”

"Like what?" His manner became teasing.

"Well, off-hand - fencing - not only ornamental grast walls, but
childproof fencing. | want us to be able to fent@ar own pools, if

need be. | know that precautions have to be taikemake pool areas
safe areas and | don't intend that our clients lshgo elsewhere for
this service. Why should they pay out money to smmeslse when



they could be paying it to us? The way | seetitdd we must start not
only our own pre-cast walling but our own childpréerficing into the
bargain. What do you say ? "

"Max Steele was of the same opinion, actually,5&ie, watching her
face.

"You mean he's already started this?" She felt snlyddeflated.
"What's he doing?"

"Walling, fencing—"
"What's the name of his pool business?"
"Berg Pools."

Shaking back her hair, she said lightly, with diigess shefar from
felt, "I see. Well, that offers no problem, of ceeybut it only goes to
show that we must do the same. Fencing must nqiubeout to

contract by our clients - | mean, they mustn't sdek service

elsewhere until they've been acquainted with tlet faat we do

walling and fencing. They must be made familiarbwatur prices

which should be able to hold their own. | also hawvmind poolside

and patio furniture, pool and indoor plants, wirrdens, natty little
cabanas, pool covers, planters - to hold plantsd-those dramatic
metal baskets in which to burn charcoal. Then theeeblackboards,
for pool rules --" She broke off, laughing. "Horlgstvhen you work

it out there's just no end to it. All this will cenin good time. It won't
happen overnight, naturally."

Her spirited remarks appeared to amuse him. "Algaod time, |
agree."

"Do you really agree?" she asked, still smiling,dce you just trying
to humour me? You do agree that there's great 8dopean, the way
| see it - the sky is the limit."



"Quite. I'm in complete agreement. I'm all for lounlg up, myself.
Whether or not there happens to be scope in thg Beanother
matter."

"If there isn't scope - we'll just have to make sbishe felt very
ambitious. "If the worst comes to the worst, whicltan't see
happening, we'll move the business to some towntlger, but that
would mean selling the house. No, | couldn't. |ldali sell that
wonderful house." She tilted her golden face tostwe and drew a
breath.

In the distance the magnificent rock wall of peaksch formed the
Drakensberg Mountains presented a spectacular Sigatprecipices
of the finest part of the range, where the moustdormed a
stupendous amphitheatre, were broken by fantastk pinnacles
and awe-inspiring gullies which, from this distapappeared slashed
with shadows.

Cyndy was aware of the delicious bite of the suough her thin
iris-coloured mandarin-collared shirt which she avaiith off-white
slacks.

With the problem of Max Steele at the back of herdshe made an
effort to control her thoughts. After all, Max Steevould only be a
problem if she allowed him to be.

"By the way," she said, "did this Max Steele préseproblem to my
uncle?" She said this just at the time as Ken Blé&ad started to say,
"You'd better ... " and they broke off together asaghed in the clear
Berg sunlight.

Shimmering reflections danced on the sun-dazzlachswng-pool.
Cyndy turned again to gaze, in utter disbeliethathouse which she
had inherited. Along with the house she had alslétited” Judd and
Norah Dixon. Like Ken Harris, Judd Dixon knew diete was to



know about building swimming-pools while his wifepidh, acted as
housekeeper.

The house, long, low and elegant, complete withoiten Blue
Champagne pool, had come as a staggering surphsesssence of
the house was an uncluttered space of indoor/ outdpen-plan
living and, to Cyndy's way of thinking, carried thémosphere of
Beverly Hills itself. Judd and Norah's small flaasypart of the house
but it had its own private entrance. Ken Harrisywawer, occupied
one bedroom in the main part of the house andi nigiv, Cyndy was
wondering what she was going to do about Ken Harris

"Ken," she said, "you haven't answered my quesébaut Max
Steele and my uncle."

"Why do you want to know?" he asked, smiling.

"Why do you think? I'm a woman, that's why. | wor'$t until | know
the set-up."

"Well, Max Steele and your uncle were great riv8ls.far as Max is
concerned Berg Pools happens to be a mere sideline.

"Why? What else does he do?" she asked, cautiomesedtment in
her voice.

"He owns a massive guniting concern."

"Guniting?" She lifted her shoulders and spreadhheds in a gesture
of inadequacy. "l haven't a clue about guniting.aivtn earth does
that mean ? "

"Gunite," Ken said, "happens to be a mixture ofrayedd sand and
cement ..." he laughed. "Do you want me to go on?"



"Yes, | do. I'm tremendously interested." She ladWwith him. "No,
honestly, | mean that."

"Then I'll go on. It's pneumatically applied ové&zed reinforcing rods
and directly against the soil. The mix is dry amdhot from a nozzle,
under great pressure, to form a shell that's censitistronger than
any other type of concrete. To cut a long storysidax’s firm has

just signed a big contract and work will beginthe very near future,
on a tremendous tunnel."

"Does that mean he'll be going away?" There wassgnged relief
in her voice.

"Don't you believe it. Although he might go off farshort spell, from
time to time, Max concerns himself with a sidelbearing the name
Berg Pools. That's what bugs us. We're strugghogls happen to be
our main concern while, with him, pool buildingasnere sideline."

"Oh, that's not fair," she said. "Tell me, thougio-we gunite? Does
one gunite a pool? You see, I'm terribly ignorant."

‘Yes, we gunite. A gunite rig consists of a compoesa mixer which
contains cement and sand, a long hose and nozaeswths mixed
with water and blown against the excavator. Are gay the wiser,
Miss Collins ? "

She shook her head and laughed gaily. "No, nolyrdaut I'll soon
learn - and not so much of the Miss Collins. Cyrlgase."”

"By the way," he said, "our guniting machine is mar less on its
last legs. That means we'll have considerable esqpmface in the
near future."

"Oh, no! Don't depress me, please. I'm far too hapjbe depressed.”



There was a silence as they ran out of somethingayoand then
Ken'said, "Look, I'll be brief - I'll move out of ¢hhouse before you
move in."

"But where will you go?" Her grape-green eyes widen&ll of a
sudden she felt strained.

"There's a self-contained rondavel in the gardegrsdsf- contained |
mean that it has a bathroom and that will suit me.'f

"I see." Her eyes flickered away from his and msten the
mountains, natural forests and flower and gametgancright in the
distance.

"Is that what you'd prefer?" she asked, keepingelyes away from
him.

"Yes. I'll be perfectly happy there. Don't givairtother thought,” he
said.

One of the mountain resort hotels could be sesmasition marked
by a ribbon, which was the dusty road leading,tantd dark patches
of trees. It was in fact the Kathlamba Hotel.

Cyndy sighed at the sheer beauty of everything.tRHeughts were
busy, though. Busy with Ken Harris, who had beenumele Cliff's

right-hand man and now was her right- hand man k8be, without

being told, that Ken was needed by Blue ChampagoésP

"Well," she said, her hair hanging forward as siokéd down at her
feet, "think about it. It seems ridiculous that yshould have to move
out of the house ... " She broke off, shrugging lesgly. "I mean, the
Dixons are here." When she looked up at him hele aanded by
clenching her lower lip with her teeth.



"Don't," his voice was mocking. "I'm beginning te persuaded." He
stared frankly at her legs and she felt angry vatm. "No, but

seriously, | think it will be best all round, ifrhove out into the
garden." He laughed a small laugh which made helr tfeat the

suggestion that he should remain in the houseriggeted off some
absurd thought on his part. His sun-glasses focosdter face.

On the slasto pool apron a tiny thin lizard layldong upsun and
Cyndy went over to it and moved it to a safe plaseay from the
water. Ken looked on. He had pushed his dark giagpepast his
forehead, now, into his blond hair, and she savathesement in his
light brown eyes.

Coming to stand next to him again, she said, 'i#l ts so - riveting,
honestly."

"Riveting?" His eyes flickered over her wind-blowaithand she
found herself wishing that she had swept it baoknfher face in a
tight chignon. It would have been more fitting, ®maw. As it was,

the breeze kept blowing golden strands across ye=s, €heeks and
lips. It was hard to remember that she was nowatveer of a

business.

"What | mean is, I'm so excited about everythirfghie combed her
fingers through her hair with considerable impatenlTurning from

him, she gazed past the house in the directioheofard with all its

equipment which was hidden and screened by whitescawalls and
a headdress of green fluttering leaves.

"Where does Max Steele have his pool business?elsdarer
Lindeque, or somewhere quite close by?" she asked.

"Unfortunately, Max Steele is uncomfortably close us," Ken
replied.



She thought about this for a moment and then gbe"$iastrikes me
as odd that my uncle, not to mention Max Steeleukhset up
business right here in the Berg. You would haveugind that the
logical tiling to do would be to conduct a business - to situate a
business in Lindeque, or on the outskirts of Lingedt's only a small
town, but still, it's nevertheless a town."

"Mountain chalets are going up in, and about, #nea. People who
want - or who may want, or who can be talked intitigg pools - are

right on our doorstep. All our equipment is herbafls the way we
planned it. Outlying farmers also go for summersdip their own

filtered domestic pools now. They're no longer eohinmerely to dive
into the farm dam," Ken said!

"I'm making discoveries all the time," she replidd.l hadn't taken a
lot of things into account. | hadn't taken Max $erto account, for
instance. Still," she laughed lightly, "I guess @& deal with Max
Steele?" It was a question. Her green eyes loagkebled.

"Well, | guess you could say that," Ken answer&tle¥ve coped up
to now."

At their feet the pool collected sunlight and glid it back on to
their faces, making patterns, and Cyndy narrowed dyes. "I
suppose I'll have to be getting back to the hos#lg' said, with some
reluctance.

Ken Harris had picked her up at the Kathlamba Hetetre she had
arrived from Johannesburg, by luxury bus, some $1ago. "Thank
you for picking me up at the hotel and bringing Inege to show me
everything," she said. "Mr. Sebel said you would."

"Yes - he was in touch, actually." Ken shoved hasges back down
on his nose and ran his fingers through his far ha



“I'm going to need every bit of help you can give mevery bit of
support - all sorts of advice - but | guess youaalyeknow that, don't
you? If you leave Blue Champagne Pools, Ken, Ikliihdie." She

lifted her arms in a gesture of helplessness.

"l won't leave - not unless it's to start my owrsibess."

Laughing, she said, "The Berg won't take three padtlers. Things
are going to be bad enough as it is. After allalinthis vast space,
there are only a smattering of hotels, guest famnaschalets - for all
that. By the way, you did say that Max Steele dhiksn Berg Pools,
didn't you?" She felt suddenly sick, thinking opogition, when she
knew so little.

"That's right - Berg Pools," Ken answered.

She refused to be discouraged. "Not that it mattsise said, "one
way or the other. It's all in the pool game."

"What are you doing tomorrow?" Ken asked. "l untierd you're
combining business with pleasure and that you'lsfprending a few
days at the Kathlamba before you go back to Jolsiung to pack up
on your first step to taking over Blue Champagne?"

Giving him a smile she said, "Yes, that's so. knescited." The tiny
gold cap on one of her front teeth, where she Ihgaped it against
her bicycle handlebar as a child, gleamed in time $his, strangely
enough, added to the kind of glamour she carriedrat with her,
especially on those occasions when she scoopedhagaiaieaming
hair into a loose chignon, giving her an almodtdabl look.

"Il be walking, most probably,” she went on.slthadly hot to walk,
though. Imagine climbing in this heat!"



"Would you like to visit our pool site of the mont@hhe asked. "If
so, | could pick you up at the hotel. You'll beeabd see the men at
work."

"Oh, fine, I'd adore that. Where is the pool bdmgt? Is it a chalet
pool?"

"As a matter of fact, it's being built for a chapawwns a garage, just
outside Lindeque - this side of Lindeque."

"Oh." She laughed again. "Somehow | was hopingithvabuld be a
chalet pool.”

"Beggars can't be choosers," he said. "We buildveere- ever - and
whenever - we can."

"And Max Steele?" Her voice was all on edge agaihat is he
doing right now? "

"Ah, that's a sore point," Ken said. "A very sogenp with us."

"Oh?" Cyndy's green eyes did not leave his facehy\ig it a sore
point?"

"We thought we were in the running for that one xN&building a
pool for the Escarpment Guest Farm."

"l saw it," she said, "on the way to the Berg, ia thus. Or rather, |
saw the road leading to it. There was a sign pdsi Escarpment
Guest Farm "

On the way back to the hotel in his Fiat she sditli,try out my
uncle's car another day - perhaps tomorrow, if thdémme - before |
go back."



It was like a dream, she thought. Some fantasteamy and in
technicolor, at that.

"Fair enough." Ken changed down and the car rattedr the
corrugations, spraying-dust and small stones froneath the tyres.
He drove well, but too fast. "You do have a licétice

"Yes - not that | drove much. | suppose | was lutkyhave got
through the-test. | only drove when Athol let me."

"Athol?" She was aware of a quick glance in heedtion.
"Is Athol the boy-friend ?"

"One of the boy-friends. There's safety in numbe®be gave careful
casualness to the words just to let him see hava# with her. "I'm
not ready to be tied down yet."

The hotel came into sight and, by the time theghed it, the sun was
beginning to lose some of its strength. Ken sdidh §oing to have a
drink before | go back. How about joining me?"

Although she was longing for a spell in the batfolechanging for
dinner she said, 'Yes - why not? That would be llow¥/here shall
we have it - here on the veranda?"

"Well, it's cool here," Ken answered.

The mountains looked terrific. It was difficult believe that she was
going to settle here in the Berg and Cyndy foundgdiéthinking of
her tiny bachelor flat in the centre of Johannegb8he was so alone.
It was incredible what a jaunt in the light air¢rabuld do to one
small girl. In one day it could render her to theck that she would
no longer be seeing her parents. Somehow, invisthleggs had been
pulled. She had remained at boarding school. The difference
here lay in the fact that there were no more lovetters from her



golden-haired mother, with postscripts, or enclasetgs, from her
tall handsome father. There were no visits froomthand when the
holidays came along, she had been collected byngpaatively
strange aunt. She had learned to work out her awatson and if she
had a motto it could have been - the way to avadmpointment is to
expect nothing, which made her inheritance allnttoge fantastic.

Vaguely, only very vaguely, she remembered the wiam had been
her uncle CIiff - the man who had, according tatiges, resembled
Humphrey Bogart. With those looks, her aunt had,saliff could
have been a ladies’ man, and yet he had cut hiroffeffom the
opposite sex. This was no doubt due to the fat¢tGh# Collins had
lost his bride in an avalanche disaster while thed been
honeymooning in the Alps. After that, Cliff Collimemained alone.

Was that, Cyndy wondered, why he had rememberedriteteft all
that he possessed on this earth to her? Apart &@mattering of
relatives she had ended up comparatively aloneial through a
harassed kind of affection shown to her by auntsuarcles that she
had lived on, without her parents. After all, arme® ©nly began to
realise this as she got older, these aunts ané@simatre all people
with their own particular worries and disappointitseim life.

While they sipped at the long expensive drinks uwbich Ken had
insisted, and watched the changing moods of thentams, he told
her more about the pool business which she haditetdgbut she was
beginning to feel restless now, longing for a had @erfumed bath.
Somebody had told her that there was to be a filowsafter dinner.

"Ken," she used his name again, with that Johdurgsbrand of
ease, "would it be too much to ask you to come badke hotel for
dinner?"

"Would it be too much?" He grinned. "You must bdding?"



"No - what | meant is simply this. You've just d#iv here and
presently you're going to drive back to the holfsgou have dinner
with me that will entail another drive back henegddhen after dinner
a drive back home. Do you see what | mean?" Alrgdalyning what

she would wear, she flickered a glance over Keharts and

open-necked shirt.

"You could have stayed on," she said, "but...."akieg off, she gave
an embarrassed laugh, "I hardly think you woulabawved into the
dining-room. | was an idiot, actually. | should ha®ught of it

before we left the house."

"I'm glad you thought of it at all. That soundsajréHe removed his
sun-glasses. "l get so used to wearing these thHings said.
"Sometimes all this sun and constant working indpen can play
havoc with one's eyes. You should see my eyes aftday of
guniting!"

Dusk was working its way over the mountains andwsting the
crags, near the tops, and softening the rosedlibléwm in the hotel
gardens. Through a break in some flowering shrymslZ could see
the dusty ribbon of road which led back to the leouder house.
Something kicked over inside her and her whole gpé&mgled with

the shock of this wonderful realization. She satosang the

moment.

Presently she said, "I'll have to get used to dlaels, won't | ? All that
spurting dust and gravel."

He made to stand up. "You'll get used to it, daa'try."

Glancing at his watch, he said, "I'll meet youha African Drum in,
say, just over an hour's time. How is that?"

His skin looked warm and healthy and, instinctivelge just knew
that he was accustomed to a lot of sun and waeprdbably used



the pool at the house whenever he could sparentiee $he thought,
with excitement. That pool was waiting for herusge whenever she
felt the inclination to swim.

"Fine." She gave him a smile. "Just wait for menKiél'm not there.
Order yourself a drink. | forget myself in the battmetimes."

He rubbed a tanned hand along his jaw. "Okay, thikhe seeing
you." She stood watching him, as he ran down théash steps. His
movements were swift and silent and he did not loaék when he
reached his car.

Half way down the dusty road, outside the hotelgads, she saw the
tail-lights of the Fiat go on, smudged over by thest which it was

tearing up. He seemed to be travelling very féasster than when she
had been his passenger - and that was saying same8ine hoped

that one of the horses, which always seemed tolibeoside of the

road - and on the wrong side of the fence, as tagipened - would
not choose that particular moment to cross ovéoimt of the car.

Cyndy discovered she was hungry. She was not omhgty but
wildly happy, and her mind was filled with her imhance.

Nevertheless, she set aside time to think of Mael8t



CHAPTERIII

CYNDY ran a bath, adding oil and salts. The bathroom hedsand
perfumed by the time she was ready to step intddaming water
and then, soothed and contented, she closed heaagday back.

The girl she was sharing the room, bath and tingdmy with was
moving about, opening cupboards and sliding dralwackwards and
forwards. Her name was Tessa and she had turnéck oadio.

Later, when Cyndy came out of the steaming bathrdiessa said,
"I've been thinking about what you told me - youkmabout having
inherited that swimming-pool business and a hooig@twith it. Isn't

it fantastic? Don't you have to keep pinching yelirso remind

yourself that it's all true?"

"Yes, | do, actually. It's like a dream."” Once ag@iyndy felt the
surge of excitement and panic which seemed to gd imhand every
time she thought about what had happened to herside was
wide. "This afternoon | met my right- hand man."

"Did he come up to expectations?" Tessa asked. t'@/imore
important - is he young? "

"He's young, yes. I'm having dinner with him, asatter of fact. He's
coming here to the hotel. I'll have to get a momelon meeting him
in the Ladies' Bar for a drink first."

"This could be it," Tessa said. "This could be tmginning of
something big." She studied Cyndy in a way that wagst
embarrassing.

"It could be, but it won't be," Cyndy laughed, ahdn, still with the
taste of tangy toothpaste in her mouth, she begdonak out her
clothes with hurried movements.



The African Drum was full of people talking, but@lywas aware of
a sudden silence as she stood at the door, lodiri{en.

Behind the leopardskin-topped bar stools there avaiew, through
huge sliding glass doors, of the evening mist aslliéd down from
the mountain. It was dark now and the stars wesile, hanging
over the silence of the Berg.

Ken Harris was at the far end of the counter andnie saw Cyndy
he slipped from his stool and came round to meet'hg" she said,
thankful that the drone of voices had started ggam | very late?"
All of a sudden, she was glad that she had decm&kar her long
cream and bronze silk jersey print. The materialsieft and sensual
against her sleek legs.

Beneath Ken's easy smile she could sense his terislot at all."

Something told her that he was trying to bear indhthat she was his
boss, and she felt embarrassed and touched atrtieetene. She took
the stool next to his and he asked her what shédwwaye to drink,

and when she had told him she said, "This is tis¢ time I've been
inside the African Drum. It is attractive, isn'?'itHer excited green
eyes took in the beams, copperware, leopardskins than

hessian-covered walls, primitive African carvingsl &me huge stone
fireplace, at one end, which she knew would conte i3 own the

moment it snowed. Apart from wooden masks, whido adorned

the walls, there were several African drums doéledut the place.

"The African Drum doesn't take long to fill up,” Keéold her, while
she allowed her eyes to travel from stool to stathout making it
too obvious, taking in what the other women weranve and how
they were wearing it.



Givifig her attention to Ken again, she said, "Ndon't suppose it
does. That's typical of all bars, | think. Thelike gluepots, don't
you think? The hotel appears to be completely bdale"

"WeU, people go for the Berg in a big way. Thedatzaze, as you
know, is to build your own mountain chalet. You ddrave to beg,
borrow or steal a chalet - you just build your ctwn.

"You should have said ‘'after borrowing the monega just build
your own," she said, slanting her eyes at him.

"Money comes too easy to a lot of people these,dagsanswered.

"Well, yes, | agree, but that's all to the good, fao as Blue
Champagne Pools is concerned, don't you think#hlisks to these
monied people that we're where we are. It just goehow that we
shall constantly have to be on our toes, or shdukhy, we'll
constantly have to keep in the swim?"

The awareness of the mountains and the cocktaitlwkhe had
chosen at Ken's suggestion were working magiciin he

"You don't have to remind me," he smiled back, eritly her again.

"And you are going to stay on?" Her voice was tg@sbut she was
feeling tense. "You really meant what you said? "¥ouoot going to
go back on your word?"

"I'm not going to go back on my word - not if thatew you really
want it."

"l told you," she blinked quickly. Her dark lashesre always such a
surprise against that champagne-gold idaichwas arranged, now,
in a loose chignon. How many people had told hat?iShe was
looking very sophisticated. She had an easy chitasaionable
elegance whiclshehad inherited from her beautiful mother. "I don'



know what I'd do without you - sink and go under sinarobably. |
think my uncle felt the same way about you - aceuydo Mr. Sebel,
anyway. Now that I've met you and sized up evenglior myself, |
can see that Mr. Sebel wasn't exaggerating."

"Let's face it - Mr. Sebel was exaggerating." Keldagh was
embarrassed.

"No, he wasn't. Tell me more about the busineganl never hear
enough. Is it really going very well?" She put fedbow on the
counter and her chin on her palm.

"Far better than we anticipated - seeing that Mael8 was here first.
We have our ups and downs, of course, but who ¢@édken
shrugged his shoulders. He had changed into asigirkand at first
she had found it difficult to identify him with théen Harris who had
worked his way into her mind.

There was a small silence and then she said, "Yeanrthat my uncle
pinched Max Steele's idea?" She was watching Kaces wondering
If she was on dangerous ground.

"It's all in the game - let's face it," he said,Hom down at his glass.

"Not just a matter of - principles?" she asked, aadooked up. The
expression in his brown eyes made her think thati{a&ris and Max
Steele were not on good terms.

"That's beside the point. Business is business.pfblelem of who
was here first shouldn't come into it." He lookenlvd again and
began to twirl his glass round and round. She fdwardelf looking at
the golden-amber liquid as it went flying dangergusdar the rim of
the glass. "Now that you're in business, or abouid in business,
you're going to find out things for yourself. Yai'going to make
discoveries just about every day, believe me."



"Anyway," she lifted a hand and tucked the fingats her gleaming
hair, "I guess I'm first to hit on the idea of poside furniture and
plants, aren't I? | guess Max Steele doesn't hamp?"

He ignored her question. "l wish you could hit be tdea as to what
we're going to do about a new guniting machines' é{ies mocked
her. "That would be more to the point, right now."

"Couldn't we just borrow Max Steele's machine, vavem we needed
one?" she asked, and then popped her tongue imtcheek and
giggled at his expression.

"You must be joking," he said, because it was etgoeof him. "By
the way, if you turn your head you'll see him righthe end, near the
door."

"Oh?" Cyndy's voice was suddenly tight. She didtoot her head.
"Il look presently," she said. "He mustn't beoaled to know we've
been discussing him."

"I think," Ken went on, "that after you have seamhyou'll need

cheering up." He signalled the barman and, whilavase ordering
their drinks, Cyndy turned her head slowly, givaageful attention to
the very casual way in which she did this. She gquage unprepared
for the fact that Max Steele might be looking at he

He was, and across the dimly lit space, their eyetsand held. Even
In this discreet lighting it was obvious that, bathethe dark stroke of
his brows, his eyes were intensely blue and fringgdblunt, thick
lashes which looked very black. The rest, before Islbked away,
because it was plain that he was not going to bditkt to do this,
made a quick imprint upon her mind - richly tanrs&eh, dark hair
and the kind of mouth that could play havoc withaman's feelings.



Max Steele had kept his eyes on her all the timavae lifting his
glass to his lips, and before she turned away nstieed that, like
her, one front tooth had a tiny glinting gold capib

She knew she was going to be in for a bad time baetr Steele.

Turning to Ken, she put one elbow on the countaimagnd rested her
chin on her palm to hide the fact that she wasiagak

"They couldn't have given him a better name, cal&d/? All | got
was a steely look," she said.

"Well, what did you expect?" Ken asked.

"Well, I don't quite know. Tell me, are you goirgibtroduce me to
him?"

"Hardly."
"Why hardly?"

"For the very simple reason that we're barely makmg terms," Ken
grinned. "Neither were Max Steele and your uncle speaking
terms.”

"l had gathered there wéseling" she said, "but why are you not or
speaking terms? What happened?"

"In a nutshell, we had a barny."
"Do you think he knows aboume?"

"Why do you think he went out of his way to giveuya Max Steele
look? He was merely letting you know that he coasdhis to be his
stamping-ground - just as he went out of his wagt&liff know the
same thing."



"But that's absolutely ridiculous." She was indignaow. "As | see
it, this is anyone's stamping-ground.”

"You tell him that, then."
"l most certainly intend to, don't worry."

"It's anyone's stamping-ground, while the goingaed)' Ken said, a
moment later.

"That's exactly how | see things," she replied.aflimakes sense - it
goes without saying, doesn't it?" She lifted haisgl "Here's hoping
it will be a good stamping-ground for a long, longéd yet."

"Cheers," Ken said, and smiled. He clinked hisgkgainst hers.

When they finally left the bar to go through to theing- room they
had to pass Max Steele's leopardskin-covered stolpfedm beneath
her lashes, Cyndy studied him. She could senséadk#lity which
existed between the two men and she saw how MaeSteown
lashes dropped. He studied her without giving réirext look. It was
a good old "cowboy" look, she thought, smiling imdig. She had
seen that very same look on cold handsome cowlu®sfea a good
many motion pictures.

"Where does Max Steele stay?" she asked, on the twathe
dining-room.

Ken was silent while the head waiter showed themttable for two.
When they were seated he said, "Max has a chaletpfar from
here, as a matter of fact."

"He would. | can just imagine the kind of set-upconcrete pillars
and rough stone walls, contrasting with planked lirggi
rough-finished plastering, white paint, old flooles and colourful



furnishings. The result is exhilarating but, at teame time,
surprisingly restful. Am | right?"

Ken gave her an admiring glance. "Right."
"With his wife, of course?"

They were interrupted and they ordered fish, andewthey were
waiting, Cyndy said, "You didn't answer my questiby the way."

"Max Steele doesn't have a wife," Ken told her.
"I see. No wonder, then, that he lounges abouterAfrican Drum."

"l think you could safely say that Avril Goddard as the back of
that."

"Avril Goddard?"
"Yes. Avril Goddard is a receptionist here at theghk lamba."

"Is she the dark-haired, dark-eyed one - the onaduty at the
moment?"

"You're very observant. She is the one." Grinnimggadded, "By now
you must have formed a good many impressions?"

"Yes, | have, and most of them happen to be disaie. Still, |
guess the Berg is big enough - certainly vast enetgtake us all."

"I'm getting depressed,” Ken said. "Let's change stibject. How
long is it going to take you to pack up and leasteahnesburg?"

"Well, I've already worked my notice at the offite.

"It didn't take you long to make up your mind thias was what you
wanted," he said, and she laughed lightly.



"No, it didn't. This is exactly what | want - buteK, without you I'm
a dead duck. | mean that. Please don't walk ounheri Laughing
again, she went on, "Do you know, | don't even knlogvdifference
between what you called a gunite rig and a filteanly know that
both are associated with swimming-pools."

"Well, that's what I'll be there for. | know thefférence,” he said,
grinning, and she permitted her mind to relax. &¥gan to enjoy her
dinner and watched, with green excited eyes, asvihe steward
topped their glasses.

The following day Ken took her to the pool site efhiwas on the
outskirts of Lindeque. There was a strong wind i@y scorching
everything in its path. A relentless sun burned wloon the
excavation.

"We have here what's known as a problem soil," toéshher.

"Really?" Her eyes flickered around the scene tivig. "It looks
like any other kind of soil to me, of course."

"This is rocky soil and there's only one solutiand that is to use air
hammers. This happens to be jolly expensive. Onother hand,

though, rock can be an advantage, since it proddsdid foundation

- but this isn't one of those times, I'm afraid.efidis nothing

advantageous here. Very sandy soil presents itposlalems too, by

the way."

"Oh? Why?" she asked innocently.

"Because of caving - walls caving in. Sometimesgase of this, a
thin coat of gunite has to be sprayed on wallsluhe shell is
erected."



"| seem to hear the word gunite, or guniting, cangy." She
narrowed her eyes against the sun as she looké&shat'What shape
Is this pool going to be, as a matter of interest?"

"It's what we call a free-form shape."

Glancing back at the excavation, she said, "lfficdlt to visualise it
as a pool, with the sun dancing on the glitteringebvater."

"Come," Ken said, "I want you to meet Judd Dixor. \Masn't at the
house when you were there yesterday."

"No," she said, feeling unexpectedly nervous atritato meet one of
her staff. "He wasn't."

"Mind you don't trip over these cement bags," Kemched her arm
lightly.

Picking her way, she asked, "Why are they alldilleith sand? Do
you cart all this sand away after you've excavated?

His smile was laced with amusement. "We use abdunared and
fifteen bags of cement on a pool this size. In sed&ke this, where
one or more sides of the pool have to be built epfilvthe empty
bags with the sand which has been excavated frersit. These are
placed along the sides of the excavation, on top,bliilding up
purposes. Briefly, what I'm trying to say is thikere'll be a complete
new terrace here, eventually.”

"As a result of this building up. | see." She pneked not to see his
look of amusement.

Judd Dixon had been busy behind a tripod and heedamvard, a
slim, quiet man with sparse greying hair. Ken mieintroductions
and there was a look of embarrassment on Juddisfabe as he
acknowledged his new boss.



"l met Mrs. Dixon yesterday, of course," Cyndy said
"She told me all about it - yes," Judd replied.

The African men, in their blue overalls with the nd® Blue
Champagne Pools written across the back in whid@pgd working
while Ken explained who Miss Collins was.

"Il never remember all the names,” Cyndy toldnthdaughing.
"You'll all have to give me time."

A few moments later Judd said, looking at Ken, "Thek broke
down again."

"Oh, no!" Ken sounded exasperated. "What did heshavsaythis
time?"

"He's having a look at it," Judd answered.

"Is hethe Garage owner?' Cyndy asked, interested andedat the
same time. After all, this concerned her.

"Yes," replied Judd.
"The man for whom this pool is being built?"
"Yes."

She turned and gazed at the house with its thatohefd It was a
rambling house, but otherwise of nondescript aechitre. A
dark-haired girl sat on the veranda.

Ken slapped Judd lightly on the back. "I'll hawehat to him, Judd. In
the meantime, everything all right?"

"Everything is okay, yes."



Obviously not affected by the heat, the African rbegan to chant as
they resumed work. Only the blue of their overahsmught Cyndy,
was suggestive of the glittering blue water whiabuld eventually
fill the excavation which by then would have beamited and
marble-plastered. Crisp white coping tiles and @enalasto surround
would add more excitement to the finished product.

Tiny beads of perspiration had begun to form on ingper lip.
Looking at her, Judd said, in his soft voice, "Ye@ant to see it here
when we're guniting. By the way," he glanced at K&fax Steele is
guniting today."

Cyndy, who had been visualizing a white cast-ir@blé and chairs
and a blue umbrella, with white fringing, on therap of the
completed pool, found hersednsing.

"Well, good luck to him." Ken's voice was heavymwsarcasm.

"That will be the pool which is being built for tiiEescarpment Guest
Farm?" Cyndy said. "The one we thought we'd get?"

"That's right." Judd laughed. "It sounds like yawow the general
set-up, Miss Collins?"

“I'm learning all the time," she answered.

"Is there anything else you would like to do?" Kasked, looking at
her.

She thought for a moment before she said, "Whaiulavlike to do
probably wouldn't suit you."

"Go ahead and try me. You never know," he grinned.

"I'd love to try out the Cortina - on my own." Hgireen eyes slanted
in the direction of the gold Cortina which Ken hesid to drive her to



the pool site. "I'm sure it won't suit you, thougm interfering
enough with your works as it is."

"As-a matter of fact, | was going to suggest it,'nkeld her. "That
would suit me very well. It would give me a chartoego to the
Garage and find out what's going on about our trittkv long do
you expect to be away?" He glanced at his watch.,

"An hour, maybe. Certainly no longer. If that syits1?"

"Fair enough. That suits me very well. I'll use thlght truck,"” he

nodded in the direction of the vehicle which waskpd nearby, "and
If you drive back to the house in, say, an hour® I'll be there to
drive you back to the hotel. How does that suit,ydiss Collins ? "

His voice was teasing.

"That suits me fine. In fact, it's super. Thank yAte you certain you
don't mind?"

"Not at all. It suits me, it's your car, and I'myaur disT posai”

"That is very kind of you." She thanked him agdihere was a tight,
excited feeling in her chest - because she newjuat she was going
to do. She was going to spy on Max Steele.

"There's plenty of petrol," Ken was saying. "Takeasy - until you
get the reel of the car."

"I'll do that. Shall | take it now?" She soundedpsised.

"Yes, why not? We have the other truck here, asihtpd out a
moment ago. I'm not stuck for transport, if thatst you mean."

"Well, that's marvellous." She laughed at him, ilgdher dark lashes
to screen her eyes from the glare of the sun. 'Shustv me where
everything is and then - don't look - and I'll takk"o



Her mind was completely made up. She was goingpyoosi Max
Steele. In order to do this she was going to dvavek to the hotel and
then, after she had disguised herself, she wagygoimrive to the
Escarpment Guest Farm.

Diving an almost new Cortina proved to be nothihgrsof thrilling.
She parked it in the hotel parking ground while sfeat to her room
where she donned a sombrero-type straw hat overaaapt-tied
green scarf. Then she added to her disguise bynadooutsize
sunglasses. When she had applied fresh lipstickedhelated - she
barely recognised herself.

Once again the Cortina responded to her touch stiildwith that
dreamlike sensation, because she still couldn#eethat she owned
it, she drove to the turn off where a signpost régal Escarpment
Guest Farm" When she had parked the car beneath pesling
blue-gum trees she stepped out and stood lookirtheagardens
where tanned tourists sat at tables and chairsaldemeight yellow
umbrellas.

Then she became aware of the noise the sound dfimeag - the
throb of which was accompanied by hissing. Thusvehe guided to
the pool site, and she felt another surge of exmte when she saw
the scene of activity which confronted her.

She chose a spot next to a long white wall whick a@ered with
emerald moss. The wall had obviously been pat@tdyout before
the pool was under construction, and Cyndy stoedethwatching
Max Steele's Berg Pools team in operation.

This then, she told herself, was what her uncléf Gad been up
against. This then was what she was up againgp)\sioy inheriting
Blue Champagne Pools. This was the opposition.



She found herself trying to count the men in aneandur to see
whether Max Steele employed more men than Blue @hgne.
There was no sign of Max Steele, but then why sholoére be?
According to the information at her disposal evieiryg undertaken
by Max Steele ran on oiled wheels.

