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Emma wanted to escape the pain of a shattered man&game
reserve in South Africa seemed about as far froensttene of her
unhappiness as she could go.

But once there, she promptly got involved with tin@erving Stewart
Bristow. Would she ever manage to find peace otdfin



CHAPTER ONE

'‘OH, how beautiful!" breathed Emma Anderson. She stdgpe car,
wound down the window, and stared into the bustvaks an idyllic
scene, a scene out of a storybook.

In a grassy glade surrounded by ancient umbrelaped trees
grazed a herd of buck — impala as she was soadalltthem. With a
flick of the ears they bent their graceful neckstlie grass, quite
unconcerned by her presence.

Only one animal, bigger than the others, and wattm& - the father of
the herd, Emma surmised - stood watching her. tdisig body was
poised and alert, his eyes bright and unwinkingp@sssessed her.
Then, as if he was satisfied that she meant hid herharm, he too
went back to his grazing,

‘I mustn't miss this,' thought Emma, picking up tlaenera that she
had placed in readiness on the seat beside heat &Wionderful start
to my trip!" As she busied herself with the lighetar she forced
herself to be calm, yet every nerve was urgingttidmrry and take
the picture before the animals should take it thieir heads to run
away.

Finally she was ready. Leaning as far as she antldf the window,
she turned the camera this way and that - but sisenat satisfied. It
all looked so different, so very, disappointingotigh the confining
frame of the lens. She could see the big buckerféheground, and
one or two of the others who stood near him, betithbies, and the
lovely trees in the background, these should bthénpicture too.
Emma knew what was Wrong - it was the angle. If cbeld just
move slightly nearer and over to the right... Bt timeant getting out
of the car.



Momentarily there flashed through her mind the wagrshe had had
at the gate. Oh, but she was being silly. The vagrnot to get out of
the car surely did not apply in this case. Forashdd see there was
no danger, and she was not going to venture fan fiee car. She
opened the door and, taking her camera, movedttthgeangle she
needed.

So absorbed was she in what she was doing thatigmet hear the
car approach and stop. Not until the man was aloqoat her did she
become aware of him.

'‘Good gracious!" she burst out. "You frightened'me!

‘What the hell do you think you're doing?' He toegkover her, his
bushy eyebrows meeting in a scowl.

‘Just taking a picture. The buck - they're so baAut
‘Couldn’t you do that in the car ?'
‘Not properly. It was the angle, you see.'

'l don't, actually. Tell me, young lady, while weeon the subject of
seeing - you didn't happen to see notices warnogwt to get out of
your car?'

'Yes, of course. But there's nothing here, exdepibush, of course.
In any case,' she continued, flushing under thapgioving gaze,
'you had no right to creep up on me like this. Yaghtened me.'

'‘Perhaps you think a lion might have been more iderste?' he
drawled sarcastically.

‘A lion?'- she queried.

‘Therearelions in the Kruger National Park, madam.’



'I know that, but...'
"You don't think there's one for miles around.’

'‘Well actually, | don't,’ she flashed defiantlyvél driven quite far
since | came into the Park, and these are theafmshals I've seen.’

‘There could be a lion behind that bush," he sad, as she looked
around, startled, he went on, 'There isn't - berteltould be. And you
wouldn't know till it pounced.'

'Oh, now, really," she protested, forcing herselbée calm. 'lt's so
peaceful here.'

'‘Don't be deceived by all this tranquillity. This Africa, not a zoo.
There are plenty of wild beasts around that woutd jove a nip of
what is, I'm sure' - he allowed himself a smilsweéet, soft meat.’

'l think you forget yourself,' she said coolly.

'‘No, | don't think | do. There's a hefty fine fohat you've just been
doing. Count yourself lucky to get off that. Novadk into your car,
and don't get out again until you're in camp.'

The man, tall and bronzed-looking, got into hispj@ad drove off.
Emma waited a few minutes before starting her oamn 8he was
reluctant to meet up with him again.

Her hands trembled as she put the camera back case. She was
more shaken by . the encounter than she caredriih. athe man had
been unspeakably rude, or perhaps arrogant wabdtier word.
What harm, after all, had she done? She had nttireehmore than a
few feet from her car. Had there been anythindhteging she could
have made a dash for safety in no time. Besideshdick would not
have been grazing so peacefully if there had begalanger. No, she
decided, the man had just been nasty.



She drove slowly - the speed limit in the Park tveenty-five miles
an hour - and as she drove she stared into the Blrghhad driven
some distance now, and was seeing animals witheasang
frequency. Every now and then she stopped, oncemite at a
warthog that scampered its clumsy way across the, @nother time
to watch a giraffe, majestic and lofty, nibblingles from a tall tree.
And often, more often than anything else, she sapala, springing a
graceful arch over the road in front of her, grgzin sun-dappled
clearings, or just standing, motionless, bodiesuatied in the same
direction, sniffing the wind.

'I'm going to love this,' she thought with a sudtaping of the heart.
‘Three months of driving through this beautiful otoyside. Hours
spent at drinking places with the camera besiddtmean't seem like
work at all.'

The sun was high in the sky and Emma was begiroifieel hungry
when she rounded a bend and saw several carsrgjadie still in

the toad. At first she thought there had been aidant, then she
noticed people were all looking in the same dimttiSome were
peering through binoculars, others were pointingl. the cars,

regardless of the direction in which they had beawelling, were
parked on the same side of the road. Clearly® dungtwas

happening.

Puzzled, Emma drew alongside a small blue car @okkd into the
bush. A little further down the road a herd of in@pgrazed quietly,
but at the spot on which the people in the carsnedeto have
focused, she could see nothing at all.

‘What is it?' Leaning out of the window, she manhtgeattract the
attention of a-woman in the blue car. 'What is gedy looking at?’'

‘Lions.' The woman gestured to a clump of trees.



‘Lions, 'Three. There behind the trees.’
'‘But | can't see a thing,' said Emma.
'l know. They're lying down.'

Emma put her binoculars to her eyes and sweptubb.tl can't see
them, 'she called.

‘They're there. Caught a glimpse of a mane just'now
‘You did?'

'l think so anyway. With all the underbrush and amhills you can
never be sure. Still, it would be nice to tell fokks back home that
I'd seen alion.'

‘Mm.' Doubtfully Emma peered through the thick hustowever did
you manage to spot them in the first place?"

'‘We didn't. The people in that car over there —#tkone - they were
the lucky ones. The lions crossed the road in fodrthem on their

way back from the river." The woman sighed. 'Theyld' lie there

for ages, | suppose.’

‘Well, | don't intend waiting for them to get upwvant to get to camp."'
Carefully Emma began to edge her car around theoniess
vehicles. In a sombre mood she drove on. Thres lging behind a
bush - and to look at the peaceful countrysideais Ward to believe
anything more dangerous than a butterfly stirredhdrere near.

Without exceeding the speed limit she drove stgaalld with no

further stops, for all at once she had become dageach the camp.
The next three months would give her plenty of ttmerive around

and look for animals. Right now what she wantedtm@s to settle
down and unpack, have a bath and something to eat.



And so at last she came to Skukuza. Just insidgdteeshe stopped
the car, letting the sensations of colour and buestld activity wash
over her.

As she was about to drive on, her attention wagltaby a grey
muddy scuffling nearby. Scarcely able to believedyes/Emma got
out of the car and went nearer. Wart- hogs! In ddmpossible - and
yet there they were, rolling over and over in tgaedchy mud near
"the dripping tap. Nobody was in sight. Perhapsaodytknew they
were there. She must find someone in charge aruitrdps, before
anyone could get hurt.

'Oh, those warthogs,' laughed the woman in the@#i few minutes
later, 'Funny little things, aren't they? <Theyddtat mudhole by the
tap.'

'So then you know, they're here?' Emma askedntgaliittle foolish.

‘Yes. That little family has adopted us. They'reduso people now,
and don't do any harm." She rummaged through aopileapers.
‘Now, let's see. Ah, here we are - Miss Emma Araterdnd you're
staying three months?'

'Yes.'

‘Lovely. You'll be almost one of us, in that cablee lads will be glad
to have a new female face around.’

‘The lads?'"Emma asked curiously.

‘Game rangers, personnel about the camp. Now, Kskerson, |
have a nice little hut for you. Stroke of luck, lhgahat it happened to
be available. I'll just find someone to take yoer&h and . ... Oh,
here's Lance Mason." She paused as a young man raaner.
'‘Lance, you're going off duty? Oh, good. This issMiEmma



Andersoo, the lass who plans to stay with us arfemaths. Would
you mind showing her to her hut?'

'I'd be delighted to,' He smiled at Emma, showwmgnewhite teeth in
a pleasantly tanned face. 'Where did you leave gati# Over in the
car-park? Let's go, then.'

Half an hour later Emma sat on the broad verandakide the
restaurant, looking out over the river. Lance Mabad taken her to
her hut, telling her he would be back a little whiater when he
would treat her to some lunch. She had just firdslngacking when
he had knocked at her door, and they had walke¢teaestaurant
together.

Now, as she ate a fruit salad with ice-cream, gltehfippy and at
ease. The holiday atmosphere of the camp was extiilg. The big
verandah was filled with people relaxing over tr@ol drinks and
swapping stories of what they had seen that mordingpugh the air
wafted the smell of charcoal fires, and at the éelooking over the
river, people stood with field-glasses, gazing Imelthe river into the
endless bush.

'‘Not an animal to be seen,’ said Emma, her eye®mng the
panoramic vista before her.

‘You think so?' Lance laughed. 'Look there , ..there, where my
finger's pointing. Can't you see it?"

... no . .. where?'

‘Further to the right. Yes, by that clump of trel@s.you see a bit of
brown?'

‘But there's brown all over," Emma pointed out.



'‘Ah, but there's brown and brown. What I'm lookaigs a giraffe.
Yes, you see it now. It's moving towards the river.

'Is it coming here?'Emma asked excitedly.

‘Very likely. Could take ages, though. It may benmhurry. But if
you waited long enough you'd probably see it.'

'In that case ..." She turned to him. 'l supposeetimust be lots of
game ...

‘You've just got to be lucky," he explained.
'l hope | will be. That's why I'm here.’

'l was going to ask you about that,' Lance saigasty. 'l wondered
what a girl from England - oh, yes, | recognizet thecent and the
peaches and cream complexion - proposes to deiRdhk for three
months.’

Her eyes left his and rested on the activity aluad her. 'A friend is
writing a book," she said presently. 'He's asked tmedo the
photography.'

‘Do you know a lot about animals, then?'
"Very little.'
‘Then why ... I'm sorry, didn't mean to be rude ...

'l don't know a lot about animals,' said Emma, Ilid know quite a
bit about photography. | was given the opportuaitg | thought I'd
like to do it.’

She fell silent, thinking of Jimmy to whom she wauiave been
married by now if ..-. if ... But there, it had pgmed, and she did not



intend telling Lance about it. It was enough thas bpportunity to
get away for a while had presented itself.

‘Do you think I'll manage?' was all she said.

Tm sure of it. I'll take you out whenever | havehence. Show you
the ropes, so to speak.'

'How kind of you. Are you a game ranger?'

'‘No. | do some work in the shop and the office.'dgdaned. 'Man of
many parts!’

'l see.' She smiled back at him. 'Mr. Mason ...
‘Lance, please.’

‘And I'm Emma. Lance, | was wondering about thethags - | saw
them when | arrived here. | thought animals neetiigo the camps.'

'‘As a rule they don't. That little family is someatlof an exception.
Skukuza wouldn't be the same without its warthdgdl, if you
intend going to some of the smaller camps it's adgdea not to
wander around outside very late at night, whenigiines and the fires
are out.’