In its own particular way it was a colourful scetestead of blue
overalls marked Blue Champagne these men worevesdilts with
the words "Berg Pools written across the back.t&aat over the
bare tawny earth there were red-handled spadestanetls, white
string, rolls of copper wire, red, blue and greehewlbarrows,
constantly on the move. To one side of the actithiy guniting
machine appeared to tremble with heat as it hiasddperformed. It
alarmed her just to look at it. Some way off thees what she took to
be a compressor. She made out the words: Max Setate Hire.
Portable Compressor Division.

There was one similarity between both concerns hvbaused her to
smile, and that was the type of headgear worn byAinican men.
The variety ranged from schoolboy straw bashers;hats,
crash-helmets, tweed caps, felt hats, vivid scamed knotted
handkerchiefs. The two white men present wore deaehed khaki
linen hats in camouflage colours of green and brown

When Max Steele, clad in sun-faded khaki drill #exs and a blue
shirt, came from behind the white wall, she swumgnd in a panic!
and her heart gave a sickening lurch when she sawlook of

recognition in his blue eyes.

"Well, well!" His smile was sarcastic and she cosde the tiny gold
cap glinting on one front tooth. "If it isn't Mis€yndy Collins
herself." He used her name with a flick of contertidthat is it you
want, exactly, because whatever it is, I'm goingni@ke sure you
won't find it." He laughed softly.



Her decision had been taken, but she was beatahshe knew it. "I
don't happen to be Miss Cyndy Collins. You're nkistg me for
someone else - I'm sorry."

"l don't think so," Max made a knowing face. He eatn stand in
front of her and she felt at a disadvantage sea@gigshe had her back
to the wall. With him, she thought, I'll always lamy back to the
wall. When he put one hand out and leaned agdiastall, hemming
her in, she heard the catch in her breath.

"l should know my own name, | think." She triedgget past him, but
he blocked her way with his tall body. Giving hirtoak of fury from

behind the outsize sun-glasses, she said, "Youravialr is

insulting! Now you've had your fun perhaps youllba me to get
past?"

Work on the swimming-pool went on. What Max Steeés doing to
Cyndy Collins went completely unheeded. Her eyeshira the
glasses, were trapped by his blue gaze.

Before she quite realized what was happening Méwedlithe
sombrero-type hat she was wearing with his freelbeard set it on
top of the wall and then, very deliberately, hd fie green scarf back
from her forehead and that, too, joined the haherwall. When her
champagne-gold hair cascadedabout her cheek, sbk ghack and
glared up at him. Outrage made it impossible fartbethink of a
single thing to say.

She caught her breath when he turned her face layngcher chin
between his thumb and fingers and then he remosedlasses. She
received the impact of his scornful look as hissayet hers before he
allowed them to travel over her hair and face adecto rest on her
mouth. "Miss Collins," he said lazily, "who do ydhink you're
kidding?"



When she found her voice and, feeling slightly sstle said, "I know
you have a big name in the guniting world, Mr. &ebut it just so
happens that I'm not impressed." Her hair had béguniow about
her face and was becoming tangled, and she trigaisi it back with
her fingers.

"Impressed or not impressed, you wanted to knowesioimg, didn't
you? Something about what makes a Berg Pool tielye?"

"I'm not concerned with Berg Pools," she said.
"Then whatare you concerned with?" he asked.

Unable to reply, she stood, almost without breathiieeling his
closeness like a physical shock.

"Do you still want to know?" Max asked, not takimg hand from the
wall behind her and, imprisoning her in this embhssing embrace,
he continued to study her with amused pleasure.

Her breathing actually stopped and suddenly shgleml, aware of
the closeness of him and the thickness of the gulaitien air.

His eyes dropped to her mouth again and she knemakdooking at
the gold cap on her tooth. Continuing his lazy ewtn of her, he
said, "Mine was the result of a crack against gddechandlebar - and
yours? It forms quite a bond between us, don'ttiionk?"

She found her voice to say, "No, | don't. Nothioglld form a bond
between us."

Once again she tried, and failed, to get past Bime. began to shake
all over. "I've n-never slapped a man's face beforieave never had
cause to - but right now, | would love to slap ymsulting face!" she
said in a whisper.



"No?" He played his part to the full, staring irttgrinto her green
eyes before he dropped his gaze back to her mtwennever forced
my kisses on a woman before," he went on callodsiyt, unlike
you, self-denial has never been one of my virtues."

In the excavation one man struggled to steady al@eaile, directly
behind him, another man struggled to help by hgldim to the
vibrating hose. The rest of the crew hurried arqupdshing
wheelbarrows, feeding the cement into the gunitiggnd, while the
compressor throbbed and trembled in the heat arid thie guniting
machine shook and shivered and hissed, Cyndy suveeneath
Max Steele's kiss, which was nothing but a caledlatsult.

When he took his mouth away she stood staring hpratstaggered
by his insult. The fact that she heespondedo this insult struck her
with devastating effect.

"Things get better all the time," he said softhf.ou were very
responsive."

She stood shock still for a moment, not knowing howeply to what
she knew was the truth, and then, suddenly, shiel ctand it no
longer.

"Get out of my life!" she exclaimed and, liftingmeand, struck Max
Steele a stinging blow across one tanned cheek.

She was aware that he had inclined his dark headformal but
mocking way, before she started to run in the timacof the car
park. If Max Steele was angry he hid it well.

As she fumbled with the door of the car she hearddall out, but,
ignoring him, she slid on to the seat and triefitttne key.

"Hold on!"



For a moment she thought he had come after hepadogize.
Instead, he came up to the window and droppindnaeand scarf on
to the back seat, said, "You've forgotten your cafhage."

She could have wept with anger and humiliation. XNbteele," she
found herself hissing like a gunite machine, "iBigust one more -
one more - score | hold against you!"

He went on, as if he had not heard her, "You'rdikso your late
uncle."

"Am |?" Her reply came on a choked little breathnt' |?"
"There is one difference, though."
"Really?"

"Yes - and that's that you're tantalizingly andltptawoman!" For a
long moment he went on looking at her, as if theghtinever meet
again, and then his eyes left her face and trav@ler the bronze
slacks and cream loose-knit top she was wearing.

"Cowboy!" Her green eyes were nothing short of tiigdp mad. "Why
don't you try and get on the movies? You'd be bstiged in front of
a camera, where you could show off to your headistent, than
bluffing your way behind a guniting machine. Youkasted here!"

Her remark was treated with amusement. "I'll mak®ote of that.
You've probably heard by now, along with all theestthings, that
I'm very ambitious."

"I have - and you can add my name to that. I'm aésg ambitious,
and that must come as a bitter blow to Max Steéler'face was pale
Now.



"I'd already decided upon that, as a matter of fadwn't think you're
overstating the case. I'm stating facts, by the ,wayt paying
compliments. You're a fraud, into the bargain."l&lgghed softly.

"Well, you should know," her retort amazed her. tivknow what
they say - it takes a fraud to know a fraud "

Cyndy tried to start the car and, when nothing leapg, she had the
feeling that she had overlooked to do something,she couldn't
think what it was. Her eyes moved up to the levdiis. "Get out of
my way," she said on an angry breath.

"l want to start this car, can't you see that?"

Stooping, he put his hand through the open windod tarned the
key. "Wouldn't it be simpler if you switched on® asked.

"You're upsetting me, don't you understand that® @as feeling
almost hysterical. "What isehindall this? "

He slipped his hand into his shirt pocket and bhbwyit her glasses
which he tossed carelessly on top of the scarherback seat.

"Think about it," he said softly.

When she did drive off she managed to do so wdlitteer of tyres on
gravel, and a glow of satisfaction warmed her hiatan.



CHAPTER 11

THE small Johannesburg flat was hot and stuffy fromdpelosed up
while she had been away and Cyndy stood, not krgpwinere or
when to start packing, while she compared theigh the white
houses in the purple-slashed mountains.

Far below, an African street musician played a Clpegmo while a
brittle dry wind blew the gold-dust off the surfacé surrounding
mine-dumps.

Only now that she had seen everything for hersa$f she fully aware
of the enormity of her inheritance. It had come toexpectedly for

her mind to grasp. There were matters to finalegarding her work

with an advertising firm, several accounts to fats and pieces she
wanted to sell and bits and pieces she wanted ¢p.kall these

matters had to be sorted out and decided uporerdmwn way she

had accumulated possessions and clothes and tlhsrthes problem

of packing and arranging transport.

Friends and relatives had to be contacted. TheseAtlaol. While
there was nothing serious between herself and Atielwas,
nevertheless, the man of the moment in her lifesha knew that she
was not going to miss him. In fact, with his medithel ways about
money he had begun to get on her nerves recertgreTwas, she
thought, a vast difference between being cautiodssansible about
money and being just plain mean.

For the next four days she ran about the flat on &nned legs®
while she sorted and packed and packed and sartedrswered her
scarlet telephone and made numerous calls heRethds dropped
in and, blinking against her weariness, Cyndy hadctirb her

Impatience while, at the back of her mind, thers tas urgency to
deal with her affairs. She had set herself a timé,|after all.



The flat began to look bare and then, quite suddenlwas bare.
Yellow sunshine streamed through uncurtained wirgd@and, far
below, the pavements appeared veined and hot.

It was on a hot day that, long-legged in a yellond avhite
mini-dress, she finally left for the Berg, but thaerior of the
luxurious bus was cool. With her champagne-gold deawn back
from her golden face she sat with closed eyes,esthd after all that
had happened to lead up to this moment. Benealtishiat tan, which
was the result of week-end hours beside the VaarRkRshe looked,
and felt, pale. She felt shocked from fatigue aiad @xperiencing an
abandoned kind of hope about ever being able to aun
swimming-pool business.

It seemed ironical, she thought, that she shouldrbber way to a
complete new way of life where the only person faiteshe knew -

and then only slightly - was Ken Harris. She hadfaict, just said

goodbye to a life she had built up for herselfohannesburg where,
at least, there had been an accumulation of frieamts a small

smattering of relatives.

Haven't you been alone enough? she asked herséifidclosed
lids. You should have sold Blue Champagne Poolg, the house,
kept the golden Cortina, maybe ... Her heart skippdxbat as she
thought of the Cortina awaiting her delight and steiddered
slightly. It was all too much to take in. Suddenight there in the
bus, she wanted to weep for the man who had beewmnioe CIiff -
for the man she had not known.

Ken Harris had been in touch with her on the tebgghand the
arrangement was that she would leave the bus &iatiamba Hotel
and he would meet her there.

She opened her green eyes. This was not theifiistshe had felt
depressed, she thought, but put it down to reaction



Ken Harris was at the hotel waiting. "How are youf#' asked,
leading her to one side of the hotel steps. Thaydshext to the stone
wall with the pink geraniums crawling over it.

"Fine." She blinked her lashes and smiled. There avaervous edge
to her voice. "A little tired, maybe. For a perssho lived alone |
seem to have collected a lot of stuff. I've beeth@nmove for days."
She took a shaky breath. "It's marvellous to bé&taough/' she said.
And, quite suddenly, it was.

"You look different," he said.

"Do I?" She felt it necessary not to meet his gdkzexpect it's my
hair. | drag it back like this sometimes."

Ken's look was admiring. "That's not exactly theywawould
describe it. It doesn't look exactly dragged to"rBée laughed softly
and politely.

With the sun gleaming on her skin she stood byesaw to her
luggage which had been unloaded now. She was gr&tdfim in her
moment of extreme tiredness. Turning to her, hedsks this all?"

"Don't you believe it. There's more arriving lat&8he smiled and ran
the tip of her tongue across her lips. "I'm goiagoe embarrassed
when that lot arrives by motor transport - there'snsich of it."

He held the door of his Fiat open for her and Cygdlin, drawing
long legs in after her.

Her thoughts flew to the long white house whichsleld be seeing
again in almost a matter of minutes and she feltalous again.

"How are Judd and Norah Dixon?" she asked.



"Fine." Ken turned slightly to smile at her. "Norhhs everything
ready for your arrival.”

"Oh, that's sweet," she murmured, and a small shaleered about

her lips. "It - it's wonderful to have somebody @epg something

for me," she laughed lightly, but a little sadlym so used to

preparing things for myself." There was a Tittleipa and then she
added, "I'll have to get used to Norah."

It had been decided that Judd Dixon was to staywidh Blue
Champagne Pools and everything was to continuehén same
manner - with Norah acting as housekeeper. In fdut, only
difference lay in the fact that Cliff Collins woultb longer be there.
Mr. Sebel, the solicitor, had suggested that Cytidgl her way" -
allowing things to ride, and she had only beentbamkful to adhere
to this advice.

"Well," she slanted a look at Ken, "and how is plo®l game? Still
playing it cool?" She laughed and then bit her lip.

"Still playing it real cool," Ken replied cheerfull"The pool you saw
under construction is now completed. We're hopiaggét the
Kathlamba Hotel contract. Actually, they askeddqrice and we put
one in. They've having a larger, more up-to-datel pailt - upper
deck the lot!"

After a silence she asked, in a stiff little voit@/ill Max Steele be
giving them a price?"

"Uh-huh. You'll have to get used to the idea thate's always Max
Steele at the back of everything we do."

Expelling an impatient breath, she said, "Damn laladt him!" and,
completely surprised, Ken turned to her and laugbettight.
Smiling, Cyndy told him, "You have a bit of a fistigvon your
hands."



"Anyway," Ken went on, "there happens to be anope coming
up. This one is for a chap who's just built himseBuper mountain
chalet."

"Good. Have we got this one?" she asked.

"Uh-huh. As a matter of fact we'll be starting tccavate any day
now. This one should interest you. It's being bfalt a chap who
happens to be very eccentric and he's stipulatchthwants martini
seats built into the sides of the pool, underwpasgchedelic lighting,
underwater speakers and an upper and lower deckkégehaving

sundowners in his pool and giving lush pool partlds also likes
listening to music under water. What's more impuythe also has
more money than sense."

"But that would appear to be to our advantage,"dyysaid, feeling
highly satisfied at this piece of news. "That'sywgood, Ken."

Fine golden powder blew off the dust road and clanie car.

"If he likes all these things he'll want poolsidearfiture and pool
plants. | can see that I'll have to get movingg sldded, her gaze
taking in the mountains which appeared savagelutifahbeneath
the harsh sun.

"By the way," Ken said, after a moment, "I've athganoved into the
rondavel in the garden."”

A shatft of panic went through Cyndy. She had beirtg not to run
into snags, and already this seemed like a snatfpéosimple reason
that it was embarrassing. "Are you sure you're goto be
comfortable?" she asked. "I mean, you've always le¢he house,
along with Judd and Norah."

"They, of course, have their own private entrange replied.



"Yes, | know." Her voice was tense.

"Anyway, my moving out will leave the house free &my guests you
might want to have, from time to time," Ken said.

This remark made her feel slightly more at ease.I&id not thought
of it from that angle. After all, it was her housed she might well
want to have people with her from time to time.

Long, low and white, the house waited for her. Flhind spraying
water the garden shrank from the hot sun. Miragliguhe flowers
held their own, fighting off the assault of the hea

Inside the house, however, there were no flowerd jtavas obvious
that this was not Norah Dixon's line. Cyndy waspkd to notice this
because it was something she adored doing - ari@gfiginers - and
now she was certain that she woul*be able to deismut hurting
Norah's feelings. She had spent a lot of money lowefs in
Johannesburg. It was a thrilling thought to knowat twhenever she
wanted fresh flowers, she only had to go out ithéogarden and pick
them at random.

It had been plain from the start that Cliff Collihad been a man of
extremely good taste.

All the rooms were sited for sun and outlook andere the
mountains rose in all directions, there were maggrit views from
the huge windows. The overhang of the roof cutaffallowed, sun
where and when necessary and according to theofitine year.

The lounge was nothing short of exciting - a cooltavishell of a
room, with concentrated colour in the form of adh&aven off-white
Portuguese rug which had a tremendous sunflowégrdsplashed in
the centre of it. The flower was in stimulating dés of orange, red,
purple, mauve and brown, and this rug was spread aypure wool
off-white fitted carpet. Modular Italian furnitune white and mustard



pure wool was exactly what Cyndy would have chdeeherself. So
was the attractive lamp with its white base angdeauve shade.

The study was a book-lined area with built-in cuptdeavhich had
white louvred doors. Here again, colour was housedwhite shell.
Colour in the form of the bright jackets of the kepthe scarlet chair,
with a brilliant peacock-blue cushion on it, thef-white rug,
patterned at the edges in "swimming- pool" blue amduch darker
blue. It was strange, she found herself thinkingu ther thoughts
revolved around pools - even to colours.

In Cyndy's bedroom Norah said, "I've shown you jastout
everything, | think. I've tried to think of everytig. | don't know ... "
she broke off, shrugging, "I never thought to askt somehow |
thought you'd be happier in this room. It useddalguest-room, but
| took the liberty of turning your uncle Cliff's deom into a
guest-room - not that he died in this house, bllitsseemed nicer."

"That was very thoughtful of you, Norah," Cyndy Iregd. "Thank
you. I'm just going to love this room."

"Another thing," Norah intended to get matters edrput between
them, "Judd and me always eat in our part of thes@pwhich we
look upon as our little flat. | used to serve youncle and Ken in the
dining-room and then when they'd finished, | usedish our dinner
up in our flat, this has sort of kept a home gdmrgus, if you know

what | mean, but | don't know how you're goingeelfabout eating
with Ken on your own. | mean, a young girl alonatirg with a

strange fellow. It doesn't seem right, somehow."

Cyndy, who was fairly "jet-set" in these matterglied, "Whatever
you usedto do in the past suits me now. | don't mind eptuth Ken.
I'm used to people, you know ..." Helplessly, sheughbed and
hoisted one slim shoulder. "What I'm trying to ddgrah, is that I'm
used to eating with young men on my own."



"In that case," Norah smiled, obviously relievedtHink we'll just

carry on as we've always done, but if there's angtto worry you,

please do come to me so that we can sort it oetleg. One thing |
did insist on - so did Judd, for that matter - #mat was moving Ken
out into the rondavel. It wouldn't have been rigitherwise, and I'm
sure you would be the first to agree?"

"Most certainly," Cyndy answered. So it had beemakcand Judd
who had worked this particular snag out for here &t a rush of
warmth towards them. "While I'm used to having dldlel meal with
young men, on my own," she smiled impudently, "Hot used to
sharing a house with them."

"That's exactly what | thought," Norah was expaasiow. "You can
always judge a person, you know. Well, that's tthegn." She took a
breath. "And | also happen to know Ken Harris," shel. "Not that
he isn't a nice enough fellow - but | know him wikie girls. In his
own quiet way he's quite a lad, when he gets thaah and | wasn't
going to give him the chance, so far as you weneemed."

Smiling, Cyndy said, "Well, thank you. I'm glad eything is sorted

out, Norah. It was something which was botheringyonée a lot, as it
so happened.” She crossed over to the windowsoaked out at the
mountains. "It's fantastic here," she murmured.€'ffountains, the
lawns, the pool... look at it there, sparkling ltkeamonds in the sun.
At night | suppose it looks like a bowl of starsadithe flowers -

they're magnificent. Who is responsible for theviéos, Norah?"

"Judd, mostly. He likes to potter around duringuwreekends. | like to
see things growing, but never think to put anyha vases. Your
uncle, he was the artistic one, but | suppose yau see from
everything in the house. He liked huge bowls oivéles all over the
place. Judd always says the more you pick thermthre they grow.
Your uncle chose all this new furniture and stuifingelf - just

recently, too. He quite fancied himself as an &rdis a matter of fact.



| suppose he was one, really, when you come to wookit. Did
anyone show you his studio when you were hereat$tetime ? "

Cyndy's senses quickened. "No." Thinking of anaxttom for her
poolside furniture and plants, she added, "I di#gndw he had a
studio."

"Ken must have forgotten to show you, when you wexee before.
Your uncle always referred to it as the pavilioat then, as | said, he
was very arty - even though he was so masculine &
rough-and-ready. | suppose it does resemble a panalter all's said
and done. Anyway, you settle in now and I'll rusibea nice pot of tea
and something to eat. Have a quick bath or a shofwasu like. All
that dust! | don't know how we put up with the rea8till, we can't
have everything, that's my motto."

After Norah left the room Cyndy stood for sevemd@nds, pressing
her fingers to her cheekbones, which had starteache, all of a
sudden. She decided to take a shower and theredebeneath it, for
much longer than she intended. She began to unstowly, and

when she had changed into pale peach slacks alwiah tbp she

wandered about her house, touching this and togdhat, while her
tea stood on the tray which Norah had placed onadl $able near the
windows.

Norah, Cyndy was discovering all the time, was ofhthose plump
little women who was happiest in the kitchen whene prepared
meals and baked. This would be almost a ritual Ww&h There was
no kitchen in the Dixons' flat and so everythingsvpaepared in the
one and only kitchen. Cyndy wondered whether thligerolvoman
would be put out if she baked now and then or nmame of her
special fluffy desserts.

Ken Harris was walking across the lawn on his wahis rondavel
and, sliding back the glass doors, Cyndy calledl, Kidn!"



He turned and she went out to him, the lawn prgssito her feet
between the straps of her gold sandals. This aklmefound herself
thinking, was a marvellous sensation. No more Isigined

pavements for her.

"Ken," she said, "do please feel free to use thmde - well, the
house- whenever you feel inclined. | mean, it's all hierbe used. I'd
hate to think of you being cooped up in the rontlavieen there
happens to be a perfectly good lounge to sit aad e, a study to
write in, a kitchen to hustle up snacks in. What titying to say is,
don't mind me." This was the least she could de,tlsbught.

"Thanks." Ken gave her one of his slightly crookedlles.

During dinner, which they had together, with Nosainving them, the
conversation was all pool talk. Ken seemed jusarasous to talk
about Blue Champagne Pools as she was herself.

It had been some day, she told herself later, aswsilked in the
scented garden.

On all sides, the mountains which were slashed d&bp purple
shadows stood out against the darkening violewgkgh was veiled
In places with crimson and burning gold. The swimgrpool was a
gleaming dark blue shape set into the lawn.

When she heard Ken's step she turned. "Do you Kreive, said, "I

forgot to have a look at the studio. Norah told abeut it. She said
my uncle called it his pavilion. Do you think | dduurn it into a little

shop for the plants and things? I'd love to fee it.

"Il show you, in that case. There are a lot afivases lying about.
Some of them are complete, some aren't. You'll havkecide what
to do about them."



They crossed the lawn and she saw that the pawlasmnext to Ken's
rondavel.

The inside of the pavilion came as a pleasant sadt was spacious
with sliding doors of generous proportions and jpasa&te entrance
led to a small cloakroom which meant that watetivgplants would
be an easy matter. Immediately Cyndy could sepdkidion housing
the furniture, which she intended having made tolaa design, and
the potted plants. What was more, the pavilionm&ed to what had
been her uncle's bedroom by means of a paved amdezbpathway
and there was also a compact patio on one sides Whs, she
thought, more space to cope with the larger typeotted plant.

"This is utterly fabulous," she said, showing hecieement. "I can

picture the shop right here. This is where we'labke to show people
our range, small as it might be, of poolside furatand potted
plants. The way I've been figuring things out in mynd is that

people who are wanting to have pools built forrtisbialets, farms or
houses must come to see you and Judd here. Right?"

"Right." Ken gave her a smile. "Usually, anyway."

"Well then, the shop will be on hand. | noticedthe study, all the
plans and so on stacked on the shelves. Who ismstje for the
plans, by the way? The plans | happen to have beea - his
signature.”

"CIiff did the plans, yes, but | also do them."

"I didn't delve too much," she said. A feeling ddteon came over
her. "I can hardly wait to get to work - and nottjus the office,

either. I'll do anything. You've got to believe thdl evendig. | want

Blue Champagne Pools to go from strength to sthehgt

"Hear, hear," he said.



"And we must get that Kathlamba contract. How do geeabout
securing that one, Ken?" She shot him an impisk.[8&/hat strings
do we pull? You see, I'm being a perfectly callbusiness-woman.
I'm determined that Max Steele shan't get thatraghtNot if | can
help it, anyway."

"We'll just have to keep showing up at the hofakt to remind them
about Blue Champagne," Ken said. "It always payketp in with
Byron and Kiko Page because, quite apart from amytbise, they're
great fun."

"Are they?" She was interested to hear about tlge$d'ln what
way?"

"In a way of hospitality. Speaking for myself, I'seen on many an
organized walk, and there's always a standinganeit to take in a
movie there, providing | put something in the platecourse. Then
there's usually a dance, once a week - sometime® & week,

depending on the season, and there again, proVicedke my own

arrangements about a girl, I'm welcome. So you.8€e.

"You do have a - a regular girl, though, I'm suréf&r voice was
cautious.

"Not what you call regular. There is a girl in Neagtle, but," he
shrugged, "I'm not serious about her. It's on thatpf fizzling out."

"Oh, | see." Cyndy was nevertheless relieved to tied there was a
girl behind the scenes, at least. "Well," she addsbe is very

welcome to come here. There's a spare room, asngw - two spare

rooms, actually - now that you've moved out."

He did not seem particularly interested. "Thanke"said. "We'll
see."

"To get back to business," she said, and he laughed



"You're quite a girl," he told her. "Max Steele Miave to watch out,
| can see that."

"Don't remind me about him. But to get back toTUse way | see it,
the pool shouldn't just remain an excavated coedneéd cavity
filled with water."

"No? What should it be, then?" Ken's voice was nmogk

"It ought to be a decorative extension of a hoasa,mountain chalet
- guest farm, hotel - or whatever you like. It'sehthat | feel, anyway,
that one should really let oneself go - at the pidel. In Johannesburg
| noticed some Brazilian hammocks. | want to buynsoof these.
Picture these Brazilian hammocks, with gay cushams fabulous
chairs all in an area together."

"I'm trying to," he grinned.

Later, he saw her back to the house and then hetaéis rondavel
and she was left alone in her new home with itd wdiite walls and
concentration of colour. It was the kind of interibat anyyoung
man, or woman, might have planned. This made Cyndgder
whether her uncle had been thinking of her whemrneshing,
because it was quite obvious that the entire hbadébeen decorated
quite recently. The rooms still bore the smell efwncarpeting and
furnishings. The pure wool upholstery of the modultalian
furniture still felt rough to the touch - hardly alse

Cyndy ran her fingers over everything, awed thatWas her home.
Then she went through to the kitchen which, alttoalghost clinical,
was nevertheless inviting with black lacqueredtspéine blinds,
earthenware bowils, filled with fruit and luxurigntbverflowing
pot-plants. On a wide white terrazzo counter, b#meahich
attractive stools were placed, there were two epatarved silver
candlesticks with fat white candles in them - whidd beerused,



what was more. She hated to see candles whichdtaVen been lit.
Obviously, Cliff Collins had a mind for detail. Tkitchen was not a
figment of Noarh's imagination, that was certaier Hncle had even
left his hallmark in the kitchen.

She poured herself a glass of milk, marvellinghatthick cream on
the top of the bottle, and she found some home-rhadeaits. Then
she carried them on a tray to the study wheregsdesure herself, she
sat looking at pool plans and any literature shédcbnd about pools.
"Dreaming of a pool?" she read. "The pressuresibf tiving in such
a fast growing society as ours makes the hourstiatan devote to
relaxation very valuable. The installation of avpte swimming-pool
Is high on the list of desirables. The ideal swimgapool should look
as if it has always been there - not merely a cssbleadded
afterthought. Decks, surrounds and other featuresuld be
architecturally planned to blend with the garded hause, bringing
an additional atmosphere."

After a while she took some books through to thenge and settled
herself on the luxurious sofa. When she felt hexselyeginning to
droop she finally gave up and closed them and salgr mind, the

mood of the mountains, a sunny pool, sculptureal itstsurround to

become an integral part of a garden landscape.Wdmsthe kind of

setting which artists, journalists and poets attewohpo capture. She
could almost feel the water, turned to glitter bg sun, dazzling her
eyes, making brilliant patterns on her beautifidlyntanned skin,
because - she had made up her mind in advance @i®utshe was
going to pamper herself with all the golden surréhgas to offer.

Although she was already tanned, she intendeddoradle gilt to her

skin.

When she opened her eyes she could see that b#ywmdndows a
copper moon was hanging over the mountains, castmgimost
phosphorescent glow on their changing moods, asel] o being
alone, she did not feel loneliness.



CHAPTER IV

BEFORE Ken and Judd left for the pool site in the morn@gndy
said, "Ken, you simply must fill me in. Where dstart? What do |
do?"

"What would you like to do?" He looked amused, giaight with
some resentment.

"l want to work. | want to get started, in otherrd®, | can't just sit
around the house all day, can I?" She smiled te ta& sting out of
her words.

Ken thought for a moment and then he said, "Wouldgare to begin
by driving into Lindeque to pay some accounts? Xoow the way,
by now."

"Yes, | would. That sounds fine."

"As a matter of fact," he told her, "I'd looked @ume or two accounts.
Come through to the study and I'll show you whatist."

In the study, where the sun was streaming acressfthwhite carpet
and highlighting the blue-and-white area rug andlstahair with
the peacock-blue cushion, she asked, "Where db thgemoney to
pay them?" She felt a fool. "Do | go to the banlsomething? Does
there happen to be a bank in Lindeque?"

After he had explained matters to her he said, "Dook so worried.
You'll soon get into the swim of things." He gawex b smile. "By the
way, these here will need your signature now."

Persistently, she wait back to the subject of pdeldurniture.
"Before you go, is there a wrought-iron place - yoww, a - a
workshop of some sort, where | could arrange toehsame patio



furniture made to my own design? If not, I'll hawemake a plan
about going to a larger town, near Durban."

"There's Bill Gantry's place,"” Ken told her. "Yoandmiss it. It's in

the main street, at the far end, going out of Liquaee Go in and have
a chat to him. You'll probably find that he camtout the things you
want."

After the two men had gone Cyndy had her breakfagite kitchen

counter with the ornate candlesticks on it. TheHenh was absolutely
sun-drenched and Norah had pulled back the blackuied

slit-cane blinds which, although they pushed b&ekglare, did not
hide the view of trees and the distant mountainghvivere very

hazy.

"Will you be back to lunch ?" Norah asked.

"l think so." Cyndy tapped her front teeth with laumbnail. "I

wonder, though? | want to find out about wroughtniwork and
plants. There's a farm | noticed on the way heréhebus. They
actually advertised plants at the gates. Is theslaee | could have
lunch at Lindeque?"

As she spoke a vision of Lindeque came to her minbig white
church dominated the corner as one entered thel savah and
another white church dominated the corner as dhé.l&rees grew
on the grass verges. Only two short streets weadaanised. The
rest of the streets were wide and dusty. Apart fastraggle of small
shops and two garages there was little else, ajthnebe had noticed,
with a view to future pools, that there were a nandf attractive new
houses on the outskirts of the town. There wer alsumber of old
homesteads - the peculiarity of exterior design ingakthem
outstanding, if nothing else, although some of thveane gracious.
Further back were the farms, tucked away behinihgolands and
mountains.



"You could possibly eat at that little place nexthe first garage in
the main street,” Norah said. "It depends whatwant/though. If it's

a hot pie and gravy - well, this place would sergarypurpose. It's
clean, | can say that much for it. Then there'sraroplace and that
one is next to the bakery - you can't miss the lyakhe smell alone,
enough to make your mouth water. Then there's ol hthe Berg

View. You could get a full meal there,"

"There seems to be a fair choice. I'll lunch indeque, then," Cyndy
answered.

A little tense and unsure of herself, she droveGbeina along the
dusty, corrugated road, which was still blotted darly morning

shadows. Her tension mounted as she attended toebssmatters
with people she did not know and in connection withtters not
familiar to her. Given time, however, she knew gfa¢ would be able
to cope with the running of Blue Champagne Pools.

By the time she began to think about lunch thevgas hot. She had
decided to eat at the hotel and to visit the wrougbn workshop

first. This entailed getting into the Cortina, whishe had parked
outside the shops in the main street, and drivinghé far end of
Lindeque.

There was no one in the shop, although the doors aygen. Huge
wrought-iron gates, which were locked, divided #tp from the
workshop and Cyndy stood behind the gates, tryimgattract
attention. She could hear the clanging of metaljtasas being
beaten, but it was too gloomy for her to be abla&ie out anything.
Feeling slightly embarrassed, she had the sens#t@mnshe was
being looked at, so she turned away and gave hentian to a
display of garden tables and chairs. These weaevefy nondescript
design - not like the sketches she had broughtgaleith her. A
number of window guards were stacked against orleand there
was a hideous kind of stand which she surmisedferaa goldfish



tank. Judging by the magnificent wrought-iron gatesyever, she
felt that her intricately designed patio chairs loypresent no
problem to Bill Gantry.

She went to peer again through the black scrolteefjates, into the
gloom beyond where she could now make out the wribuign work
which was in the process of being turned out - vadridl description,
leaning at various angles against the walls. Bexabg could hear
male voices she called out, "Hello, there!"

The voices stopped, although the clanging contindethefar end of
the gloomy L-shaped hall a shape came into viewll6HeCyndy
said. "I'm sorry, but there's nobody here in thepsand I'm rather
anxious to speak to Mr. Gantry."

She froze when she saw that the vague shape wasStdale.

"l can't let you in," he was saying. "It's lockeohd besides, if you
look onyour side you'll see a notice which says Nobody torethis
Workshop. As a matter of fact, | happen to be #esmg."

"Have you any idea when Mr. Gantry will be backi?8 asked stiffly.
“In a matter of minutes, | should imagine."

"I'll wait, in that case." She turned from the gatnd her thoughts
were a confused muddle. Apart from not desiringde Max Steele,
after what had taken place at the Escarpment Giaest, she did not
want Max Steele to hear about her poolside furaiideas.

With an indifference she did not feel she wenttémd on the step at
the entrance to the shop where the blaze of the teaming in,
caused her to narrow her eyes after the darknebg ovorkship.

When Max Steele came through a door on the oterdfithe room,
Cyndy bit her lip and remained in the entrancénghop.



"Won't you take a seat?" Max's voice was casual.
"No, thank you." She wished she could control lreathing.

"I'l even dust one for you," he said, standingtnxa desk which
was littered with papers which had been piercedliyton to long
nails. He pulled out a chair.

"l said no, thank you. | don't want to sit down."

"Well, suit yourself." She knew that he was hoigtims chin and one
corner of his mouth which could pass for a smifgyeu went for that
sort of thing.

"That is precisely what | intend doing." There vegen hatred in the
tone of her voice.

At that moment Bill Gantry came up the steps arelmbved to one
side to allow him into the shop, trying, as shestidnot to stare at the
enormous size of him. "Ah-ha!" he said, removingidaculously
small green felt hat from his head, "I'm keep &k tcustomers
waiting, eh? Too bad. Er, Max boy - about that steieforcing - now
don't get mad.."

“I'm not getting mad," Max nodded in Cyndy's ati@m "Attend to
me later. My business can wait."

"So can mine wait," Cyndy cut in quickly. "In fa¢tyould prefer it
that way. Do go ahead with Mr. Steele."

"Miss Collins has been waiting long enough, anddthin a hurry."
Something in Max's voice signified that he was mogler. A wave
of temper washed over Cyndy. Looking at Bill Gansiye said, "Mr.
Steele was here first."



"Let me settle this," the huge man said. "Ladiest fi that, surely, is
the law and order of nature, after all's said asraed Now what can |
do for you, miss ? "

"No, | don't think it's the law and order of natateall. Not in a case
like this. Business is business, after all's said @one - that's more
appropriate. First come, first served. Mr. Steedes Wwere first. There
IS, | think, a matter of reinforced steel to settlean wait. I'll wait on
the doorstep.” She glanced at Max and their eysggdiogether - his
amused, hers furious.

"Miss Collins,” he said, "may | remind you, | happéo be a
gentleman."