You mean ...'

‘The odd hyena sometimes gets over the fence ilseascraps.' He
laughed at the concern in her face. '‘Don't looknadal. Nobody ever
comes to harm in the Park.'

'If they keep to the rules." Emma and Lance loakedt the man who
stood beside their table.



‘You!! Emma found herself flushing as she looketb ithe hard
tanned face of the man she had met a few houigsmrearl

‘Stewart? Emma?' Lance was puzzled as he glanoeddne to the
other. 'You know each other?"

'We've - met." The grey eyes in the tanned facdlecigeed her.
‘Though | can't say we've had a formal introduction

When Lance had introduced them he said, 'l domlersiand. What
was that remark about keeping to the rules?'

'l happened to be passing your table and coulefpt h-overhearing
the conversation.' Stewart glanced wickedly at Emiiiae remark
just seemed appropriate. Thenee animals in the Park, you know,
Miss Anderson. | believe some lions made a killfaofrom here this
morning.'

'You are really the most impossible ..." Emma bordf, stopping
when she found she was talking to a fast retredimge. 'Is he
always so rude?' she asked after a moment, watthentall athletic
man stride away.

‘Not exactly the most diplomatic of men, our Steviarstow,' Lance
observed, watching her curiously.

'Does he work here?"
'He's a game ranger.'
'Oh!" So she would have to face him often.

'l didn't realize you two had met,' Lance was s@yin



'‘Not a social meeting. Actually, it was quite riglieus. You see ...’
Emma found herself relating what had happened. 'Weeally so
dangerous? | only stood at the side of the car.’

'Let's say it wasn't very wise, Emma. In fact, yare probably lucky
to get away without a fine.' He smiled at her raaagly. 'Cheer up.
After all, nothing happened, and next time youlbw better. | have
the afternoon off today. How about coming for avelnivith me? We
might just be lucky and spot something for the aame

Emma sat forward in her seat, her eyes bright @tthtement, as the
car moved out of the camp gates. At a stone beabowing the
names of camps and the roads leading to them Lanoed left.

'Ever heard of the Lower Sabie Road?' he asked her.

‘The Lower Sabie Road?' she exclaimed. 'Oh, yesrd¢ad about it.
Isn't it one of the great game park roads of thdd6

‘That's right.'
‘And we'll be driving down it?'

‘You're on it now, my dear.' He took his hand frdm wheel and
squeezed hers briefly. 'l hope we'll see enoughegmmake your
first day in the Park a memorable one.’

‘This is marvellous!" Emma glued her eyes to tlmvisi passing
landscape. 'l can't believe I'm really here. Omdea thisis exciting!'

‘Don't expect to see animals all the time,' he gardtly. 'This is not a
Z00, you know, with animals lined up by the roadsid

‘Not a zoo.' It was the second time that day skehleard these words.
The first time had been that morning, only therythad been spoken
angrily. Contemptuous eyes in a tanned gaunt f8he. shook her



head impatiently, Stewart Bristow was not going dooil her
enjoyment of this day, and all the other other daysome. 'l know
it's not a zoo," she said lightly. "We're going allyfslowly, aren't we,
Lance? | mean, | know, the speed limit is twentefiniles an hour,
but aren't we doing far less?"

'If you kept to the speed limit you'd be going tast,' Lance told her.
"You want to see animals, and for that youstgo slowly. Otherwise,
unless they're just basking by the roadside yoengnsee them.'

'Of., course. Oh, Lance, oh, look!" Baboons and kags, swinging
from the branches of trees. Running through thegyrsitting on the
road in front of the car.

‘Close your window,' Lance ordered.
'Oh, but..." She had been leaning out of the catamed back to him.
‘Close it!" he snapped. 'Quickly!

A little bewildered, she complied, just as an anjrbayger than the
others, came out of the bush.

‘A male baboon,' Lance told her.
'‘And ;.. the window?"'
'‘Dangerous. Dangerous as can be.’

The massive beast padded towards the car, anctaiself up, its
forelegs on Emma’s window, the ugly face indiesyafn@m her own.

'Heavens!'She drew back in alarm.

‘Unprepossessing brute, isn't he? Oh, no, Emmagctd.daughed,
‘don't be frightened. He can't get to you now thedew's closed.’



‘What would happen if it were open?'

'‘He'd probably scalp you,' Lance said seriouslg.dHeize your hair
in those strong fists of his and there's little yowld do to make him
let go.'

'l hadn't realized' - she was trembling - 'l hadedlized it was so
dangerous.'

'It's not,' he said cheerfully. "'When people keefhe rules they come
to no harm - Stewart's right about that. Animals'tlattack people in
cars. But theyare wild.'

'Yes. Yes, | know..

'It's something many people seem to forget. Youmweidea how
many people get out of cars, or watch animals witgir windows
down. They seem to think they're just like circesa$ts - tame, and
put on show for the tourists. Why, one man wanteclaphant to
charge so he could film it and show it to the fdtkexk home. Know
what he did? He pelted the elephants with oranges.’

'‘Good gracious! Did he get his picture?’

'‘He was lucky he got away with his, life. Theredhmng sillier than
trying to play games with an elephant. But thenathazing how silly
people can be''

‘Like me,' she said ruefully.

‘You've not been all that bad,' he said gently, amded at her. 'Put it
down to experience ardbn'tdo iagain.’

If only Stewart Bristow had it in him to be so unstanding, Emma
thought: If only ... Then she thrust the thoughtoh determinedly



from her mind. She was not going to think againulbioat obnoxious
man.

Two more cars hadtopped to watch the monkeys and baboons.
child had turned its window down very slightly -triar enough for a
monkey to get in, Emma observed - and was throwsiiisgps on to the
ground. The big baboon padded contemptuously aMag.babies
scrambled and fought over the food.

A monkey jumped on to the bonnet of the car. Anmopsp packet
was pushed through the open slit and the animdbgd it and
pushed it vigorously into its mouth. Emma could help laughing.
'‘How will they get the monkey off?' she asked.

‘It will jump,' said Lance. 'The monkeys on the lenvabie Road are
used to cars and people. | suppose they asso@atdepwith food.
They love to jump on to cars and, of course, trapfeeadore them -
especially the children.’

'l can see | will too." Emma was still laughingtlsy drove on.

They drove slowly and in silence, Emma watching liish on her
side, Lance on his. For a while they saw almoshingt but Emma
relaxed, enjoying the scenery.’

The road followed the course of the river. On ade she vegetation
was very much like that -which she had seen dutregmorning -

thorny bushes and the umbrella-Shaped acaciashéuther side of
the road, the river side, there were tall reedsl te trees were
greener, denser, more lush.

Now and then, when the road wound closer to trex rshe would see
the water glinting through a break in the treeémcand wide and
very green. Then the road would curve away froag#in, but always
the reeds were there, and the lushness.



They came to a part where Emma looked about hewomder and
dismay. It was as if she were at a scene of sosedflnl devastation,
a place where a disaster had taken place. The wess dead and
dying, branches; snapped and white, the grass keanmgnd dead.
'‘What's happened?' She turned to Lance. 'The |aresg ...'

‘Elephants,' he told her.
'‘But - the trees ...’

'‘Elephants eat leaves. Strange when you considerahlk that they
don't eat meat, but there it is. They rip the bhascfrom the trees
with their trunks. That's what all the havoc is attbdHe glanced out
of the window. 'Bee» along here quite recently.’

‘How do you know?' she asked curiously.

'See those?' He gestured to the big black-ringed i the middle of
the road. 'Elephant dung ... and it's still stegnin

'Will we see them ?' she asked.

'If we're lucky.' Lance drove even more slowly ndwg, eyes moving
constantly from the road to the bush.

They had driven a little further when they roun@eldend and came
upon three cars parked in the road. At first glahseemed as if there
was nothing to see, but as they drew alongsideralesaed out of a
car, pointed into the bush, and called, 'Threerelafs in there,'

'l don't believe it,’ Emma said, mystified.

'See that tree?' Lance was peering out of his wintidhe one behind
the broken acacia. 'Can't you see something moving?

'Yes.'



‘There's an elephant through there. More than mphant.'

‘But it seems impossible!" Emma exclaimed, tryiogvisualize an
elephant's great size.

*You might be .surprised. The bush is very deceptiv

‘Lance, is it really worth waiting?' She was remennyy the lions
earlier that morning.

,'I think so. They may be going down to the riveoss.'

They had been waiting some time, and several manel@ad drawn
alongside, when all at once there was a flurry of@ement from the
bushes.

'Is that,.. Why, it's an ear!" Emma exclaimed asssaw something flat
and grey flapping above the greenery. 'It's ,..[Q@Imce! It reallyis an
elephant.'

The bushes parted as the elephant lumbered slavdygh them and
made for the road.

'He's tremendous!" breathed Emma. 'Just look asiteeof his ears,
and the trunk. Oh, Lance!" And then another elepbame through
the bushes, and another, and then all three weagisgvtowards the
road, stopping every now and then to curl a trumkiad the branch
of a tree.

'‘Look, Emma,' Lance said quietly.

'‘But I'm dreaming! It can't be!" Through the busltasne another
elephant and then another. Elephants without nunibbeeemed to
Emma.



She reached for her camera and was ready for teeheg began to
cross the road just in front of the car.

There must have been at least fifty of the greatblering beasts -
elephants of all sizes. Mothers and fathers aridreim and babies, all
together in an orderly group as they padded adhessoad between
the stationary cars. It was one of the most awpHimg sights Emma
had ever seen.

And then ,they were out of sight. Minutes later shald/hear them
trumpeting as they crashed through the undergreahe river.

‘Look, Emma, there they are.' Lance pointed thrabghrees.

'l know they're all down there, and yet | can sely three - oh, no,
there's a fourth. Oh, look, that elephant's takémirak-full of water
and now he's sprayed it back over himself.'

‘That's the way an elephant baths," said Lance.

The noise continued, the trumpeting and the spigsland the
crashing of trees and branches. And then, perhag@sty minutes
later, Lance said, 'Camera ready? They're comiok &gain.’

And there they were. The whole troupe once mordgdling across the
road through the waiting cars. Into the bushes thegt, mothers,
fathers and the many children. Minutes later theyl wanished
completely from sight.

'‘Show's over.' Lance put the car into gear as tiner wehicles began
to move away. They were driving off when a smatl@ame towards
them, and without stopping drove over the very spbere only

minutes eatrlier fifty elephants had crossed thd.roa

'Isn'titincredible?' Emma said wonderingly. ‘'Te@gople don't even
know there are elephants just a little way fronelier



‘That's the way it is in the Park,' Lance answelesl just a matter of
luck.

'It's going to be fun having you here,' he said nthey were nearly
back at the camp. 'lt gets lonely.’

Tt does?' She looked at him curiously, thinkingt thance was so
pleasant and outgoing that he must find it easydke friends. "The
camp seems to bustle with people.'

‘Mostly visitors. They stay a night or two and threave on. There's
just about no social contact with them at all.’

‘But there are people who live in the camp, atbefte?'

'Of course. Especially at Skukuza, as it's thedsygamp. There are
always people about, working in the office, thedtly, the restaurant.
But it's like a tiny village. We all know each oth& will be nice to
have someone new - especially someone as supeuasie looked
at her and smiled.-

‘Thank you, kind sir,' she dimpled back at him. Tilskhe ventured,
‘There are the game rangers too, aren't there?'

Lance's face seemed to darken. Then he said> fhigiok Stewart?'
'Oh... oh, no. It was just a question.'