"That happens to be a matter of opinion," she tetiprand gave him
her back. She opened her bag and took out theh&sstthen looked
up. "Mr. Gantry," her voice was low and very coeidial. She
cleared her throat. "I have here one or two dras/mmigich I've done."

"Uh-huh," he said. "Drawings of what?"

Cyndy moistened her dry lips. "lI've designed archad a circular
table to go with the chair."

"One chair to go with one table?" Bill Gantry cat'No. There'll be
several chairs, all the same, four, to be pretisgp with one table."
She found that she wanted to lose her temper.

"Oh, | was going to say ..." Bill laughed. His chilasighed along
with him. "Sounded a bit of an extravagance to me."

Cyndy swallowed and tried to smile. "Yes - well .. FeSbroke off
and coughed a dry, nervous little cough. Harassed, ishe said,
"Will you have a look at my sketches? Tell me whati think of
them and whether you can do an order for me."



There was silence in the dusty shop while Bill Garstudied the
sketches. Finally he said, "You have put a lot ofkainto these, eh?"
Glancing up, he laughed. His laugh made her desemsear
nonsensical.

"Well, judging by the gates there," she gesticulatéh a hand which
she knew to be shaking, "that should present nblemo to you,
should it?"

"No problem, no. But lots of scroll-work to keegdill Gantry tied
up for a couple of weeks, if not more."

"The point is, Mr. Gantry, can you do them?"
He thought for a moment. "How many?"

"Twelve chairs and - er - let me see, three taliesee how it goes to
- to begin with."

"That's an awful lot of wrought-iron chairs andlesb You must have
a big veranda? Or do you intend opening up your shap? That
would be a shot in the eye for Bill Gantry, hey?"

"Opening up a shop could be a good idea,” Max saudit
dangerous,"

"Ah, I'm not that dangerous,"” Bill turned, laughing
"That's not what | meant," Max said.

"All good ideas are dangerous,” Cyndy cut in, 'ibnudny case, what |
intend doing with this furniture has nothing towlibh you."

Suddenly she found herself thinking of her air-edoloffice in
Johannesburg, the big pale-grey desk on the buamge shaggy



carpet, the one huge shaggy chrysanthemum on ske-d&hat was
she doing here ?

"Mr. Gantry," she said quickly, "I'll come back dher time, when
you happen to be alone and we can discuss thisnmattrivate." She
shot a look of fury in Max's direction. She held ber hand for the
drawings which were, after all, her own and, so darshe was
concerned, Top Secret. "If you don't mind, I'll baxy sketches."

"No, no, that's not necessary," said Bill Ganttyeave these papers
with me and I'll look them over and give you a priére you on the
phone? I'll tell you what.. " he rubbed stubby &ng over his chins,
"Il have everything ready for you when you comack. How's
that?"

Before there was anything Cyndy could do aboutllt@antry was
holding out the sketches to Max. "A lot fancierrtiray things in the
window over there, eh? But | tell you mine sell \vébr all that.

People round here don't go in for a lot of fidcheldle."

Max barely glanced at the drawings. He lifted thdsek blunt
lashes. "You want to watch out,” he said, looking Gyndy,
"somebody might pinch your ideas."

"Ja, and that could happen, | suppose,” Bill ladghe

"l can take care of myself - in most things, anyw&yndy reached
for the drawings. "l have been caught unawaresregtd course."

"You'd better do some thinking," Max's eyes andvisise continued
to mock her, "you could be caught unawares again."

"Somehow | don't think so." She put the drawings imer bag and
shapped the bag shut.



"This time we're talking at cross-purposes, aihappens,” said
Max. For a moment their eyes met in brief conflidhen Max said,
"Miss Collins is now head of Blue Champagne PoBIS, in case

you don't know."

"You know, | thought the name rang a bell. You mé&aff's outfit?
That so, eh?" Bill's eyes went over Cyndy.

"Now, there's a thing. Pleased to meet you, Mid8r8d' He held out
his hand and Cyndy put her own into it.

"I'l come back later," she said. "There are attsof things I'd like to
discuss with you, and for this one needs time,canig obviously you
haven't all that much time right now, have you?"

"Ah, come on," Bill laughed. "You're making old Maere feel bad."
"Feeling bad never occurred to me," Max said easily

"I didn't somehow think that Mr. Steele would féxd." Cyndy's
voice was hard. "I'll tell you what, Mr. Gantryl] §o and have lunch
and then I'll come back and see you. By that tiowe should be free,
surely?"

Outside, the distant mountains were purple-slashddvaagnificent.
Even from this distance one was aware of theimesst

The Berg View Hotel beckoned her with its black|f-hambered
facade and she decided to make arrangements fdr.lun

There were floral displays in the foyer - dry moumtgrasses, Cape
proteas and heather. Cyndy crossed the ruby- regoetcawhich
smelled of moth repellent, and at the receptiork dgse asked,
"Could I have lunch here, please? Table for one."



"Certainly." The woman behind the desk smiledl alffange a table
for you. Will you take a seat? The head waiter waalll you. Would
you like to sit here or in the adjoining lounge?"

"In the lounge, | think," Cyndy replied, thinkinigt it would be more
private in there away from the foyer.

The lounge, with its floral sofas and chairs, wesatted, and directly
she was seated, the bar steward came forward.sseengn a smile.
"No, thank you. I'm having lunch presently."

When Max Steele and Bill Gantry walked into therige, a moment
later, she felt a mixture of rage and helplessness.

She hoped that they would not notice her but, gipieen, they both
did.

"What? Sitting here ail alone?" Bill asked, breathifrom the
exertion of getting to the hotel. "We can't havattleh Max ? What
doyousay?"

"Please don't give it another thought,"” Cyndy sqictkly, and not
looking at Max. "I'm going in to lunch presently."

"We can't have a young lady - and a very beaugibuing lady at that
- lunching on her own," said Bill. "You must jois.ti

"I've already booked a table - for one." Cyndy'sceowas taut.
"Thank you all the same."

"That can soon be remedied, never fear," Bill todd. "Hold on, I'll
be back in a moment. I'll soon fix that table foepdon't worry."

Frustrated, Cyndy watched Bill's massive shape ftafein the
direction of the foyer.



The bar steward approached the table again. "Whiagou have to
drink?" Max glanced at Cyndy.

"Nothing, thank you."

Giving his attention to the steward Max said, "Noghfor the lady,
and two Castle Lagers, please."

Cyndy watched him with a seething resentment. Sabrhaking
some sort of scene in the lounge there was nothunch she could
do.

"The old build-up," Max explained.
"l don't get this." Her green eyes were hostile.

"Well, let me fill you in. Collins versus Steelddé looked at her with
what might have been respect.

"You'd better do some thinking yourself," she tblch, "The name
Steele means nothing to me - not ev@nforced Steele."

Bill Gantry and the beers arrived at the same titiiéhere's Miss
Collins' drink?" he asked, tossing his ridiculows bn to the floor
beside his chair.

"I'm not drinking." Her voice was frankly impatienow."Nonsense,
of course you're drinking. Come on, what's it t8"be

"Miss Collins doesn't want to drink," Max cut inuriless Miss
Collins has changed her mind." Glancing at Cyndy,shid, "Has
she?"

"If she hasn't changed her mind," said Bill, snagghis fingers, "then
Bill Gantry is going to change it for her. Stewabding the lady a



nice shandy. A shandy will cool you off," he looka&dCyndy. "You
seem to be hot and bothered."

"l feel hot and bothered!" Cyndy snapped. Of all things to have
happened to her, she thought bitterly.

"So," Bill almost grunted as he settled himselfptiye taking over
Cliff's pool business, eh? Well, there's a thing."

"I've already taken over, Mr. Gantry." Cyndy's tomas elaborately
precise, strictly for Max's benefit.

"What can a beautiful young girl like you possilkywow about

building pools?" Bill laughed, and because he way xramped in

the chair, his stomach laughed along with him. Hesvehis laughter
was not offensive. Embarrassed, Cyndy tried to Kespeyes away
from his stomach. Suddenly she felt sorry for thige man. She tried
to be pleasant, for his sake.

"I'm interested in the market management side,"sstieé. She gave
Bill a smile. "That's my baby."

Her drink arrived and she was grateful for someghimdo with her
hands. As she lifted the tall slender glass, fngstin the outside, she
almost knew what was coming. It came.

"Aren't you aiming just a little high?" Max asked.

"No, | don't think so. | have a diploma. | happerhave done very
well in advertising, as a matter of fact. Does thatisfy you?" She
thought of her air-cool office again - the officéieh she had left to
take up this work in a man's world - and she fatid&nly sick.

Her eyes took in Max's mocking smile. It was thadkiof smile
that-could play havoc with a woman's temper. Foruaguarded
moment she allowed her eyes to brood on his moemhembering....



"And now I'll tell you something," he was sayingyHich just might

interest you. Market management, and advertisiagpén to be two
of my babies." As he spoke Cyndy was aware of #iesfaction

easing its way into his voice and of the concercaucentration on
the part of Bill Gantry.

"Ah!" exclaimed BiIll, "I can see I've started upbd of ill-feeling
here, eh? The Collins and the Steeles are backewthey left off, is
that it?"

"No, not at all," Max said, still in that mockingice.

"This fellow Steele has irons in all the fires unthee sun,"” said Bill.
"The only thing that matters to him is that he sama lot of money -
and fast, eh, Max?"

"That's stretching it a bit," Max answered. "L@i's say that | happen
to be an adventurous type. | also like to be halpy.to do the things
which make me happy." Glancing at Cyndy, his eyestwo her

mouth. "Bill, old boy, you have one big fault, atttht is you go

around making sharp estimates about people. Soetiyour

estimates don't quite add up. I'm not really irgegd in money."

"Oh, no?" Cyndy remarked cuttingly.

When the meal, which proved to be nothing shodrobrdeal, so far
as Cyndy was concerned, was over Bill said chdgyfilvell now,
I'll meet you back at the shop, Miss Collins. Hoth'gt? Then we can
get down to business. No, tell you what, let Maixelyou back. He
has to drive me back, anyway, seeing that he dre/kere in the first
place. You leave your car parked where it is ared tdax will drive
you back afterwards, when you and | have finishadadfairs,"

"That does away with the whole object of speakagadu in private,”
said Cyndy, filled with despair now at ever beirdeato work with
Bill Gantry.



"Nonsense," said Bill. "We have to go up that wayway."

Ready to call the whole thing off, she said, U8k my own car." She
was finding it an effort to control her temper.

"No, you won't." Bill took her arm. "Come on. | kmowhat I'm
doing. Max won't get in the way of a little talk."

They went outside to Max's car and Bill Gantrydabng now under
the strain of his weight and an enormous lunchd, s&ll climb into
the back. You sit in front with Max."

"But there's more - morkeg room in the front,” Cyndy protested.
"You'll be more comfortable there, Mr. Gantry."

"I'm too fat to sit in the front," Bill said flatlyand so with a helpless
resentment Cyndy yielded herself to the comparti@two men. As

she sat next to Max on the way to the shop hereggagen eyes
danced with temper and her usually attractive maath set in a tight

line.

After they had entered the shop Bill said, "HoldIwe forgotten
something in the car. I'll be back in a moment. gouhrough to the
workshop, Max, and see how things are progresbeiget"

When Bill had gone Max said, "Let me warn you +éheould be a
rogue about. Better think twice before you let Bkhntry make that
furniture for you."

"Allow me to manage my own affairs!" she snappeckba

Bill came lumbering into the shop. "Okay," he sdimhw let's have a
look at those sketches."

Some time later he asked, "Do they have to be gpdreld ?"



"Yes, they do. That's why | allowed for those gres\at the back,
where the cushions will slide into them."

"Well, who the devil is going to upholster them?"

"I intend having cushions made to fit,” Cyndy reasw, trying to
keep calm. "I'll have téind somebody - or try and do it myself."

"If they were mine," he said, "I'd scrap those &tugrooves and do
without cushions at the back. Have them on thesdgaall means."

"I want cushions at the back," she argued. "I viatchairs made to
my design so that | can have foam cushions fittdeese will be

covered by a material of my own choice." She rubdbéand across
her forehead. Max had not left the shop and wgsdting through a
magazine which he had picked up from the Utterestk.déyndy shot
him a wild look.

"But you'll hide all that intricate scrollwork thsitgoing to cause me
such a headache," Bill went on stubbornly. "If | maithem for
myself, I'd scrap the cushions, that's for sure."”

"Yes, but they aren't for you, Mr. Gantry," she wed back,
reasonably, she hoped. Suddenly she exploded. ‘Wassto be a
private discussion. Yodid agree to a private discussion, didn't you
Or was | under some kind of misapprehension?"

"You don't have to worry about Max," Bill assuregth
Max went on flicking through the magazine pages.

"You'll want to see a couple before | go aheablurfderstand women
at all,” said Bill. "Right?"

"No, that won't be necessary," Cyndy replied. '8tiynake them as
I've drawn them that will be fine."



"Now, about delivery." Bill was businesslike, aflaosudden.

"l was thinking about that," she replied. "Shajet Ken - Ken Harris,
my - my - Ken Harris to pick them up in our smallak, or do you
prefer to deliver yourself? Anything suits me."

"I'll deliver them. Don't you worry about deliveryliss Collins. Just
as soon as they're ready I'll have them sent o@litbs house for
you."

"Would you mind telephoning first? You see, I'm abtays going to
be at home."

"In other words," Max spoke up, "Miss Collins intsrspending most
of her time at the pool sites. I've noticed that stakes a big issue of
being on the site." He gave her a grin. "As a maifefact, that's
where we more or less met - at a pool site. Tell imewent on, "had
you thought of getting Bill to make some of thoselgide trolleys on
big fat tyres?"

"Had you? " she asked.
"No," he laughed. "But | can rise to a joke on ¢lel occasion."

On the way back in Max's car she sat, saying ngthfeeling
exhausted and furious. She stared at the purplerande mountains.
The mountains around her home.

"What were we talking about?" Max asked suddenly.
"Were we talking?"

"You have a heady assortment of schemes up yotiy fitée sleeve,
haven't you?" he asked, while her green eyes agedito blaze.



"Look," she turned to face him, "I'm quite awaretbé fact that
you've been doing your very best to make fun of lmg whatever |
do is of no concern to you."

In a way, she found herself thinking, it was almestiting having a
rival like Max Steele. It would keep her on herdeef nothing else.
She would go on fighting where her uncle left dthat was all there
was to it.

She could see her gold Cortina now, parked on fipsite side to
the hotel. She drew a long, shaky, thankful bre&the only thing

that matters to you is that you smash everybody g&ts in your
way, isn't it?" she said, in a bitter little voicé.can read you like a
book."

"Can you?" He turned. "l don't think so."

"This is where you can drop me off," she said Head already on the
door-handle.

"Let me give you one piece of advice,” he said. N"Dde too
adventurous over poolside furniture, and all tirartrings to go with
so-called 'leisure living." This could be your ddath It's another
sideline altogether. Believe it or not, that's winung around at Bill
Gantry's place - so that you wouldn't become toolired over this -
or with him. Not right away, anyhow. Until you sdhings out for
yourself."

"Like you, I intend having more than one iron ie fire - more than
one sideline," she told him. "Nothing you can saylo will put me
off."

"Well, that's up to you. You'll be the one to hawdearn to live with
the death of Blue Champagne Pools."

"And you'd love that, wouldn't you?" Her voice water.



CHAPTER YV

DRIVING back home Cyndy was able to think, with reasoneaalm,
about her visit to Lindeque and subsequent meeatmgvith Max
Steele.

Every crevice in the Berg showed up, slashed witathyst shadows
and looking superb against the blue taffeta sky Skung the car
into the drive and, set in the lawn, the pool shamed like blue
champagne. Home, she thought, feeling a sudden emargy, a
sudden new joy.

Before going into the house she stood, for a mongating at the
swimming-pool. The filter was causing rippling mowamts which
tossed trapped colours and shadows from one etitegdool to the
other. Then, drawing deep breaths of pure mourdaairinto her
tensed-up lungs, she went up the shallow paveg sbefe veranda.
With its massive corner windows, the glass reachiiom floor to
ceiling, the lounge greeted her. Once again shigethto the sight of
the off-white pure wool carpet, off-white and mustagholstered
modular Italian furniture and the hand-woven Porasgurug which
made such an exciting splash of colour, at thesfat of the room.
Beyond the glass - the garden, tall trees andhendistance, those
magnificent mountains of which she never tired.

What had she expected after her ordeal with Mael&tand Bill
Gantry? Had she expected all these things to Hawa? Crossing
the room, she went to stand on the Portuguesenditpaked down at
the colours woven in it - scarlet, wine and shadegle in the form
of a huge exotic flower. Her shoulders lifted as drew a long breath
and dropped as she let the breath out in a lortg s&easing all the
tension of the day.

Ken had arrived and she could see him walkingigmbick energetic
manner, to his rondavel. Behind her, Norah salde'lihade tea."



She turned. "Thank you, Norah. I'm simply longingd cup of tea. |
didn't realise just how much until you mentioned it

"Did you have a successful day?" Norah asked aotting Max
Steele from her mind, Cyndy replied, "Hugely susbdas| had lunch
at the Berg View Hotel, by the way. It really wasy good. I'm glad
you recommended it."

Ken asked her the same question during dinner. ybichave a good
day?"

"Well ... "

Her thoughts flew to the way in which Max's bluegkept crossing
her own. Waiting until Norah, who was serving théad gone back
to the kitchen, she said, "I bumped into Max Sté&be made a face.
"The very last person | wanted to see! He was at whrought-iron
place seeing about reinforced steel. Needlessytdhsawas all ears.
He listened to everything | had to say and | cotilsimake him off. |
don't want him to know what we're doing. In my statame straight
home without calling at that farm, on the way, tak& enquiries
about buying plants for my shop."

"Did you manage to pay all the accounts?" Ken asked

"Yes, | did - but, Ken, what do you think about - Riksn't he just too
maddening for words?"

Noah came into the room carrying a tray with a lemeringue tart
on it. "Mmmmm!" Cyndy brought her eyes up to Nord&bne of my
favourite desserts, Norah. You spoil us, doesef Ken?" It did not
enter her mind that it wdser money now that was paying for all thes:
things.



As in the case of all the rooms in the house thh@®a view from the
dining-room. The pool, limpid now because the fillad been set to
switch off from dusk to dawn, reflected the mountsky.

"Forget about Max," said Ken. "How about comingtdance at the
Kathlamba tonight? They have a chap from the FRBarrow

Discotheque there. Sometimes they do this - theg halisc jockey,
complete with records, of course, from one of tbp Durban

discotheques."

Thinking about the drive along ribbons of dust gmnavel she said,
"But isn't it too far?"

"What's distance? We think nothing of distancehis part of the
world." He gave her a smile and she found herseitking how
good-looking he was in his compact, tanned andhaired way.

"Will 1 have to change?" She glanced down at herdga checked
gingham dress. Her hair was taken back from hex fa@ demure
chignon, spilling one or two delightful tendrild. Had a bath and
changed, when | got back from Lindeque, but whathey wear at
this sort of thing? "

Ken's eyes flickered over her face and over thglam dress.
"You'll do very nicely. Anything goes - that's teeene on a week
night."

Laughing a little, because she suddenly felt edci@yndy asked,
"When do we leave?"

"As soon as we've finished dinner."

Norah came back into the room and set the trap, thé coffee things
on it, down, and when she had gone Cyndy saidhnoshed voice,
"You know, I'll just never get used to this. I'mssed to doing things
for myself. I'd much rather be waiting on myselfs - right now."



She shrugged helplessly. "I'm completely at a &sst® how | should
cope. | know this was how my uncle planned thintigt Norah and
Judd have their own little flat here and that Joolatinues to work for
Blue Champagne while Norah goes on in the same a&ing as
housekeeper, but it seems all wrong to me. It allseems like
inheriting Judd and Norah along with everythingeelsdoesn't make
sense, somehow."

"Don't you want them here ? " Ken asked.

"Of course | want them here." Her eyes went widi wannoyance.
"I'm very fond of them. It's just that | can't geted to the set-up.”

"Well, let me put your mind at rest, once and forThis arrangement
suits the Dixons very well. In return for whatNow@dbes they get free
accommodation, and into the bargain, Judd knocka dacent wage.
Don't forget he retired from a big construction cem a few years
back. They could just be living on Judd's pensibnyou start
showing Norah that you feel uncomfortable theyilll @p feeling the
same way."

She was silent for a moment, turning this overaninind, and then
she said, "Yes, | see now. | suppose I'll get used"

The horizon seemed to be closing in on them nowa@snountains
darkened against the sky. Melting ribbons of coleare completely
melting away and the sky changing to a kind of hwois green.
Between mountain peaks there was a huge star vg8kemed to be
hanging on an invisible chain. It made Cyndy thafla lantern in a
harem.

On the drive to the hotel she commented, "Thist tewery good for
the car, or the tyres - all these small stoned, @us corrugations.”

"You'll get used to our dirt roads in time," Kedder, just as a stone
hit beneath the car somewhere. "See what | mean?"



She laughed. "Yes, | do. Tell me, what happens vith@&mns?"
"Oh, you get used to that as well. We get by, eotvords."
"Do you ever stick in the mud ?"

"Sometimes. You learn how to cope with stickinghe mud just as
you learn to cope with Norah and Judd and - Madl&tee

"Oh - Mad Steele! Don't remind me of him," she sigh

“I'm glad you don't like him." Ken's voice was sd@tyndy found
herself tensing.

As ha parked his Fiat in the hotel gardens she Saidt look at all
those cars! The hotel appears to be completely dmbalp, which
strikes me as odd, somehow."

"Why odd?" He switched off the engine.

"Well, odd because | always associate the Berg waiibw on the
peaks. | always think of it as a winter resort. iDgrthe summer and
the heat there must be some terrific thunderstérms.

"We get the odd freak fall of snow in the summeonD forget,
people come here to get away from the hustle arsdldyufrom
humidity - from smog."

Thinking of Johannesburg, with its hot veined paseta and

skyscrapers which still clung to the sun, evenrdfie sun had gone,
she said,-"Yes, | suppose so. | still can't beliewehere for good -
summer and winter."

It was exciting going up the steps which lead ®lting veranda and
she felt young and aware of her slim healthy bedynehow. Pink
geraniums crawled down the stone wall at the sidleeosteps and as



one entered the foyer of the Kathlamba one waantigtaware of the
converted carriage lamps, pictures and antiqudtéuenon Persian
rugs which had been scattered on the quarry-titea fiCyndy found
herself wondering how those beautiful rugs stootbugo many feet,
tramping in and out of the hotel, month in and rhoatt. It all
seemed to reveal the generosity of Byron and KiagePwho, quite
obviously, were not just "out to grab" as the sgywent.

Beyond the foyer one caught a glimpse, throughsglia®rs, of both
the main lounge and the dining-room, and here agianwas aware
of handsome lamps and floral decorations. Evergthabout the
Kathlamba Hotel was an indication that the combdrjuests was of
prime importance.

Kiko Page was behind the reception desk and &di; haired and
beautifully spoken, she glanced up. "Hello therem€ to dance? |
seem to know your face." She gave Cyndy a smile.

"I was here a short time ago," Cyndy said, befoen Knade the
introductions.

"Oh, yes, | remember now. | didn't know about tlm®lpbusiness
then, of course. How exciting. And you mean toyan? You don't
intend to give it up?"

"No, I've fallen in love with everything. Businessl go on, as usual.
I'm very fortunate, actually, because everybodgaying on." Cyndy
turned and gave Ken a special smile. "It's onlgulgh Ken and Judd
that I'm able to say 'business as usual'."

The other girl present glanced up from her deskefar end of the
reception office and Cyndy knew that this was A@dddard. There
seemed to be a watchfulness about her. This, asepwas natural. If
Avril Goddard was interested in Max Steele themvént without
saying that she was interested in pool business.



"Tell me," Kiko looked at Ken, "how does it feel tmve such a
glamorous boss, or shouldn't | ask?" She had aolvagying things
which could not possibly cause embarrassment enteent, Cyndy
thought.

"I can just see myself telling you in front of HeKen answered,
grinning.

"Have you met your opposition yet?" Kiko askedl gti that same
drawling voice.

"I have - yes - if you can call him that." Cyndy wasare that the
dark-haired Avril was listening to their conversatiand trying to

listen to the person at the other end of the recewhich she had just
picked up, at the same time.

"Ah," 'Kiko turned, "here comes Lord Byron. Darling, whereearth
have you been?" With lazy brown eyes she watchedhigband as
he came through the door at the end of the reaepfilice. "Come
and meet Cyndy Collins. Cyndy spent a short timih ws recently.
She's taking over - or rather, has taken over - Blhampagne
Pools."

"Good for you," Byron said easily. "What's friendakigoing to think
of this lot?" He laughed softly and looked at Kéwill the feud
continue, do you think?"

"I'm hoping so," Ken grinned.

Throughout their good-natured teasing Cyndy wasraved Avril
Goddard, who was obviously doing her best to catarything that
was being said while she carried on her telephongarsation.

A moment later Byron said, "By the way, Cyndy Qdli I'm going to
put your name down for a walk to the Gorge, onthes$e days. I'll be



in touch with you and | don't intend to take no &r answer." He
made his voice aggressive on purpose.

"I'm no walker," Cyndy laughed. "How far is the @erfrom here, by
the way?"

"You'll be away most of the day," the tall and hsomie Byron told
her.

One of the heavy glass doors was shoved open and Stele
walked into the foyer and, immediately, there wasrall confused
moment.

"I've just told this sweet young thing I'm goingpgot her name down
for a walk to the Gorge one of these fine days,toBytold him.
"People are too lazy nowadays."

"What about you?" Max asked, turning the tablese"you going?"
"What, me?" Byron laughed outright. "You must beding!"
"When did you last walk to the Gorge ? " Ken asked.

"Years ago," Kiko laughed. "It was years ago."

Byron's grin was sheepish. "You're exaggerating."

"No, I'm not exaggerating."

Behind the counter Avril Goddard replaced the nemreand, looking
at Max, she mouthed the word, "Hello." Turning ¢k at Awvril,
Kiko said cheerfully, "Avril, one of these days wefoing to pack
you off to the Gorge. It's about time you did amotivalk, darling."

Tension was just beginning to ease its wap Cyndy when Ken
took her by the arm. "Okay, let us know when theagjday is to be."



"Does that mean you'll be walking too?" Kiko askét.didn't
mention you because it will be a weekday and yousaally
working."

"You'll have to count me out,"” Ken said, "but $#e that Cyndy turns
up." Smiling at Cyndy, he added, "I think we shogll and find
ourselves a table, what do you say? Before theglwevyou in any
more endurance tests."

"Is it as bad as that?" she laughed, feeling Mey¢s on her.

When they were seated at a table for two Ken imateljyi signalled
to the bar steward. A moment later, he said, "Dadi wense the
tension back there? Avril Goddard's ears are alWagping when it
comes to pool talk and the mention of the namel&tee

"Yes, | did. | don't understand why the Pages daostt choose one
pool builder and be finished with it. It's embasiag to know we've
given them a price for their new pool and that Ms®ele has done
the same thing."

When he asked her to dance she decided not tpdalkand did her
best to fit in with the holiday mood. It was alwages difficult for her
to believe that this wasn't just some passing hglidr her.

Max and Avril Goddard had found a table and wetgng with
people they obviously knew and Cyndy tried notaitofv them with
her eyes as they danced. Once Max's eyes crossedritk later, she
noticed, with some satisfaction, that he was waichd she and Ken
sat laughing and talking across their small table.

Some time later Byron came towards them, and bé&reached the
table, he said, "Hey, come and have a drink, yay twthe pub. And
that's an order!" Turning, he gave them a wavashand and a grin
as he made his way back to the African Drum.



"That's one order | don't mind carrying out," Kemged.
"He's very bossy, isn't he?" Cyndy laughed.

"Thisjnviting of people to the pub for a drink isByron and Kiko
Page speciality," he told her, as he came rourtetahair. "You'll
find as you go on that they're more than justfeethiospitable."

As usual the ladies' bar was full of people talkimgye than they were
drinking, for this was a social place.

Without preliminaries Byron, who was behind the badeftly
dispensing drinks, said, "Come and join the elite."

Kiko, who had changed into black trousers, impelycstraight, and
a pink tunic, was already there. "Come and meewaBerg-ites, in
other words," she called out, looking at Cyndy.

Max and Avril Goddard were already there and Cywdg aware of
them all the time Kiko was introducing her to peopl

Behind the long curve of counter and bar stoolsveced in
leopardskin, the mountains - ancient and silent reweut off by
darkness, but everybody knew they were there. Somelyndy
thought, you were always conscious of those sismiintains and a
wave of goodwill settled over her. She was pathefBerg now. This
was her stamping ground. These were her friends.

On one side of her Ken was talking to Kiko while,tbe other side,
Max sat listening to Avril who was talking to him a low husky
voice. Cyndy wondered how it was that she suddeatyMax Steele
on the stool next to her own.

When Byron starting involving Avril in conversatidlax asked,
very softly, "Well, Miss Collins, how is the pod& furniture going?
Heard from our friend Bill Gantry yet?"



Aware of the long length of him beside her and athat, under the
circumstances, there was nothing she could do edantexcept to
keep up some sort of pretence in front of peogie, said, "It's too
soon to have heard anything." Her voice was ssiftlae intended it
should be. Max knew, she thought with resentmdat short of
causing embarrassment, there was nothing elseahe do but to
put on some kind of act.

"That remark sounded very cautious," he commented.

"It was meant to sound cautious. Anyway, Bill Ggutitas other work
to keep him occupied - yours, for instance. | redéicourse, to your
reinforced steel.”

There was something about a dimly lit ladies' Haat tcast a
completely different light on a man, she found kBErthink-ing. Even
Max Steele appeared quite fascinating.

When Byron said, in a loud voice, "Well, let's dkrito Blue
Champagne Pools - and to Cyndy Collins," she bitlipeaind then
murmured, "Thank you."

"And may the best man win." Byron's mocking eygsp&d along to
Max who, lifting his glass, said, "You speak asutjo there's some
kind of race to be won."

"Well," Avril drawled, "isn't there?"

Before she could stop herself Cyndy said, "Lettslggescore straight.
Blue Champagne Pools can stand up to any pool tihenname."

There was a lot of good-natured laughter punctuayetear, hear."
While it went on, Cyndy let her anger cool off. Sbend she was
shaking.



Eventually Byron's little party started to break @yndy fumed all
the way back in the car, but willed herself nataté pools to Ken. On
no account must Max Steele be considered as at ttodeer. By
constantly referring to him, she told herself, heuld become just
this.

The following morning, while Ken and Judd were & hew pool
site, Cyndy sat on the red-cushioned chair in thekbbned study
where the sun streamed across the carpet. Fogditoa she sat there
in the sun, studying plans and specification natkspugh from time
to time her mind wandered away from the papershendesk to
admire the room. As usual, she was constantly avedirédner
environment.

She read, "Construction - gunite concrete reinfircgurround -
coping tiles, terrazzo. Glass mosaic, blue andewvldecking, slasto.
Finish, marble plaster. Steps, three. Filter, uwdégr lights --" As
she read she tried to picture the complete resukunny, sparkling
pool.

Some time later she turned to accounts and comegmoce and
struggled to make sense out of everything she read.

Ken came home, without Judd, and had lunch with, Hhieen

afterwards she asked him to take her back to tbegite. While she
felt a pool site was hardly a place for a womanalke felt that, in
view of the circumstances, she should know what wann the pool
game. On the other hand, she did not want Ken $lariieel that she
was trying to assert her authority, in matters @iicl she had no
knowledge, merely because she happened to havetath&lue

Champagne Pools.



"Ken," she said, in the small truck which he wam@s"l| hope you
didn't mind taking me back with you? "

"Mind?" She knew that he was being evasive on me&po

"Yes. laminterested, though. I'm thinking of ideas, all tinee. Ideas
which might help to build up the business."

There was a small pause before he added, "WhatKirkas?"

"Well, | was reading about mosaic this morning, @rtdggered off
an idea - is there any reason why we can't desigural for Blue
Champagne Pools? You know, something to go atdktern of our
pools. The way | see it is that we must make amarg pool look
like a millionaire's pool."

"What kind of mural did you have in mind?" he askedhile she
watched his sun-bronzed hands on the vibrating Wwhéere were
the usual gravel and small stone noises, as tipeisted from beneath
the tyres.

"Like a mermaid, for instance," she told him. "Nwtcessarily a
mermaid, but something like that. Fishes, maybeavater lilies."

Suddenly, she caught his arm. "I know, like a chagme goblet, for
Instance. Ken, this is it! Don't you see? That ninesour hallmark on
the bottom of all our pools - a great mosaic mumnathie form of a
huge champagne goblet."

"Huge ? But these things cost money," Ken pointad o
"Yes, but you've got to spend money in order toemakney. Right?"
"It's your money." He turned to grin at her.

"That's not the point." Her reply sounded on thiyhside.



Some moments later she asked, "Does he - you know -

Max Steele have anything like this - a mosaic matréhe bottom of a
pool?"

"Not that | know of. | haven't really looked."

"Whatever Max Steele does," Cyndy went on, "we nuasbetter.
We must make it our business always to be oneastepd of him. A
mosaic goblet makes a lot of sense to me. It's adesul
advertisement. Don't forget, a lot of entertainiagolves around the
poolside, so this champagne goblet thing will ndydook super but
it will be a form of advertising. People won't fetgt, and they won't
forget the name Blue Champagne Pools."

"We can think along those lines - certainly," Kermdsautiously.
"You said we'd started making our own coping tithidn't you?"
"In a small way - yes."

"Well, | was thinking ... couldn't we make our owrosaics?"

Ken laughed outright and she said quickly, "Wéllelgot to learn,
haven't 1?" She sounded huffy again. "l don't knemat we can do
and what we can't do. That's for me to find outyway, I've made a
list of the plants | want to buy for the shop - paathus, hibiscus,
cannas, pink mainly, ivy geraniums and those ruldsditrees - to go
in pots, of course, to keep them stunted and trichwie

There was a hot Berg wind blowing right acrosspbel site where
the men were laying the slasto surround. Ken anwdgygot out of

the truck and as the wind caught at her hair stumlsht back,

impatient with herself for not having thought te iti back. She didn't
want to look all that feminine in a man's world;



As it was, Judd and the African men glanced up viheg saw her.

Still unnerved by her inheritance, she said, "Jius come along to
have a look. This is going to be a terrific posh'iit? | remember you
said that this man has money."

Her grape-green eyes went to the pool seats whech fwilt into the
side of the pool, almost like shallow steps andtsied to visualise
them as they would be when the pool had been matastered and
filled with sparkling water. "You mean they actyatdiit in there and
drink Martinis?" she said. "In the water? Is thdtywhey're called
Martini seats?" She tried to hold her hair stibidn't you say there's
going to be underwater lighting ?' All differentiaors ? "

"The pool has been wired for underwater lightinggid Ken, tilting

his wide straw hat to the back of his head andrgig against the
sun. "l told you about the speakers, of courses Gy likes to listen
to music under water. Some people have more mdéraeythey know
what to do with."

"And that's all to our advantage," she laughed. t8h@ed round to
look at the mountain chalet - a wood and glass stre®n a steeply
sloping site. "I'm thrilled we got this pool. Tetle, have you bean
inside his chalet? It looks fantastic."

"l had to go there, with Judd, to sign up the cacttfor the pool," Ken
told her.

"What's it like?" she asked, her thoughts busyherchalet owned by
Max Steele.

"Well, it's almost like living at tree-top levehe way he's designed it.
Very big, very arty - to go with the man and thelgoo



There was a small silence and then she said, "Iz Blaele's
mountain chalet anything like this one?" Her voiwa tightened
without her realising it.

"l suppose so. I've never been inside. | was newéted.”" He shot
her a knowing grin.

Cyndy looked around for a place to sit. "Don'trteg hold you bad:,"
she said. "l forgot to ask - but is this pool to Heated? Imagine
swimming in the bright sunshine when the mountapstare covered
in snow. That could happen. | suppose?"

"You have a wonderful imagination," Ken told hdyut surprisingly,
no. It isn't going to be a heated pool. He forgotdme up with that
one."

"I'm disappointed,” she laughed, "but in any case, should have
suggested it, Ken. I'm surprised at you." She splo&evords lightly,
so as not to offend him, but she meant what sl Sale could do
that, couldn't we? We could build heated pools?"

"Yes, | guess so. If we had to."

She sat watching the men at work, her thoughtsdangoon pool

heating. Really, she thought excitedly, there wasmd to it. No end
to the kind of things they could do. One could gaand on building

up Blue Champagne Pools. She must start to go th @oideas for
her brochure soon. "Leisure Living" - that was éatle theme behind
everything.

The men looked hot, she thought. Most of the Africaen appeared
to have brought along tea in flasks or bottlesfaond. Judd and Ken,
however, had nothing in the line of refreshmente Bky looked

white, bleached by heat.



During a short break she got up and went over teravldudd was
sitting. "Judd," she said, "you didn't come homduiach and you
don't appear to have brought anything with you hegito drink or
eat."

"Ach, I'm not bothered." Judd looked up from hiagd on a boulder.
"Il have something when | get home."

"Let me take the light truck and drive into Lindegor some Cokes,"
she offered. "It's not far from here. Please ldie to."

"Nonsense," both men said together, and laughed.

"No, the way | see it, it's not nonsense at aih. ¢loing to buy you
some Cokes. Besides, it will give me a chanceamléow to handle
the truck. After all, |1 should know. A time couldop' up when |
would have to use it, and it's not that big. Nke lihe other one. | can't
see myself driving that."

"Okay." Ken sounded dubious, however. "Take it egdsyugh. We
want it - and you, of course - back in one piece."

"We also want it - and you, of course,” Jud's gueice was
mocking, "back before four-thirty." He glanced & tvatch. "That's
when we happen to knock off and that's when we baget these
fellows back."

"I promise you | will," she answered cheerfully. @K come and
show me the gears."

As she drove very cautiously in the direction afideque she felt a
complete sense of freedom synonymous with soliardevastness.
She brought the truck to a shuddering stop outtidegarage and
adjoining tea-room, on the outskirts of Lindequed apening the
door jumped lightly out of the truck. For a momesite stood
stretching herself, aware of the fact that she mast been tense



behind the wheel. Her face was surrounded by a vefdjle of
champagne-gold hair.

As she walked in the direction of the tea-roomdhelight seemed to
be bouncing between her feet. The intense heaen@asgh to make
the senses reel, she thought, lifting her eyesdk &t the mountains
which rimmed Lindeque.

It was then that she noticed Max Steele, who wasmpbapetrol put
into his car, and she caught her breath when shehsa walk
towards her. Instantly aware of the disorder oftier, she caught it
with both hands and scooped it back from her fackling it behind
her head while she stood waiting on Max to join. He&¥ell --" his
blue eyes mocked her.

"That's a big bus for a small girl to be driving loer own."
"Hardly a small girl," she said coldly.

"Not so big either - long legs, of course." His £game back to her
face.

"I'm not exactly useless." She went on holding lma&r behind her
head.

"I can well believe it," he said. "As | see thingsi're going to fulfil a
definite need to Blue Champagne. You're beauti@tlypu're doing
important work, without actually having the requimgualifications."
He glanced at the truck. "You get around with styded
distinction...."

"And | keep meeting up with a certain playboy," shel. "Why don't
you finish the sentence ? "

"Tell me," he said, "what brings you to town?"



"Seeing that you happen to be so interested, duwedo buy Cokes."
"Let me buy you one."

"l said Cokes, not Coke. I'm here to buy Cokesliermen. They're at
the pool site and this wind is riddled with hedtey're putting down
slasto, so you can imagine how hot they must feel."

She released her hair which immediately began bigvaibout her
face. She shook it back irritably, not wanting ltovsee her like this.

"Poor chaps," commented Max. "Coke is a bit of amedown. Pity
we can't hustle up some blue champagne for therat s to have a
woman about the site, though!" He laughed, andwa aihger began
to burn away inside her.

She decided to ignore him and began to walk awlagt the help
you," he said, beginning to walk with her.

"I can manage very well myself, thank you." It dadnupon her
suddenly that she did not have a basket.

"Don't get on your high horse, Cyndy," he saidngdier name with
an ease which angered her even more. "You don& Aaything to
put them in."

"l can have than put into a cardboard carton."

"Well, I'll carry the cardboard carton to the truck you. Tut, tut, a
beautiful girl like you driving a truck!"

"l don't need help, I told you. You don't needdtéddw me around.”

"In any case," he patted the pockets of his khakks, "l have to buy
cigarettes." His voice was very reasonable. Cynag hever seen
him with a cigarette in his hand. She hated him.



When they were in the shop she could not remember many

men-there were back at the site and stood, forsteflad moment,
trying to work it out. How ridiculous, she thougkhe did not even
know how many men she employed.

"Eight," she said. "No, make it - make it - er - twesll think." -

"l think what it amounts to is that Miss Collinsiet quite sure," Max
said, and she turned her back on him.

It was when it was time to pay for the Cokes thet went hot and
then cold before her mind went a complete blankn dfraid,” she
said, in a small voice, "I've forgotten to bring mpyrse along with
me. You'll have to take them all back. I'm sorry."

She felt a gust of rage against Ken and Judd focimecking up on
whether she'had money or not. Because she hadgbeento a pool
site she had not thought it necessary to take aloag with her.

Although she still had her back to Max Steele,whe aware that he
was watching her with that dark intensely blue gakdis which
betrayed nothing and yet everything of what he thaking.

The man behind the counter was about to try and wot a solution
to this state of affairs when Max said, "Allow me."

Cyndy swung round. "It's not necessary for youdme into this."

"Look, do we have to argue about it?" he asked bafidre she could
do anything about it, he had paid for the Cokes.

"Now," he said, "let's get this lot to the truck fmu so that you can
be back on the job before four-thirty." He gave &éaunting look.

At the truck she stood seething, watching him agutehe cardboard
carton into the back of the vehicle.



"I'll let you have the money back as soon as ptesSishe told him in
a stiff voice.

"Forget it," he said easily. "l have."

Cyndy climbed into the truck, feeling a fool as sh@ so. When the
truck did not start she swore very softly and Mavew back his head
and laughed, so she swore again - louder this time.

"Don't get excited," he grinned. "Just take it eaRgn- ember to
switch on this time."

"Get out of my life!" She gave him a glance whichsafull of the
hatred she wis feeling. "And don't hassle me, Mr.

Steele, like you hassled my uncle."

"Do you think it was all one-sided?" He was stillilsng, but his eyes
were hard. "All me trying to hassle Cliff? Didrttgerhaps occur to
you that we were constantly hassling each othethBuit wouldn't

occur to you. Not while you have Ken Harris to gyl his version
of the story."

"Keep Ken Harris out of this!" she snapped.

"I should like to - very much,” he answered softly. don't
particularly want him around - and you can work tbae out for
yourself."



CHAPTER VI

Two days later Cyndy said, "Ken, | have to take sttmimg to Max
Steele. How do | find his chalet ? "

"You mean you want to go there?" There was a lookuniosity
about his expression. "You want to take this - tiwdhatever-it-is to
Max's chalet?"

"Yes. | guess that's the only way to return sonmeghi
"Is it anything | could see to for you?" She sensestility in him.

"No. | want to return this myself. It's nothingahly. Don't look so
perturbed. He - you see, | had occasion to bormnvething from
him, that's all. So," she shrugged her shouldévgait to return it. So
far as | was concerned it was an unfortunate hapggbout | was glad
of his help at the time."

"Well, you can't miss his place. You've seen thecedooard to the
Escarpment Guest Farm? Well, you take that road jast before
you get to the gates leading to the farm, youd aeother notice
reading: Max Steele. Berg Pools. There's your tdifth-o

"l wonder what would be the best time to try amdifhim at home?"
she asked, hating what she had to do, but detedniineo it.

"Towards late afternoon, most probably. You coufwme first, if
you wanted to," Ken said, and when he had finistjgebking the
room seemed full of silence, for no particular oras

"I think I'll just turn up,” she decided, after aoment. "I'll take a
chance."

There was going to be a mysterious sunset, shglidowards the
end of the day. As she dressed she watched thefrsky the



windows. The mountains seemed to claw at the sktlaa shadows,
which were wedged in between the deep crevicesapd almost
purple.

Slipping a bracelet of brilliant massed beads anwrest, she stood
looking down at it. She had almost felt like retaghthe money
wearing her old jeans, but, determined to put gpal front, she had
dressed carefully. The way she looked she showe helt very
glamorous, but in fact she felt very depressed.

By the time she reached Max's chalet the sky wamgylumed with
scarlet and pink cloud. She parked the car andogptthen stood
looking at the chalet, which was built on sturdg aire lines. Stone
pylons seemed a part of the environment. The site secluded, so
there was glass on every side of the chalet, wdnehted a feeling of
space and freedom. If Max had been responsibléhéodesign and
the landscaping he had respected the beauty andirdreatic
ruggedness of the setting, she thought.

While she was walking in the direction of the chliex came out to
the kind of deck which clung to the side of thelding. Looking
down at her, he called out, "Hello there. Am | sgahings ?"

Cyndy tilted her head to look at him. "If I'm angi then yes, you
are."

She waited until he came out of the chalet. "Youageund on your
own, don't you?" He glanced at the golden Cortl#é¢hat, no truck
this time?"

Ignoring the taunt, she said, "Getting around onawy is nothing
new to me. I've nearly always been on my ownjustsa case of me -
alone - in a different setting, that's all." She madiny sound like the
clearing of her throat. "I've brought your moneshé said abruptly.



"Money?" For a moment he looked puzzled, but shenkhim well
enough to realise that this was an act.

"Yes, your money. For the Cokes."
"You could have said the Cokes were on the houngesaid.

"l don't see why they should have been on the hb&ée opened her
bag. "That," she said, "is the correct amountinkH

Giving her one of his half-smiles, he took the mpfem her and
slipped it into his olive-green shirt pocket. Slm#iced that his cravat
was burgundy.

"Correct?" she asked.
Without having counted it he said, "Quite correct."

As she turned to leave he said, "Come in and leyy@eou a drink.
There's a bit of a party going on back there."

"Party?" Her green eyes widened as she lookeckiditiection of the
chalet. For a moment she doubted him and thenetenie aware of
music and the muted tones of people talking. Ard.yeer car stood
by itself in the drive.

"Down there," Max was saying, sensing her thougtiisut this,
"there's a small parking bay. However, leave yaan leere in the
meantime."

She was tempted to ask, "What's the occasion giartg? What are
you celebrating - anything special?"

After a moment he said, "It's my birthday."



Her lashes flickered several times as, for a monstetfelt a sense of
panic. She wondered whether she should congratblate but in
view of everything, she said, "l see."

When he took her arm she stiffened. "And so," Maid s'l think a
drink is indicated."

"I don't think... ." Cyndy started to say, and thdmcause her
curiosity got the better of her, she allowed himaad her in the
direction of the chalet. They went through a ddagraund level, and
up a stone staircase which came out to the deckat\lo you call
this?" she asked. "A veranda - or a deck?"

"It was given the name of deck on the blueprinextends around
three sides of the chalet," he told her.

The voice noises and music were louder now and Zfglthesitant
about going into the chalet. To play for time stoowd and gazed out
at the dusk which was slipping over everything newftening the
outline of the mountains which were beginning tokldike great
humps of charcoal against an amber-pink sky.

"l suppose," she said, "you sit here and gazeeastidws at nights as
they hang out there over the Berg like huge bradasierns.” She
turned to look at him.

"Uh-huh. Often. And all by myself, too. At leastwydidn't have to sit
and admire the sunrises and sunsets on your own."

"What do you mean by that ?" Angrily she blinkedhia.
"Well, there's Ken Harris to share your life with."

"Yes, and there also happens to be Judd Dixon ardh\Dixon."
After a moment she asked, "Have you ever been tkerdhe
house-my place?"



"Yes. Quite a pad you have there." He gave hema gr

"l wouldn't exactly call it a pad," she said. "Wduhat have been
before - or after?"

"Before or after - what?" he asked.
"Before the ill-feeling which existed between my lenend yourself."

"Let's get this straight, once and for all. Anyfékeling was strictly on
the part of your uncle."

"That's not what you said the other day."
"What did | say?"

"You said, if | remember correctly, 'do you thinkvas all one-sided?
Didn't it, perhaps, occur to you that we were tgymer - each to
hassle the other?' Something like that, anyway."

"Sssh, let's not talk about the dead." Max's vares teasing again.
"Let me fix you a drink instead."

There was a slight lift-up in conversation, as tleeyered the vast
living-room which was all glass, stonework and wowtlile people

looked up in mild curiosity, and then the murmug&e afain -

growing in volume.

Avril Goddard was standing, drink in hand, talkittga group of
people and, when she saw Max, she left the padyhaade her way,
through clusters of people standing talking, towandn. Her dark
eyes went to Cyndy and then back to Max's face.ei&ldid you get
to?" she asked. "One moment you were there andekieyou were
gone. That was very rude of you, darling." Shetsldrmer eyes in
Cyndy's direction. "I - er - didn't expect the oppion to be present.
Still, | suppose it was very sporting of her tontup, wasn't it?"



Cyndy had the sudden feeling that Max had overldaketell her
something and then Awvril said, "Because, of coursi®x is
celebrating the Kathlamba Hotel pool contract."

"Max is celebrating his birthday," Max said quiethnd did not bat
an eyelid.

While he went to fetch the drink Avril said, "If yacame, hoping to
find Max alone, it must have been a disappointhent.

"l came on business - personal business," Cyndiaeqgal in a small,
cold voice.

"Well, it won't be easy to talk business, persamaltherwise, in this
racket, will it?"

"I've already done that - and, to put your mindest,rquite frankly
I'm in a hurry to get back before it gets darkjdsayndy.

Avril's eyes went in the direction of the glassg@anwhich separated
the room from the deck. "In that case, | guessliybave to leave
soon, won't you? Once the sun starts going it dbiee all that long,
and the sun's gone."

At that point in the conversation Max came backrytag a small
round tray with three drinks upon it and a platsafouries.

"I've brought you a fresh drink," he said, lookatgAvril. “"Let me do
a change over for you."

"Thank you," she said. "You always think of evemyth darling."

He handed Cyndy a drink and passed the plate olsi&s to the two
girls.



Avril settled on one elegant slim hip, hunchingit, almost, like a
person hunches one shoulder. "You know, Max," sing speaking
as if Cyndy was out of sight, "the more | see airychalet, the more
| think Jeremy Gunhill never designed a more swsfoé®ne. It's

almost like living in a pavilion, because it congethat marvellous
feeling of space and freedom, as well as harmonth whe

environment." She tilted her head back. "You'vd tok this dozens
of times, | know, but how high is this ceiling ?"

When he had told her she said, "And all that woothere - all those
wooden braces, and things --You know, | alwayskifiinesembles a
huge umbrella - like the spokes of a huge umbrella.”

"Your friends are trying to catch your attentioklax said, and Auvril,
sounding frankly irritated, said, "Excuse me -b# back, darling."

Max turned to Cyndy. "Bring your drink with youarling," his eyes
were mocking. "You're going on a tour. I'm going gbow you
around. You can judge Jeremy Gunhill's successfarkwfor
yourself."

Before she could make any attempt at refusing tle ber lightly by
the elbow and began to steer her through smallpgrai people,
stopping now and then to make a reply to some femaguestion
put to him.

When they were clear Cyndy said, "l don't wantt&y $00 long. It's
getting dark. As Avril pointed out a moment agajoesn't take long
to get dark after the sun has gone - and the sugdres I'm not all
that used to these roads in the Berg."

"Don't worry about that. We'll make a plan. You knbhe gave her a
long, lazy look, "getting back to chalets - as ctsafp, this one is
rather large. | could even raise a family heré wlnted to, which |
just might, one of these fine days. | don't suppgse had time to



notice, but the chalet is on two levels. There wemns leading off
the staircase."”

"l had noticed," she replied, and took a sip of diremk, to get away
from his eyes. "l happen to be very observant,itany case, one
couldn't help noticing."

Now it was her turn to tilt her head bade to lodkle beamed,
floating ceiling. There was a kind of gallery upstaand, like the
deck outside, it clung to the walls inside. A whigieof doors led off
the gallery.

Following her look, Max said, "There are two bedmsoand two
bathrooms up there, and a studio - or study, aswitbuThe views
down here are beautiful, but from up there thegoéhing sort of
spectacular. | want to show you the view. Righirfrine beginning, |
had this thing in mind about a conversation pitfiont of a
tremendous stone fireplace. The sofas which endlesarea were
specially designed to fit into those bookshelvesyAu can see, the
bookshelves face outwards so that the books caseée from all
parts of the room, creating colour. Actually, andldn't want to
boast," his smile was mocking again, "with a littkelp from Jeremy
Gunhill, that is, | consider this room as one of mgcorating
triumphs."

"It's very attractive," she murmured.

"See how the dining table and chairs are placednsigdahat
tremendous stonework pylon,” Max went on. "On theepside of
this architectural feature there are views, throughroken expanses
of glass, as you can see, of the garden, and bettom&erg."

Through the glass, the mountains were magnifiesdiijude and the
last glowing colour of the sky.



"Come, you must see the view from up top therésd want to show
you the rest of the chalet," said Max.

"Tell me,” she asked, "did Bill Gantry design th@irved,
free-standing black iron staircase?"

"This little effort happens to be strictly copyrighhe told her, "and
for that very reason, our mutual friend Bill Gankrgd nothing to do
with it."

When they reached the gallery they stood lookingvrdat the
golden-yellow upholstered sofas in the conversatioza. People
cluttered up the off-white, yellow, brown and bladgs which were
placed about the room.

The views from this part of the chalet were nothisigort of

spectacular. Max had not exaggerated. They wet@njaisne to gaze
upon the beauty of the mountains before darkness dawn. Cyndy
felt a shaft of panic, but, out of a woman's sloegiosity, she forgot
about the fading light and allowed Max to show tier other rooms
where, glass in hand, she began an inspectiorcbfase, exclaiming
over their decor.

When it was over and they were going towards thecstse, which
spiralled downwards, she turned. "By the way, tiveas no need to
lie to me about your birthday."

"Believe it or not, this happens to be my birthd@yne pool here or
there means very little to me. | don't celebratghgmol before | build
it."

"l can almost hear the satisfaction moving in on,y@he said, in a
hard little voice. "Is that why you always lookwddly happy when
you're talking about pools? Obviously, one pookharthere means
very muchto you. Anyway, the thing which matters most to, @
this particular moment, is that | make it back hoirghould hate to



lose my way. I'm not all that familiar with the ds and although it's
not quite dark it will be, in a matter of minutes."

They went downstairs and somebody caught Max bgldeve of his
shirt. "Hey, Max, come and settle an argument &t u

Cyndy took this opportunity of finding a place foer glass before
she went in the direction of the immense slidingrdoHer Cortina
was not where she had parked it and she stoodrfmraent feeling
confused and foolish. Her eyes, bewildered andkspawrith temper,
went in the direction of the parking bay, which veesanother level
to the drive.

Apparently Max Steele had arranged for somebodwydoe her car
from the drive to the parking area. Perhaps Mael8teimself had
moved it himself during the interval when he hafl ker to mix
drinks and hunt for a plate of something to eat.

The Cortina had not only been moved but it wasrelgtblocked in
by a light truck with the words "Berg Pools" written it. The entire
set-up looked very cut and dried to her, and heathing was
becoming difficult as her temper began to get tgel of her.

When she got back inside the chalet there wasgmdadiMax. There
was no sign, either, of Avril Goddard.

“I'm looking for Max," she said to someone. "Hawwyseen him
about?"

"Max has just left."
"Left?" Her eyes went wide.

"Yeah, to take Avril back to the hotel, you knowhehas to be back
on reception duty. | just saw the tail-lights of luar disappear, a
moment ago. You must have just missed them."



"I'm completely hemmed in in the parking bay," sbld this bearded
stranger. "I'm --"

"Look," he told her, "Max will be back - isn't thed, Sally? By the
way, this is Sally - she's here, on holiday, stayhthe Kathlamba -
from Johannesburg."

Trying to keep patient, Cyndy smiled at the coupkém from
Johannesburg too, as a matter of fact."

"Oh? When do you go back?" the girl, Sally, asked.

“I'm not I've - I've moved here. | have a house.h@ybegan to move
off. "Really, | must just see about my car." SHied a hand, trying to
keep her attitude easy and friendly.

"Max told us to wait," Sally called out. "He wob'¢ long."

Furious with Max, hating him, Cyndy chose a coroerone of the
golden-yellow sofas. Short of pushing the truckafuhe way herself
there appeared to be little that she could do abouthile she had
been fool enough to leave the keys in the Cortweactvner of Berg
Pools had, very cunningly, removed the keys anétgted them after
he had moved her car.

Somebody brought her a drink, so she acceptechiling.

People began to tire of waiting for Max to comelbdtey began to
leave, their tail lights studding the darknesshes tsped down the
drive. That meant, she reasoned, that she miglabbeto get her
Cortina out of the parking area - but then a pictfréhe bay came
into her mind. Her car had an ornamental, ranclke-tyall directly in
front of it and a truck calmly marked "Berg Poolgimediately
behind it. In other words, she was completely béatin. If every car
In the area drove off it would still make no di#ace. She would still
be cut off.



Through the glass she could see several huges$tanag. Veils of

grey, almost colourless mist clung to the black ntaun peaks and
spilled down into valleys. Suddenly it was darkr ftestration gave
way to cold anger.

By the time Max arrived bade, practically all theegts had departed.
This was what he had, no doubt, reasoned on. Wdileteese people
had come from she could not begin to work out.

From her place on the golden-yellow sofa she wakden as he
came towards her with his usual long, lazy stridd wearing his
usual mocking smile, which did nothing to improwe kemper.

However, he was interrupted by people who had dtayeto say
goodbye and then, quite suddenly and quite unegghgtthey were
alone in the vast room, which was full of silenoswna silence which
insinuated itself into the senses.

Deciding to play it cool (that was a good slogan &opool, she

thought), she remained seated. "l appear to b&éédbim," she said,

"by a light truck, but heavy enough for all that,dause a complete
obstacle - as no doubt it was intended that it lsh'bu

Max went to a side table and poured himself a drivikodily she
watched him. He raised his glass. Silently he &zhker.

"There's a lot to be said for light trucks," hedsabm across the room
which was a litter now of glasses, plates and hatiére and uneaten
food, bottles and ashtrays, mountain- high wife r@gea butts and
ash.

She managed to hold her glance steady. "Did yothoso that |
could clean up this mess for you?"

Her remark caused him to laugh and she could hmpead his
handsome tanned face.



"It's no laughing matter." She stood up, her grgmen eyes
glittering. "l told you | wanted to get back befpdark. Now look
what you've done to me!" Her nerves were screammti
frustration.

"l didn't want you driving back on your own," heldcher, as he
watched her, between sips, over the rim of hissglas

"Really? Why didn't you want me driving back on myn? What
concern is it of yours?" She waited, then said,u'Yiaven't answered
my question."

"l think it answers your question very well."
"What am | supposed to do now?"

"I am going to drive you back,"” he said softly, 'my car. It's as
simple as that."

"I see. You have this all worked out, haven't ydh®re's this cold,
uncaring streak in you which I've noticed before."

"l happen to care very much," he said, but dismgshis remark, she
went on, "I'm beginning to know by now that evergva on your
part is plotted and calculated - in advance."

"And here we have something in common," he agrédeashly hope
my plotting doesn't slip up like yours did. | refedf course, to the
Escarpment Guest Farm. The day you came to spyolDoemember
that particular day?"

"Yes, | do. It happens to be a memory | could wellvithout, as it so
happens." Her eyes were green and glittering. "Won't have to
remind me of that day."



"That's the fate of being beautiful," he drawle@yihdy Collins, the
beautiful spy."

"Perhaps I'm overlooking something," she said, ,"lbaking into
consideration that you drive me home, am | expedtedget
somebody to drive me bad: here tomorrow - to yoateththat is, to
collect my car?"

"I'llhave it delivered to your house in the mompih

"Is that so?" She gave him a long furious look. Wk don't
particularly care for people | don't know driviny ar."

"And quite frankly, | don't blame you." His tone svaery reasonable.
"I'd be the same. That's why | intend driving yoar back. You know
me."

For several seconds Cyndy stood staring at hinthilog. him. She
felt herself begin to shake.

Finally she held out her hand. "The keys to my @arwvere left in it.
They were not there when | went to the car Mayetaem, please?"

"If you must have them - by all means." She watched as he
removed the keys from his pocket. He tossed thegmthyi in her
direction. She caught them, but the ring, witthiggavy gem-stone on
a silver chain, stung her fingers and she dropbekéys. She made
no attempt to pick them up and then watched, biregtduickly and
angrily, as Max stooped his dark head and pickethtirom the rug.
He slipped the keys into his pocket.

"Before we go," he said, as though nothing had &aeg, "I'm going
to pour us a drink - and by the way, there's stllaeck of food in the
kitchen. Stay and have a bite with me. | hardlyataty own parties,
and if I do, I'm not aware of it. | happen to barging right now and,"



he glanced at his watch, "in any case, you've [ngh@aissed your
dinner."

"I have missed my dinner. You saw to that, didaty"

He grinned. She saw the little gold cap on his tfremoth.
"Sometimes, just sometimes, something comes albagwe can
both agree on."

She watched him pouring fresh drinks. He brought dree and,
because she was shaking, she accepted it. "Maksegtbat home
while | get somebody in the kitchen to make somkeeoand put
something to eat out on a tray before this roomennder the
vacuum cleaner. You won't know it tomorrow." Hetgrgated with
his drink. "I'll drink mine in the kitchen?"

While he was away she began an inspection of tbmr@lass in
hand. She found herself gathering glasses and splatgether.
Scooping food into paper serviettes, she beganngdhkr a place to
dump it and then, disconcerted, she discoveredthatas back in the
room.

She regarded him, as he carried the tray towarelcdmversation
area, with interest - a woman's interest. She eectd talk about
pools in an attempt to draw him out and to revedidr his secrets
with regard to the pool game.

"l noticed your pool - in the garden," she said. tife Berg Pool."
She drew the words out sarcastically.

"A-ha!" He turned. "So that's why you gave in sudgeso that we
could get around to pool talk? Women really are/ &y, you know,
especially honey-blondes."

"It has been referred to, by my hairdresser in dolsburg, as
champagne-gold, if you must go into detail,” shd.sa



“I'm glad you mentioned this because, as it so éappl do have a
mind for detail. For instance, your eyes alwaysinehme of a lizard
| have in the garden. In the sun it shines likeeamerald-green
necklace."

Cyndy dismissed that. "We don't have to talk pdoit iwould
embarrass you," she said, getting back to pools.

"Now why should it embarrass me?" He passed héata.p'These
are good," he said. "I can personally recommenchiiehad three
back there, in the kitchen."

She sat down, taking her time. "From what I've gegl, around
these parts, you were always out to - to outsmanimaie, who, from
what I've also heard, happened to be a very chgrmam."

"And that's why you're out to try and outsmart me?"

"I wasn't talking about me," she snapped. "I watlking about
something that's about to happen but about songetiinich has
already happened.” Impatiently, she tried to maksdif clear. "I'm
talking - past tense!"

"Let me fill you in," he said. "When two people Won the same area
for any length of time, as in the case of Cliff @@ and myself, they
usually get to know each other's faults pretty wetpecially when

they happen to be in the same game. Cliff had duftd, make no

mistake about that."

"And you, of course, have none?"

"On the strength of a few weeks in the area,” h@ied, "you're
hardly in a position to judge. However, to get bagkhe point...
which is, you saw my pool in the garden - my BerglPo



Hoping to find out more about Berg Pools, she sdiduppose you
use it as a show pool?"

She saw his smile. "It's always there - to show t this isn't
Johannesburg, where competition is at its peak."

"You underestimate a lot of things, don't you?" saigl, very softly.
"Not at all. | merely see things as they are."

"On the face of things," in the light from sevdeabe lamps which he
had turned on, her skin and hair looked goldenu"gon't have to
worry, do you? | mean - all those outside interéstigh you, with the

great Max Steele, pool building is just a mere Igige It's common

knowledge, after all."

"l won't mince words," he said. "There's no momegaol building in
the Berg, and you're going to get hurt if you gdlonking otherwise.
Remember, also, that the more you outlay, the iyawestand to lose
in the end. You don't want to get involved with pkolike Bill
Gantry, while | happen to be on the subject ofiggthurt. Apart
from exposing yourself to frustration there's noghto be gained by
sidelines in the form of so-called 'leisure livingot in this part of the
world, anyway. The practice of estimating profits advance,
because of these wild schemes of yours, becausew kll about
them, can suffer almost a technical knock-out. Dog'tto distort
facts - if you do, you're likely to nose-dive. THisisure living'
marketing plan of yours can turn out to be nottbag a failure - in
any marketing sense."

For several moments Cyndy sat, saying nothing.f&8hshattered.

"Is - is that why you kept me here - to tell me hlE?" she asked.
‘Well, for your information, | have a good busindssad on my
shoulders."



"You can add my name to that list. It's also comrkaowledge,
Cyndy, that Ken Harris was sitting on the fencke la vulture -
window-shopping - waiting for Cliff to nose-dive. Had already
made up his mind to buy CIiff out, before you caomethe scene.
How he intends to handle you is anyone's guess."

"Well, you'll just have to wait and see how he Hamdme, won't
you?" The shaking had started again. She took afsipr drink and
the glass rattled against her teeth.

"l was merely trying to get across to you thatyois try to fly too
high, you could land yourself with a lot of problgfhhe said.

"Well, everybody has problems. | have one, righttpas a matter of
fact." Pointedly, she glanced in the direction bt tblackened
windows. "You, | suppose, don't experience probi&nghe brought
her eyes back to his face again. "Sure | have pnobl' Suddenly, the
thought of his problems gave her pleasure. "Bug,went on, "I'm

better equipped to ride them."

'‘Don't bet on that but, what's more important, hanv | getting
home?" She set her glass down with a loud clickthed, wanting to
keep her hands occupied, she picked it up agaire yAu going to
move that truck out of my way, or do | have to Waft

In a curt, dictatorial voice he said, "You're aasfyer here. You
shouldn't be travelling around on bad roads on younr just before,
or after, sunset. You might hit a boulder, and thvWaere would you
be? "

"Oh," she said carelessly, "I'd make a plan."

It would have been a relief, after all that tenskonsit back in his car
and relax as he drove her home, leaving her Cob#and. It had
been useless arguing with Max. Instead, her ndelegngled.



The sky was a black bowl of assorted glitteringn@ads. The
mountains appeared starlight-tinged."l suppose,Vbree was tight,
"you feel this is your round?"

"Il leave the last round to you," he said. 'ldhve you the last word.
But don't bother to go on with this - I'm beginnittggknow it by
heart."

Her house looked very beautiful, she thought, agaited there on
her, its rooms, all sited for sun during the dagtispilling out orange
light. To one side the pool - Blue Champagne tegid like sequined
velvet beneath the stars. Max drove right up tostiedlow steps of
the veranda and then switched off. The silence swaiklen and
seemed to be waiting on something.

Breaking it, Cyndy asked, "What is the position athmy car?"
"The position still stands. I'll return it in theomming."
"Personally?"

"Personally."

"And, just as a matter of interest, how do younadtgetting back to
your chalet after you've driven my car here? A be trusted to
drive you back in daylight hours ?"

“I'll trust you to drive me to the Kathlamba - amdrh there I'll find
my own way back."

"How lovely for Avril Goddard, because she, no dioubll drive you
back?"

"Where does Avril Goddard come into this?"

"Oh --" In the darkness, she shrugged. "It's comkmowledge."



"And so now we think we have it all in a nutshéll ?

She opened the door and stepped out lightly ohgaéw- drenched
lawn. Already she was considering what she wouldrwehen he
returned her car in the morning.

"l won't ask you in," she said, through the opendew of the car.

Lifting a hand, Max drawled, "You'rso like your uncle." Then he
started the car, and she stood back and watcleedittdisappeared
back down the drive.

During the long night she tried not to think of M8keele - to fight
him off - but she couldn't. He kept forcing his wato her mind, and
when she did finally sleep it was to dream of hamd there was a
white ornamental wall at the back of the dream.



CHAPTER VII

WHEN Max drove up to the house in the morning, Cyndg juest
finished breakfast. Somehow she had not expectedthis early,
although Ken and Judd had already left for work.

Her hair hung loosely to the shoulders of the pae&lpink shirt she
was wearing with well cut black slacks. The pinktsemphasized
the colour of her green eyes.

"You look like a cat - with those green eyes," émarked, getting out
of her Cortina.

"l thought it was a lizard?" she said, and he grthn

"Well," he turned to look at the gold Cortina, "betris - delivered all
in one piece." He half closed his blue eyes agadinst slanting
morning sun.

"Norah has just made coffee. Would you like a cupfi?é knew she
had relaxed with him.

His eyes mocked her. "You aren't inviting me in,any chance, are
you?"

"Well, yes, if you want to." She felt herself gogeces.

"Now | knowyou were just talking," he said, "but in any cd'se, had
coffee, thank you."

"Well, in that case, I'll tell Norah I'm leaving."

When she came out of the house again Max was st the
slasto surround of the pool gazing down at théstter.



"The motor hasn't come on yet," she said quickdyniog up to him.

"It changes the whole pool when it does, of coutssuddenly looks
alive and sparkling. The filter only comes on alteut It's set for that
time, you know. When it does - well,, as I've juatds the whole pool
is transformed. It reminds me of a blue bowl filladth stars,

glittering and moving about in the sun. At niglitwe leave the filter
on, it looks like a black bowl of stars."

"You don't have to bother with sales talk - not te, mnyway." he

said, giving her a slow smile, but able to destreywith his sarcasm.
He tossed the keys to her and she caught themhangddn a sudden
impulse, tossed them back. Somehow she could nmog herself to

drive with him sitting next to her, watching evenpvement.

"Will you drive?" she asked, "seeing that you drbeee, anyway."

In the car she told him, "Last night | dreamed oliyThere was a
white 'ornamental wall involved." She realised thla¢ had relaxed
with him again and she knew, almost immediatelgt te was coolly
and amusedly aware of this.

He turned to look at her, driving with casual atitem and yet she
knew that he would be able to deal with unexpegtetholes or
boulders. The dust floated up and then rode albagarly morning
sunbeams. "That must have bothered you quite "aHetanswered.
"You'd better not make it a habit"

"l don't intend to." She found that she was gettisgd to matching
his mockery with mockery of her own.

There was something vital about him, she founddiktisinking. It
gave the impression of steely violence, like hismaa Steele. The
name suited him. Max Steele had the kind of petggrthat could
bring out the wildcat in a girl - or maybe the &itf depending on the

girl.



"Take my advice," he was saying, "go along and BdeGantry
about your poolside furniture."

"How come you're so interested, all of a suddenf®' asked. "I
thought you were warning me against Bill Gantry?"

"l am warning you. Somebody might just steal yal@as.".

“Tm not worried, but I'll go into Lindeque whendtghe urge. | don't
worry that easily," said Cyndy, who was spendingertone than she
imagined possible worrying lately. "I'm beginnirgwonder who |
can begin to trust around here."

"What you're trying to tell me is that you've beegrned against Max
Steele, is that it?" he said, and she laughedyighd

The smell of early mountain mist, lifting now, lesv and
dew-damped earth pervaded the car. A brightly pturtoed with
dusty wings flew in front of the bonnet. Max slackd speed. Cyndy
sat back, revelling in the unfolding vistas, extiésnt growing as she
studied the harsh, jagged outlines of the mountaires sun-kissed
slopes. Clouds were swirling around some of th&pdaut they were
not threatening clouds. The sun bounced off thewithdscreen and
she narrowed her eyes.