‘Just a question. Of course. Thare the game rangers.' He lapse
into silence as if he was considering whether téugther. Presently
he said, 'Emma, advice from a pal. Be careful eivatt.’

'‘Good heavens! What on earth are you telling mefdn@'

*You find him attractive, don't you?'



'l hardly know the man," Emma burst out. 'l've seiemexactly twice,
a few minutes each time, and each time he was iguaessibly rude.’

‘All right, perhaps | shouldn't have raised thejscty He looked at
her sombrely. 'But in case I'm right . Don't fali him, Emma. You're
a nice girl. I wouldn't like to see you break ytwart over him.'

The afternoon shadows were deepening as they apmmo&Skukuza.
Once they stopped to watch a family of monkeys khlirag and
jumping in the branches of a tree. Then Lance gdrat his watch.
‘Time to get moving. Daren't get back to camp ilatihe evenings.'

They were driving through the big camp gates whetubned to her
and said, 'Like to have a braai - a barbecue - m#gR It's the typical
camp way of eating, roasting meat over a characal f

'I'd love that.' She was glad to see that his nfoadi lightened once
more.

'Fine.' He opened the door of the car for heks#é you a little later,
then.'

Emma stood by the fence looking over the river. Sine was setting
and the bush, at this time of the day, had an indefe air of
mystery.

AH about her in the camp she could hear the soahplsople getting
ready for the evening meal. Somehow, the atmospdfetiee camp
seemed to have changed.

A little while ago she had wandered through thegahop, walking
with enjoyment but with no definite purpose fronunter to counter,
looking at the food counters, at the counters ttetl curios and
stuffed monkeys, skin handbags and indigenous jexyel



Most of all she enjoyed watching the people. Thapshas a hub of
gay activity as the holidaymakers thronged its @gss, buying food
for their supper. Men and women and children, rsdaand happy,
moved through the shop carrying packets of frozeatimamb chops
and steak and the sausage which she was to leasncalked
boereworsthe boereworghat was the standby of every barbecue
braai.

Trolleys were piled high with milk and fruit. Chrien squabbled near
the sweet counter. Fathers exchanged tall stofilseomany lions
they had seen that day, while mothers calculatedrhoch food they
needed, and looked round for children who seemedhdwe
disappeared.

What fun it all was! Emma would have liked to jomthe buying
spree, but Lance had promised to treat her to a,bmad would be
calling for her later at her hut.

She had left the shop after a while and wandereditathe camp.
Outside the bungalows coal fires were beginningutm, and already
the smell of charcoal and cooking meat wafted teamagly through
the air.

Presently Emma walked down to the fence by ther.riVbere was

something about the broad stretch of water ancetitkbess vista of
bush beyond that fascinated her. She tried to ingsiiie hundreds of
unseen animals, in those endless miles of thoes wa the other side
of the river, living and dying and bearing theirupg. She felt she
could never get tired of this view. Three montheehgould pass all

too quickly.

‘See anything?' She had not heard him approach.

'‘No." She glanced up, smiling instinctively, andurid she was
looking into the face of Stewart, the game ranbjer. smile froze.



'l won't bite." He was grinning down at her. 'Yeulbeing very
law-abiding right now.'

'l ..." She bit back the words. It really would bkildish to start
another argument.

'Like it?' He stood beside her at the fence, leariorward on his
arms.

'Oh, yes. It's ... it's fascinating,' she saidtkelbreathlessly.

‘The bush or the animals?' She looked up at himekty but he was
smiling.

'l meant the bush. | can't see any animals. ibsltok.

Though | don't doubt there's a lion behind eveeg.trHe laughed,
and suddenly the tension between them was brokkm.it's the

bush,' she continued. 'There's something abolutan't seem to put
my finger on it . . . can't give it a name. Butrie a feeling of
timelessness. As if ... as if it stretched far awfay miles and miles
without end, just like this.'

'Of infinity?' he said simply.

'Oh, yes, that's just what | meant. | couldn't khof the word to
express it. But it's ... well, I've never experiet@ny thing quite like
this before. In England...'

'l imagine you don't have this kind of landscape.'

'‘England is pretty. It's gentle and kind and vgopealing. This .. .’
For a moment she parsed, searching for words tcribesthe
intensity of feeling that the bush had stirred mgher. 'It's wild and
rough and strong. There's nothing gentle abouduit,it's beautiful,
very beautiful. And so big.'



‘Yes, it's big and wild," he murmured.

‘There's this feeling of tremendous space. Of boszthat are a
thousand miles away.'

'‘And knowing that when you reach them the view Wwél the same
again.'

"You know how | feel, don't you?' she asked cuiyus

‘Yes, Emma." He had used her name for the firse,tiquite
unselfconsciously. 'l know how you feel, becau'setiite way | feel.
It's the reason | live here.’

She glanced up at him curiously. 'You've never eara different
kind of life?'

‘This type of country - living with animals, this whit | love.'

They were silent for a while as the darkness angpodn all sides of
them. Then he touched her arm briefly and saidyeAce-offering.
Will you have supper with me?'

'Oh, Stewart, | can't.'" Suddenly she knew she Wwaud given
anything to eat with him now, and not to have tdogok to her hut
where Lance would be waiting for her.

'‘Booked up already?'

'l... | promised Lance I'd eat with him. He saidngthing about a
barbecue.’

‘A braai. Better get the lingo right. All right,&h," he said lightly, and
she knew the lovely atmosphere between them watesbad. '"You'd
better get back, hadn't you?'



'‘Couldn’t you join us?' she said quickly. 'Why tare all...'

'Have a braai together? Lance and you and me? Wmna that
wouldn't be Lance's style at all.’

‘But...’

‘Come.' He did not let her continue with what shesabout to say.
'It's late. You must be hungry.'

'Will I see you again?' she blurted out, feelingligh as soon as she
had said it.

'‘Why, of course,' he answered, and she thoughtdhéeswas mocking.
'‘Skukuza's like a village, you know. You'll be s&pme around.’

The lovely mood that had pervaded her was brokiea.s®od by the
fence a4 few moments longer, watching unhappily as the ledh
figure strode briskly away and was soon lost indagkness. Did he
think she was some cheap little flirt? The way s, 'Booked up
already?' Did he think she was just out to catoaa?

Angrily she shook her head. Was this why she hadEntjland?
Complications, men, marriage. The love affair witmmy that had
turned so unhappy when he had decided to marrgdbg's daughter
just four weeks before their own marriage was teehtaken place.
Now she-wondered whether she had ever really lodieamy,
whether it had not been the idea of marriage taralbome man she
had been in love with. Be that as it may, the uphagss, the
humiliation and the recriminations, had all beeal enough. It had
been an absolute godsend when the offer to go wthS&frica had
turned up.

And now, when at last her mental well-being waglyeastored, she
was certainly, not going to have it destroyed agaomance was just
not on the agenda. The men she met would be adqueés, even



friends, but no more than that. She defied Stemattance or any
other man to destroy the peace of mind she hadistuly acquired.

‘At last!' Lance was busy over a charcoal fire weba came to her
hut.

'I'm sorry.' She was contrite. 'l didn't think ydl'e- here already.’

‘That's okay. Though it did occur to me to wondéether I'd been
jilted.'

‘Jilted ?' The word shdtom her lips.
'You know," he looked up and his smile was whimsitar Stewart.'

'For heaven's sake!" she burst out, really angwy. A\hat on earth is
that supposed to mean?'

'Relax, Emma. It's just a joke.’
'‘Oh!’

Though you were so late in coming that | thoughthpps you'd
decided to eat with Stewart instead.’

'No, | hadn't decided to eat with Stewart insteafier a moment she
added in measured tones, 'Thouglditeask me.'

'He did?'

‘Yes, Lance, he did. But let's get one thing shilgetween us. | owe
nothing to any man, and that's the way | inteniieep it. | will be
friends with whomever | please, whenever | please.’

'‘Whew!" Lance whistled as he took a step backwatagl what was
that all about? A Women's Lib speech to a poor hwess male?’



'No. Just a declaration of independence.' She &digHittle shakily,
forcing herself to relax. 'l lost my temper justwnd\ot over you -
though you've unfairly had to bear the brunt of'ih sorry, Lance.
Can... can we Still be friends?'

'Of course.'
‘And I'm forgiven?'
'It would be hard, sweet Emma, not to forgive yever.'

'Oh, Lance, thank you.' She really was sorry ndwough | meant
what | said.’

'‘Point taken. Now, here's the meat. A couple ofdahops each and
someboerewors.'

‘Mm, they look delicious. How do | cook them?'

"You don't. I'll hold them over the fire,’ Lanceldcher. ‘A South
African custom. At draaivleisthe men do the braaiing of the meat

'And the women?"

‘They sit back and wait for it." He laughed. 'Thre'$ ready. Would
you like to prick the wors all over with a fork hat's it - and now,
we'll sprinkle a little lemon juice over the meah, yes, and. a dash
of salt and pepper...'

‘You're making my mouth water!" she smiled.

‘That's the idea.' Lance produced an iron grid metwo, with a long
handle, and into it he neatly folded the meat. Tivetaid it over the
fire which by now was only softly glowing. Alonggdhe grid he
placed four white beaded objects which Emma hadmsasen before,



'What are those?'she asked.

'‘Mealies." Seeing her puzzled face, he chuckled exumlained,
‘Maize. Corn on the cob.’

‘Lance, we'll never eat all this food.'
'‘We'll certainly give it a try.’

The smell of frying meat wafted through the air anddenly Emma
realized how hungry she was. Apart from the frualad and
ice-cream at lunch-time she had had nothing all day

'‘Mm, this is gorgeous. Absolutely scrumptious!" gtly she bit into
the meat that Lance put on to her plate. 'Oh, Latfi®g meat! | don't
know when | enjoyed food so much. Why do people eatindoors
and cook over stoves? Oops!" She quickly lickedfimgrers as the
melting butter with which the mealies were drenchedan to drip.
‘These mealies are marvellous. Oh, yes, pleass]d'ce another one.'

A braaivleishad a charm all its own, Emma discovered, so ma
qualities blending together to give it a speciah@phere. The
charcoal smell and the crackling and hissing offileg the laughter
that carried from neighbouring fires, overhead\hst African sky
with its myriad stars, and all about the pervadingnds of the bush
at night.

When they had finished their meal they went foradkwaround the
camp and Emma was enthralled with all she saw. Iglth&y strolled
past bungalows where children played in gowns aianmas while
their parents washed up together, or sat chatongpanionably over
mugs of beer. They walked along the wall of the gapast the gates
where fires blazed.

They were walking through that part of the camp nsltbe personnel
had their quarters when Lance took her hand inM@nents later,



before she could react to the gesture, a tall feame strode their

way. Emma had a momentary impulse to draw her baray. Then

she remembered the resolve she had made earliesvdiaing, and

keeping her hand in Lance's she looked as dirastlghe was able
into Stewart's face. 'Nice evening,' was all he,sanpersonally, as
he passed them without stopping.

Why had Lance chosen that particular moment to takehand?
Emma wondered. And then she thrust the thought filem Lance

had given her a delightful evening, displaying nofhé¢he rudeness
and ill temper Stewart was capable of. If, feeliel;xed and replete,
he had chosen to hold her hand while they walkeglag nothing

more than a gesture of friendship.. Casting a glook at his face
and seeing the equable expression there, she khevhad been
uncharitable. There was really no reason why heldhtave tried to

provoke her - or Stewatrt.

'He ... he's so self-sufficient,’ she observedva feoments later,
taking it for granted that Lance would know wha¢ sheant.