Max kept his speed easy now as they drove betvwesesttirdy stone
pillars which formed the entrance to the Kathlarklmdel grounds.
The road climbed fairly steeply. Cyndy found hefrsal the look-out
for the horses which always seemed to be grazirigisnparticular
area.

"I'm terrified of horses," she confessed. "I'm as/dempted to go
riding, but | can never pluck up enough courage lBeen told that
horses, like dogs, can sense when a person is user@od that
because of this they play up."



"Well, there are a number of quiet horses for atr¢he hotel. You
could always start off on one of them, until yousdoyour
nervousness. Speak to Avril about it - she arratigeesides.”

"l know she does. | stayed at the hotel befordualty moved to the
Berg. | was here to sort things out in connectiath w with my -

inheritance." Her voice was suddenly stiff at thention of Avril's

name.

They continued in silence for a while and, just whige silence was
beginning to get on her nerves, he said, "Arenl gfraid of the
disorder your inheritance might bring into youeff

"Disorder? I'm adoring everything about it. I'vewals been
business-minded at heart. At the same time, howéVeve peace.
That's why | love the Berg."

"Well, let's hope you get it." He destroyed heriadyy a flick of the
tongue.

"I don't intend to let the things which upset myclenupset me." She
was getting worked up again. It was so easy tongeked up over
him, she thought, impatient with herself.

The hotel came into sight. Already the African wonweere seated
near the car park, the sun striking down on thekdtasware,
beadwork, primitive carvings and pottery which thegd set out,
market-style, before them.

"Who built the old pool at the hotel?" Cyndy asked.

"l have no idea," Max answered. "Possibly the peegio were here
before Byron and Kiko took over. Whoever it wapgéd up on the
site."

"Oh? Why?" .



"It happens to be in a cold spot - even on a hot Qayte apart from
that, however, the pool has long past served pgse. It's in a bad
way now ... certainly not a very good advert fag athlamba. It's
not a bowl of stars, in other, words. I'm particiylanterested in
changing all this. The new pool must be a stunner."

"Once again you have to mock me, don't you? Igifitrae to liken my

pool to a bowl of stars? When you're not being dugir sarcastic

there's this constant barrage of mockery. Thingssarhard to - to -
separate in a critical mind like yours." As shekspshe gave him an
assessing sideways glance.

“I'm only sarcastic or mocking when I'm depressdt"told her.
"Right now, I'm depressed."

He parked next to the entrance of the hotel. glltk your car here
and then you can drive straight out without knogkamything down.
The drive is anything but complicated, being ciacuil

"I'm trying to work out why you're depressed,” sa&d. "You have
no reason to be - what with the Kathlamba Hotel mooitract just
having been dropped into your lap."

"Sometimes, when | get to thinking about it, it g@@ur on me."

"I find that hard to believe." She lifted her shaerds. "Is this the
arrangement, then? That | just leave you herentd four own way
back to your chalet? "

"You don't need to leave me."
"What does that mean?"

"It means come and have coffee with me."



For some unknown reason she had been feeling aelutct slip over
to the driver's seat and drive straight back tahese, so his remark
sent a shaft of excitement through her. "Thank ydill.the car be all
right here, though? It says 'no parking in froneofrance'."

"This is almost my second home. | can get away walthsorts of
things now, but in any case, I'll move it from #@rance."

Thinking of Avril Goddard which involved his vigity the hotel at
every possible moment she said, "Yes, | suppogealmost your
second home. No doubt, under the circumstancesygbaway with
alot."

"Are you jumping to conclusions again?" He shot aeramused
glance.

They had their coffee on the veranda. There had Ibeesign of
Avril, and because there were people on the veramdeknew Max,
they were not alone. The thought that she was p@safed because
of this struck Cyndy with devastating effect.

Max walked with her to the car. "Are you sure yavé a lift back to
your chalet?" she asked. "I could always dgreetback home now."
She laughed.

"Thanks, but I'm meeting someone,” he told her, &hdy
wondered at the depression she felt. Instead afggback to the
house she found herself driving in the directioiole- que. On an
impulse, she decided to pay Bill Gantry a visit.

Bill was standing at the open doorway to his shapd when she
pulled up outside, he waddled down to the pavenmenteet her. "I
was going to phone you. I've just about got thegkiready for you,"
he told her.



"Oh, good. | must have known something," she repkager to grasp
at a reason as to why she should have felt scessséfter leaving
Max Steele at the Kathlamba Hotel. "How did theytout? "

Bill scratched his chin. "Well, at first, | mustrad, | thought you

were crazy -- all that intricate scrollwork. topdabottom, but now
that I've more or less finished them I'll go so darto say that they
look very nice. So do the tables. Come, and ldvslyou."

He led the way through to the door in his officel dhen through
another door into the tremendous and gloomy wonksitahe back
of the shop.

The work came right up to her expectations andetins a look of
secret excitement about her as she began visuglise colourful
cushions on the chairs and the obscure glass tofigedables.

"Is there a place here where | can have the ghgssdut? | meant to
ask you the other day, but somehow | forgot. Bé to be thinking
about glass tops now."

It was finally arranged that Bill would see to thaart for her.
Apparently there was a glass cutting works in thels town of
Lindeque.

"As soon as | have everything ready I'll phone ymd have the
furniture delivered to you," Bill said.

Thrilled about everything, she drove home benedtigla hot sun.

The next two weeks she spent converting her urstieio into what
was to be her garden furniture and plant shop gdmiost of the work
herself owing to the fact that Ken and Judd werametely involved
with a pool. Working in old faded jeans, her ha@dtback, she
enjoyed herself completely.



Finally the studio was ready to receive her firatch of poolside
furniture. Her "leisure living" marketing plan whsginning to take
shape. Who her customers were going to be was emnoidtter.

"Norah," she said, after a long spell of arrangamgl rearranging
plants, "l feel | must have a break from all thighink IH go walking.
It's time | had some exercise - you know, breatl@rgrcise," she
laughed.

"Well, you've worked hard enough,” Norah .repli€dou certainly
deserve a break. You've been at it non-stop fop#se two weeks."

“I'll'think I'll take the car," Cyndy went on, "andrive out in the
direction of the Kathlamba, and when | find a svlgaspot, I'll park
the car and get out and walk. I'm not even goinghange." She
glanced at her faded jeans and pink shirt. "I'mgdbd go just as |
am."

"You always look lovely," Norah said warmly. "Bub de careful.
We don't want you getting lost or climbing too hayhd having a fall.
It's quite easy to have an accident in the BergneV you don't
exactly go mountaineering."

"I'll be careful, don't worry, and when | come bagdktend to have a
gorgeous bath and relax. Even the woethx sounds marvellous.
Anyway, I'm thankful that I've managed to get eteing sorted out.
When Bill Gantry delivers the furniture there'll Ib@ panic as to
where it has to go. I'm glad | managed to sorteoféw plants, too.
Later on, of course, I'll buy some from that fatbwas very good of
Judd to strike all those cuttings for me and to wjigand sort out
suitable plants for potting, especially as he aed Kre so busy. One
of these days | must begin to think about matéoiathe cushions to
the chairs. If | thought it would pay me, I'd eveake a trip to
Johannesburg for this."



After a pause, Norah said, "I see you have itlathped. | don't know
whether I'm doing the right thing in mentioningghbut Judd is
worried that you might be taking on too much - ykoow,
financially. In recent months they even had to takework as far
away as Newcastle in order to keep going."

"l didn't know this." Cyndy widened her eyes. "tstile business
paying Norah? | mean to say, does Judd think we're h@emvhy out?
Ken doesn't seem unduly worried."

"No, Blue Champagne is not on the way out, Cyntlyjust that Judd
sees things as they are. Ken's a nice enoughfétitev,” but ... well,

| don't want to say too much. | just thought Ijo you off about too
much spending.” Norah laughed, but it was a foreedh. "You
don't want to go bankrupt."

"No, you can say that again," Cyndy smiled, thigkthat perhaps
Judd and Norah weren't very venturesome.

Soon after driving past the gateposts of the Kathk Cyndy eased
the Cortina over the bumps and, after climbing hilefor a short
distance, she turned the car on to the tufts afggfBouncing over it,
she parked beneath a tree and got out and stretakaedously,
tilting her face to the sun and breathing deeplyg. & sides the
horizon was hemmed by the mountains with their dpamle
shadows but here, where she was, the mountains lereand
moulded but steep enough nevertheless to givehleeexercise she
craved.

When she reached the top she sank down breathksgliay in the

tall, dry grass. It was so still that the stillnessemed to thunder
against her ears. Gazing up to the sky, she fetew rush of

thanksgiving. "l don't know why he did it," she wpered, "but thank
you."



For a while, she lay thinking about Cliff Collirend then she sat up,
hugging her knees and gazing at the mountains,hwlbicked vast
and manless ... silent blue and purple distancesnbelow, near the
road, two horses were grazing, and near to thenthege the car was
parked there were two horses grazing on their édWsviously the
animals belonged to the hotel. Perhaps they werpemsion, she
thought, smiling to herself. Retired horses. Rdtirem carting hotel
guests about. A car engine droned, disturbing dae@, and she saw
the dust from it before she saw the car and thenvwsitched as it
continued on its way in the direction of the hot@therwise,
everything was peaceful.

Eventually she stood up and dusted the grass fremjeans. She
shook back her hair. She was ready to go back rovher house. It
never ceased to amaze her. Then she would havg,a&ented bath
and by that time it would be time for tea, whicle sfould carry out to
the poolside on her favourite baked-enamel bricktray.

Going down the mountain was far easier and, inime,tshe was
beside the car which was hot from the sun. Ther® tiva smell of
baking leather upholstery. The horses were onlgva $teps away,
their sensitive noses bent to the grass, and ampuse she walked
softly towards the one nearest the car. The anlifted its head and
she stopped, her heart beats faltering to a stlypebehey raced on
again.

Why, she asked herself, had she this fear of h@ri$egas so stupid.
Nearly everybody she knew thought nothing of reaglaut a hand

and patting a horse's soft nose or nuzzle, or what# was that

horses had. She knew so little about horses fosithple reason that
she had always feared them.

The horse continued to nibble. She could heardhad of the grass
being bitten off. When the animal raised its haaceyes looked as



though they had been dipped in honey. "Hello," Gymdhispered.
"You gorgeous thing!"

At the back of her mind there was the thought thatses were
unpredictable when it came to kicking, so, carefuotl to lay herself
open to a sudden assault, she kept to one sidetheamd slowly
stretched out a hand and placed her fingers ligintlhe horse's nose.
Her confidence grew and she went closer, marveliihghe long
eyelashes.

It never struck her that the horse could be actimghat, when he
moved his head impatiently and caught her foreagtwéen yellow

teeth she was absolutely unprepared for it. Hettifeg mind was

aware that she had not cried out but had drawrep sleocked breath.
The bite was over before she could even move, hed, twith a

dancing step, the horse made off, leaving her stgrttiere looking

stupidly at a bruise which was already forming en drm.

By the time Max Steele came on the scene her fae pale and
shocked. One moment she had been alone and thearetcoming
from the hotel had stopped and Max was coming tdsvéwer, the
grass making dry rustling noises as he brushedigfwrd. *

"I thought | recognized the car,” he said, thentiamy that
something was amiss with her, "What is it? Has gbimg
happened?”

Suddenly Cyndy felt like crying and put the fingefsboth hands
over her lips and nodded. Very quietly, very gehtyasked, "Cyndy,
what is it?"

"I've been bitten by a horse," she whispered, &dee fishen now.

"Where?"



She gave him her arm which looked bruised and angmg tiny
blonde hairs on her skin shone in the sun.

Thinking of those yellow teeth, she said, "I'm &iraf - rabies!"

"The skin isn't broken. The way | see it," he tbler, "you have
nothing to worry about."

Her face was strangled with apprehension. "Yeaplkthe skin isn't
broken, but there was saliva on my arm. What abaluta? I've heard
that the skin doesnhlaveto be broken to get rabies - it's just th
saliva --" She broke off, then went on, "He - he sdbtely
hoodwinked me into thinking he was friendly. Hisaldnappearance
was one of friendliness, otherwise | should newarehapproached
him. His eyes - even his eyes - looked as if trey jast been dipped
in honey, and then - he - bit me, just like that."

"It's only a bruise," said Max, stroking her arm.

"l think you're deliberately misunderstanding mé&lie lifted her
voice. "I'm afraid of rabies, | tell you. I'm prdidg going to die."

Max's hands closed on her shoulders and she kravihéhmust feel
her trembling.

"No, you're not going to die. To put your mind estrabout this we'll
drive into Lindeque and see a doctor. Leave yourwdzere it is,
under the tree, and we'll sort that one out later."”

In his car Cyndy took a long quivering breath.| "tiever trust a
damned horse again!"

"That was kind of silly, wasn't it? To trust himtime first place?"

"I don't intend to make it a habit, believe md.n&ver touch a horse
again."



"Nonsense. You'll get over this shock. I'll teacluyo ride one day."
"Never! I'll never ride."

He drove fast, she noticed, the wheel vibratingelaém his tanned
hands. "l was just coming back from the pool sitha Kathlamba,"
he told her.

Suddenly pools meant nothing to her. All she waidedb wadive ...
not compete against Max Steele and Berg Pools.aHe&mpt at
indifference to her predicament was not going tokywehe thought.
Those teeth. That saliva. One needed only the tofichat spittle
alone. Max could not fool her.

"Recently,” he was saying, "I saw a kid at the hetho'd been
nipped on the face by a temperamental horse."

"And what happened ?" she asked tensely.

"I saw him a couple of days after the bite, andriafieom a
discoloured face, because of some red mixture whiathi been
applied to the bite, he was fine."

Not believing a word he said, Cyndy studied her.dtier face was
white and set.

They travelled in brooding, nagging silence. Maangled at his
watch. "l happen to know the doctor," he saidlsbdaappen to know
he'll be in his rooms right now. He has a babyiclonce a week, at
this time. | know, because | was caught myself ohget something
in my eye and had to wait my turn, along with tladiles."

She made no attempt to laugh, not even out ofquads. "Well, |
hope | don't have to wait. Let's face it - if | daget treatment soon I'll
get rabies."



"You haven't been bitten by a rabid horse, for Gedke." He was
impatient with her now.

"How do you know?"

"For a sQ-called smart girl you talk like a fool g kold her. "Those
horses back there belong to the hotel."

"So what? | can't see what difference it makes Wiay belong to.
That's hardly the point, is it?"

The waiting room greeted them with its baby noass howls. At the
door Max ordered, "Go in and sit down. I'll go rduo the back and
try to catch the doctor's eye. I'll explain whaégppened."

Several young mothers looked up as Cyndy enteeetbttm and she
was immediately conscious of her jeans and heldadnagp hair, so,
lifting her arm, she said, "I've just been bittgnabhorse."

"Oh, that's not so nice," a middle-aged woman, whs apparently
there with her daughter and a newly acquired graifdticsaid. "One
always thinks of rabies. | know | would."

After a shocked silence on the part of everyoned@ylound the
strength to say, "That's why I'm here. | think thaty too. I'm here
with all the other babies." She tried to smile. At they sweet?"

The silver-haired doctor opened the interleading rdand the
conversation which had so tactlessly and instasglsung to life
quickly faded. The room was thick with tension.

"Come through and I'll have a look at your arm,@ toctor said,
standing to one side, so that Cyndy could passHHered the way to
a sun-dappled room which resembled an Americahdatc



Max was there and immediately Cyndy's eyes flewino. Her eyes
were very green and looked troubled. They heldsiinggestion of
tears. "Take it easy," said Max.

A baby screamed with rage all the time the doctas attending to
her arm, assuring and reassuring her that shebsadugéely nothing
to worry about. "All you'll have to show will befading bruise for the
next few days," he said. "The skin isn't brokert, ivertheless, I'm
going to give you something. Come in and see metmw, or the
next day."

"Do you think I'll be all right?" she asked, inat voice.
"You can set your mind at rest - there's nothingréory about.”

"Well, | just hope you're right," she murmured, aindpped her high
tense shoulders.

Outside, it was beginning to get cool.

Lost in misery, Cyndy muttered, "I'm sorry - | guésgent to pieces,
Max."

"You were very good, actually." He took her hand #ren kissed her
wrist.

"No, | wasn't. | was a coward and | know it. It waghe actual bite
but what could be behind the bite that shattered! el won't rest
until at least ten days have elapsed, no mattet thikadoctor had to
say on the subject."

"Il take you home now," said Max.
"What about my car?" she asked.

"We'll make a plan,” he smiled.



"We always seem to be making plans about carsutabypcar," she
sighed. "You drive me home - | drive you home --"

Depressed, she bit her lip, then added, "It doasake an awful lot of
sense."

"It makes aot of sense." He helped her into the car and thenngot
himself. "Now, just take it easy and relax," heltber. 'Don't worry
about your car. I'll see you get it bade."

At the steps to the veranda he gave her a steally'lGo and take a
bath and then go straight to bed. You've had akshoc

"Would you like to come in?" she asked. "Have sdmmegt to drink -
after all you've been through with me, and allatieer babies."

"I won't come in. I'd prefer it if you did as | tbiou. Judd's wife will
be there to help you, of course?"

"Yes." For some unknown reason she said, "l told. yorah and
Judd Dixonlive in this house - not just me and - me - | meanjusit
Ken Harris. Actually, Ken Harris lives in a rondaven the garden.”

"Okay," he said, "I believe you. I'll keep in toudh you need -
anything - just let me know. I'm on the phone."

"Thank you."

Cyndy stood there, in a conflict of emotions. Whyguld she feel like
crying?

Was it just because he had been kind to her fagdnc



CHAPTER VIII

SHE wondered why she felt disappointed when Ken ad dook it
into their own hands and drove out, to where henes parked, and
brought it back. After Ken had parked it Judd hatl @ut of Ken's
Fiat and phoned Max Steele to tell him that they, leetween them,
collected the Cortina.

Max phoned the following day to find out how sheswd'm being
spoilt and I'm being kept in bed," she said. "Nonan't hear of my
getting up."

"Then | won't come and see you," he answered. wésds, she lay,
for a long time, wondering why.

Tense and unhappy, she lived through the next &gs e watching
her health for every possible symptom and therihereleventh day,
when she pronounced herself out of danger the dbagdprehension
she had been carrying about lifted and disappeared.

That morning she drove into Lindeque. Lightheasteshe gambled
on a completely unknown furnishing fabric which gingt knew was
going to be a success so far as cushions for haitdte was
concerned. Her mind moved ahead to the things Emned to do
with the rest of the day at Lindeque. In view o fact that she had
merely signed a slip of paper, which Bill Gantrgtsszer had handed
to her, on the day the furniture had been deliveskd decided to pay
him a visit to show her appreciation.

What she saw in Bill Gantry's small shop windowssiher to catch
her breath. There, behind the grubby glass, weaue dbairs and a
table to her own design.

When she stopped trembling she went up the stépsthie shop.
From behind the heavy hand-wrought iron gates tloamae the
hollow sound of clanging. "Mr. Gantry," Cyndy calle€'are you in?"



"Hello," he wheezed, through the grille-work. "B withyou in just
a moment. Hold on. | have to keep this gate lockédo many
scoundrels about for my liking."

While he was gone she looked at the chairs ané.tdllere was no
getting away from it - they had been made to heige

"Hello," Bill said again, as he came into the sHafhat can | do for
a beautiful young lady? How did you like your fuume, by the way?
| did a nice job, hey?"

"A very nice job. | like them very much." With amdertone of

coolness she went on, "l was wondering - so mamggseem to
have been happening to me, lately, but - er - dithawe some kind of
misunderstanding?" She turned to look at the furaiin the window.

"You see, | don't remember having ordered morarited to see how
the others sold first, before | became too muclolved. You know

how it is?" She smiled now, wanting to give him thenefit of the

doubt.

"Oh, those!" he laughed, shrugging plump, slopihgusders. “No,
no," there was an edge to his voice, "there habeén a
misunderstanding. | just thought I'd have one ar tmade for myself
and stick them in the window. If they sold, theydsand if they
didn't, they didn't. Well, they sold. A chappie Wha farmer bought
the lot. Would you believe it? So | had some moexlenand stuck
them in the window there."

"You've been very busy." Her voice was sarcastic.

"Ja, well --" he shrugged again, his head on ode, silmost coyly,
“that's old Bill Gantry for you."

After a moment she said, "Those chairs happen to bey personal
design - so does the table. How do you work tha oat, Mr
Gentry?"



Bill whistled on a low speculative note. "What nete to work out?
All I did was to make a couple of extra chairs aalles and stick
them in the window. There's no harm in that, sitéost of these
wrought-iron things look the same, anyway."

"I don't think so. A lot of work went into the dgsi. | spent a lot of
time over designing them. As you yourself remarKegrticularly
went to town with the scrollwork."

He laughed. "Lady, you can say that again! Butdlsenothing so
unusual about it, when you come to boil it all dovdi those twirls
and what-have-you are all the same. Actually, yoovknt's not so
different from the kind of stuff | make myself."

"Your work revolves mostly around gates and thihgise said. "l did
notice, though, that you had a couple of verand&rsim here a while
back, but they were absolutely straightforward himg like these."

"Ja, ja, that's right. Those are the sort of cht@as up until now have
sold very easily in these parts. But seeing thvaad making yours |
got the fellers back there to do a couple extiakard of feeler, if you
know what | mean, and put them in the window. Tkeld right

away, like | told you. Almost the same day. Aftéy"ais voice was

joking, "they aren't copyright, are they? You didhave them
patented, did you?"

"No, but don't you see? This means a lot to mead@lelon't do that
again. I'll have to buy those in the window novstjto safeguard my
own design. I'd hate you to go turning out more s@iting them. It
would completely put a spoke in my wheel, as thy@gpgoes."

"Ja, but what abounywheel?" He laughed again and then sobere
"These are already sold, as a matter of fact. §mggto deliver them
tomorrow. Max Steele was in here and, as soon asaWwehem, he
bought up the lot."



"Max Steel?" She widened her green eyes, concamgrdiMax
Steelebought them?"

"Yes, old Max bought them. Didn't argue."

"What did he buy them for?" she asked.

"I don't have the answer to that one. | can onlgsgyl' Bill replied.
"Well, I'm sorry, he can't have them - they're niine.

"Can't he? He's already paid for them. What do yman they're
yours? What difference can it possibly make whatgtethey are?"

"It makes a big difference. You copied my desighatfwas hardly
fair, was it?"

"It wasn't a case of copying. It's just that | sendhe chaps back in
there 'Make one or two while you're turning therh'dwften do that,

as a matter of fact. The same applies to gardessgaindow guards
... anything. You name it, | copy it - | mean, Irtunore out. It keeps
the ball rolling. You've got to keep it rolling whgou're in business.
You should know that." His voice was accusing.

"Max Steele apparently knows it. He knew | was hguhose chairs
and tables made for what purpose. What right haob f[yg® and buy
them?"

"He had all the right in the world. Once a thinginsmy window
anybody can buy them, just so long as they payhm. That goes
without saying. That's what | call sense."”

“I'm furious about this." Recognizing the uselessneof the
argument, she said, "I was going to have othentfunen made here,
but I've changed my mind."



Bill took his lower lip between his thumb and fongfer and

squeezed it out of shape. When he released itiig"sad no idea
there'd be such an uproar over a few darned chaddables. Lady,
this is my business. Making chairs, tables, fenoesglar guards and
any old thing you like happens to be my businesanlturn out what
| like. There's no law against it. | could see etyme in a magazine
tomorrow and copy it, if | wanted to. Nobody cosldp me."

"Don't keep calling me lady!" she snapped. "Somehtrusted you. |
didn't expect you to do this to me. | might havpeoted it of - of Max
Steele, but not you. After all, you knew what thaics were for, right
from the start."

"You have your uncle's temper, all right," Bill gieed.

The sunlight slid along the badly tiled floor. Ighlighted the chairs
and table, which Bill had spray-painted white.

Cyndy stared at than for a long moment and thenirtg, she walked
out of the shop. Suddenly she wanted to hurt M&el8tmore than
she had ever wanted to hurt anyone in her life.

Remembering how kind he had been to her, she lod&ech at her
arm. Then she lifted her head and gazed at the taosnin the
distance. At the top of the mountains it would keageful. She
wondered how much peace she was going to find MdRk Steele
always as her rival. There was going to be no rpeace - no more
sun-soaked days for her. At the back of every dayetwas going to
be Berg Pools.

Her thoughts flew to Johannesburg, with its skylkrieskyscrapers
and yellow-crusted mine-dumps, and for the firsitisince leaving it
she began to ask herself whether she had donesahing) in giving

up everything to come and carry on a business afloigh she knew
absolutely nothing. A feeling of panic began t@ ngp inside her.



After some more desultory shopping she drove hamdecauld think
of nothing but Max and the fact that she was gtinge in for a hard
time over him - just in the same way as her uncteldeen plagued by
Berg Pools and the man who built them. When shehgate she
parked the car and went straight to the shop, wiséee stood
brooding and staring at the furniture which hadrbeede in Bill
Gantry's workshop. It was obvious that she wouldeh® do more
thinking - more planning and a whole lot more schmgmi

Later she went to sit by the sun-scattered pool.ligigan to toy with
the idea of selling the house and moving her bsgsiné
Johannesburg. Where would one start? The idea seeonepletely
out of her scope and her mind fiddled around watme of the small
but flourishing Natal towns which were fairly nedo the
Drakensberg resorts. Perhaps she could continusonduct the
business from the Berg - without going so far aseib, but build
pools in other areas.

That was it! Cyndy began to feel excited. She wobldld the
business up. Her mind took flight. There was no &nid - nothing
was impossible to her. She saw pools set in hugarses of green
lawn, pools carved out of rock, pools lapping ladfuinto cocktail
lounges with coloured, underwater lighting. Ken Wodo the plans,
with suggestions from her. The whole concept obal pvould be
designed to blend with the garden and would nanyway interfere
with the landscaping. Lower decks would be reacbgdsteps
descending from upper decks, breaking what coulchéxely dreary
expanses of walls. Set in mosaic tiles walls cdudse a whole
number of adjustable inlet valves and fountainsiccdne arranged
without even interfering with swimming space. BlG&ampagne
Pools would be different.

In the afternoon she drove to the farm which sheeraiced on the
outskirts of Lindeque, and spent most of the aftemlooking at
plants. There was something soothing about makirdhace of



these. When she left the farm it was with the ayeament that Ken
would pick up the flowering shrubs and plants whsble had bought
in the light truck.

During dinner she said, "Ken, | know you're tirddjt don't be
cautious with me, just be candid - could Max Stemtesh Blue
Champagne?"

"l daresay we could smash him, if we tried hardugmo" His smile
revealed that he was taking her question lighdy.hy\Wwhat
happened?”

She told him about Bill Gantry having had sevefaics and tables
made to her design and about Max having boughtrties which she
had seen in the window.

"They're probably for his own poolside at his chal&en replied.
"Max would do anything to rile a Collins. Patio fiture is the last
thing he'd be interested in."

"Well, | just don't see it that way." She sat back in ¢tlesir and
blinked several times. "The way | see it is thatx\N&eele isn't to be
trusted."”

"Let's forget about Max," said Ken. "I'm tired ofdring about Max.
The Berg is our oyster."

"He's completely destroyed my mood," Cyndy went on.
"Well, don't let him destroy it."

That night, for the first time, she was aware @f thoonlight and the
loneliness. The tops of the trees caught the shineing the foliage
to silver and the pool to a bowl of stars.



On the day Ken brought the plants from the farmrebaptured some
of her confidence. She watched him as, with an sagngth, he
lifted them from the truck and carried them rouhd side of the
house to her shop.

"Look at the colours!" she said excitedly. "A soffflame- pink. I'm

so thrilled they're actually flowering. Imagine thenext to a
sapphire-blue swimming-pool - superb. By the wdnad a poster put
up in the tea-room, this side of Lindeque, and fagoinside the
bakery. Let me show you some other posters | dih. Khey're in the
study. I've been busy on them for days."

Suddenly she was unnerved at the way in which Kas laoking at
her. "By the way," she began to lead the way ouhefshop, "have
you heard from - er - what's her name ? "

"Have | heard from who?" She knew that he was beugosely
evasive.

"You know - you told me you had a - a girl - the onéNiewcastle.
What did you say her name was ?"

"I didn't,"” he said.

They were inside the study now and she was awatension. "I
wanted to tell you," she gave him a smile, "that'stwelcome to
come here whenever she likes, so you can be tagefthe odd
weekend and so on. She'd be very welcome."

"Thank you." He said it in an abrupt kind of way iaHh left her
feeling uneasy. "l don't think it will be necess#&oyput her up - it's
not serious. In fact, | don't think it will ever beecessary to put
anyone up ... not so far as I'm concerned, that is.

"l see. Well..." she smiled again, "the offer sithnds."



She showed him the posters she had done.

"They're certainly very colourful,” he agreed, ahen there was
another silence - more tension in the air. At thekled her mind there
were warning signals.

After he had left the study Cyndy stood gazingajuhe window and
then she pushed slightly trembling fingers throdmgr hair. The
thought that Ken Harris might be falling in lovetiwher filled her
with confusion.

Kiko Page surprised her by phoning the next day.

"Cyndy," she said breezily, "l want you and Kerdmne to our buffet
supper on Sunday evening."

"Thank you. That sounds fun. I'll speak to Ken abiplbut I'm sure it
will be all right.”

"I'm not going to take no for an answer," Kiko tdidr, laughing.
"You were supposed to come ages ago - | just &ooltv where time
gets to. And of course, we have all these upheavatur side."

Cyndy did not like to ask what the upheavals wdreug although
Kiko spoke as though she should know.

When Ken and Judd came home to lunch, it beingadribe rare

occasions when they left the pool site in the neddlthe day, Cyndy
told Ken about Kiko's invitation. "You don't hawegay yes, if you'd
rather not go. | could always drive there by myséh an old

Berg-ite now."

"Why shouldn't | want to go?" There was a kind afzged
impatience in his voice.



"I was thinking of - well, if youdo have a girl, it could cause - ill
feeling. It's only natural."

"There isn't a girl involved. There was nothingieas between us. |
thought | made that clear. She was just a girlevkri

"Was?" Cyndy gave him a small tight smile. "Why paest tense?"

"Because that's what it is - past tense." Both waeware of the
constraint.

"I keep wishing | could be more useful," she sadanging the
subject,

"You are useful," he told her. "You've taken ovse books and the
ordering and the haggling that goes along with ah#ering and
having goods delivered and the signing for it. Yam the wages,
you're organizing a shop - a show pool. | couldgand on"

"Talking about wages," she said, "is it all righitlbring the wages out
to the pool site this afternoon? It will save yauming back here for
them."

"Fine - if you'd like that."
"l would, very much."

After lunch she did the wages and when she hashiad she sat back
and eyed the brown packets which she had namedamtbered,
with satisfaction. Then she carried the cash- loakthe ledgers to the
safe and put them away. She changed into a bl&ak,bivhich went
very well with her gold colouring, and lost no tinmediving into the
pool.

Sunshine sliced over her as she finally emerged the water which
was sparkling and making water noises through bemgerfectly



filtered. Reaching for her scarlet and pink toveéle spread it out on
the slasto and lay down to sunbathe for aboutefiftainutes until it

was time to change and collect the pay envelopgsiave out to the

pool site.

Max Steele had lodged himself in some inner recé$er mind. It
was incredible how time had flown, she thought¢sithat day at Bill
Gantry's when she had discovered the furniture lwhax been made
to her design in the window. The furniture whichXMed bought.

Cyndy had not seen Max since the day she had bgen, although
he had phoned three times to find out how she 8lae found herself
trying to visualise that handsome tanned face shatcouldn't, and
she felt impatient with herself.

Later she drove out to the site in the Cortina. ifwaintains looked
calm. She wondered whether Byron had forgottenhtbdtad invited
her to go on an organized walk to the Gorge. Tihentlsought of the
buffet supper, to which she had been invited, aoddered whether
Max would be there.

The site was at a farm and Ken came forward to imeet
"Did you remember the pay-packets?" he asked tgigsin

Cyndy noticed how his eyes rested on her mouth taokl her eyes
away from him. "Of course | remembered. The poataming on,
isn't it? | adore the old farmhouse. Tell me, do ha&ve a pool
immediately after this one? It just struck me, Vérait seen you busy
on a plan. I've been so busy with other things thetven't noticed
what's going on." She gave him an almost frighteloed. It was
strange, she thought, but she couldn't even remenibee
Champagne having quoted a price recently.

"No," Ken answered. "We don't have a pool immedyaddter this
one."



In the background of their conversation the Afrearere chanting as
they worked.

Cyndy's heart stood still. "You mean we - we've ouhof pools?"

"For the moment, yes. It goes that way. Somethisg will crop up.
It always does."

She thought of Max, with his huge guniting conctercked away in
the background somewhere. Max, who did not neddiild pools in
the Berg area like she did. She began to seethe.KHthlamba
contract, just to name one, would have meant sohntacBlue
Champagne.

"What do we do, then?" Her voice was taut, but &lok a long
calming breath and smiled. "So, Ken, what do wé'do?

"Well, we get on with making our coping tiles ancperimenting
with our pre-cast walling." Suddenly he gave hengdrin. "No,
actually, we do have something."

"What?" She sounded as she felt - vastly relievéirAll, she hadn't
been brooding over figures for nothing the last tw®ek&
-Sometimes when she studied the books she wasestahgt the
amount of money which seemed to have been paidwartthe last
two years - long before her time. She found hergetidering where
it all came from and how Blue Champagne went oningakore.

"We have a pool repair job to do, after this pool."”

"One of our pools, do you mean?" She sounded dsguiesnd he
laughed as she asked, "Did something go wrongawiéhof the pools
which we built?"

"No. This is one of those 'do-it-yourself' efforfie whole pool has
to be emptied. Then apart from all that, this fansagoing to town on



his pool. He has great ideas. He's having psycliediesigns painted
on the bottom of the pool. This job is, in otherdsy not only a repair
job but a complete pool revamp. It will keep usybies a time."

"Who's going to do the painting on the bottom?" aslesd.
"Me," he grinned.
"You?"

"Yes. I've done one before. You can help, if y&e liYour posters do
you credit."

"I'd do anything," she told him earnestly. "I mehat. I'd even dig, as
| told you once before," she laughed.

"Let me drive you back in the car after the menehla@en paid," said
Ken.

Uneasy again, she queried, "But what about Judd?t\We mind?"

"Why should he? It makes no difference to him wkethhappen to
be in the truck or not."

"Well, all right." She tried to keep her voice lighindifferent.

On the way bade her green eyes ranged over thetaiwosinwhich
she had grown to love. Berg and sky were mistigeflialong the
horizon. She tried to shut her mind to the fact tken's attitude
towards her was subtly changing.



CHAPTER IX

As she dressed for the buffet supper at the KatidaHotel Cyndy's
thoughts brooded on Max Steele. Taking into comattten his
interest in Avril Goddard, she surmised that Maxulddoe present at
the buffet.

There was something about the vast, haunting mmsntiaat she did
not like. It made her think of bad weather. Befieaving for the hotel
in Ken's car, she asked, "What do you think ofwtleather? "

They were in the lounge and, moodily, she watched & he went to
the corner of great windows. "It might storm," hesaered. "Not
now - later, possibly."

"That's exactly what I've been thinking. What dao ylink we should
do? Should we phone Kiko and call the buffet off?thinking of the
condition of the road, should there be rain. It hges terribly muddy.
| should hate to stick."