‘That he is.' Lance chuckled softly in the darkn&dew remember
what | said and don't go breaking your heart ower. I5hall we turn
here and go down to the river?'

At the fence they leaned forward and stared inddotlackness of the
bush. Lance took out his cigarettes, offered h&, amd when she
refused, lit a cigarette for himself. It was dagktbe river, with only

the tiny red tip of the cigarette glowing in thekigss, and though
they stood together they did not speak. Emma bedadlkeeply of the
fragrant night air, absorbing the atmosphere ardwand

All about them was a high shrill noise, a milliainckets Ebbing their
legs together in a timeless song. The sound otcAfat night,’ said
Lance. Every now and then other sounds intrudechgké/es upon
that endless shrilling. The laugh of a hyena, allswauffling



somewhere very near them in the long grass jusirigethe fence, a
bark like a dog's, which Lance said was the sodiadoaboon. Once a
low roar reverberated through the night and Emmappd.

‘That was a lion,' Lance said. 'Quite a sound wjwerre not used to
it, isn't it?"

After a while it began to get chilly and Lance wadkher back to her
little hut. 'Sleep well.' He bent forward and, lrefshe realized what
he intended, he had dropped a fleeting kiss uporhaie. Then he

was gone.

Sleep came slowly that night. For a long while Emiana still,

absorbing the sounds beyond her window. The cantpgnawn
quiet, only the laughter of the attendants who éab&fter the fire still
ringing in the darkness.

Once she heard a lion roar and wondered whethasithe same lion
she had heard by the river. A lonely trumpeting e€affom
somewhere far away, then all was still again.

'I'm going to love this," Emma thought, 'There'mething primitive

and basic and earthy and marvellous about itaifyland and Jimmy
seemed very far away. For the first time she redlithat she had
hardly thought about Jimmy that day, and when stkihwas not
with anguish. The healing was nearly complete.

So many things she had seen that day. She thoeghingly of the
two men she had met, and in the moments beforp filealy came
to her an image swam before her eyes. Not Jimmysge, but a
sardonic face with mocking grey eyes and a crockeite. And then
that too dissolved as Emma slept.



CHAPTER TWO

EMMA had soon settled comfortably into the life of tdaamp. Very
early, before the sun was up, she would open tbe alcher hut and
stare out into the darkness that was just beginoihi§, before going
back inside to dress. It was bitterly cold at timse of the morning,
and she would wrap up warmly in jerseys and a jaitia could be
discarded when the sun came out and it grew hatl-itacould be
very hot indeed during the day, she had discovered.

When she was dressed she would go to one of thenens urns that
bubbled all day with boiling water. Taking a cuglamlittle instant
coffee, she would stir the boiling water into thgc

This was a time she enjoyed. Cupping her cold hanaisnd the hot
cup, she would sip her coffee slowly as she atsaulh and watched
the camp wake to the day.

All about her in the lifting darkness children icasves and jerseys
spilled excitedly out of their bungalows. Mothetietl thermos
flasks with boiling water, while fathers wiped tdew from their
windscreens.

In the Kruger National Park the camp gates opeataain and close
when the sun sets. No cars are allowed on the ratacight, for, as
Lance had explained to her, the risks of runningr@animals on the
unlit roads are high.

Emma had seen the clock at the gates, showing fgkairmy and
closing times for the day, and long before the capened in the
morning, a long line of cars had already queuednuipont of the
gates. It seemed to her that many people were @ pa make the?
sacrifice of rising early, believing that it wasthis time of the day,
when the animals were returning from the rivers\aater-holes after
their morning drink, that there was the most charfceeing game.



She loved the air of excitement that pervaded #rmapcat sunrise.
It'was a tingling atmosphere, pulsating and gay.sébset people
might be weary and hot after a long day on the rbatin the early
morning they were eager to get going, filled witle tever-present
hope that on this day they would see lions.

Even in her short stay in the Park Emma had bedafeeted with
the obsession for the big cats. It was rare toeditw hours without
seeing any animals at all. One could almost takerigranted that
one would see impala and monkeys, even giraffe, &rahe was
lucky, elephants. But it was the big cats, thediand leopards and
cheetahs, that were like the hunters' cherishelpscBhere was an
indefinable aura about the king of beasts that sdeimmake it more
exciting to crane one's head over the tops ofostaty cars in order to
see the royal tail of a lion disappearing into llush than to -sit in
comfort and watch a family of monkeys at play.

'You see, lady," a man, one of the visitors to Sizak told her as they
gueued together to pay for their purchases in @mepcshop. '‘Now,

when | get back home | can tell the folks | savoa.llt doesn't matter
that | only saw its head, because the lazy lovalydhwouldn't get on

to his feet. Fact is, | saw it. | saw it with my oo eyes.'

Emma would join the queue at the entrance to th@gcavaiting for
the gates to open, when the cars, like a long earanoved slowly
on to the roads.

The early morning was exhilarating. Bushes sparkigith dew,
animals grazed in groups near the road, or walkégisurely fashion
back from the river. Some-times Emma would pulltb# tar and into
one of the little slip roads that gave a closewwdd the river. Here
she would stop the car and look through the treds the river bank.
Sometimes there was game. Often there was notaBwys the
sandy banks were covered with the imprints of thads of
footmarks - impala, monkeys, warthogs, and gireéitee wished she



could tell the animals by their footprints, wishglde knew which
creatures had walked here. Stewart, she thoughigvkmow.

When the sun stood higher in the sky and she wgimiag to feel
peckish and warm, Emma would wend her way backatopcand
there, after shedding her jerseys and putting bloase and shorts,
she would make herself breakfast.

The constant holiday feeling, the informality ofr reew life, these
were a constant joy to her. Standing with other worat a fire, she
would fry eggs and a little bacon, and often aftesecond cup of
coffee, she would pop into the shop or the offareaf few minutes, A
few minutes of conversation with Lance made a pleasiterlude.
Then back to her hut, out with the map to plandags driving, and
with cameras and field glasses and a little framtay she would go
oncemore.

In the distance, sometimes, she caught a glimpsetaif lean figure
in a safari suit, but though they said hello oncénace, when they
met, their contact was limited; and Emma believezl\gas glad of it;
It was turning out easier than she had feared tep k#hings
uncomplicated.

One morning she went into the shop and stood thttuliyhat the
bookstall. 'Looking for something in particulargkad one of the
assistants who had come to know her.

‘Actually, yes, | thought you might have a bookwimg the different
types of game. It seems ridiculous,' she madedssl gesture with
her hands, 'but | see so many beautiful buck amis laind never know
their names. Is there such a book?'

'‘Why, yes, of course,' said the girl, picking udeav books and
handing them to Emma. 'This one is pretty goods Dime too. Why
not look through them and see what you fancy?'



Emma had chosen two books and was just takingeyturse to pay
for them when a voice behind her said, 'l coulglyelu if you like.'

She looked around and saw a young boy behind leesakdl again, 'l
could help you, if you like.'

‘In what way could you help me?' she asked gently.

'l heard what you were saying about the animaisuld come in your
car with you and tell you their names.' He was abselve years old,
sandy-haired and freckled, his feet bare and msi$i¢hrust into the
pockets of his shorts in an imitation of a grown-dps lower lip was
caught between his teeth as he looked up at hen i asked again,
‘Would you like that?'

'Why, do you know so much about animals?' Emmacdkkea.

‘This is Johnny." The assistant coming up withdhange just then
had heard the interchange, and smiled down atap€Johnny is the
son of one of the game rangers. He'll tell yowail want to know.'

‘That would be absolutely lovely. I'm going outainout ten minutes,
Johnny. If you really want to come with me, thougdhthink you
should go and tell your mother first.'

Soon they were turning out of the big gates, aradJaw minutes they
were talking like old friends.

'l can show you a super road, Miss Anderson,' $atchny.

'I'd like that. But won't you call me Emma, Johnriyfen I'll really
feel that we're going to be friends.

'‘Okay. Emma ..." Johnny said it slowly, trying ¢ sound of the
name so thoughtfully that Emnhad tosuppress a laugh.



'‘Emma. I've hardly ever heard that name beforeit'sutice,' he said
at last.

'I'm glad you like it,’ she said, laughing. 'Alght, Johnny, lead the
way." And turning the car. in the direction he segjgd, she began to
drive along a road she had not seen before.

‘Do you live in the Park, then?' she asked pregentl

'Yes. My dad's a ranger.'

'What about school?'

'‘Oh, 1 go to school in town. But it's holidays rigtow.' He looked at
her thoughtfully. 'What do you do?'

‘At the moment I'm here to take pictures: for a kb@@meone's
writing.'

'‘But you don't know much about animals, do you?'

'I'm hoping I'll learn." She laughed again, enjgyims directness.
‘Would you like to teach me?"

‘Sure. That's why | came with you.'
‘Fibber!
'‘Honest.' He stared at her with eyes that werevide.

"You mean you only came because you wanted to t@achbout the
animals?' Her eyes twinkled as she looked away fiwroad and
into his face. 'lt's awfully nice to have you witte, Johnny. But why,
really, did you want to come?'



'‘Okay,' he said with an air of resignation. 'leshuse you looked nice
and | wanted to go for a drive. My dad takes médwiim whenever

he can, but sometimes h» can't, amabt of the term I''stuck away at

school, so on a super day like today | couldn't igsg around the
camp, could 1?'

'Of course you couldn't. What are you going to Ibemvyou grow up,
Johnny?'

'Oh..."He looked away uncertainly.
‘A ranger like your father?'

. 'Yes - No. Well, actually ..." He paused a monlenking at her
intently as if trying to make up his mind about sthing. At last he
said, "You won't laugh if | tell you?'

'Of course not'

'‘Well .. ." He sat forward, hunching his chin ifis hands. 'lI'd like to
live here, be a ranger like my dad ... but alsoesesomething | want
to do as well.’

‘And what is that?' Emma found herself becominfly@&aterested in
the child.

' want to be an artist.'
'‘An artist?' Emma exclaimed, astonished. 'You tkpaint, Johnny?'

'l love it | love it more than anything else. Anldbve the, animals and
the bush. So you see, if | lived here and becaraager, | could look
after animalsandpaint them.’

‘The best of both worlds," Emma smiled, lookinghat child beside
her. The tousled hair and the bare feet, the fadeds and the T-shirt



with a picture of a cross-eyed sailor on it. Whouldohave thought
the soul of an artist dwelt beneath that picture?

'‘Will you show me your work one day?' she asked him
‘Sure, if you really Want to see it.'

'Oh, 1 do.'

‘Weil, sure, then. And would you like to show gaur pictures?’

'I'd like to," she said seriously, one artist spegko another. 'When
I've had some developed. Though of course whatdgmis much
more difficult. | only have ten click the camengou have to paint the
whole picture.’

‘Sure.' He thought about it. 'l guess that's sidl, $fou do see some
super photos sometimes.’

‘Yes. Oh, look," she said suddenly, as a tiny ahgpeang from the
side of the road into the bush. 'Is that an impal® seen those
before and wasn't certain.'

‘That's a duiker,' he told her.

'Oh!’

‘There aren't as many of them."

'l always think of all buck as impala, but theyi&, are they?'

He looked at her so thoughtfully that she haubtoé herself to keep
her face serious, expecting he would come out wsotime mocking
rejoinder, but he only said, perfectly serioustygu really don't know
very much about buck, do you?'



I'm afraid not.'

'‘Well, look, I'm not busy every day. There are dayen | don't go
out with my dad. So | really think | should spemdng time with you
and teach you about the animals. | mean, you'lettasknow more
than you do for your book, won't you ?'

'I'd really appreciate it if you would do that," Bra said gratefully.

'l suppose you know most of the game rangers&atea little while
later as she drove slowly, keeping her eyes fixeder side of the
road.

‘A good many.'
‘Do you know a man called Stewart?' she said clysual

‘Sure. Stewart's great. He's my. pal.' The boyisewwas warm with
admiration. 'Doyouknow him?"

'l've - spoken to him once or twice.'

‘Yes, well, the thing about Stewart is ..." He ler@itf, maddeningly,
at this point. 'Look, Emma, there's a water- buck,’

She stopped the car and looked into the bush. ®Phiecan't see a
thing .. . Oh, Johnny, you're having me on!"'

'‘Look," he said patiently, pointing. 'There! | tkiit's coming this
way.'

'Oh, there! Oh, Johnny, | see it. Is that realyader- buck?’
‘Yes, that's what it is.’

'‘How can you tell?' she asked.



‘See that white circle around the back of his bbdy?

‘Yes.'

‘That's what my science teacher would call a distie feature.’
‘You're really awfully clever, Johnny,' she saidnathgly.

‘Thank you," he said quite seriously. 'And | thydu're pretty nice.'

The compliment was so much from the heart that Enommeed in her
seat and gave him a brief hug.

'‘Aw,' he' said awkwardly, 'l just wish ladies didalways feel they
have to kiss and hug. Still, yare nice. Have you got any friends
besides me and Stewart?'

‘Stewart isn't really a friend, Johnny; I've jupbken to him a few
times, that's all. And then there's Lance he warkke shop. Do you
know him?'

‘Yes.'

'Is he one of your pals too?'

‘No.'

'Oh.’

'He and Stewart don't like each other," Johnnyasmpd.
‘Oh. .. they don't?’

‘No.'

Emma longed to ask more, but Johnny was little ntioa@ a child,
and though she knew she could have found a ; wagaking her



guestions seem quite innocent, she felt she waukbme way be
taking advantage of the situation.

Slowly they drove along, and when Johnny was ribgeher about
the various animals and birds they saw,' he toldabeut the trees
and bushes and the wild flowers that grew nearitrex. She was
astonished at the wideness of his knowledge, atehked quietly to
his talk, enjoying the mixture of schoolboy entlagsn and wildlife
expertise, through all of which ran his great |émethe Park.

‘Will you let me buy you a cool drink?' she asked twhen they were
back at Skukuza, and she was parking her- car undete flowering
tree, alive with the hum of bees.

‘Well... I don't know," he began.

'It's so hot, Johnny. If | don't have Somethingeramd cool I'll just
melt away, and | don't feel like sitting alone.'

‘Well, I don't know what my mom will say..." All @ince, back at
camp, he was conscious of her status as a toamdtywas shy.

'l thought we were pals," Emma protested.
‘We are. Of course we are.'

‘Well then?'

'It's just...' he hesitated.

‘That I'm a visitor. But I'm going to be here quatewhile, so couldn't
you try to think of me as just half a Visitor?'

'l suppose | could," he shrugged.



'‘Good. I'll go and sit down and while | order - whauld you like, by
the way? - won't you bring me some of your pairgihd) would so
much like to see them.'

Fifteen minutes later they sat side by side, sppoed drinks from
long glasses, while Emma leafed through a fileictiuypes.

‘This is beautiful, Johnny.' She had stopped attane of a kudu, the
magnificent animal that Johnny had mentioned eanlgs one of his
favourite subjects.

'It's not bad.' His face shone with pleasure atgnarse, though he
tried hard to pretend modesty.

'l think it's outstanding. You've caught the whalearacter of the
animal." She was silent as she studied it morefudgreDo you

remember when we saw the kudu come out of the B@she&vas
thinking how very regal it looked. Like a kind adyal buck. And
you've caught it all.'

'l have?' The boy squirmed with joy.

‘Those lovely horns, and the graceful way it halsidiead, and even

'l see you've discovered our artist.'" Emma- anchdphooked up.
Standing behind the boy, one hand resting affeately on his
shoulder, was Stewart. He was smiling, lookingaalll bronzed and
very relaxed, and unexpectedly Emma's heart skipgeeht.

'‘Won't you join us?' she heard herself saying.

‘Thank you. Though that sweet frothy stuff you folire drinking is
not quite my style.' He beckoned to one of the @vaiind ordered a
beer. 'And now," he turned back to Emma, 'what do think of
Johnny?'



'He's excellent, isn't he?"

'l think he's going to be one of the wild-life att of our day,' Stewart
said quietly. He smiled at the boy and when Johsimmyied back
Emma saw the bond of affection and understandiag éxisted
between them. '"We're going to be very proud of dglume day.'

'‘Oh, Stewart!" The boy did not know how to hidejbis
‘And how did the two of you get to know each other?

Before Emma could reply Johnny had told Stewathefmeeting in
the shop and of the drive they had taken togetbBeryou know, she
doesn't know a water-buck from an eland or an iafjahe told
Stewart.

'I'm sure she'll learn with your very able guidah&tewart grinned.

'Oh, yes, we're going to be friends.' There wasrggaging sweetness
about the child, though Emma knew he would be erabaed to hear
it.

'‘Well, that's good,' Stewart said. 'I'm pleased.'

‘Dad wouldn't let me go with him today," JohnnyKed up from his
cool drink.

'l know. He's out looking for snares.'
‘Are there poachers about again?'

‘It seems like it." Stewart turned to Emma. 'Oneoof perennial
headaches.'

'Is that why | couldn't go with him?' Johnny's fgmeckered in a
frown.



"You know how it is when you're dealing with poachd here could
be trouble.

‘When I'm big I'll ..." Johnny made a fearsome-iagkgesture,
drawing his hand rapidly past his neck. "Then thep't come back.'

'‘Good. | hope you'll scare the daylights out ohtlieStewart drained
the last of his beer and got up to go. 'Well, folksnjoyed that. Have
to make tracks now.' He smiled down at Emma. 'Rexifayou have
time to spare and this youngster lets you off &ue, you might like to
come for a drive with me one of these days?'

‘Thank you, I'd like that." Emma watched him walWway, hoping the
radiance she felt did not shine too clearly indyes for all to see.



CHAPTER THREE

A DAY or two later Emma stood at the fence by the rigegrching
the bush for game. It was a lovely day. It hadediduring the night,
and though she knew it would soon be as hot dw#ys was, there
was a newly-washed radiance about the countrySioken she would
go back to her hut, fetch her cameras and stafooiihe day. But for
the moment she was enjoying; as she .always didgdabnds of camp
life behind her, the drone of the bees in the {rigwsendless vista that
stretched before her,

‘This place draws you like a magnet, doesn't it® Boked up into
Lance's smiling eyes.

‘It iIs beautiful,' she smiled back.

It is," he agreed. 'And isn't it lucky I'm begingito know your
favourite haunts? | was looking for you.'

'‘Oh, were you, Lance?' Since the braai Lance had ba duty at
what he termed 'all the most awkward times', amgigh whenever
Emma saw him in the shop or the office they exchdra joke or a
few words,: they had not had the chance to sperdh e together.

'I'm free today,' he was saying. 'Well, actuallghbuld be on duty,
but | managed to work 3 point.it Sunday, after all. Will you spend
the day with me, Emma?’,

‘You're not on duty, then?'
'‘One of the other chaps agreed to change shifts.'
‘Persuasive character,' she laughed.

'‘Persuasive enough to coax you into fetching youmsuit and
coming out; for the day, with me?' .,



‘Swimsuit?' she asked, mystified,

'l thought we'd take a drive to Pretoriuskop. Treseagoool there. You
do have a swimsuit, don't you?' 'Fortunately, yes.'

'You roust see Pretoriuskop. And today is perfi#'st.going to be a
scorcheragain, just right for a dip.'

'You've persuaded me," she said, laughing.
‘Good girl. When will you Be ready to go?"

'l must go back to my room for a few minutes. Shatieet you at
your car in a quarter of an hour?’

'So long?' For some unknown reason he looked asxi@Qouldn't
you be quicker?'

'I'll try," she promised, wondering as she begamailk to her hut why
he was in such a hurry. It was still early and tay stretched
before/them. And then, as she approached her th@oguestion fled
her mind, for Stewart and Johnny stood there waitin

‘Stewart! Johnny!" she called happily. 'It's goodé¢e you.'

‘We thought we'd wait for you here,' Stewart saidiling. 'Johnny's
idea. He went to see if your car was still in tae-park, and as it was
he guessed you'd come this way sooner or later.'

'And here | am,' she smiled.

‘And here you are. How would you like to come artthe day with
us ?'

‘Today?' All at once the brightness of the day sskta have dulled.



'It's Sunday,' said Stewart. 'I'm free, and Johamg | thought we'd
take you for a drive, have lunch at Lower Sabietake a slow drive
back in the afternoon.’

... | can't,’ she faltered.
'‘No?' Stewart looked at her curiously.
'‘But why not?'Johnny burst out.

‘A few minutes ago | saw Lance, and he asked nspénd the day
with, him. He wants to go to Pretoriuskop. He askedto fetch my
swimsuit and ..."

"You can't go with Lance!"Johnny wailed.
'I'm afraid | promised.’

Johnny's brow was wrinkled in a frown. 'Stewam,'slaid, ‘when you
and | were talking in the shop just now... when gaid we could ask
Emma to come with us ... Did you see Lance?"

'He may have been around,' Stewart agreed.
'‘He was right there, next to us.'
‘Perhaps he was. | don't remember.'

'‘But | do. Because | remember he was trying to acpease of cold
drinks and was having trouble. And Stewart, he tiyasg to listen to
what we were saying.'

‘Don't let your imagination run away with you, Jogn

'He was, Stewart. | know he was!'



'‘Perhaps you're right." Stewart's face was impasasvhe looked at
Emma. 'But that doesn't change anything, does it?'

'l promised," she said unhappily. '‘Besides - ohndg, you're wrong.
| know you are.'

'‘But hewasthere. | remember.’

'‘Well, of course he was there. He works in the shepsoned Emma.
'He was listening to us.'

‘Careful, Johnny,* Stewart cautioned.

‘But | know he was! | remember now. He stayed msao hear what
we were saying.'

'l can't believe that, Johnny,' said Emma. 'Lascé like that. You
don't like him. But he reallis a nice man.'

‘But | tell you ..." The child's face was angryddre looked close to
tears.

‘Whatever the truth of it may be," Stewart saidetiyji 'we mustn't
keep Emma talking like this. She's going out fa tlay, and there's
someone waiting for her.’

Emma would have given anything at that moment g $awant
nothing more than to spend the day with you bottould make an
excuse to Lance.' But she knew she could not dowtould be like
stabbing the man in the back. And for all Johnng shout him, he
had shown her nothing but friendliness.

‘There's not much | can do about it now,' she began



'Of course not.' Stewart smiled suddenly. '"You'erely paying the
penalty for being too popular.'

'It's quite a predicament, isn't it?'

'Not at all. Lance asked you first. You accepted, you must go with
him.'

‘That's right.' She looked at him gratefully. Thehe ventured,
'‘Perhaps we could make it another day, Stewart?

'‘We'll do that," he promised. 'Come, Johnny, k#&s what you and |
can make of the day by ourselves.'

Emma was thoughtful as she took her things and teemeet Lance.
It was nonsense, of course, what Johnny was suggedtance
couldn't help being in the shop. It was, after thié place where he
worked, where he was supposed to be. But she rearethlwhat he
had said about getting somebody to change shitts hin. Was it
possible that he had only invited her because @it\wb had heard?