"We'll manage," he said. "It's not as bad as tBgton has a grader
on, up at their end. | saw it today - when | happldondoe up that way,
as a matter of fact. From time to time they hawertgad done up."

"Would you like to use the Cortina?" she asked.sAs spoke the
words a great surge of excitement leapt throughlhemas still like a

dream - some wild, wonderful dream - and suddehby felt very

lovely and very successful standing there in thadeoful room.

"Tell me," she said, "was this house redecoratey vecently?
Everything looks so new. It even smells new."

Ken's brown eyes flickered around the room. "Yd#f ®@as always
arty, as you've heard, no doubt. In any case, $gyeu can see that
for yourself. Oddly enough, he was also as hamladls underneath.



Underneaththat, again, he was as soft as butter. He had a bgildi
business in Newcastle, as you know."

"l know so little, actually," she murmured "Was tteheal you met
the girl?"

"If you must keep going back to her - well, yesyés." He sounded
impatient. "But that's another story. That girl meaothing to me.
However, as | was saying, Cliff had this businesslewcastle and
then he got a bee in his bonnet that he was goimmatk it up and
move to the Berg. | think his health had begun tori/ him even

then."

"Was Judd with him as well - in Newcastle ? "

"Yes. We began to build pools here in the Bergff @Gad this house
built. He asked Judd and Norah to stay on. It abwaprked very
well."

"But what | can't understand is, what did he kndwowt building
pools if he was a building contractor?"

"There was another fellow with us - Jan Bartman.Klzew all there
was about pools. He used to work for Hollyreef Bpain
Johannesburg, and then he came to work for CIiff."

"What happened to Jan Bartman?"

"Well, eventually he - pulled out."

"Where to?" Somehow she knew the answer in advance.
"Need you ask? He pulled out mid went to work favd\bteele."

"l see." Something had begun to boil inside hetakie it that Max
Steele must have enticed Jan Bartman away?"



"Well, Cliff had his views on the subject, of coers
"And you - what were your own views ?"
"l had my own views."

After a moment she said, "Why do you think my uri@é this house
redecorated when everything must have really bater lovely the
way it was?"

There was a small silence and then Ken said, fikthe must have
had you in the back of his mind. In fact, | knovattlyou were at the
back of everything he did - in the end. | think dector pretty well

prepared him for what was going to happen.”

Her green eyes were tragic. "You knew, of courske'said, "that he
lost his bride in an avalanche? Mr. Sebel told haleut it and then,
later, my relatives spoke about it when they hednaly inheritance.
From what | got to find out Cliff Collins had alntadisappeared into
the blue. Nobody ever heard much from him."

She began searching the room with her eyes fobbdugr"l guess it's
almost time to leave for the hotel," she said.

As she walked to the chair, where she had tosseba, she said, "I
can never get used to all this. In my wildest dre&mever imagined
anything like this would happen to me. Wimg}"

"I'm glad it happened to you." His voice was stifd rather it had
happened to you than to anybody else, Cyndy." Hission

communicated itself to her and she dropped heefgstot wanting to
look at him.

As they were driving in the direction of the hadbket lightning was
playing amongst the mountain peaks in the cloudstwhad taken



the place of the mist. The beauty of the displaympted Cyndy to
say, "It looks wonderful - out there, at a distathce.

The Kathlamba welcomed them with its lights.

Flowers were arranged in great beaten copper Afggan waiters,
wearing white jackets and scarlet cummerbundsatie@ about with
timeless patience.

Avril Goddard was behind the desk, but she didlook up as Ken
and Cyndy entered the foyer. Ken led the way to tie,
expensive-looking ladies' bar, which was fairly ¢yn@here was a
kind of tension in the air, leading up to an eliecstorm.

Beyond the bar terrace there was a view of the tams which
seemed to be clinging together for support against possible
onslaught of the storm.

Thinking of the storm, Cyndy asked, "What do they aiter the
buffet supper? Dance?"

"There's usually a movie. Your pet aversion usualigrks the
projector as a favour. Otherwise, Mike the barmamk& it while
Byron takes over here at the African Drum."

"Oh," she tried to keep her voice normal, "so thtite set-up?" The
tension, which had gradually built up and thenxeth under the
suavity of cocktails, suddenly stepped up agaithatmention of
Max's name.

The soft lighting gave life to Cyndy's golden skas, she sipped her
drink. Her thoughts were busy on Max Steele, meaguthe
harm'that he must have done her uncle by enti@andgartman from
Blue Champagne Pools.



Ken placed his fingers over her hand, which wasingson the
counter and, confused, she did not like to appearlish by taking
her hand away. Underneath his fingers, however, dvar were
resdess.

Naturally, she thought bitterly, Max Steele woultoose this
particular moment to come through to the bar. A@dddard was
with him. Out of the corner of her eye she watcled guide Avril a
careful two stools away.

"You look suddenly unnerved," Ken commenced. Thes a pause.
"Often | find myself wondering whether you've growm care for
Max."

Expelling a short impatient breath, Cyndy saidatifithing, we have
resumed hostilities." On purpose, she moved heuldbo closer to
Ken, although she knew this was not being fairito. I'she wanted
Max to see her like this. When the right time arske intended to
look right through Max -to snub him.

There was a rumble of thunder and she turned ss$tlen her stool,
swivelling it around so that she could look througk glass doors
leading out to the terrace. There was fierce ligigtnbetween
mountains and sky. "It's definitely going to stonmadly," she said,
slanting a look at Ken. "Don't you think we oughtgo back home?
We could have something to eat there. I'm prettdgat rustling up a
quick meal - something | miss, as a matter of fashe laughed
lightly, not wanting him to think that she was wmdy at being alone
with him.

He swivelled round on his stool. "This will passeowby the time
we've eaten and watched a film. Relax."

Two stools away Avril Goddard, effortlessly sturginlaughed
huskily, and Cyndy turned back to the counter agai@aning



forward slightly, she made a pretence of lookintp iKen's face,
whereas in fact she was studying Avril throughdbmer of her eye.
The other girl's cheekbones were somewhat highaagtéd and she
was wearing a caftan made from coarse bronze raht€yndy felt
the way she always hated to feel, and that wasleysaShe was
jealous of Avril Goddard and found herself wishihgt she had worn
something else besides her loose-knit yellow trowssgtr which,
although very light, could be snug if the weathlearrged. Kicking
one slim-trousered leg lightly against the kick;rahe made a big
thing of smiling at Ken just as Max turned his heatheir direction.

Maybe, she was thinking, she should have worn desurite black

trouser suit, the jacket of which was lined withezaidd green, to
match her eyes. The outside of the jacket was erobéd with an
Oriental serpent, richly outlined with gold embreng and filled in

with glittering coloured beads. Certainly it wouldt have been out
of place.

Soon after they had heard the muted chimes thefreln their stools
and began to make their way to the dining-room,Nbaxx and Awvril

remained seated, sipping at their drinks and tglkin low,

confidential tones. Max looked up and Cyndy lookigght through
him and was rewarded by a questioning look of bdfthnd angry
surprise.

After serving themselves at the long tables guemtsed their plates
to tables. Without being really conscious of thetf&yndy's dyes
constantly brooded in the direction of the Frenctrd, at the far end
of the room as she looked for Max and Avril. Théae €aught her
breath as they walked in. Before she could lookyawax gave her a
quick hard look.

Suddenly Ken laughed with candid delight. "I fifcat very funny,”
he said.



"l am pleased to see that you are not unduly wgismit it." There was
an edge to Cyndy's voice.

The food was excellent, but she could not relax emady it. Some
time later they went back to the buffet tables amde served by
Byron and Kiko, who ladled out generous helpingtiéié and thick

fluffy farm cream. It was a deliciously personalt¢t, somehow. The
Pages certainly knew how to make their guestsgeetl.

Back at the table and ignited by pre-dinner drirfked and good
wine, Cyndy said recklessly, "I love this wine, Kén

"Well," he gave her a smile, "a Riesling is a thaybred -so you
should.”

"You know," she took another sip of the wine, "umgkath
everything Max Steele is just a scheming devil."

"What do you mean - underneath everything?" Keyes emarrowed
slightly.

"Underneath all that charm - you know." She lifteat bandle-flame
lit eyes from her bowl of trifle. "Anyway," she slgged, "I don't
want to talk about him."

"Wouldn't that be destroying the routine?" She wasmre of the
sarcasm in his voice. "Somehow his name keeps crgpp in every
conversation we ever have."

"It's the things he does," she replied stiffly.iakes it a temptation
to go on talking about him. | feel | just want tavant to --"

"Go on. What to - what?"

"Not talk about him." She lifted one shoulder.



"That would be a relief,” Ken answered.

Once, when Max caught her eye again, he gave hargaprivate

look. It was a look which seemed to indicate thvatjle he was

baffled about her behaviour towards him, he was paosticularly

upset about it and intended to play it her way.XiNleme you get
bitten by a horse," his eyes seemed to say, "#ik@rsure I'm not in on
the scene."

By the time the film show started the storm brok#ha frightening
violence. One of the lounges, which was also usedlancing on
certain nights, had been quickly converted intdaee for showing
films and Max took his place at the back of theiaunce where he
was to work the projector which was situated rigéxt to the huge
sunfiltered-curtained windows. Lighting cut throughe almost
transparent material and stabbed at the room.

The film was exciting and very fitting to the ocaswith shooting

and the noise which goes along with it. Cyndy'sdriocused on the
storm and on Max, who sat so dangerously neaetaihdows. Once
she turned her head so that she could get a gliofdsen just as his
face was suddenly lit by lightning. There was a liihruthlessness
about him as, unconcerned, he dedicated himsethd¢otask of

entertaining the guests. Cyndy's nerves were tdhttiae promise of
tea at interval.

Ken, on the other hand, appeared to be doing lastbeaouch her,
whenever the occasion presented itself, and, negdbr her fingers
he said, "Relax - there's nothing to worry about."

“I'm not worried," she whispered, listening to thé as it drummed
down outside. She felt herself freezing becausleeohint of intimacy
in Ken's attitude towards her.



Flickering and forked bands of light broke the Blaess of the big
room while, at one end, the waiters, who had beekihg at the film,
began to edge towards the glass doors. On the eitier the tea
things were being set out, by more waiters, omg table.

When the lights finally went up Cyndy let out addoreath. "Whew!"
she exclaimed, "what a storm! My nerves feel shedité

As they stood next to the table, waiting for thea to be poured, she
was aware of Avril, standing next to Max. Tall dadg-legged Max
always made his presence felt by women and, redbntishe
watched him ... flinching, from time to time, ag thotel reverberated
with thunder.

Once, when she was doing her best to show KentiatteiMax's eyes
insisted that she look at him and she sensed tlglityowhich
seemed to be growing as he puzzled over her attinards him.
Outside, a mounting wind carried the sound of rand leaves
blowing about in the rain. Cyndy felt the stirrin§fresh fear when
she thought about the drive home.

On the way back to watch the film show Avril spdtteem. "Hello,"
she said, énjoyingyourselves?" She did not wait for an answer.

There was a volume of talk as the guests begamgutg find their

seats for the second half of the show. Cyndy fotlvad she was
trembling when she got back to her seat. It wasaotething which
had been included in her make-up - this cold-blobddxhving

snubbed somebody as she had just , snubbed Max.

"Nice work," commented Ken. "You're even bettethad game than
your uncle was."

"l don't want to talk about it," she said, and &t trembling, with
the memory of Max's blue eyes. They had promisaabte.



When the film came to an end she said, "That wagesshow - what
with all the shooting and the storm. | don't knowen | was last so
tense."

Glancing at his watch, Ken said, "We have timedioe drink before
the pub closes and then we'll be on our way. Tovershas just about
blown itself out.”

"There's still the question of the road," she retaohhim.

"Let me cope with the road," he grinned at heroApde of weeks ago
she would have warmed to that smile, but now saated it with
caution.

The bar was busy, but not full. Byron was behireldbunter helping
Mike to dispense drinks. In between the ritualsnefasuring tots he
said, in his usual careless way, "Looks like yoa axe going to have
to spend the night here. The road down to the gatesmshed up -
mud right up to your elbows."

"You must be joking, surely?" Cyndy's face wasistd.

“I'm not joking," Byron answered as he turned awayattend to
someone.lt was strange, she thought, but she liba tegling - a sort
of premonition - about this happening. She glandedn at her
yellow trouser suit which, if the worst came to therst, would be
suitable to wear in the morning. That was one clatism, she told
herself.

Byron turned to them again. He was in one of higkim@ moods.
"You'll just have to sleep in your skin, Cyndy, ess¢ Kiko comes to
the rescue."

"We'll get by," said Ken. "I've had to cope with day roads before
tonight."



Byron made an impatient gesture. "I'm telling yman, the road is
out. | had a grader on the thing and that justipaifinal touches to it.
I'll get a gang on to it in the morning - by noomibrrow you should
be on your way - if you're lucky," he laughed.

"Okay, we'll just have to take pot luck, in thased Ken shrugged,
"unless Kiko comes up with something for Cyndy teew"

Kiko, as it so happened, came to light with a tHnggth pink nightie
and a slightly shorter negligee. "You're in lucéfje told Cyndy. "We
have one single room left, so you won't have toresh&en,
unfortunately, will have to go in with somebodyutlthen he's done
this before, on the odd occasion, and so he shbahdmd. I'm putting
him in with a lone bachelor, so that shouldn't bg jgroblem."

"You're terribly kind," Cyndy murmured. "l thinkdl'better phone
Norah. They'll worry, most probably, if we don'triuup tonight after
this shocking storm."

The smell of rain was everywhere and, outsidegtreen sagged in
the darkness under the weight of the storm. Thaeno sign of Max
and Avril, and Cyndy felt suddenly depressed. "®hs alone in the
reception office while she phoned Norah and thelmerwshe had
finished, she had to cross a long veranda, which eygen on one
side, in order to get to her room. When she saw sten felt her
muscles go tight.

"Well," fie came towards her, his fair hair shinimgthe light which
fell from wall-type copper lanterns running the fighgth of the
veranda, "are you all sorted out - you don't havsléep in your
skin?" He looked at her in a way which was frardkfsturbing.

"No, everything has been taken care of. Kiko haseap with a
thigh-high pink nightie, face cream and tissuemimkediately she
regretted the careless words.



"I'd love to see you in a thigh-high pink nightiég said softly.

"I've also phoned Norah," she cut in quickly, "pkain about not
going home."

"By the way, you're number thirty-nine. I'm in foittyyo quite close,
but not close enough, though | guess you know @yatdy?"

"You're close, enough.” She gave him a firm, bugnidly glance.
"I've been thinking about the new pool and wondgimow it has
stood up to this violent storm. | hope nothing happened to it - no
caving in."

He treated her remark with amusement. "As usualtr yfmoughts are
on the pool game. Tell me, don't you ever thinkmfthing else - of
enjoying yourself?"

"Weren't you worried when you heard that storm?& $hose to
ignore his remarks. "It simply poured. The rain I[dobave done
terrific damage to a pool under construction. Evknow that. Look
what it did to Byron's road, for instance."

"Byron did that to the road himself." There wasaavkward silence
and then he said, "You look wonderful in this light that yellow

thing. Yellow suits you - but then so does everyeottolour I've seen
you wearing."

This was something she had been expecting.

"Thank you. | can't think why | should be lookingvenderful.lI'm
shrieking for a bath and bed, so I'll say goodnigfen.” She placed
her hand on the door-handle. It was very quidtimpart of the hotel.
Everybody seemed to have gone straight to bed tkefilm show.
There was just the sound of water dripping from li@ves."So
soon?" he asked. "Cyndy, | know that this couldrgetkicked out of



Blue Champagne, but | can't get you out of my maayou know
that?"

"It couldget you - kicked out," she laughed lightly, tryilognake fun
of his remark. "I mean, it's kind of silly, isnt®t

"Not silly. You may as well know the lot - I'm craapout you."

In the distance, lightning illuminated the rim bétancient, brooding
Drakensberg range.

"My one interest right now, Ken, happens to be mgibess. | don't
treat my inheritance lightly."

"I'm not asking you to treat it lightly. I'd takare of it for you. You
shouldn't be burdened with everything."

"I don't feel burdened. As I've just said, it's omye interest in life,
right now."

"And-Max Steele?"

"Well, yes, | happen to be very interested in M&xt not in the way
you think." Her lashes flickered.

It was always the way, she thought bitterly, aiftevas all over. One
minute a girl could be handling something like ttyste capably and
the next she could find herself in a man's armsrawver quite know
how it happened.

While Ken kissed her she felt a rush of hopelesgjdied affection
for him - because shéed him. But she was furious with him, anc
when he released her she said, "Ken, I'm furiowsitathis, really |
am. If we're going to work together this sort ointh could spell
disaster. We might well end up having to put an #ndarrying on
together."



"I don't see why," he said, and at that particatament, aware of a
movement at the far end of the veranda, she loakeahd saw Max
coming towards them. He was obviously going to dpée night at

the Kathlamba and on his way to his room, and gsalseed them he
said, looking at Cyndy, "A stormy start to yquartnership,jsn't it?"

"And you're always in on the scene, aren't you®'rgorted. "You
have this knack of always showing up - dead on.time

With a quick movement she opened the door to lenrand closed it
without even saying goodnight to Ken.

Although she felt desperately tired she knew thatis going to be a
long time before she slept. Later she sat up in edring Kiko's
thigh-length pink nightie, with her knees pulled tg her chin,
thinking about Max - loathing him.



CHAPTER X
SooN after the maid brought her morning coffee Cyndi/gn

It was absolutely unbelievable, but on the highesaks of the
mountains there was snow. Apart from the glittermagndrops,
flattened leaves and petals on the lawns therelittlasevidence of
the storm of the night before. The sharp dropmmaerature had been
noticeable through the night, though, and a clail bome into the air
and Cyndy was thankful of her light but snug trouset.

She found herself wondering how Max Steele's padl $tood up to
the rain and half hoped that something awful wdwdde happened -
even at the risk of inconvenience to Byron and KiBecause it was
early, she decided to take a walk in the gardersardor herself. The
mountain air was stimulating and the sun's goldegefs filtered

down on the snowcapped peaks and they surrendezetselves to
its touch. Cyndy picked her way with care, in heorize evening
sandals.

The pool looked serene, trapping the sun diamolhdgasn't even

particularly dirty, although there were leaves fa bottom and a
layer of fine sand here and there, as a resuhe$torm. Max's Berg
Pool gave little indication that there had beenaoans - not even a
pool of water to show that there was an accidenm&dularity in the

wide slasto apron.

As she turned, she looked right into Max's handsfaoe and hoped
she had not shown the panic that had washed ovet fige sight of
him. "Dead on time again," she said, and waitedhiforto join her.

"I saw you," he said, "and decided to join you. \Wkat you want to
know this time?"



"I may be wrong, but | don't think there's a lavaiagt taking a walk
in the hotel grounds." She was having to defenddieagain and this
made her furious.

"l for one utterly approve of walking," he told h&fm just not sure
that | approve of where you ended up. For all Mggou might well
be stealing more ideas."

Here was her chance. He had given her an operghgaway. "Just
in the same way you and Bill Gantry between yolestaine?" She
tried to steady her voice and her breathing.

"l can understand the Bill Gantry part of it - lvlty am | involved?"

"Oh, come!" Her voice had risen. "You don't haveayand string me
along. | know all about the furniture you boughdnfr him - the

furniture which was made to my design." She . neoist her lips and
took a shaky breath. "I want to make this perfectgar, Mr. Max

Steele, that if you intend selling those chairs toad table, or intend
having more made, I'll - I'll consult my lawyer!"

His blue eyes held hers with sudden intensity.tHad's the way you
see things ? That's what you think of me ? "

"You're a fraud," she told him.
"Well," he shrugged, "it takes a fraud to recogradeaud."”
“I'm no fraud. I'd like to know what that remarksigpposed to mean."

"It means simply this - you know nothing about rumgia pool
business. That makes you a fraud. Another thingilew happen to
admire a fighter | despise a fool."

"And I'm a fool?"



'Yes. I've already tried to warn you that theredsnmoney in pool
building here in the Berg. There just isn't enosgbpe. Do you really
think you can make it, Cyndy? Ask yourself thesedtions - is it
going to be to your advantage to go on with poeléiaginiture, plants,
planters to put the plants into, fancy trolleystbick rubbery tyres,
portable cabanas and what have you? Can't yowsée yweading for
a nosedive? You aren't outsmarting me. Hasn't Kemigitaken the
trouble to put you wise on a few things, or is this way of making
sure he'll be in a position to buy you out at a&eaasy figure, to suit
his pocket?"

"How did you find out about all these things ?" sis&ed.
"I made it my business to find out."

"To get back to my chairs and the table to go widgm. You bought
them from Bill Gantry because | happened to hauehmiidea into
your head, let's face it. You intend to have themied."

There was a pause. "My very precious Cyndy, yoatteb do some
thinking as to why | bought them - but you can hidneam back, if you
like."

Confused by anger, she burst out, "l once told tgoget out of my
life. I wish you would do this and - stay out!"

"l wondered about the change in you." He spoke sofd, almost
reproachful voice.

"Well, now you know."
He gave her an amazed angry look.

"Il tell you something else,” she went on. "I'vever disliked
anybody as much as | dislike you."



"So now | have it in a nutshell?"

"Yes." She was ashamed to discover that she wasnghaworse
still, that she wanted to cry.

An icy blast was coming off the mountain tops, ayagting her
trembling in the bright but feeble sun.

"People like you," she went on, when she had cobmtiderself,
"people like you are always out to smash somebigdgrything you
do or say is weighed by profit and loss, advantagkdisadvantage.
Oh, | can see how you got where you are - how yoy@ar so-called
great name." She knew it was a stupid thing to lsave, but at least
she was back on ground she knew - she was quagr&lith him.

"Where have | got?" he asked.

"You don't have to build pools here in the Drakemmgbmountains -
you, with your huge guniting concern tucked awaynswhere,
whereas building pools happens to be my life, asstt was to my
uncle. Building pools is a pleasant little sideltng/ou - something to
keep you amused while you hang around the Kathlagolthat you
can be near Avril Goddard while she makes up herdnaibout
marrying you. While you live in your fancy mountathalet, giving
parties at which you seldom if ever eat, you make ¢hat you have
the monopoly in these parts.”

"And who should have the monopolyeu?"Their eyes met and held
in conflict. "You and Ken Harris? Look, why dondy try giving
your own estimating on what's supposed to be 'comknowledge'
in these parts a chance? You might gain very mugbu stopped
listening to a lot of trashy gossip about me andgonyiting concern -
and Avril Goddard. You might also learn somethirg ytour
advantage about your furniture, which just happere at my chalet



where it happens to be doing far less damage thvaould be in Bill
Gantry's shop window."

"Yes, I'm sure," she said sarcastically.

As always, she found herself marvelling at the golaf Max's eyes,
and the colour made her dislike him more. No ey#b that deep
shade of blue should belong to a man like Max 8teel

"Well, Cyndy," he drew her name out on a long brgdtguess if you
want to be 'poolside happy' that's your affair.”

"Yes, | guess itis - and if you're quite througbuhing me, I'd like to
go and have my breakfast."

"If you can find anybody stopping you, I'll calpaliceman," he said,
and his voice sounded bitter.

"Snipe away!" she said wildly. "Keep on with thisncikess barrage -
tormenting me with your sarcasm!"

Brushing past him, she ran in the direction of hiogel, her bronze
sandals squelching on the spongy, rain-moist lawn.

When she was in the foyer Kiko said, from behingl ltng counter,
"Hi there. Have you had breakfast, Cyndy?"

"No. I've just been for a little walk - admiring teeow. It's fabulous."

"It's a wonderful morning," Kiko answered. "Everyyas thrilled to
bits about the snow, of course." She laughed. Tlt soon melt,
though, so there's going to be a lot of disappaamtmi'll show you
where to sit. By the way, where's Ken?"

"l don't know. Still sleeping, most probably. Aftal, it's still early."
Cyndy kept trying to dredge up smiles.



Moodily she watched Kiko as she left the receptawsk. She
disappeared through a door at the far end for aengnthen joined
Cyndy in the foyer. In her usual carefree style shal, "Look,
darling, just go straight through to the diningemoand right up to
the end, where the sideboards are."

"Talking about the sideboards,” Cyndy said, "Il a&d@il those
mountain grasses you have in those great pottemaicers, Kiko.
I've never seen the likes of it."

"They certainly are eye-catchers," Kiko answeréde'told them to
put you at the last table in the row, Cyndy - the oext to the
windows on the left."

"Have you any idea when the road will be passal3/idy asked.

"Byron has a gang on it, right at this moment. THas only happened
because we were busy having it done up at thedfrtiee storm. If it
had only stormed tonight, instead of last night tould never have
happened, but there you are. ... Give it a coufdheuwrs, | should say,
then you can be on your way, I've told them totpatthree of you at
one table, by the way. Okay?"

Wondering who "the three" were, apart from hers&yfady made her
way to the dining-room, where the sun streamed ith@ windows
with their heavy yellow sun-filter curtains.

Johannes, the head waiter, came forward in hisl-tiya trousers
and white jacket, buttoned up to the neck. Cyndieced grapefruit
juice and sat back, her eyes flickering aroundnlassive room. The
holidaymakers appeared to be keyed up because antbw which
had momentarily changed their summer holiday intaszinating
winter one. Logs blazed in the huge stone firedaaéh their copper
cowls.



There \tfas no sign of Ken. When Max came up tatdie she was
busy with her bacon, sausage and scrambled eggkingodown at
her, he said, "We seem to be stuck with each othesorry. This is
embarrassing, but it wasn't my idea, | can assowe'y

Cyndy made no reply. What was the use? She waa agiosition to
cause a scene.

While she drank her coffee she tried not to be avedrMax and

allowed her gaze to travel beyond the windows whiezdeaves were
beautifully ruffled, stirring in the chilled air, mch was like

champagne. On the other side of the windows aweakmnbling rose

gave off a heavy perfume. It should have all beeexhilarating.

"You're quite a girl," Max said suddenly. "Determihto find out
everything the hard way."

With deliberate calmness she stood up. "Excuse she,'said, for the
benefit of people around them.

He half rose. "Certainly."
"You really depress me," she whispered, for his edone.
"Oh, you'll get over it." He gave her an easy, mioglsmile.

It had been a morning of errors on her part, sheght. Why did she
have to go and look at the pool? By doing this lshe played right
into Max's hands.

As she went through the French doors she met Kisrfahl hair was
still damp from the shower. "I've been looking fgoyu," he said.
"Where did you get to? Were you admiring the snow?"

"Yes." Her voice was abrupt. "l was, actually."



"Last night," Ken's voice and grin were sheepisifter | left you - or
rather, after you closed your door in my face -hiwgild. | met a
fellow | knew and we had a party in his room. Adiyjany head isn't
very partial to this unseasonal snow-laced mouriieeeze."

"In other words," childishly, she took her spitet @n him, "you
became just a little drunk? It must have been Soanty."

"It went on too long, that's all.”

"You'd better go and have your breakfast, if you fzce eating," she
said. "You have company, by the way. Max Steelat ithe table. |
take it the other place was set for Avril."

"Oh well," Ken rubbed a hand across his chin, "lbreg since learned
to combine the bad with the good. I'm looking fordvéo when we
get back and | can have a shave."

"You look fine. Talking about combining the bad kvihe good! You
must teach me how it's done. | still have a Idetarn, apparently.”

"How was the breakfast?" Ken asked. "The party wabkat hectic
that | can't do justice to my breakfast."”

"Fine. There were some marvellous hot scones. Tasly about
melted in the mouth.”

By late afternoon the road was ready for use. Algraaad piled mud
on either side, but there was still a lot of warkdb and Ken had to
devote all his attention to driving. His movemewntsre quick and
restless and Cyndy had the feeling that he hacdadobe, as a result
of the party the night before.



Assessing him with a long candid gaze, she obsetal look as
though you're suffering from a hangover."

"I'm still trying to work out how | got that wayHe laughed. "I'll
never know whether it was my own choice or whetheas talked
into drinking too much, but having a blow-out mhate been at the
back of my mind, | suppose.”

The way in which he said this made her feel giethad been at the
back of him having a blow-out.

"Do you know what I've been brooding about?" sheds
"No-what?"

"Our pool under construction. I've been wonderingether last

night's storm could have caused any damage tceihd®ber, you
and Judd said that there were water problems drsitiea Didn't you

say there was an underground stream running rggbsa the centre
of the ground?"

"Actually, my thoughts have been running alonggsame lines."
"How far are you with this pool?" She was frankfitated now.
“It's all ready for guniting."

Because by this time she knew a little about padtimg she put her
fingers to her lips. "Oh, no...! That could meautrle, couldn't it? In
a storm like that one?"

"It's no use looking on the black side. We'll jnate to wait and see,"
he told her..



When they got back to the house Norah told thetnJindd was at the
site and, glancing at his watch, Ken said, "Shawilghave to wait.
I'll drive out and see what's happened.”

"Take me with you," begged Cyndy. "Please, Ken."
"Well, okay - but can we get going? "

"Of course, but let me get into some old jeansohWwkeep you, |
promise. It might be muddy."

Ken's laugh was short. "Might?"

At the pool site, they picked their way through nmatd pools of
water.

"It strikes me," Ken was saying, "that | didn't getditionally drunk
for nothing last night, taking it all round."

At the far end Judd and the Africans were busy wgrkThe pool,
which was under construction and ready for gunjtivgas
honeycombed with steel, and even to Cyndy's inéspeed eyes, the
damage caused by rain and washaways was enormous.

"The steelwork looks quite ruined," she said, "arstd look at all that
water! It's simply pouring in. The excavation otbere seems to
have caved in such a lot - in fact, sand is stilinfg into it."

In his present mood Judd regarded them moroselgll;'We nodded
his head in the direction of the damage, "thisoisg to set us back a
packet."

Something felt as though it was going to die, ias@tyndy, and then
it slowly started. "It - it's not going to finislswff ' - financially, is it?
| mean, we should be able to cope ?"



"One always has to allow for setbacks in this gadhedd told her.

Thinking of the beautiful house, the new and béalufirniture, the
golden Cortina, Cyndy said, "l just hope it's notng to involve a
huge amount. Some of the figures I've been goimgutih lately
worry me."

That night she dreamed incoherently and frightdging/hen she
awoke the chill had left the air and the heat wasaasing steadily,
melting the snow, even where the sun could noagit

She was filled with an angry disappointment tha Bhad slept too
late to go with Ken and Judd to the site. While Bhew there was
absolutely nothing she could do she wanted, nesiedh, to be there.

While she knew that she could drive out there heis®e was
reluctant to make a fool of herself in front of pusnd harassed
workmen.

After breakfast, which she had on the verandayn&m into the study
and got out the books and worked on them for alaouthour,

impatient for Judd and Ken to get back with somesé&Vhen lunch
was over she went to the shop and worked thereinmdvis and that
and watering plants with huge exotic flowers. Skenedusted the
leaves.

The air was smelling of cooling mountains and wooaolse by the
time the men arrived back and she ran out to nsht"How did
things go?" she asked.

"S0-s0," Ken replied. He looked tired and unshaeed a little
withdrawn. He must be worried, she thought. Sherteagr seen him
look unshaven apart from the morning at the hotetmwthere had
been an excuse for it owing to the fact that he Iaeh without a
razor.



"It'll come right,” he said. "It takes time, thadlk."
"And money," she said tightly.
"And money."

"Well," she shrugged with a cheerfulness she didew, "we'll just
have to keep on making more, won't we?"

Days drifted by. There was the news of the prorofsthree more
pools. Cyndy found herself singing again.

In Lindeque, she found a woman who was a wizaranaking
cushions and cushion-covers. Material had to beddufdar - and
bought. Once she went with Judd and Norah to Dyrbad while
Judd was attending to business, she and Norah lhaskic some
material which would make a big impact beside the bvater of a
pool. The material, in exciting shades of ivoryeain, chrome
yellow, tangerine, peach shades and iris, was mg@tlahort of
sensational, Cyndy thought.

Often she swam in the pool and would relax for Igoglen moments
in the sun. She became visibly more golden andyavigh each day.
She talked Norah into allowing her to cook andriohter hand at
baking. She arranged flowers and found herself ingskthat there
was somebody to admire them and toyed with the idéa
entertaining. She thought about Max, but heardingthbout him.

Several times Ken drove up to the house with peeplewere either
having a pool built or contemplating having oneltbdiney came to
look at the pool in the garden which was considered as their
"show" pool. There were several orders for pooldigaiture and
plants.

There were a number of gaily patterned sun-umisretigche shop.
These were the result of a scoop buy on Cyndyswdaen she had



driven all the way to Ladysmith to buy them. Shd haed the light
truck, in order to bring her scoop back, but thet fdat she had
experienced the greatest embarrassing momentsr difdr@arking
the truck was a secret she intended to carry tgtase.

Another setback seemed to be looming up.There waiks mow,
between Ken and Judd, about the guniting machihehnappeared
to be giving trouble. Listening to them, Cyndy fe#r restlessness
mount.

"Let me try to understand this," she said, one egpri'Does this
mean that our guniting machine is on its last legs?

Judd's half smile showed what he was thinking. Weé& been
giving trouble for some time now."

She tried to be intelligent about this. "Somethisigvearing out, |
take it? What I'm driving at is this - do we neexvrparts or a new
machine ? This is the big question."

"We'll let you know, all in good time," Judd grirghe'Let me and
Ken do the worrying."

"Yes, but what's wrong with the wretched thing?& $fade no effort
to curb her impatience.

"You wouldn't know, even if | told you - so why wgP"

"But | am worried." Her thoughts went to Max whalh@ worries of
this nature - Max with his huge guniting concercked away in the
background, "We simply must make more money - thalt'sit
amounts to," she said.

"What did you have in mind?" Judd's soft voice waxcking.



At this stage the telephone rang, and while she teeanswer it, Judd
left the study. Ken, however, remained standingintpla show of
leafing through some papers.

"Cyndy," Kiko said over the phone, "do you rememliaelong time
ago, we spoke about a walk to the Gorge?"

"Yes, | do, as a matter of fact. It was soon dftarived here."

"Don't remind me of the fact,” Kiko laughed. "I shd have been in
touch with you ages ago. We've done countless vatice then. Or
should | say, we've organized countless walks sthes. | just
haven't got round to getting in touch with you. Yidchave to forgive
me. There's this big deal coming off and the dagssanply not long
enough.”

Cyndy wondered what the big deal was, but althd€igb spoke as
though she should know, she did not like to askuite understand,”
she said. "We're always so busy this end, as Wwell."

"How's the pool business going?" Kiko asked.
"Oh, fine, thank you."

"Good. Now to get back to the walk. There's goiagoé one on
Thursday. Will you come?"

"Oh --" Cyndy's thoughts flew to Avril Goddard.Afvril was going
then the chances were that Max would be going“t@blove to," she
found herself saying. "Will there be anybody | knowthe walk?"

"Yes. Avril is going this time. She hasn't beendges and ages. We
haven't the time here, as you can imagine, toijowith guests, but
now and then we take time off to join in."



"I'll know Awvril; then." Cyndy's voice had flattedeout and, realising
this, she laughed lightly.

"That's why | thought about getting in touch witbuy as a matter of
fact. It would be nice if you knew someone, of caut

It was too late to back out and Cyndy found hersalirmuring,
"Thank you, I'd love to come."

"I'd just like to clue you up," Kiko went on. "THgorge is quite a
walk. A party sets off soon after breakfast, alevith two African
guides, and they have a picnic lunch when theyrédse Gorge. Soon
after lunch they pack up and arrive at the hotalnd about
sundowner time. That makes it a full day, you migay. But that
time, everyone is craving for a hot bath, a delisidrink and then
dinner. So what I'd like to suggest is this. Youneoand spend the
night here and enjoy the whole routine from begigrto end. Drive
here in the morning, and then stay the night. Cprapared, in other
words. It would be absolutely flat for you if yowent through all that
- because it's quite a stiff walk - and then jugted in your car and
drove yourself home. You'll find that by the endtbé walk the
people with whom you've been walking will have aokehlot in
common with you. It's the surest way to get pedpl&now each
other and to mix - send them all on a walk."