His face appeared before her eyes - the handsanwhihg face with
the even-teethed smile. Oh, it was nonsense, stoesense. In his
disappointment Johnny had talked himself into sbmgt Even
Stewart had not allowed him to pursue the pointe®4ll, Lancehad
told her that he had changed shifts. It was ntt@sgh he had tried to
lie about that. And his explanation had been péyfeeasonable.

She must remember the resolution she had madtheklivere going

to be completely equal in her affections. Stewad bance had their
own reasons for not liking each other, reasonsdithhot concern
her. She was going to enjoy the day, and that ats t

Lance was waiting for her, and as she approacteeckihand saw him
standing there, handsome and smiling, she knew wittudden



sinking of the heart, in spite of her resolutiomattall men could
never be equal in her affections.

‘That was quick," he said, and for a moment shedexad whether he
sounded too hearty. 'lIt's going to be a super Bayma. | just know
it.

'l know it too." She smiled at him, apologizing lion silently for
having doubted him. 'Heavens, it really is turnimjo another
scorcher. It will be lovely to have a dip.'

Lance was good company. Stewart could be caustanitremoal
took him, but Lance seemed to be always relaxedsamlihg, eager
to please and give her a good time. While they erog told her
anecdotes about the people who lived and worké&aeiicamp, many
of whom she had already met. Sometimes the stoedsld her were
a little malicious, but they were so amusing, arid tith such good
nature, that it was difficult not to laugh at them.

Stewart was the only person Lance. did not mentiad, Emma was
glad. Instinctively she knew that she did not wartear any barbed
anecdotes about him. And even if the story werbaaompletely
without any sting she still did not want to hear it

When they arrived at Pretoriuskop Lance took haherestaurant
for a cool drink. Emma could see that this camp, aldest of all
camps in the game reserve, was quite different f&kukuza. She
came to realize eventually, when she had seen aidhe park, that
each camp had an atmosphere and character ofntsidwere was no
river at Pretoriuskop, but as they sat at the uveatd, under the trees,
sipping their drinks, Emma looked about her andugfmd how
peaceful and pretty it was.

Presently they walked to the swimming-pool, and Entchanged
into her swimsuit. Lance .was looking at her withcls frank



admiration when she joined him that she covered hgy
embarrassment by saying, 'l hadn't realized howtbild become.
And so lopsided too. | suppose it's because I'madvdriving, so the
arm on the driving side is more tanned than therdth

'"You look lovely. You must have had many boy-frisizack home,
Emma.’

She was silent, remembering Jimmy, of whom shebegmning to
think less and less often. 'One or two," she saiehgth.

‘You're very beautiful, Emma.’

‘Thank you," she said, feeling herself flush bemés gaze.
'‘Has Stewart told you that you're beautiful?’

'Oh, for heaven's sake!'

'Has he, Emma?' Lance insisted.

'‘No,' she said quietly, 'Stewart hasn't said I'ewitiéul. There's really
no reason why he should have. Let's change thedukhjance. We
were having such a lovely day. I'd hate to spail it

'Of course,' he said. Getting up abruptly, he wélicethe edge of the
pool, and rising lightly on to his toes dived i@ water.

Emma watched as he swam across the pool. He heaisgireffortless
style that was a pleasure to see. He swam for hengtithout
stopping, and then he waved to her to come inGopping his hands
around his mouth he called, 'Lazybones! Come ioreelf drag you
in!" Emma was so glad to see that he had recovesagbod humour
that she walked to the edge of the pool, sat dowthe side, and
gingerly dipped in a toe. 'Don't!" she shouted whercame near and
threw water at her. 'That's awful !"



'‘Come in, then." He moved his hands under the water playful
threat as if he intended splashing her again, élare he could do so
she slithered into the water. 'Oh, it's freezis€ gasped. '‘Absolutely
freezing!" 'lt's gorgeous. Swim, and you'll be warm

She swam, twice across the pool, conscious ofy@is epon her, and
glad that she had had lessons when she was sméaliasher style
was not all that bad. "You're right,' she saidpsming up to him, ‘its
gorgeous. | wish we could stay in the water all.day

Lance looked at her as she swam up to him. Suddenput a hand
on each side of her wet face, and for a momentweg both quite
still, looking at each other. 'You really are vdrgautiful,' he said,
bending his own wet face to hers, as he kissedidigly on the lips.

Then he dropped his hands and swam away.

After a while Emma began to feel chilly, and shenbled out of the
pool. She took a towel, rubbed it across her backshoulders, then
spread it on the lawn and lay down to sunbathecéatayed in the
water a little longer, then he too came out, toseelhimself dry,

stretched out beside her and fell asleep. Thew@ssnot mentioned
between them.

They left Pretoriuskop soon after lunch. In terrhgndes it was not

far to Skukuza, but as they drove so slowly, distgnn the Park took
a long time to covet. And besides, as Emma hadodesed f6r

herself by now, if you drove at the maximum spenit the chances
were that you would miss animals that were not algtuat the

roadside.

The sun was setting when they drove into the gait&@kukuza. 'It's
been a lovely day,' Emma said warmly. 'A lovelydly day.'

'I'm glad you enjoyed it.' The expression on heefevas so enigmatic
that she wondered what he was thinking. 'We must again.'



She noticed then that he was looking fixedly aaric the car-park,
and following the direction of his eyes she - shat he was looking
at a little red car that was parked nearby. 'l Sesvart's girl-friend
has come to visit him," he said at length.

‘Stewart's girl-friend?' she echoed foolishly.

'She visits him sometimes. She stays in town, &edyenow and then
she comes up for a few days. She's - mad about8tew

'‘But ..." Emma could feel her hands trembling amgdd Lance
wouldn't notice. 'l don't understand ... Stewanldn't have known
she was coming today.'

‘And why couldn't he have known?'

'‘Because ... because he asked me to spend theitthaiim, after
you'd already asked me ... and if-he'd known she ezming he
wouldn't have done that.'

'‘Perhaps it's because he knew she was coming ¢hasked you.'
Lance was watching her intently now.

'‘He wouldn't have done that,' she said slowly.

'‘No? Well,' Lance chuckled, 'Stewart's a strange. &temember, |
wanted you not' to go breaking your heart over 'him.

'l don't intend breaking my heart over anyoneald tyou that once
before. But | still don't see why Stewart - , woakk me to come out
with him when he knew he - when he knew he wasrgaivisitor.'

'‘Could be he was trying to make her jealous.' Laneeice held a
strange tinge of bitterness. '‘Miranda is a bedutifoman. A very
beautiful woman.'



'‘Oh!" Emma felt a little sick, wondering how to gethe conversation.
'Like to have supper with me?' she heard Lancangayi

'Oh, no, Lance, thank you. I'm feeling a littleetir All | that sun, you
know .. . and the water. | think I'll just go todoeShe forced a smile.
‘Thank you again for a lovely day.’

She was walking to her hut when she saw them. Maamas indeed
a beautiful woman. She was older than Emma, at teaty, and so

nearer in age to Stewart than Emma was, and evhis aistance she
could see that she possessed poise and charm.

Long glossy black hair framed a perfectly-featuvedl face. She was
looking up at Stewart and he was bending sligltthh¢ar what she
was saying. Emma could not see the expressioneava8ts face, but
she could see the radiance that shone in Mirasdals. Something
she said must have amused Stewart, for she heardhickle as he
bent towards her and gave her a quick hug.

Emma did not wait to see more. She was just gratiefs they had
not seen her. She turned quickly and stumbled Iglimgl to her hut.

When she got there she found she was not hungayafyr making
herself a cup of coffee, she lay on her bed.

She hardly noticed the time as the sunset turneddarkness, so
absorbed was she in her thoughts. Had both menthed own
reasons for wanting her company that day? Johndyirhplied that
Lance had only wanted her to accompany him as asnafaspiting
Stewart. And if Lance was right about Stewart téviart had really /
known his girl-friend was coming, and, really, hoauld he not have
known, why had he asked her to come, with him ? W#s make
Miranda jealous ?



Strangely, though the thought of Lance using hemfs own ends
made her angry, it was the idea that Stewart leattb her that was
unendurable. But why this was so she was not yetyréo admit to
herself.

She was walking through the camp next morning waiensaw them
together again. The girl was talking in an. anirdateice and when
she smiled at Stewart Emma saw again the radiandei face.
This-»time, before she could avoid them, Stewant Isar. '

‘Emma!’ he called. 'Hello. | want you to meet Malardi He turned to
the girl at his side. 'Miranda, this is Emma. Shelse to live here for
a while.'

Emma saw the girl look at her appraisingly. 'Are ym thestaff?' she
asked.

'‘No. I'm here to take pictures.’

‘Pictures?' Miranda queried.

'‘Photographs,' Emma explained. 'For a book.'
‘Then you won't be here long?'

‘About three months.'

‘Ah, how nice.'

‘Lance has been showing Emma around,' StewariMokhda. 'And
I've also been giving her the odd bit of advicedAmarning,' he
added, grinning at Emma.

‘You're very lucky to have found yourself such gguides.' Again
Miranda smiled, but Emma saw the hostility in herd, there was a
keep-your-hands-off-my- property look that she gguped.



‘Well, anyway . .." she smiled at them both, 'I'oing out driving
now. Nice to have met you, Miranda.’'

So this was Stewart's girl-friend, she thoughtreesdsove slowly and
unseeingly.Close to, she was even lovelier than from afadoh't
know why that should depress me,” Emma told herselnly. I
decided | wasn't going to let any man mean anythnoge than a
friend. So why should it matter if a . girl is heéoevisit Stewart? He
can have a hundred girls if he wants to, I'm samegant and sure of
himself as he is. It really doesn't matter to mal&tBut in her heart
she knew that it did matter. It was beginningnatter too much.

It was foolish of her not to have realized that anniike Stewart,
alone and in his early thirties, must have a woimams life. All at
once she caught herself wishing that she was odldan her
twenty-two years. If only she were dark and poed charming and
sophisticated - like ... like Miranda.

‘You're not going to refuse me today.' It was ammyg a few days
later, and Emma forced herself to turn slowly aodkl up into
Stewart's face. Then she turned back to the river.

'‘Refuse you what?'

'I'm going to Lower Sabie today," he said. 'l wanti to come with
me.'

‘Oh!’

'l know you love that view, Emma. It's the only-q@al know | can
find you. But do you think you could look at me agide me an
answer?'



'Of all the ..." She turned to him angrily, butrithEaused as he smiled,
and she felt her heart turn over.

'‘We're not going to quarrel, are we? | was onlyrjgk
' know.'
‘And you will come with me today ?'

Yes, yes, yes, she wanted to shout. Of coursmhtie with you, and |
don't care what Miranda or Lance or anybody elsesci think. This
Is what | want to do and | will do it. "Yes,' shaited, 'lI'd like that.'

'‘Funny how things sometimes turn out for the blstsaid musingly.
'‘When | asked you to come out with Johnny and meeother day |
didn't know Miranda was coming up.'

‘You didn't?' she couldn't help saying.

‘Well, of course not, you silly little thing," haid gently. "That would
have been a foolish thing for me to do if | hadwnd

The subject of Miranda was not one she wanted dovelbut there
was relief in her that he had mentioned it. It sedwhat Stewart had
not been playing her up against the other girl winemad made his
invitation.

All at once she knew she could relax in his comp&tgwart had
asked her out on Sunday because it was what hevlatkd to do,
and not for any ulterior motive. Miranda existeieSvas a factor in
his life. But that had nothing to do with her, Emnii&tewart wanted
to take her for a drive she was content to go hiitlh, and that, for the
moment, was all that mattered.



The Lower Sabie Road seemed to have a speciahcalihat day.
Every now and then Stewart would stop the car totpmut animals
to her, and she realized how very much she didkmody.

So many things had special relevance for Stewaitwetprints in the
sand beside the road, movement in the bushegla @f birds or the
turn of an impala's head. Johnny had impressedwhtr his
knowledge, and Lance certainly seemed to know tee ldbout
animals, but when Stewart spoke it was the conéideand
knowledge and authority of a man who lives -andisthe creatures
of the wild that shone through his words.

At one point he turned off on to a slip road tleat lown almost to the
banks of the river. He stopped the car beneatladystiee with low
overhanging branches. Emma wound down her windahbasathed
deeply of the fragrant air.

All around it was quiet and peaceful and very biéalutThe sun

shone and sparkled on the water, the sand-ban&astpmtly down to
the water, pockmarked with the feet of a thousamthals who had
used this bank to drink from and in the branchexlo®ad an exotic
bird uttered a harsh shrill sound. Then all wdk sti

'‘Don't you know you should never have your windqvem?'Stewart
was smiling.

‘But there's nothing here. Oh, | forgot," Emma laady 'There's a lion
behind that bush.'

‘No, there's no lion. But you never know when thearght be.’

'‘But you've got eyes on all sides of your head wandldn't let me
come to any harm, would you?'



'‘No, Emma, | would never let you come to harm.' Woeds were
spoken quietly, but even though she knew they meldspecial
relevance her heart seemed to leap.

'It's so lovely here,' she said, to change theestbjDo you know
what I'd really like to do?'

'‘Let's hear.'

‘Lie on those rocks and sunbathe.' When he lea@aar of laughter
she pretended to pout and said, '‘Obviously | wdulas so foolish,
but even you can't tell me there's a lion out there

‘No lion, no." He was still laughing. 'But look efully. See
anything?'

She narrowed her eyes and searched the treesjghdlre rocks, for
sign of an animal. At last she turned back to h¥ou're teasing me.'

"You think so?"

'‘Perhaps there's a mouse in the bushes, but | fiadlene even in
England.’

*You could?' he asked in pretended astonishment.
'‘And what's more, I'm not afraid of mice,' she atfienly.

'I'm very glad to hear it.' He laughed again, amel dound of it was
music in her ears. 'So, Emma, you'd be perfectppirao go and
sunbathe on those nice broad rocks?’

There must be something on those rocks - he sesmadsessed
with them. Carefully Emma searched every inch enthwith her

eyes, but there was nothing to be seen. 'Someokipoisonous lizard
hiding out there?' she suggested at length.



This time he let out a roar of laughter. 'Somethlikg that.'" He
reached behind him, took her binoculars from thekbseat and
handed them to her. 'Put those to your eyes arkdegain.'

She glanced at him suspiciously as she took them fiim. Even
while she enjoyed this lighthearted mood of his wlas not certain
whether she could trust it. 'All right,’ she saiiting the binoculars to
her eyes and trying to focus on the rocks. 'Ledts this fearsome
animal of yours.'

At first she could only see bits of greenery anahlbhes, but at last
the glasses seemed to be trained on the right #ptiok her a
moment to get used to the sight and then - 'Stéwtastas a horrified
gasp. 'Oh, Stewart!

' take it that means you've spotted the poisofirasd?' he chuckled.

'‘Oh, Stewart!" she said for the third time, andnthlewering the
binoculars, she looked at him dazed. 'ls ... isribally a crocodile?'

"It really is," he said quietly, and all the laugfhhad vanished from his
eyes.

She looked at it again without the glasses, bdftiitreg them to her
eyes once more. 'lIt's incredible!

"It is rather, isn't it?'

'So enormous. And | thought it was a rock. Fronehigooks just like
all the other rocks. | never dreamed a crocodildccbe so big.'

She lifted the glasses to her eyes again, mesmieoizeéhe hideous
prehistoric-looking animal. 'It's so still. It degsmove. It isn't dead,
Is it?'

'Oh, no, itisn't dead.'



'It's so completely motionless.’

'It could stay like that for hours, Emma. You couldtch it for hours
and never see it move.’

'Is it sleeping?’ she asked.

Stewart laughed quietly. 'No, it's wide awake yweide awake. If a
tasty morsel were to arrive you'd see a wild thregbf tail, and the
poor creature that didn't see the crocodile woeldd more.'

‘Does it happen often?’
‘Unfortunately. It's so easy to mistake a crocoftitea rock.'

'It looks just like one. All those grey rocks ottheir side of it. | really
thought it was a rock too.'

‘That's right,' he agreed.

'It's uncanny,' she mused, 'that an animal cardifenabsolutely with
its surroundings.’

‘Camouflage. Have you noticed how many of the alsrokend with
the bushes and the sand? That's their form of algtuotection.’

"There's so much to know, isn't there?' she said.

'If you mean camouflage alone - that isn't all thidficult. But the
animals as such, their ways and how they live ; yese is a lot.’

‘You love it, don't you?' she said impulsively.
'It's my life,' he said, looking quietly over thear.

‘There's nothing else you want?'



'l wouldn't say that.' He turned his gaze and ldosteadily into her
eyes. 'Therare things | want. No man is entirely self-sufficieard

content, is he? But my life is here, with the arlsnand | would like
to think that - the other things | want could fit with the existing
scheme of things.'

Her eyes dropped .beneath his. She was a littlertaic what he
meant.

'Why have you come here?' Stewart asked.

‘To take photos. You know that.' 'There's anoteason, isn't there?' -
'Is it so obvious?' she asked at last, painfulljou know so little
about animals, and not all that very much aboutiqdraphy.' His
voice was so gentle that she could not possiblg tdlence at what
he was saying. 'Sometimes it helps to talk. One #@rgs in better
perspective. If that's the way it would be with yowvould you like to
tell me?'

'His name was Jimmy,' she said at last, and heewsas low and a
little unsteady. 'We'd been going around togetbesbme time. We
were getting married. | was so happy.' She wag dpiea while, and
he didn't press her to go, on. 'lt was all arrangée dress was being
made and the flowers had been ordered. We'd bedmparound
for a flat. It wasn't easy to find anything - weuttn't afford much.
Jimmy . .. Jimmy was clever, an engineer. He wasarhing much
yet, but he had plans - such wonderful plans . . .

‘And then?' he prompted her gently. "'The man heeadfor had a
daughter, and she liked Jimmy. He was so hands¢éraedsome and
clever and fun. He would have made his way todpelt would have
taken time, but he'd have got there.' 'He saw ekquiway?'

'l don't think it was that way at the beginning. lise=d laugh about it
sometimes. The way she'd wait for him , when he eeasing out of



the building, and ask him to go places with heit tBan ... wellafter
a while hedidn't laugh about it, and if | made a joke it dicseem
funny.'

'He couldn't have fallen in love with her,' saié\8art.

'l think he liked her. It's so easy to like somewor® likes you. And
then her father ... He promised Jimmy so much. Jinvas clever
and her father didn't want to lose him. He promisi&d a partnership
in his company, and a lovely house, and .".. ahdrahings.'

'If Jimmy was so clever wouldn't he have got tottpanyway?' ,

'‘He would, | know he would have. But it was quick@s way. Jimmy
was so ambitious. We began to quarrel. In the emdthe end | think
he was very happy for us to break up.’

‘And the break-up came just a month before yourdivey?"
'Yes.'
‘It must have been tough for you," Stewart comneente

'l cried,’ she confessed. 'l didn't know | hadiime to cry so hard. For
two days | cried. | didn't eat, and my mother wedirthat | would get
sick.'

‘What did Jimmy do when he heard ?'

'He never knew,' Emma said quietly. 'l wouldn'tthetm phone him.
It would have done no good in the end. | understbatlat least.'

'‘He must have been a fool to-let you go." Agaitdoged at her with
the quiet, gaze that made her heart skip a beath&'s why you
came here?'



'l had to get away - away from England, from a# tmhappiness.
The ship sailed the day we were to have been nadi&iend of my
father's, a very close friend, is a wild-life endlast, and he knew
what had happened. He's been here and is writingpk about his
experiences. He suggested that if | wanted to cbhere to take
pictures of the animals - photography really istmoypby - he would
be happy to use them.'

' see ...

'Life goes on, doesn't it?' She turned to look iat, fralthough she
knew that her eyes were wet. 'Sometimes its satdh@t you think
you can never pull yourself together again. Butdgsigo on.’

'Yes.' He moved towards her, put an arm aroundsheulders and
held her close. 'Life goes on. It has Adter a moment he said, 'l've
learnt that too.'

Emma looked at him questioningly without speakiliggave her a
strange sense of comfort to sit with him like thiad been a purely
platonic gesture, she knew, when he had put hisasound her. It
was a gesture intended to comfort and warm, anadtsucceeded in
its purpose.

'l was married once,' he said very slowly. 'Did ymow that?'

She shook her head wordlessly, and felt a littlafeknof
disappointment and anguish twist inside her.

'‘Her name was Mary, and we lived in one of the gpar&s further
north. Not this sort of thing that we have heranpa with huts and
facilities for visitors. We had a little cottagdl, @one in the midst of
an enormous stretch of land.’

‘It must have been lonely.'



'It didn't seem so - then,' he said.

'‘Where - where is Mary now?' she forced hersedista
‘She was killed.'

'‘Oh, Stewart! Oh, no!

'It was something that should never have happehedaid steadily.
His arm was still around her shoulders, but sheestthat his mind
was far away, with Mary, in that distant game p&gke - she was
killed by a lion. It shouldn't have happened, thé broke a rule - one
of the cardinal rules that anyone living in thelipuss we did, should
have kept to. Afterwards ..." She thought she he@ahiteak in his
voice. 'Afterwards, when it was all over, | leftrduwome. | couldn't
bear to be there any more - alone. | came here.’

'‘Oh, Stewart! It's so dreadful! | don't know whaisay.'

‘There's nothing you can say. I'll never forget, loércourse. | don't
think you can ever forget a person you've loved.|Be got over it.
It's taken a long time. But I've got over it.'

‘And | thought what happened to me was bad.' Stkelb up at him
and now she was crying. 'l feel so ashamed."

'Emma,’ he leaned towards her and kissed her gty 'everything
is relative. Whatever happens means a lot to theopat happens to
at the time that it happens.’

‘And yet...'

‘You've had your tough time. What happened to woluaird for any
girl to accept, but you'll get over it. You've mdte first step, haven't
you ?'



‘Yes, I've made the first step,’ she said, andsshiked at him.

'‘Good.' He took his arm from her shoulders. 'Keepi And to help

you I'll take you to a spot where the animals ctorgrink, and where
you can sit with your camera for hours and perlrapsage to get a
few really good shots.'

It was a lovely spot, this place that Stewart tdek to. A little
clearing .by the river, similar to the one whereytihhad been sitting,
but with an uninterrupted view of the river-bankdaof the little
paths that the animals had made with their dailjkwathe river and
back to drink. It was a place which Emma could méase found by
herself, a ranger's slip road which Stewart gaee,per-mission to
use whenever she wanted to.

Here, she knew, she could sit for hours, with f@ne&ra by her side,
absorbing the peace and beauty into her mind anek+stream, and
all the. while she would be ready to take photogsaphenever the
opportunity, arose.

‘Thank you,' she said, turning to him impulsivé{h, thank you,
Stewart.'

'Like it?" He was looking at her with an expressithrat held
something in it that she could not quite put a némne

'It's heaven! It's like a piece of paradise plameckarth.'

'I'm so glad." He put the car into gear and turiteblack in the
direction of the road.

She was disappointed. '‘Are we going already?'