"It sounds marvellous," Cyndy murmured again. "Thgou."

"Oh - | nearly forgot, but Max will probably be ggimoo. I've tried to
talk him into it. At first he said no - but | thirlkre got him to agree.
Come about eight-thirty, and don't forget to weamnfortable shoes
and clothes. What is also important, bring a chasfgedothing and
your sleeping things. Bring something extra glamsréo slip into
when you join everybody in the African Drum for and."



When she had replaced the receiver Cyndy lookddeat "Well,
that's me organized to go on a walk to the Gorg€&hansday."

"Walk?" He laughed. "It's no walk. It's an endurantest. Take my
advice and carry a packet of those corn and bypeals with you."

Laughing, she said, "But | don't have any buniansoons."

"No, but you could well have them around about rayddn
Thursday."

As she prepared for bed she automatically set d@sie to think
about Max and Avril Goddard. She also thought abehat she
would take to wear in the evening. Whatever shedeecupon, it
would have to be something glamorous to make hdrgeod and
give her all the confidence she needed.



CHAPTER Xl

THE day before the walk to the Gorge, Cyndy drove intadeque
and bought a pair of walking shoes. Although shespssed a pair of
flat-heeled shoes she felt that they were shabbybélon the safe
side, she also bought a packet of bunion and cadis.plr'here could
be something in what Ken said - by midday she migall be
suffering from blistered or chafed feet.

At precisely eight-thirty in the morning she brougfire Cortina to a
halt in the parking area at the Kathlamba Hotel.ti¢ guests who
were going on the walk had gathered on the veranda.

It was Avril who arranged for Cyndy to be shownh&r room. She
looked stunning in a dark brown linen slack sud anitable walking
shoes. The fact that Avril was wearing a dark colmade Cyndy
aware, suddenly, that she should have done likewiset was she
was wearing yellow slacks and a white top.

Avril's dark eyes flickered over the yellow pantslavhite top. "Did
you bring a jersey, by the way?" she asked. "Onemlkenows - it
could blow up cold."

"I have brought a jersey," Cyndy answered. "As yay, the weather
could always change."

"We'll be leaving in about ten minutes." Avril dtrked out for a key
and, handing it to a page, she said, "Show MisdirGalo number
thirteen, Joseph," and Cyndy, who was not usuallyesstitious,
suddenly felt a tightening of her muscles. "Evedgmeets on the
veranda, as you probably noticed." Avril lookedCghdy again, and
although she was pleasant enough, she did not eeemnpleased.

Kiko and Byron saw their guests off. In his usuaiefree way Byron
grinned, "We'll be thinking of you poor devils."



The African guides appeared with three haversagkghcontained
food enough for the fourteen people who were gomthe walk, and
there was some fun as to who was going to helpy daem. The
guides, who were in command of at least one lontk &waweek,
showed their fitness.

Max arrived at the last moment and Avril said, 'dsabeginning to
think you'd changed your mind."

"I never change my mind," he answered.

In her role of receptionist Avril said, "Before vg® let's go over
everybody's names. We want everybody to be vereyrdaHer
remark sparked off an immediate burst of goodwilll,ato Cyndy's
relief, this meant that everybody was at once #ignAlready there
was the threat of gathering heat and everybodyegaspped with
some kind of sun-hat - some of them on the frankiyical side.

For a while both guides led the way, but as théypaavanced into
the mountains, and as the path narrowed, one gredeahead while
the other took up the rear, thus ensuring thatptimty was not in
danger of breaking up.

Behind a certain hard mockery in Max's blue eyesetlnad been no
other recognition that Cyndy was in the party.

Where her new walking shoes began to show signsgbtness
Cyndy told herself that this couldn't be. The shoese the correct
size. Perhaps she should have allowed for swelhhghe feet?
Keeping to the back of the line, she tried notiak of her feet and
joined in the lighthearted, somewhat breathlesye@ation around
her, but the whole time she was chiefly conscioughem as the
shoes began to close in. The fact that she wasngesocks did not
help, but she knew that she dared not remove them.



Feeling her edginess mount, she took a deep bdathe pure

mountain air which even the growing heat could destroy. Max

was way ahead, with his long easy stride, Avril salistance behind
and looking just a little sulky. Judging by all thantering which was
going on, Cyndy thought broodingly, the only feegimning to give

trouble were her own. Where had she gone wrong@l&lsbe have
worn the shoes she knew? Better the shoes one thiaanthe shoes
one didn't know.

This walking was to go on - and on. She knew thdtsarifered with

every step. On and on - until lunch time, when thwewld arrive at

the Gorge and have a picnic lunch. After a shat tieere was the
long walk back to the hotel.

Once Max looked back, waiting for the party to batip. He gave
Cyndy what appeared to her way of thinking a longtemptuous
glance. For the first time since meeting him, gadised that she was
attracted to his looks.

He surprised her some time later, when he allowesd dthers,
including Avril, to pass him. "What's up?" he asladxiuptly.

Feeling his strength - and envying it - she saiatiivig. Why do you
ask?" She shifted her straw handbag from one ratitetother. One
sleeve of the yellow jersey she had brought alcantet! from the bag
and she almost held her breath as Max stooped @manput the
sleeve in the open top which had no clasp to it.

"This, by the way, happens to be dragging in tret.dou seem to be
lagging. What's the matter? What's worrying you?"

"l wasn't aware that | was lagging," her voice waf. "I thought |
was adjusting my pace all right. | didn't think lasvcausing a
nuisance."

"Nobody said you were a nuisance. However, | stebdked."



He began to walk on, ignhoring her once more, arel sthrted to
follow, last in the line now, except for the guigehind her. She felt a
grudging admiration for Avril, who was swinging atpin front.

As the day grew hotter the mauve mountains seeoedrble under
the weight of the heat. They continued to keepath$ following the
well-known route to the Gorge. It would have beettdr walking on
a cold, misty day, Cyndy found herself thinkingepuf one missed
seeing the view. The scenery grew progressivelyerbeautiful, as
they followed the paths which clung to the sidegh&f mountains
towering above them. They had walked through séwsieciously
cool forests where the trees travelled halfwayagdar as they could
see, anyway. Then the trees continued to drop domwthe other side
of the path, so that they were looking at the wighem. Often there
was the sound of gushing water and, once, threentamubuck
scattered away before them and were soon loseitrées.

Somebody suggested a rest and Cyndy felt a smalv gif
satisfaction which warmed her own humiliation. Wheifter the
short break, she stood up she noticed with disimatyshe had a dark
smudge across the legs of her yellow pants. Theahstain was of
little importance, but it was the last thing shentea to happen in
front of Avril and Max. Most of the other women agills present
were wearing dark, and even unattractive, slacksl fhade matters
worse by saying, in a loud voice, "Oh, look at yslaicks! We should
have warned you to forget about trying to appeamglrous and to
wear something suitable."

From now on, the guide in front walked on aheasigpipearing from
sight in order that he might have the kettle bgilly the time the
others caught up to him at the Gorge.

When Cyndy slipped, a short while later, her fesgtped in their tight
shoes, she felt a stab of pain in her ankle. Gthallthings to happen
to her! It was bad enough having to walk in tightas, let alone have



twisted her ankle. Fortunately, it was not a sexitwist. In fact,
nobody, except Max, seemed to have noticed.

The pain was there, bothering her, slowing her ddtwvas unfair,
she thought. Here she was - she glanced aroundathe-gditter than
most people, no doubt, and yet she was fast bemnto let
everybody down and all because of a new pair o¢sho

Once she caught Max staring at her as if he didunderstand her
case. For a moment, she imagined that she cowddtdgtmpathy and
understanding in his look, but she knew that Mas aaything but
sympathetic and understanding, so faslawvas concerned.

In some places it was almost gloomy where mountaimsliders and
rocks seemed to close in on them. "How far now®iedmdy asked,
panting and, laughing, the guide said, "Not farwiNoow the Gorge."

"You said that ages ago," Cyndy teased, tryingio in the fun to
disguise the fact that she was practically at tieead her tether. Her
mind screamed for a rest, a place to expose hetdéee cool air or,
better still, a place to dip them in cold mountaater. She thought of
the kettle, boiling now, most probably, and craf@adea.

Walking continued. Her mind was almost a blank ndwere was
just the pain in her feet. Boulders of all sizasg to a vast dry river
bed. More boulders and mountains, with rock crémsered above.
Trees and scrub clung everywhere. They were iGthrge and it was
a scene of amazing beauty.

"We're not there yet," said Max, as everybody staekl pace. "We
still have to keep going."

There was a gasp of disappointment all round.#ldespair Cyndy
felt at this remark showed in her green eyes aststned back at him.
"Where do we go from here?" she asked, in a srahtipst faint



voice. "We are in the Gorge, surely?" She glan¢edeasides of the
mountains, hemming them in.

"We're at the beginning - we must continue if w&rappreciate the
full beauty. Come on, cheer up, the kettle's bgiliap there
somewhere. It's not far now."

It was a trial for anyone's feet - let alone for sbawdy with sore feet.
Feet which, by the feel of things, must be swottetwice their size.

"This is nothing short of an achievement,” a male® said. "You
can't just call it a walk." He laughed, "I'm abailltin!"

Suddenly Cyndy felt better. It was, she thoughtaelmevement - to
be followed by tea, sandwiches, fruit and thenwia¢k back to the
hotel. She felt sure that after a rest, with hereshoff, she would be
able to cope. There was the promise of a hot katbhange of
clothing, drinks in the discreetly lit cocktail bar

The Gorge was cast into shadow. Max looked up amtidsthe guide.
"Let's get the last lap over," he said - and sabeghat was nothing
less than a hideous nightmare for Cyndy. Her feetbbed and
smarted and she knew, without even looking, thatrsd blisters. It
was agony to put any weight on her ankle.

Finally they reached the point where they weredp for lunch. Max
came over to where Cyndy sat slumped on a flat.rock

"Why weren't you frank with me ? " he asked.

Lifting her eyes to his, she said, "What do you meahy wasn't |
frank with you?"

"You have sore feet, and you've twisted your amkie the bargain."”

"Not really. | just gave it a turn, so to speak."



"What kind of answer is that? " he snapped.

"Well, what is it you want me to say? What diffecerdoes it make
whether my feet are sore or whether I've twistecanite? | still have
to get back, don't 1?"

Ignoring her sarcasm, he said, with controlled ingmee, "l accept
that, but perhaps there's something | can do teveskhe position?
Let me give you a couple of dressings for your.feerought some
along."

"So did [, thank you." Silently, she gave thank¥en. She did not
feel such a fool now.

"Well, put them on, in that case."
"l intend to - presently," she replied.

"Don't waste time," he told her. "One can't be sateere, but | think
the weather is changing."

Directly she had eaten she meant to dip her fabtimater which lay
in a big pool in the fantastic tunnel of sheer rock

There were signs of lazy surprise when the Africardes started
packing up. "Time to go." they said. "Weather i$ $mgood."

With the fear of mountain accidents at the backth&fir minds,
everybody began to prepare for the walk back. Qftee most
harmless walk could turn into something disastiaube Berg. One
did not necessarily have to be a climber with rdpeseet trouble. A
change in the weather could bring about all sdrtmplications.

Cyndy went behind a tall rock and began to put enshmoes, which
she had taken off while she was eating. There wagoing to be
time to bathe them or to look out pads and apmythbecause it was



guite apparent by this time that the weather wakergoing a rapid
change.

She looked up quickly when Max came to stand bdsailelooking
down, he said, "Cyndy, if you have any problems mothe time to
speak up - before we get going. Let me have a logkwa feet."

"NO-"

"I've formed a good many impressions about youthiswalk," he
went on, "and one of them is that you're suffefing.

The racing shadows cast a forbidding light acrbgslkioulders and
the Gorge became a sinister place, somehow - & ptaget away
from.

"Is it going to storm?" she asked, the thoughthatt tendless walk
filling her with despair. Even while she was spegkthere was a
growl of mountain thunder. "I'll be all right," sheld Max quickly.
"Just let me put my shoes on in peace."

His eyes did not leave her face. "Make it snapipgnt"

"Il be with you in a moment." She abandoned apé of having
time to dress her blistered feet.

For a while her shoes seemed to behave themselltksugh her
ankle caused her to limp slightly. She was amazeitheaway in

which she was able to keep up a brisk pace. Inya ste was almost
enjoying herself.

Instead of the stifling heat, now, there was a sadthill in the air.
There was also a keyed-up anxiety about the weasisethunder
continued to growl around the mountain peaks.

An element of danger, after all, is always a statin thing.



When the shoes began to hurt again Cyndy was awargreat surge
of hopeless depression. There was so far to gdarendieather was
becoming more and more threatening every moment.aFbrief
second she closed her eyes in misery. It was daweajuestion to try
and walk in her bare feet - the path was far toagho and
unpredictable. Walking clumsily, she tripped agaunenching her
ankle a second time that day. This time the pampgd half-way up
her leg and she caught her breath.

"It's nothing," she gasped. "Don't stop. Pleasergceveryone."
"Oh, no," said Avril. 'What's your case, Cyndy?"

"I'll be fine, in a moment. | just twisted my anldéghtly." She felt
like fainting, but started to walk, trying her best to limp in front of
Auvril.

"Look," Max said, "this girl is in trouble. I'm gog to ask somebody
to take this haversack from me and I'm going tcetakeasy with
Cyndy while you people go on."

"But why you?" Aral's eyes were hard as she loakddax.

"Because | happen to know this walk like the bafckp hand, that's
why." There was impatience in Max's voice.

"It just doesn't make sense," Avril argued.

"It makes all the sense in the world, and | dor@htmo waste more
time arguing about it," he said firmly.

"You should have worn suitable clothes.” Avril l@okat Cyndy with
naked hostility in her dark eyes.

"l have walking shoes - just like everyone else,h@ys voice was
angry. "l have a hat, a scarf, a jersey, sun-géagsst like everyone



else. Besides, | don't know what all the fuss isuabl'm ready to
keep up."

"Yes, it looks like it," Avril snapped.

"Don't keep on as if people had no feelings at dlax looked at
Afril,

"Thank you. That's a nice remark - talking abteelings" Avril's
eyes were blazing.

"There doesn't seem to be any reasoning with ydax was saying.
"Cut it out, Avril."

Cyndy closed her eyes and tried to think of nothatgall for a
moment. Her tawny face was pale.

"Cyndy." It was Max's voice and she opened her.eyes
"Yes?"

"From now on, you're going to set your own goodepatle're going
to let everybody go on ahead."

To argue with him would have created more tensorshe shrugged
her shoulders and stood by, helplessly, while ve ¢fze haversack to
one of the other men in the party. (In case hetbahd up carrying
her, she thought bitterly.)

For a while they could see the party ahead of thefore a turn in the
path cut diem off. "I wish you hadn't done this-1l could have
managed - somehow," she said.

"Some time ago," said Max, "l said that while | adna fighter | also
despise a fool. At the moment, you're behavingaikeol. Now, let's



stop for a moment while | have a look at your fdetlking about
fools -1 was a fool, back there, not to have indiste

"If you give me five minutes, I'll put some pads thie areas which
have become blistered and chafed,” she repliedfottimately,
instead of wearing old shoes | bought new walkimges."

"Il apply the pads," he told her. "How is yourkés by the way?"

"Oh," she shrugged and tried to smile, "it hasiigsiges. I'm so sorry
about all this. | feel so ashamed. I've gone antedieverything."

"It's not a catastrophe. You're not the first partm have ended up
with sore blistered feet and a twisted ankle andggrtainly won't be
the last. In the Berg anything can happen. Nowgwat there and let
me help you."

Her sigh was one of helpless despair. She did namtwhim
examining, or touching, her feet. His blue eye&éabdirectly at her.
"Cyndy," his voice was soft, "don't hassle me.tfyimg to help you."

So she yielded herself to him, watching him asgpied dressings to
her ruined feet. His movements were quick andiefitc She enjoyed
watching him, against her will.

"You'll be all right," he grinned.

“I'm all right now" She gave him a smile. It was always a, surpri
whenhesmiled, she thought. His smile softened the seness in his
face.

They walked through another of the little foresthjch clung to the
side of the mountain. Layer upon layer of falleeves silenced their
steps. The light was gloomy and threatening andhineder seemed
to be increasing. It was directly overhead. Cyndynd herself
tensing, waiting for the lightning to commence.



When they were through the trees they saw that sénage,

gnawed-by-wind mountain peaks were obliterated bwyal In order

to reach the Gorge they had first climbed steaaiilgt then the path
had flattened out before it dropped, winding itsyvd@wn into the

cleft between the thickly-vegetated and rocky maunst This meant,
therefore, that she and Max were climbing now,l@rtway out of

the Gorge, and the going was difficult.

Cyndy's hair cascaded about her face and impatish#é shook it
back. Occasionally she found herself thinking chagme-gold hair
could prove to be a hindrance, for the simple nedbkat it was so
conspicuous. Her scarf and little cloth sun-hateassth in her bag.
The whole walk had ended in a disaster for her.

In front of her Max led the way. She felt his sgdn A flash of
lightning split dark clouds, knotted and heavy witifallen rain, and
this was immediately followed by thunder and anothd flash.

"We must keep on,” Max said, over his shoulder's "o use
stopping. It serves no purpose.”

"I know," she murmured.

The chill in the air had sharpened and she devdlgo®se- flesh.
Max stopped. "Put your jersey on," he told hert"ho matter how
we look at it, we're in for a soaking."

"l know," she said again, and took a breath.

He waited while she took the yellow jersey from Hexg and
struggled into it. Her thoughts were mainly ongk@'m now. It made
the soreness of her feet a little easier to beangbow.

At first it was a "dry" storm, and that was alarguirshe tried not to
flinch as the lightning flashed about them. The nther was
ear-splitting. Panic fluttered inside her but shetlan, automatically



placing one foot in front of the other. She fouredself wondering
how far the other walkers had got.

When hail attacked them it was in a place where gath was
completely unprotected. It would be, she thoughtiley fine and
treacherous, the hail stung their faces.

Suddenly Cyndy began to laugh, shaking back hey Wwhich was a
tangled mass, and taking deep breaths of air \elsharp icy stones
thrashed her face. She even tilted her face, makiegsier for the
hail.

Max stopped walking and gave her a smile. "I'm glad see the
funny side," he said, while she went on laughingl tine tears ran
down her cheeks. She doubled over, finally, ang@@s"l - | can't
help it. This is priceless!"

Immediately the hail stopped rain came racing acrhb® crags,
soaking their clothes within a matter of secondsl, &hivering, she
continued to laugh as they walked. She felt almgsterical.

The paths were wet from drifting rain. "Be carejolu don't slip,"
Max called out.

They continued stepping it out and then, suddellgx stopped
walking and waited on her to catch him up. Her greyes climbed to
the level of his. The smell of rain was everywhé&ieexpectedly, he
reached out a hand and pushed her rain-glitteredaek from her
face. Lightning struck at the rocks, missing thénmade her feel it
was a miracle that she and Max had not been stf@eice again to
the rescue," she said softly, "aren't you?"

"Am 1? That sounds like half-way to a reconciliatibhe answered,
while above them the clouds, like veined marblesewent apart.



As suddenly as the storm had started it begands paer and there
was only the wind, driving the rain, before themipging water,

timid bird calls, the rustling of leaves and sceotssoil and rain.

What was left of the day was left in greyness. Miseathed and
eddied between the cliffs in the direction of te bf the Gorge,
which was well behind them now. To one side, tlveas an awesome
drop and the valley below was shrouded in squélfaio.

They halted and listened to the baboons barkingthay could not
see them. They stood in companionable silencegniisgy to the
barking and to the thunder as it growled its waguad the high
peaks, and Cyndy savoured the moment before Maxdwspoil it
with one of his sarcastic remarks and before theyed on again and
her feet were put to punishment.

"I think I'm going to walk bare-footed now," shadsa
"The stones are too sharp," he told her. "Comesiick it out.”

As they settled down to a slow but steady pacebshgan to feel cold
and cramped and acutely aware of her nagging fepainful ankle.

Sensing this, Max helped her, wherever the patmited. "It's
nearly over," he told her.

"I'm longing for a bath,” she said. "I keep thingiof all that hot,
scented, foaming water. I'd - I'd never have beeh sufailure if it
hadn't been for these wretched shoes."

Once, as he held her hand, while she clambered dosteep slope,
she said, "I'm usually so strong. I'm actually vienygh. | - wish you'd
believe this." She fell against him and he steatsd

"You don't have to prove anything." His voice wasrs and Cyndy
didn't know him again.



Staring up at him, with a mixture of bewildermemidaanger, she
said, "A person could know you for years and y@asgneverknow
you." She took her hand away and moved from hiret'SLface it, |
know what you're thinking and | know what I'm thimg."

"What are you thinking?"
"We could never be friends," she whispered, "yod l&h

"No?" She took a breath when he placed both handeparms and
shook her slighdy. "And what's stopping us?" heedsk

Aware of dangerous emotions stirring in her, sheokmherself free.
"Don't," she said shortly. "Take your hands off ine!

"In a way, you should be complimented,” he saidastrcally. "Cliff
Collins would be proud of you - carrying on wheredie off."

When he gripped her shoulders again she knew #&atas going to
kiss her. "Don't you think this subject has bedmageisted?" he asked,
before he kissed her.

She was aware of his lean body against her artte &ssed her, she
tried to keep the interest out of her lips, butiagfaher will she felt
them responding to him. She couldn't help it.

Finally he released her, but he kept on lookingmawher face. Their
eyes clung together and she was aware of the esxpnas his own -

amused and hard. She was furious with herself. "2rdgou!" she

snapped. "Damn you, Max!"

"Hadn't you better get around to doing some thigkinstead of
damning me?" he asked softly.

"Hadn't you?" she flung at him, and then stood waiting on him 1
begin walking.



Once she nearly fell and, tortured beyond words, rslve stopped
and took off her shoes. Then she threw the shoesha river which
they had just crossed by means of huge steppingsto

Max threw back his head and laughed, and becaessahat the end
of her endurance, she shouted, "Go on, laugh!ulghtave done this
a long time ago, way back there. | don't like tarede a fool of and
that's exactly what's happened today. | should mesee worn new
shoes. | should never have worn yellow and whitghduld never
have allowed my hair to blow all over my face. bsld never have
consented to stay behind with you."

"How could you have possibly known?" he asked. "Yewever
walked to the Gorge before."

"I should have made it my business to know. | sticmdver have
come, quite frankly."

“I'm very glad you did come. | wouldn't have misstuls for
anything," he said.

The water gleamed like pewter in the grey light aed olive-green
shoes made a small dash of colour beneath it.t8bd Boking down
at them and she could feel the thickness of theamid rain-laden air
- and the tightness in her throat. By the time treached the hotel
every part of her felt ragged. She ached for a bathto rest before
having a drink to pick her up. Surprisingly, sheewnthat she was
hungry, starving, ravenous.

She had made it! Suddenly the nightmare had enutdlee even felt
a sense of achievement.

When she got to her room she stood and looked raelfien the
full-length mirror and did not know whether to ldugr to cry. Then
she did neither - because, right then, the phomg ra



"Cyndy!" said Kiko. "You've had everybody franticitiv worry,
darling, but congratulations on making it. We thiougie'd have to
send a helicopter out for you."

The second time the telephone rang was when shgqukadjone
through to the bathroom. With a little sigh she edmack into the
bedroom to answer it. This time it was Ken. "Hélloe said. "How
was the walk?"

She made a face. "Fine," she said. "We've jusbgck, actually."
There was a slight pause. "So late?"
"Well, a little while ago."

"Was - Max Steele there?" he asked, sounding ashiad given this
more than usual thought.

"Yes, he was. What can | do for you?" Suddenly fefteimpatient
with Ken for phoning.

"l thought I'd let you know that the guniting maaéihas finally
packed up."

"Oh, no!" she whispered, dismayed. "What are wagoo do?"

"Your guess is as good as mine," he told her. Afeghad rung off she
asked herself why he could not have kept this nback until
tomorrow. It almost seemed as if Ken was bent aoilisg her
evening at the Kathlamba Hotel. Thinking aboutviag he looked at
her, from time to time, and found excuses to toloehthis seemed
guite possible. Perhaps he was jealous? The idled fier with
discomfort.



She had longed for a bath and now that the momastastually here
she lay in the scented water, and although her b@dysoothed, her
mind was active, brooding on what Ken had just twd

She was resting on her bed, before dressing, wieephone rang a
third time.

"I'll give you ten minutes," Max's voice said, "afltlmeet you in the
African Drum for a well-deserved drink."

Thoughts of the guniting machine crowded in on B&e might well
have to lower her pride and ask Max to help oussls® said, "That
will be wonderful!"

She could visualise the mocking blue eyes behiiné tblunt lashes -
the gold-capped tooth, like her own. At least wed#mat in common,
she thought, smiling.



CHAPTER Xl

SHE dressed quickly and used up the remaining plasteh® box on
her feet and, because she could get away withetwsore her black
velvet bedroom slippers with the sparkling buckieth her black
slack suit lined with emerald green. The softnddt® slippers was
sheer heaven.

The African Drum was practically full and, as sheosl at the
entrance, her green eyes scanned the small, dinsiyace for Max.
Sensing her gaze, he looked up and then came tohaeewith the
same free stride she had come to associate witthaypen which he
had strode up to her and removed her hat, scarfamglasses at the
pool under construction at the Escarpment GueshF&eeing Max
alone like this, she thought, one was apt to foappeiut Avril.

"You look great," he said, smiling. "No one woultee say that you
haven't yet recovered."

"You completely underestimate me," she told himve'l quite
recovered.”

Taking her hand, he said, "What are you going k@t

When they were seated she said, "I'm going to daiBlaby- cham."
She had made up her mind on the spur of the momkistwould get
Max on the subject of pools.

"Fair enough. Babycham coming up."

Later, she watched him as he sat in his habitsdlida - holding his
glass with the finger tips of one hand and turrtimg glass this way
and that. His eyes mocked her.

"Tell me," he said, finally, "what's the Babychamaiid of? Are you
celebrating?"



"Hardly," she replied.
"Why - hardly ? " He went on looking at her.

"Well - hardly, because our guniting machine apptahave packed
up. Ken phoned this evening."

"Coulchrt he have held the information over untimbrrow?" he
asked. "Anyway, what's the matter with it?"

“It's -er- it's...."

"Go on ... I'm interested."” He gave her an engagmg but Cyndy
knew what he was about.

Trying not to flare into sudden anger, she saithef€'s dirt in the air
valves, or something."

"Well, why doesn't Harris clean it?" Max's voice snvaoftly
tantalizing.

"It keeps clogging up - the valves, | mean. Juddieel ..."

"You don't have to put Judd first, just because pappen to be
talking to me," he interrupted. "Why don't you jussty Ken and
Judd?"

Ignoring him, she said, "Judd and Ken have had afltrouble with
our machine. This time the dirt seems to have chtise ..." she
groped for a word, "meter to burn out, or something

"Or something." He looked up at her from his gla$gell, in that
case, Ken - or Judd - should strip it."

"Ken says it'sinished" She was beginning to get impatient now.



Max's tanned fingers were around the rim of hissglagain.
"Fortunately, you'll be in a position to buy a neachine -

what with all your sidelines --" He broke off armbked down at the
glass again and Cyndy had the feeling that he waggtto hide the
mirth in his eyes. "Concrete walls," Max was sayifygpur own
coping tiles, all that poolside furniture for leisdiving, your plants
and the exotic plant urns to go with them." He ledkup. "You
should have no financial problems."

“It's big money to outiay, at the moment," she sdlth hoping to be
able tohire a machine." There, it was out!

"Ah!" She watched him take a swallow of his drit/ell, I'll admit
you can't very well do without a guniting machingness yotpour,
of course." His eyes moved to give her a sidewdsnacg.As she
grasped at a possible solution to their problenr, dgreen eyes
widened. "PourPour you mean?"

She felt maddened when he laughed outright.

"Uh-huh, Cyndy pour." There was a small pause and then he we
on, "You know, hiring gunite equipment is expensise you could
always pour, but pouring, as you well know," he wpsnly mocking
her and she knew it, "has its distinct drawbacks."

"l - er - 1 don't see why." She lowered her lashaktaok a sip of her
Babycham. It was a tiny sip, and when she hadheds she pressed
her lips together and lifted her lashes, waitingddenly, to ease the
tension she was feeling, she smiled and said, tageve're going to
build a pool with champagne seats built all round you know,
where people can sit in the water and sip champagnet just
Martinis. The pool will be for one of our very wéa} clients."

"Well, here's luck." He raised his glass.



"Thank you." She took a little breath. She wondevlkédre Avril was
and then forgot about Avril. "What was it you weeging, a moment
ago ?"

"Was | saying something?" Her eyes rested on hrswhich he was
bunching up, film-star style.

"About - pouring."

"Oh, yes. Well, agouknow yourself, a full crew of professionals ha
to work pretty fast to stay ahead of such a langgngjty of concrete.
Am | right?"

"W-when you - you pour, you mean?" She wonderedthéreken
knew about pouring and she wanted to make suret &bou

"Yes. In other words, such a large quantity of ¢etecis hard to
control. You'd have to get more staff - professisra the game, of
course."

"Well, | don't want to take on more staff - not,yabyway."

"No ... | can see your point, of course." He wamtwurning his glass.
He was becoming maddening, she thought. "Well tlgemiting
would still be your best bet. | guess you'll juatzé to hire a machine,
Cyndy - unless Ken Harris and Judd between thenreaar your
present machine. It's pretty ancient, of coursif Iadd that machine
a long time. | often thought he should have inve&stea new one
instead of redecorating the house."

"How do you know?" Her voice was sharp.

"Well..." he shrugged his shoulders, "I get to kn@wot of things."
With his slightly long hair style and immaculatetshere was almost
a Regency look about him, she thought.



"Talking about staff," she said, completely ruffleow, "we used to
have a Jan Bartman with us, at one time, beforiedppened to be
lured away."

Glancing at her with a cool interest, he said, "&h,we've heard
about Jan Bartman now, have we? | guess one ddlykwew the
whole story."

"I know about Jan Bartman, anyhow, and a wholenote."

"Well, Jan had to be paid - he couldditvayswork for nothing. That
was during the times when CIiff was going througte @f his big

spending sprees and Ken Harris was sitting on éhed, watching
him. Cliff was a great spender, you know. If it cgs1o that - so is his
niece --" He broke off to signal the barman Miked @yndy sat

watching, and seething, as Max ordered two moredri

Swivelling round to her again, he said, "Jan wdsminnate. He had
a wife and kids to support. He couldn't be keptiwvgifor his money.
Judd, on the other hand, could. Judd, even atiskeof this getting
back to his ears, knows when he's on a good witketand Norah
have a home, food - all on the house. I'll say nmigh for CIiff, he

was mote than just a little generous. Judd coutwréto wait for his

money - because ClIiff always met his obligationgreif a hit on the
late side. Into the bargain, Judd has a pensiorfoA&en Harris,

well --" He shrugged those shoulders, which lookedfascinating
beneath the well-tailored suit. "Ken was waiting @iff to collapse

financially. That was - to use one of your own esprens - common
knowledge. Then he intended buying Blue Champatprewhat

Cliff could get for it - and there you have it."

There was a silence and then Cyndy snapped, "lyal\kaew you
were a callous, scheming deuvil, but | didn't thywki were a gossiper
into the bargain!"



"What I've just told you, my very precious Cyndyppens to be
common knowledge." He coddled his drink. "I'm nekiag you to
like it. It's high time you saw things for what yhare."

The lighting fell from copper lamps, reflecting @he gleaming
counter and on her gleaming champagne-gold haictwkhe had
arranged in a chignon.

"I don't care what you say," she said airily.

"Frankly," he replied, "l never cared a damn eithilbat went on with
Blue Champagne - until recently."

"And that's merely because you would like to seegmender. Let's
face it." She felt suddenly drained. The walk, Isehsturbing phone
call, what Max had just told her were all takingititoll.

"Why weren't you frank with me when | asked yoydim me in the
African Drum for a drink?" Max asked softly. "Whyda't you just
say, 'Ohwonderful for the very simple reason that | want to hire
guniting machine - not because | want to be with $ou

Restlessly, Cyndy moved her sleek jersey-silk-erttdsgs away
from the warmth of his presence. She did not wangéwen brush
against Max. "l was a fool to confide in you," d&d. "l set a nice
little trap for myself when | agreed to meet youehé

"You set a nice trap for me, you mean. Here | whg'"voice was
sarcastic, "looking forward to being with you imstkiery discreetly lit
bar with its very special atmosphere - amid carveags curios - and
all the time you had but one idea in your schenfittig mind, and
that was what you could get out of me in the wayaoduniting
machine - or guniting your pools for you while yoonte to terms
with your financial setup.”



"I wouldn't take help from you if you went down gour very special
knees and asked me. You have a conceited assortheptnions
about yourself - most of them false."

He accepted the insult with a little nod of hiskdhead. "Only-most
of them?"

"Clearly," she went on, "modesty is not one of ystrong points.
Weren't you aiming just a little high when you ldédsne today? What
exactly did you expect?"

"What | got, quite frankly. Response."

"Do you know what you can do?" she asked. "Yougastraight to
hell and never come back again!" She stood up.

"Being common is becoming only to a few women,'shal, looking
at her from his stool. "You're beginning to takelia plasterer on pay
night - and it doesn't suit you."

"You can keep your guniting equipment!" she tolohhi

"You're not going to like this," he got to his fgdiut that is exacdy
what | intend doing. Let me see you to the dinirgpm. We've got
problems, all right. You see, Kiko has arranged W eat together,
along with Avril."

"In that case, | shall ask for room service," <ayshdy.

"Well, that's up to you, of course. Allow me, iratltase, to see you to
your door."

She gave him a long furious look before she sdiiele's no need,
thank you. I'm quite used to seeing myself to myr@eorandinto
my own room, no matter whgou might think."



Being in bed, with cool sheets and a light fleetanket bunched
under her chin, after the kind of physical tortwslee had been
through, should have been exquisite. Instead, lif sarved as an
incubator to her disorderly thoughts. She longedtifi®@ morning

when she could express her thanks to Kiko and Bipamge and leave
the hotel.

She had gone into the dining-room as late as pessihhen most
people were finished dinner, and eaten alone.It dvalviays be like
this, she told herself. She would always be setside time to brood
about Max ... because she was in love with him, thloeight in

bewilderment.

In the morning, she tried to sound calm and haggsha thanked the
Pages for having her. It was very quiet drivinglbtacthe house and
she did not even pass one car on the way. Theit@ssl moved in
from the surrounding mauve mountains.

Ken and Judd, of course, had already left for iteevehere there was
still work to do before it was time to gunite. Holney were going to
gunite was a different matter.

When the men returned in the late afternoon sheed/antil after tea
before bringing up the subject of the guniting maeh"l was so

worried, after you phoned," she said, and was réedhby Ken's eyes
flickering uncomfortably over her face. "l lost alhterest in

everything."

"I hope | didn't spoil your fun?" he asked, and khew then, without
a doubt, that Ken was jealous of Max.

"Well," she decided to be unkind, "you did, actyall



Three nights later Max phoned. "l rang to find bow things are
going with you," he said.

The sound of his voice caused her to bite heWpen she could trust
her voice she demanded, "What exactly do you mgahdi?"

"Do you want any help?" he asked.

"Help?" Her voice was hard. When she had put detler for help he
had cast it to one side.

"Yes, help. Money? Do you need - financing?"
"I'm so touched by this new concern," she saidastically.

"Look, | didn't phone you to quarrel with you. Iged to find out
whether you happen to need money. In other wordsyadi need
financing?"

"l don't need financing - and even if | did, it wdn't be by you. |
wouldn't approach you."

"Well, I'm approaching you. Do you understand whaean?"

"l don't need your help." She was pleased thavbmre sounded so
calm and hard. However, her hands were cold arkirgha

"Then apparently you've received help from anothearter?"
"Yes."

"Well," she could almost see him shrug, "I guessrghing is all
right?"

"Yes." She didn't feel it was her own voice spegkitEverything is
perfect."



A warm moon rose above the mountains and she wéiné twindows
to watch it. In the darkness insects began to diorthe garden.
There was movement in the pool even though ther tilad switched
itself off. It looked like a bowl of stars, she tlght, set in the garden.

A week later, after days of frustration and wosiye was on the site
where she had driven out in the Cortina with thgevanvelopes. Ken
and Judd had left the site to go into Lindeque,revtiieey had to see
about the parts for the guniting machine. They veaiéng back for
the men at the end of the day. In fact, Cyndy folacself thinking,
they should have been back by now.

The pool area was a place of unrest and immediatedydrove up to
it she was aware that something was wrong. Weaiwite cotton
shift and gold sandals, she stepped out of tharwhwas exposed to a
furnace Berg wind which caught at her hair and bieacross her
eyes which she had narrowed against the the asdauh and heat.
The weather had been temperamental for some tinveand was, in
itself, enough to fray the nerves. On most aftensoihunderstorms
raged about the mountain peaks and one could hedahtinder and
see the lightning at play amongst blue-black kmbtieuds.

It was obvious, even to the casual observer, beanérves of the men
were frayed and there was an aggressiveness dhbeut 4s thev
argued and made wide gesticulations.

Going right up to the excavation, Cyndy said totibad-
man, "Simon, is anything wrong? Is there some aiairtouble?"

"There is plenty trouble," he said. "Plenty. Thamover there, Zero,
he came on the job late. It was lunch-time. Hedhdttle of brandy.
He was very drunk. | took the bottle of brandy avrayn him. It was

a new bottle of brandy - that means that he mus fiasshed another
bottle. | told him to get going. There was no placethe job. He was



too drunk. Now," Simon broke off to expel a long&th, "he has
come back for his bottle of brandy."

"Oh!" Cyndy also expelled a breath. "Is that allel\\Wyou did right, |

guess, in sending him away to sober up, but whyt o just give

him bade his bottle? It's nearly time to knockradtv, anyway. There
looks as if there's going to be a free fight fdrpaksently. | think
you'd better get it all sorted out as soon as ptessi this is to be
avoided."

Simon, regarding her with unease, said, "The batflérandy is
empty. The men have finished the brandy. That &t\ah this trouble
is about."

In a way, she thought, if it wasn't so alarmingvduld have been
funny. As it was, the drink and the heat were hgutireir way with
the men and the situation was fast becoming owbafrol. It was
frightening.

"Simon," she begged, "can you sort it quieasé® | feel such a fool -
| can't even talk the language. As soon as maitersleared up | can
pay the men and they can wash and change and teegimmer
down. By the time they've done that the truck stidaé¢ back from
Lindeque to pick them up." She broke off, catchieg breath, as two
of the men came to blows.

Simon's voice was raised above the commotion. &kveen were
treating the whole thing lightly and they were |aungy and jeering
good-naturedly, but most of them were becoming fsam&used.
Looking at them, Cyndy had the feeling that shes vedling apart.
Shaking, she wondered what she would do if the imes was not
able to calm the men.

Much to her relief he had managed to part the tweo,nbut another
rush of arguments was springing up as the fighteed to justify



their actions. Baffled and frightened, Cyndy stomdtching, her
heart grieving for her pool business. Everythingnsed to be going
wrong, from one day to the next. The men were iEsdBONEy was
creating a problem, the guniting machine was pgsdir. Parts or no
parts, she knew that the machine was finished.

There had also been the article in the latest adiaf the Berg
Bulletin. Every word was like a scorch on her mind. It Wwasded,
"Blue Champagne Pools - Nose Dive," and went on, Blige
Champagne worth putting right? If so, it is goingdke an awful lot
of swimming against the tide. It is difficult toysawvithout a fuller
statement, what exactly has gone wrong. However Blhampagne
Pools have been in difficulties for almost a yeat a half." (This had
made her realise that the business had been he&wlingjsaster
before her time. Why, then, hadn't she been wajri#d® difficult to
Imagine," continued the article, "such a discregamming from the
poolside operation alone. Admittedly, for a smabincern Blue
Champagne tended to be over-staffed, on the pa#s’'fand here
they all were - fighting, she thought bitterly) "anlden, later,
overstocked with ornamental precast walling, po@sand patio
furniture, indoor and outdoor plants." (And thissmahenshehad
come in, she thought, bitterly.)

The article had continued, "The answer could beldséges on the
interior decorating operation which was brought amthe Blue
Champagne Poolquip fold as part of Miss Cyndy @sllileisure
living' marketing plan, which was a dismal failure,any marketing
sense.

"However, for the real breakdown we'll just haveviit and see. It is
a pity to see the beautiful and very charming Misdlins go out in

such a fashion, but it does seem that Blue Changpags infected by
incautious optimism, distorting fact in no uncamtananner."The
article was now followed up by fighting on the pasdk.



There was a sudden silence and then she saw thahén were
looking beyond her with a mild kind of curiosityver all the noise
she had not heard a car pull up. She turned jusine to see Max
stepping out of his car and she straightened hek d&asses,
watching as he came towards her.

She felt a wild, alarming kind of happiness. Alangyi because she
wanted to run towards him when all she could do teastand and

wait for him as he came over to where she was stgnHie carried

his jacket lighdy over one shoulder.



CHAPTER X111

"WHAT the devil is Harris up to," Max asked, "allowinguyon the
job on pay day?" Able to destroy her with a glaimeplue eyes went
over her white shift and gold sandals, "and yotuelelin dressing for
the occasion, don't you?" Before she could makesssont of angry
reply he said, "But that can wait. Let me sort tbisout first." He
dropped his jacket on the handle of a wheelbarrow.

Utterly drained, she stood by helplessly whiledaktover and later,
when the men had been given their pay packets addbne off to
wash and change before Ken and Judd arrived itrdbk, she said,
"Ken and Judd have gone to search for parts faguinging machine.
We have to be guniting here within a day or twoy@s can see for
yourself." Baffled and insecure, she stared hopBlesit the

excavation. What was the good of putting up a figitte thought. By
now, Max would have seen tiBerg Bulletin anyway.

Glancing in the direction of the excavation, hedsédies, | know
that. Judd Dixon's wife told me where | could fyal, by the way."

Her eyes widened. "Do you mean you went there hédbuse?"

"Yes. Cyndy, let's meet this head on." He placedhands on her
shoulders and studied her with a kind of anxiougem. "I'm going

to follow you in my car and you'll drive out to mlace, which as you
know is not far from here. When we get there I'rmgdo mix you a

drink," he gave her a slow smile, "maybe even twoks, depending
on how you stand up to it. When you've simmeredrdoss're going

to have a talk, and after we've reached some csiods, | intend

driving you home. We'll make the usual arrangemabtaut getting

your car back to you." He gave her another smile.

She was very pale. "In other words, a case of tyisgpeating itself?"
she murmured. "You follow me, then you take me hoamal then



you bring my car back to me and | take you backusit doesn't make
sense." She stepped out of his embrace.

"It makes a lot of sense."

"No, it doesn't," she argued, distrusting him, kinng about the last
time she had been with him.

"You'll do as | tell you." It was an order and ek her arm, but she
shook it off.

"Don't order me about!" she snapped. "Can't youvetstdnd how |
feel? Can't you begin to understand? | feel absiyliubmerged by
men - men, men, men! All | ever see are men, dpart Norah, and
Norah is always with Judd. I'm sick and tired o&lit and I'm not
going to stand here and have you order me arouddtlean later
mode me, because that's what you intend doingjt®h'know you."

"You don't know me at all. You only think you knone."

"l don't see why you should be given the satistectf seeing me
practically reduced to nothing. | don't see why gbould gloat over
me and about the article which appeared inBaey Bulletin That's
why you're here, isn't it? That's why you have @tehelp? So that
you could gloat and mock - afterwards?"

"Don't you give a damn how | feel?" he asked. "Baryage." There
was something dangerously close to a command iudice. "Why
kid around? | want to help you."

Cyndy felt positively sick and dizzy with fatigu&he sky was
beginning to turn pink with traces of purple. Wherere Ken and
Judd? "I might have to make arrangements abouingettie men
home," she said.



She wanted to be reassured - for Max to reassurinéieeverything
was in control.

He glanced at his watch. "You'll do no such thilgsn't time yet,
anyway. Harris and Dixon will be here at any momé&mwmmon,
Cyndy."

"l don't like it," she said in a dubious whisper.
“I'm not asking you to like it."

"You're so bossy." She sounded sad and lost - m@mdi be bossed
by somebody.

"l want to get things sorted out for you," Max sdidwant to help
you. Do you understand what I'm trying to say ta3b

She had herself in hand now. "Okay --" She lettbed out on a long
guavering breath. "l -1 guess so. You're makingtossible for me
to do anything else. | don't have much choice,to |

"Youdon't."

By the time they reached Max's chalet the swimmioglpn his

garden was collecting the hot colours of the sunseth were gold
and scarlet, laced with purple and indigo tingemlids. Max's skin
glowed dark and tanned. His eyes were very bluwea#t unnerving to
note that the mockery had gone from them. It maged( feel like

breaking down and crying.

In the exciting room with the tremendous stone plaee and
golden-yellow sofas he said, "Well, Cyndy, let'sefac- you have
problems." One hand left his side and went to ik dhair and she
watched him as he pushed it back from his foreh8hd.felt a pang
of hopeless love. "And," he went on, "l don't thiftk understating
the case.”



He brought her a drink which she carried to onéhefsofas. "No,"
she said dully, "you aren't understating the chde.have problems.
You're pointing out the cold facts, in fact. Thingse in a mess.
Nothing was ever pointed out to me." She brokefetling vaguely
disloyal to Ken.

"Let's not waste time beating around the bushdd'lyour guniting for
you," he said.

Beyond the glass a big, lone bird flew towardsrtiwaintains.

"Let's not go into detail as to how Blue Champagoginto the state
it is," Max was saying, "let's see how it can baightened out."

"l keep trying to sort this out in my mind," shedsdlt- it can't just be
that you're sorry for me."

"No, you're right - it isn't because I'm sorry fau."

Taken by surprise, for all that, she was abrupdliytious. "Why is it,
then?"

His blue eyes had the kind of intensity which shd hoticed before.
"It's because I'm in love with you, that's why."

She had been unprepared for the shock of this kerfialon't believe
it!" She put her glass down and covered her fatle m@r hands. "Oh,
don't. Max,don't’ When he came towards her she took her har
away and said again, "Don't touch me, Max. | cotiloear it."

"Why not?" he asked. "Let me try to understand @igsdy. Just why
don't you want me to touch you?"

"Because | couldn't stand it, that's why. | dordnivyou near me.
Keep away!"



"That's not very flattering. What am | going toalwout you, Cyndy?"
"What is it you want to do? What is it you're trgito do?"
There was a pause. "Well, you know what they sag?dsked.

"No. | have no idea what you're driving at." Thegreveach aware of
the constraint.

“If you can't beat them, join them." His voice hedd hint of
amusement in it, but his eyes were questioning.

"And by that you mean - what?"
"I'm asking you to marry me."

"Marry you?" Her eyes, wide and green, travelledrdus face. "Isn't
that just typical of Max Steele?"

"Why is it typical? I've never asked a girl to myame - not even Avril
Goddard, who'supposedo be common knowledge."

"But you Have been intending to ask her, havenit§o
"You, apparently, have been taken in my idle ggssie told her.

"You'd even ride rough-shod over Avril to meet yown ends," she
said bitterly. "Wouldn't you?"

"What the devil are you getting at?" He was getangry. "I've just
told you | love you. You're overdoing it. I've justked you to marry
me."

"Thank you very much! | don't want to be marriedBerg Pools
thank you! Because, with Blue Champagne out ofwhg, that's
exactly what it would mean."



"Cyndy, | couldn't give a damn about Berg Pools!"

"This feud between you and my uncle is nothing sbibain obsession
with you. You'd even marrgneto meet your own selfish ends. Yot
don't care about anything else."

"I happen to care about you, believe it, or nots ldok was so direct
she found it disconcerting.

"Well, | can't say the same thing for you," sherfdunerself saying,
while something shrieked out inside her that thas wot true.

"How can you be so sure?" he asked, and when stie nwareply, he
went on, "Perhaps | shouldakeyou care."

"How will you do that?" Her voice, in an effort sound hard, merely
sounded small.

Max put his glass down, and when he came towardsshe sat
breathing hard, feeling the thud of her heart, lmo#ing up at him
from the golden-yellow sofa. Then, still withoukitag her eyes from
his face, she put out her arm and began to gropendrfor some
place to put her glass. She stood up. "l advisengwo try, Max."

His blue gaze went over her. "You shouldn't do,tha¢ said, very
softly. "With your eyes - those grape-green eya® you afraid of
me, Cyndy?"

"Of what?" The words were just two little piecesboéath.
"Of what youfeel,maybe."

He covered the short distance between them andchibdrands were
upon her. She made no attempt to defend herself Wwheook her
into his arms and tilted her chin.



"Let's get this on record," he said. "When | fgatv you and learned
who you were | thought, 'What a beautiful, damnasblypid little fool
to have inherited Cliff's pool business.’

Later, | knew you were a fighter. Looking backnkekv right from the
start that Iwantedyou. I've always known that when the time carmr
for me to want a girl | would know it from the stér

When Cyndy could find her voice she said, "Whatyda expect to
gain by telling me all this? Do you expect me tamew with relief
because you say you - you want me?"

"I may be wrong, but | don't think so - | think yawantme to want
you, Cyndy."

"Well, that's where you're mistaken,"” she told hiom, a shaken
breath. "Let go of me!"

"No, let me - give me a chance to prove it." Thees a gathering
impatience in his voice.

He turned her face up, and when he put his mouthews, , she
struggled with her tears, willing herself not toy,cand then the
despair she was feeling gave way to a throbbirgfless interest.
Feeling Max so close to her was the most excitvapyderful thing
that could ever happen to her. Against her moutbalek "What have
you to say to me ? "

He went on holding her, looking down at her. Therbent his head
and kissed her again.

When he released her, her eyes were like greengawder pale
face. Her silence emphasized the depths of hen{gelShe longed to
be able to tell him that she was in love with hihat she wanted him
to want her, but such things could not be saidritaa who was only
trying to use her to satisfy his own selfish obsess and that



obsession was to see Blue Champagne Pools ruiregcbrilyy that,
but to see CIiff Collins' niece humiliated and rdhwith it.

"Let me say this one thing," she said, wantingud him, "I wouldn't
marry you if you were the last man on earth. Thainsls pretty
corny, | know, but it's true. All | want is to getit of here and never
see you again."”

"Is that all you have to say to me?" he asked.salethe hurt in his
blue eyes and was glad.

"Yes. | could say more - a whole lot more," she sdidould begin by
telling you how despicable | think you are - butdmit."

"Well, go ahead. You're entitled to anything thatl wwinake you
happy,” he said. After a moment he went on, "If 'y@ueady, I'll
drive you back - as | said | would."

"You don't need to. I'm quite capable of driving sal," she
answered. "I'll say one thing - and that is, youspdsa remark that |
was a fighter. Well, I'm afraid | don't have veiyogl news for you -
you see, | intend to go on fighting. I'll fight keep Blue Champagne
Pools alive, and what's more, | don't have to picete swoon in your
big, strong arms to get my pools gunited - or myoaats paid."

"If that's your impression, we'll call it a day& baid, while she stood
looking at him, shattered by conflicting thouglitavon't keep you."

He made no attempt to see her out and she fesinthie, although he
touched her with his eyes. "Will you be all righti®'asked. His voice
was cool and impersonal.

"Why should it mean anything to you?" she askednimg. "It
certainly didn't mean anything to you while you e&v@nauling me a
moment ago."



"For a so-called smart girl," he told her, "you thike an idiot."

"Next time you want a girl to tease your appetite-ffor sensation,"
she went on, "l suggest you keep to your own rathtgpe."

Inclining his dark head, he drawled, "I'l make aten of your
suggestion.”

For a while after she left the chalet, Cyndy drdudgously and
recklessly. Dust and small stones spurted up frodeuthe wheels
and made loud and, sometimes, alarming metalleasaoas the larger
stones hit the car. The countryside was blottediadows now that
the sun had practically gone, although, long aedyfiits golden
fingers still stroked the dying colours in the sky.

When the car skidded Cyndy caught her breath asislogved it to
right itself and then, after a few seconds, shiedulver on to the side
of the road and switched off. Immediately she wgsosed to the
loud silence of the Berg and the heavy beatingeohleart. She found
herself almost hoping that she would collapse dkerwheel in a
flood of tears and that Max would drive after haddind her like
that.

The silence was a refuge and she sat for a lorgjtist listening to it
- thinking of absolutely nothing. It was amazingjt lbne could
actually hear the silence. The sun had foldeditg fingers now and
there was something almost colourless about thg Beke a black
and white photograph, almost. Her thoughts, aksbe they would,
went to Max and, automatically, she closed her inetashed eyes,
remembering his kisses, the awareness of his bgayst her own.
She remembered, with a kind of hungry eagernesshwdhe clutched
at, determined not to let the memory escape.

As she tilted back her head, Max was almost thetfe lwer. She felt
the slant of her wide green eyes, reaching to theraorners of her



face, the lids closed - drugged - the lashes togc¢laaressing her
cheeks as Max kissed her. She imagined hersetusérs and a brief
top to go with them which left her tanned torsoeband she could
almost see Max, as his blue eyes went over herdobfgathered her
to him, his hand sliding up to her hair which wawild tangle of
nerves, like the rest of her.

Then, with a low moan, she opened her eyes. Hds,nlaing,
pink-varnished and perfect, dug into her palms. YWagses something
degrading and indecent about a girl who wanted ia sh& actually
despised? she asked herself. A man who actually asfar as to
offer her some kind of marriage to go along-with dwen gimmick -
“If you can't beat them, join them." How could awmhecent,
self-respecting ginvant - no lovebecause she knew she loved Max
a man like that?

Realising that her life had suddenly collapsed agduer, she started
the car and drove home.

Ken and Judd had not been able to do a thing aeuguniting
machine. Instead, they were talking about trying bdoy a
second-hand machine. Cyndy was filled with desasishe listened
to them, during the next few days.

They had started re-vamping the pool which Ken loédl er about
some time ago. The pool which was ready for gugjthowever, was
at a standstill. This was because they were wadmgews about an
offer they had made for a secondhand machine.

One morning, before Ken went out to the truck, bked "By the
way, have you heard about Max? | only heard thesnkast night
when | was up at the hotel having a few drinks aitiniend."

"Whatever it is, | don't want to hear it," she sdlan not interested in
him."



"Somehow, | rather think you will be interestedhrs."
"Why should 1?"
"Because in a way it concerns yous"

"Ken, | don't want to talk about Max Steele. Yooilhke me scream
in a moment."

"Okay." He turned as Judd began revving the trugkres. "Judd's
getting worked up because we're late this morritdgll you later."

The goldness of the morning had lost itself somew/ire a gloomy
depressed corner of Cyndy's mind. She went bade@d began to
tidy drawers and cupboards, and gradually the pesdpeomfort of
her lovely home began to take hold of, her jaggees, soothing
them.

Some time later the phone rang and she heard Norsvering it,
then Norah came through to her room and said, phelee for you,
Cyndy."

The phone, with the receiver off, lay in a pooleflow sunlight on
the desk in the study. Cyndy picked it up. "Hello?"

"Cyndy? Kiko here."

"Oh, hello, Kiko. It's lovely to hear you. How ayeu?" Cyndy's
voice was tight, wary of something. She hopedwas not going to
be another invitation to the hotel.

"Fine," Kiko answered. "Busy, as usual. Especiatlyview of
everything - but | suppose you've heard the news ? "

Suddenly Cyndy went cold. "News? What news?"



Had Ken been trying to tell her that something happened to Max?

"Don't tell me you haven't heard what's going auad these parts?"
Kiko laughed. "My word, Cyndy, you must be wrappgdin your
pool business!"

"Wrapped up in my worries, as it so happened."

"Well, I'm afraid we all have those. Can't seeng&t away from
them. What's worrying you, Cyndy? Anything | cantddelp?"”

"No, I'm afraid not. They're strictly business west" Cyndy tried to
laugh lightly. "Tell me, Kiko, what is this news?"

"Max has bought the hotel - lock, stock and baMelgotiations have
been going on for some considerable time, of coumseeverything
is finalized at last. Byron hasn't been well formsotime now,
although one would never say so to look at him smd¢hear him
sometimes - the way he goes on. Much as it breakbearts, we're
leaving."

"I - didn't know. I'm sorry you're going. I'm going miss you.
When?" Cyndy felt no consolation in this knowled@éis would
simply mean that she was losing two friends antttieaKathlamba
Hotel was going to be out of bounds so far as skeec@ncerned. In a
way, she found herself wishing that Max was leavivgBerg.

"We'll be here for another two months, and thenrl we'off."
"So you aren't phoning to say goodbye?"

"No - not yet. I'm phoning to ask you to come wiraner party we're
giving for Max."

Cyndy's mind reeled with panic. To gain time shie,sdle's going
too be very busy, isn't he? Apart from his gunitingh@@rn, which



just seems to run on wheels in the background - evieerthat is -
there's Berg Pools and now the Kathlamba. He's gusuperman.”

"Well, Berg Pools is in the throes of closing dowiiiko said, "so
Max doesn't have that to worry about. Don't tellyne didn't know
aboutthat? Max started to wind up Berg Pools soon after yowed

here."

Cyndy felt herself going pale. "I didn't know," staid.

"Well, yes," Kiko went on, "but you don't just ceedown a business
overnight, you know. Anyway, to get back to thersinparty, which
happens to be a week ago to the day - you will cevoe;t you?"

Cyndy saw herself cornered.

"Well, thank you. | - I might be going away for aeh but - may | let
you know, Kiko? "

"Of course. | spoke to Ken Harris last night whenwas up here and
I've managed to talk him into coming. | know alloab the feeling
which exists there, but it's too ridiculous to gotbis way - especially
as Ken is always coming to the hotel."

After she had replaced the receiver Cyndy stood toethe desk for
several long minutes. Kiko's news about Max stringk with
devastating effect.



CHAPTER X1V
DURING the week it became obvious that there was argkkin's life.

"I wonder what's happened to the girl in Newcasd€yhdy
remarked to Norah one morning, as they strolledhdothe garden
together, admiring Judd's pink geraniums. Cyndegdither eyes and
gazed at the mountains that she looked on as her ow

"Well, that's Ken all over," Norah answered. "Het et girl when
they were building a pool there. Judd was sayiagwlnile they were
building the pool for the man who owns the garagkindeque there
was a girl who was always hanging around the $Shes is the result.
Ken is always in and out of love, but | supposd kettle down one
day. Let's hope so, anyway."

The relief that Ken was involved with a girl cldsgwas wonderful,
Cyndy thought. It would make working with Ken sira@gain.

What was more, Kiko had suggested to Ken that badht the girl
along to the dinner party.

"I'll collect Sarah first," he said to Cyndy, "atiten we'll come back
here for you and all go to the hotel together. Hawat?"

Enjoying the sense of freedom she was feeling, sshé, "Don't
bother to come back here for me. I'll drive to klwéel myself. That
way, | can take my time about dressing and leatimige at the last
moment."

"Kiko is doing her best to see that we cease iossi|" Ken told her,
smiling sheepishly. "Now that Max is packing up go®l business |
see no reason why we shouldn't forget about alilldfeeling of the

past - especially if | want to visit the Kathlampab from time to
time, or to take Sarah dancing thefe."



"Well, yes, | agree with you," Cyndy's voice waghti. She was still
finding it difficult to forgive Ken for granting amterview to the
Financial Editor of théBerg Bulletin She had found out, of course
The article in thdBulletin had been the result of Ken's interview witl
this man.

Then, trying to forget, she shrugged her shouldéts.never made
much sense to me, anyway." She decided to chaegsutiject. "I'll
be thankful when we get sorted out about a newtigngnmachine...
or should I' say, a second-hand machine?"

"Yes ... well, we've got to be careful we don't lanpther packet of
trouble," Ken answered. "Anyway, Judd and | arengdpb look at

new machines - we want to find out the terms inv)\and so on. It
might pay us to invest in a new machine. You'vetgautlay money
in order to make money."

"l outlaid money to make money," she said, "ank ladere it got
me. Half the stuff is still sitting in the wretchétile shop."

"That was different, of course." His voice was taus.

"Well, why didn't you tell me?" There, it was ouwdw. She went on.
"Why tell the Financial Editor? | often find myselfondering why
you didn't curb me from starting a shop. You mustehknown that
there was no scope for that sort of thing in thegBeven if | was fool
enough not to reason that one out for myself. Sewehgot carried
away by all this talk going on about mountain ctegpringing up all
over the Berg. | wanted to get in while the goingswgood, so to
speak. Even though | inherited the business | w#isopen to
criticism from you and Judd. | thought | made ttiatr?"

"I was asked for an interview," Ken replied shartlywasn't exactly
responsible for the kind of article that materiadisfrom the



interview. Besides, you must admit your mind seemade up about
the shop."

There was a pause and then she said, "Was it leegaus wanted to
buy me out - when the time came?" It was a relisktpthese things.
She had spent enough time brooding on them.

For a moment she thought that Ken was going tohas&emper and
walk out on her, but then he said, very quiethiy€'lhad my eye on
Blue Champagne Pools for some time, I'll be pelsfeftank with
you. Somehow, | couldn't see you wanting to camy Iadhought it
would be a passing interest and that when the ¢amnee you would
be only too willing to get rid of the business."

"To you?"
"To me, of course."

"Well," she shrugged, "I have a lot of things tetsmut. Taking it all
round, though, I'd like to keep on here. I've grdarove the Berg.
What are your plans for the future - taking intosideration that I'll
keep on in an endeavour to build up the businesmag

"I'd like to stay on with Blue Champagne - if youllsvant it that
way, naturally. I'll be honest again. I'd like mym business,
eventually, but that wouldn't be for at least aptewof years."

"Well, | agree with you," she sounded sad. "I migave to sell one
day. | might be forced to leave the Berg."

"You said there was a man in Johannesburg - arethyaliing of
going back there to marry him?" Ken asked.

"No. I'm thinking in terms of going back to work Johannesburg. It
might be best all round. I'd have to sell this lgueouse along with
the business, and that would break my heart -Haretyou are."



"You could live here and find work in Lindeque, roay' he
suggested.

"Hardly. | don't think I'd earn quite the same sala Lindeque as |
did in Johannesburg. Anyway, it's good to know @t'll consider
staying on here for another two years - if | keapl#l let you know
definitely in the very near future.”

"Things could go from strength to strength now tlak has called it
a day," he said. "You've taken that into considenat take it?"

"Yes, | have."
"That's one favour he's done us," Ken said.

"Yes," she said again, wondering whether Max haxddeel to pack
up Berg Pools in order to give her a chance. Stieediup a scarlet
towel from the veranda table. "I'm going for a swimshe said,
"before dinner. The water was super before lundayd

"Before you go," he gave her a direct look, "ara gaite sure about
driving to the hotel yourself?"

"Absolutely positive." She gave him a smile whiati the mixture of

anticipation and dismay she experienced when sbegtit of the

party and subsequent meeting up with Max again. eébom she

could not bring herself to go to Max's chalet apdlagise for having
treated his offer of helping out with regard to gimg with such

contempt. If she could gather enough courage ématthe party, and
If she managed to speak to Max alone, she woulditelthat she had
misjudged him. She would also tell him that shdised now why he
had bought the furniture from Bill Gantry. It haeldm to help her - to
safeguard her against Bill Gantry selling it amfure of his own

design. Taking all this into consideration, howewax didn't have
to tell me that he loved me, she thought. He didatte to make a
game of his help.



"l was thinking that the roads at night are lorel{gn was saying.

"Well, yes, | know. If you like you can follow ma your car, coming
back home, just in case the Cortina breaks dowsoorething," she
smiled.

She devoted one entire evening trying to decidd sir@awould wear
to the dinner party - if she went, of course - aadidied finally on a
cobweb dress in crochet mohair. It was a Johanngsiness, and
looked like golden dust.

The frock was champagne-gold, to go with her hamg it was a
garment of web and air and worn over a deeperggdowever, at
the very last moment she began to lose confidehoatayoing and
nearly phoned Kiko to tell her that it would be imsgible for her to
attend the dinner - she could plead a headache, andytat was
always a good old- fashioned standby.

She realised that she had made a mistake in sthahghe would be
there to welcome Max as the new owner of the Katbhka Her
greatest mistake of all time, though, was in natimg Max a short
letter of apology. Had she done this she would Heltefree to go
wherever she wished in the Berg. She would havedvipe slate
clean.

She tensed as she heard Ken's car starting up uritre and then it
became a drone as he left the drive at the foibteofjlarden and joined
the road, heading for Lindeque where he was tecb$arah.

Some time later Norah came into the lounge to lsayshe and Judd
were going into Lindeque to visit friends. "l thdugou would have

left first," she said, her eyes flickering over @Qyfs glamorous frock,

"before it gets too dark."

"Il be leaving presently.” Cyndy tried to keepr eice light. "l don't
want to arrive too early, Norah. You know how itlison't know too



many people and getting there early could be @nstfako said that
there are to be drinks, first, in their privatege. | think I'll let
things get under way so that | can slip in withoeing noticed. I'll be
leaving soon after you and Judd leave, don't worry.

After the Dixons had driven off she went into thedy, and before
she changed her mind, she picked up the phone mfidddthe
Kathlamba hotel number and asked for Kiko.

"Kiko, this is Cyndy. I'm terribly sorry, but | wdrnbe able to come
after all. 1 hope this isn't going to put you abcuiour table
arrangements, and so on?"

"But, Cyndy, why?" Kiko sounded frankly disappouitéAren't you
feeling so well? "

"It's not that." She decided not to lie. "l justhtovant to see Max -
that's the whole thing."

"Have you had another Collins versus Steele row?"

"l know you must be busy,"” Cyndy answered. "I devéint to keep
you glued to the phone, Kiko."

"No - I'm interested, honestly. Go ahead."

"Well, Max offered to help out by guniting our peoBy now you'll
have learned that we're in financial difficultiesdaour guniting
machine has packed up. In view of the fact tha¢lt Max was
mocking me | threw his offer of help bade in hisdal know now, of
course, that his offer was genuine - that all alohg line I've
misjudged him. | feel pretty humiliated. A dinnarfy in his favour
would hardly be the place to - er - apologise. thaught it all out. I'l
write Max a short note of apology."



"You sound so forlorn," Kiko said, "but | understiarof course. If
you change your mind - please do come. There'lldbacing
afterwards. It should be fun."

A gentle breeze brought the smell of mountain fiesnd grass fires
with it and it ruffled the curtains in the studywas quite dark now
and the sky was crusted with stars which were ctdte in the
shivering water of the swimming-pool.

Cyndy had just made herself some coffee, to stdalyay she was
feeling, when she heard a car coming up the dnde thinking that it

was Ken coming back for her, she swore mildly. lieg¥he kitchen,

she went through to the lounge so that she co@dhsecar through
the windows to make sure, and then she caughtreatibwhen she
realised that it was not Ken's car but Max's. Agibeout she could
just make out his face in the yellow light whichmeafrom the lantern
attached to the veranda pillar.

She waited tensely for his knock and then, aftealaulated pause,
she went to the door.

Max's eyes went over the champagne-gold frock r beegleaming
hair. "All right," he said, "let's drop this nonsenand take it from
here, Cyndy."

When she had collected herself she whispered, "Wdaye you
come?"

"I never take anything for granted, | want to carea myself about
one or two things."

"What has Kiko had to tell you about me? Did shedsgou here?"
Her voice was soft, but aggressive.

"Aren't you going to ask me in?"



"Yes - if that's what you want."
"It is what | want."
"In that case, come in."

She stood watching him as his eyes flickered ardbhedbeautiful
room. Then he said, "Let's examine the facts. edsfou to marry
me. I'm asking you again. | happen to be in loviwou. | also want
to help you to keep Blue Champagne Pools gointpaifs what you
want. What have you to say to that?"

When Cyndy could use her voice she said, "l wasgytn write you a
note of apology. A lot of things have fallen intat{@rn. For instance,
| know, now, why you bought the furniture from B@antry. You
wanted to make sure that he didn't have it in higpswindow. |
couldn't see this, then. I'm sorry. And then, latdren you offered to
gunite for us - what's more, taveyour guniting machine - | didn't
know you'd actually started packing up with BergB@and that you
really meant this. There again, I'm sorry. | havgaite known what
to do about all this - how to handle the situaticnvanted to come to
your chalet, but that seemed all wrong. | was gomngrite and kept
putting it off, then Kiko came up with this dinngwitation and |
made up my mind to try and get you alone theresaydhese things
to you - but then, at the last moment, that toorsskwrong."

"You seemed to have missed the whole point," he Shasked you
to marry me."

"It - it sounds so businesslike, the way you puthter eyes, green,
long and wide apart, gazed back at him. "You'reveoy subtle.”

"Well, I'm not very subtle. Even my best friendsuln't accuse me
of being subtle."



"It was what you said when you asked me to marwythat made me
so bitter,” she told him. She felt herself shakiagd put her
thumb-nail against her teeth.

"What did | say?"

"You said - 'lIf you can't beat them, join them.Sdunded just like a
business proposition - nothing else. A - one-sidexgbgsition, into
the bargain."

He gave her a smile. "I'm sorry. | was being vectless."

"Well, lacking imagination, maybe. You go on sourgliso
businesslike, as a matter of fact. | can't begimnderstand you."

"Let's put it another way," he said, and when hae&d her into his
arms she made no effort to free herself. Placisdgihgers beneath
her chin, he lifted her lips to his own. "Darlings insane to go on
like this. With a Collins it's not always easy - Ibat doing the best |
can. I'm in love with you. The last thing | want@ddo was to hurt
you," he said against her mouth. "I just want teetaver for you."

Cyndy felt a sense of having been let off, somelahe didn't know
what to say and so she murmured, "Oh, Max, | wahwould." She
took a long shaky breath. "If only you knew how muaeed you !"

He held her away from him and looked down intofaee. "What is it
you're trying to tell me?"

"l want you to take over for me," she whisperetn"trying to tell
you that | - need you."

"Are you in love with me?" he asked.

Confused and shy, she said, "It's the same thing."



"No," the old mockery was back in his voice, "it@t the same thing
at all."

She started to unwind very slowly. "I'm in love Rvigou. | suppose
that's why | was always laying to prove myself oayWhy you were
able to hurt me."

"Have | your permission to announce our engageraeitiie party
tonight? " he asked. "Will you marry me, Cyndy?"

"Max, | don't just want you to feel sorry for mehat'swhat | keep
worrying about. Is all this just because you feghgfor me?"

"I don't feel sorry for you. | love you. You can peetty silly at times.
Do you know that?"

Woman-like, right up to the end, she said, "I dqust want your
sympathy." Her green eyes were filled with question

"Now you're being ridiculous."
"Am |?"

"Yes, because you're not going to get sympathg.dlveady told you
- you're going to get my love."

In his car on the way to the Kathlamba Hotel she, $&here's going
to be so much to work out, Max. Where are we gamdjve, for
instance? There's your mountain chalet, the hotisg/onheritance
and now the hotel ... it's confusing." She bit lygand giggled, her
thoughts winging back to her tiny flat in Johannegb

"Let me fill you in," he said. "Work has alreadygom on a house in
the hotel grounds." He lifted her hand and kisseowrist.