‘You can come here any time you want to. But | ngeston to Lower
Sabie. If | don't get there soon the man | wargpeak to will think
I'm not coming. Besides,' he grinned at her misahisly, 'soon that
tummy of yours is going to start grumbling forfited!

They came at last to Lower Sabie. Stewart stoppedar for a few
minutes outside the gates before driving in. Jestohd the camp
stood a big water tower, and all over it swarmeates of the little
grey velvet monkeys. They swung from the steelegsdjumping,
playing, pulling at each other's tails, swoopingwdoand then
reaching up again, and looking as if at any mortte would fall. .

‘They're gorgeous,’' Emma laughed. 'The lion mathe&ing around
here, but he's so lazy, always playing so hardeto Ghese little
creatures make me laugh.’

‘The kids love them too," Stewart told her. 'l ihe highlight of
many a child's day is if his dad drives a milewo twith a monkey
clinging to his carrier.'

They drove into the camp, and when Stewart hadeoiatlke car he
said,"' Do you think you could manage to amuse yatisr a bit? I'll
be busy for the next half an hour or so. Let's na¢dthe restaurant -
see, there it is - at about one.'

It was easy to amuse herself, Emma found. Slowky stnolled
around the camp. It was so different from Skuk®&mmaller, much
smaller, more informal, with the bungalows setatf{tircles.

She walked down to the fence and looked througlbtisé and over
the river. It was the same river that flowed pdsiksiza, that wound

along the Lower Sabie Road, down past this campe the view was

different, the river not as wide and sweeping dodecto the fence as
it was at the bigger camp. But it was pretty, sy yeetty.



It was nearly lunch-time, and all about her peopére returning

from their morning drives. Some sat in front of itheungalows,

resting and talking, others were beginning to preghe midday
meal. As always there were a few people at theefesearching the
bush with binoculars. A little group stood at op®ts trying to see
what a man was pointing to. She sauntered overfcumdl they were
looking at an elephant. But it was far away, ohlg moving bushes
and flapping of a grey ear giving an indicationitsfpresence, and
Emma soon moved away, more interested in savoutire

atmosphere of the pretty little camp.

The time passed quickly, and before she knewvitag time to join
Stewart at the restaurant. 'Hi/ He saw her comimthveaved to her. 'It
wasn't too boring, | hope?'

'‘Oh, no, | enjoyed it. It's so different from Skuak,isn't it?'
‘Yes. All the camps have an atmosphere of their.own

Lower Sabie is one of my favourites. It's small gnetty. It really
does have a lot of charm. Now,' he said, handimghHeemenu, 'what
shall we order?’

It was fun eating their meal under the trees, whiny blue birds
hopping cheekily around the table, always readiyton to the table,
and to take a bite of food if an unsuspecting dinered away. "You
should see them at Shingwidzi,” Stewart laughed nwkenma
commented on them. 'They're a positive nuisantmH a film once
of four of these little chaps busily pecking abiwua frying- pan that
had the remains of scrambled egg in it.'

They're cute,’” Emma said, smiling. 'And | just lowatching the
people.’

‘Are they cute to0?"



‘You're teasing me again. They're so interestiigw&t. Do you
know, while | was walking | heard so many differdahguages
spoken ...'

‘And saw so many cameras and tripods.'

'Yes,' she laughed. 'I'm certainly not the only tpheapher around
here. Though,' she added, smiling at him warmlgetlI'm the only
one with such a beautiful place to wait at for mgtyres. But,

Stewart,' she returned to her original thoughtaine past a little
communal fire and there were three men all holdiegy long forks

with meat on the end of them, trying to tell onether what they'd
seen. One was ltalian, and one was Greek, and timel, must have
been Scandinavian. Anyway, there they were, tryiagy hard to
make themselves understood, all gabbling in brdkeglish with

their own languages thrown in, conversing abougtiaédili-ons.'

‘And understanding one another and getting a trdoenkick out of
it all.'

'Oh, yes, they were loving it.'

‘Tourists love coming here," Stewart said. 'Do ymknhow the
Kruger National Park came to exist at all?'

‘No, | don't think | do."

‘The whole country was once swarming with gameyshaads upon
thousands of miles of bush with wild animals roagmim it. All the
big cities - Johannesburg - and Cape Town - they ak bush. And
if you've ever been to Johannesburg you'd finditho imagine that
lions once walked down Eloff Street.’

‘What happened to the game?' she asked.



'‘As the cities were built, and as the country bexaiilized, the

game was killed or chased further and further a8ayn there was
very little land left with wild animals on it." Heras thoughtful a
moment. 'l suppose it's the story of civilizatioresywhere. When
man comes the animals must make room for him. Bertet was a
president, Paul Kruger, one of the early presidefithe Transvaal,
and he realized what was happening. He knew tHassisomething
was done soon this country too would have no gaftednd so he
decided to create an area, a sanctuary, where lsniroald be free to
live their lives without being killed to make wagrfcities. An area
too where no hunters could come to kill for spdrhis is the

sanctuary, and it was named after him, the Krugsiadal Park.'

'How wonderful," Emma said. 'There must be so miheth | don't
know, that is interesting.'

‘There is. Some day you must read a little moreuathee Park in the
early days. You must read about Stevenson Hamibios of the most
famous of all the game rangers, after whom Skukvemanamed.'

'One never realizes how much people really givéghemselves. |
mean, people must have done so much to createegmratuary like
this ..." She broke off thoughtfully. 'But it wal worthwhile, wasn't
it? | think | can understand how you feel abouivity you love it so
much.’

‘Can you, Emma?'

"Yes,' she said slowly. 'I'm beginning .to underdtavhy this is your
life. It's the kind of place that makes you fea$thvay. Am | right?'

‘You are. Could you feel this way about the Parkpta?’

'I'm - not sure. | haven't been here long enougieltoBut | think |
could. This life, the idea of dedicating oneselthe preservation of
wild life - | think it begins to grow on one. Yesyes, | think | Could.’



She looked up and found his eyes upon her faceagaith there was
that look in them that she could not understand,sanfound vaguely
disturbing.

It was time to go then, and they had a leisurgyliack to Skukuza.
When they were nearly at the camp and Emma wakitigiithat the
day could not have been improved upon, Stewaretuto her and
said, 'Had any photos developed yet?'

'No, | haven't had a chance.'

'I'm going to Pretoria for a few days - I've gothave talks with
people at the Parks Board. Would you like to corth me?'

'‘Come with you?' She stared at him in surprise.

'It'll all be above-board, if that's what's worngigou.' There was a
gentle mocking smile behind his eyes. 'l thought yaight like a
change. You could do some shopping. And in the iagsrnwe could
go out together.'

'‘Oh, Stewart!" she breathed, wondering if her eyesld betray the
happiness she felt; 'l think I'd like that very rhuc



CHAPTER FOUR

MORE than once on the-trip to Pretoria Emma found Hiettsimking
of Miranda. What did she mean to Stewart? Whatlveagplace in his
feelings, this beautiful woman who, Lance had saids Stewart's
girl-friend, and was 'mad' about him? Did she kradwhis trip? Did
she know that Stewart had asked Emma to accompar?y h

She owed the other girl no loyalty, yet she cowdtdhelp wondering
what she would think if she knew. For Emma had $leemadiance in
her face when she talked to him, the expressitreireyes when she
smiled. She had seen too the way Stewart leanedrdswher,
smiling, to catch her words.

It was this last that had made Emma nearly chaegenind about
going with him. For she knew by now that she masefreality. She
was in love with Stewart, in love with this talble man who could be
at times so mocking and hard, and at other timggeate and tender.

She was in love with him as she had never beawvmbefore. And it
was this that had made her hesitate, had giverekervations. For if
Miranda meant something to him, if he loved Miranithés would be
even harder for Emma to accept after the trip thafiore. Alone in

her cottage in the darkness she had spent mang Haoking. And

she had come to the conclusion that she would $itadvart in the
morning and tell him that she had changed her mbuilit going with
him.

But when she saw him, when the thin brown face eanilown into

hers, her decision melted like ice into water. 8ald no more have
told him she was not coming than she could hauvihgriirst instance,
prevented herself from falling in love .with hinh.just wanted to

know when we were leaving,' she said.



She looked at him now, the gaunt, determined m@rofihe

long-fingered hands that lay relaxed on the wheesd, which, at the
same time, showed so much strength in them. Hesaatdifferent
from Jimmy, so different from the man she had otimight she
loved. Jimmy with his ready, easy laughter, andd&m that had
made so many women fall for him. Jimmy had beattla like ... like

Lance, it came to her suddenly.

She frowned at the thought. Lance was not atkadl Jimmy, really,

yet he had seemed quite put out when she haditaldshere she was
going. He had seemed to take it as a personahafféine had come
away from England to get away from complicatioms] & she were

not careful she might find she had landed hersedf mew tangle.

Emma sighed.

‘That was a heavy sigh.' Stewart looked at hergaimthed. 'Not sorry
already that you came with me?’

'‘No." She was certain the radiance in her eyes bwisil too clear.
‘Just tired. Not used to all these early mornings.'

As if he had guessed her true thoughts he toolh&mn from the
wheel and squeezed one of hers. 'We're going te havice time,
Emma. | want you to do just whatever you feel ldka&ing. You

needn't consider me at all. In any event I'll beybmost of the day. In
the evenings, | thought we could go out together.'

'l don't suppose you have much chance to go dbeiRark,' she said.

‘Just the odd evening in town. Being able to choasdifferent
entertainment venue three nights in a row will besthing special
for a country bumpkin like me.’

'I'm looking forward to. it,;" she said impulsivelgieciding at that
moment to dismiss Miranda completely from her thdag She



would live for the moment, taking things just asytitame. 'I'm really
looking forward to it,' she said again.

'‘Good.' He smiled at her as he put his hand backhenrsteering
wheel. 'l am too.'

Emma found that though they were going to stayatsame hotel,
their rooms were at opposite ends of the passagtsfied?' Stewart
grinned at her mischievously. 'All above-board psomised you.'

'l wasn't worried. Not one little bit," she grinnleaick at him.

While Stewart was at the Parks Board that afterneamma spent the
time window-shopping. She found it was pleasardttoll through

the streets of Pretoria, watching the bustle oppedooking in shop
windows. It was all so different from England, frdrondon, and

from the village she had grown up in. Tomorrow, sloelld make a
few purchases, but today she would just stroll &bod look around
her.

She was walking past a little boutique when a dregbke window
caught her eye. She stared .at it for a long tibneas a little more
than she normally would have spent, but it waseasithat was made
for her, and she knew that in her present mooashkl not resist it.

It was a lovely shell pink, a shade that would emeathe soft
colouring of her face. A soft, feminine dress, asdr for summer
evenings spent with a man she loved. It was a difes$iad to own,
and at length, deciding she would do without sofb@other things
she had planned on purchasing, she went into the $ied it on, and
bought it.

It might be sheer extravagance to have boughtssdiie this when
she was going to be spending the next three manfther life in the
wilds, and the fashions might well have changee@rafhat, but



somehow she knew, and she knew it blindly and guttedt this dress
was right for her.

Stewart was waiting for her in the foyer of thedlathen she came
in, and she saw by the stiffness in his face tbdtdd been worried.

‘Where have you been?' His voice was taut.
‘Shopping.’

'It's late.’

'Is it? | lost all sense of time. I'm sorry you weavorried.'

'l didn't know where you were. You're in a stratmgn and you don't
know the way around. | wouldn't have known whersttot looking
for you.'

'I'm sorry,' she said again, but in part she wasl,glor if this taut,
self-sufficient man could be so shaken, did it mim he cared?

'l made a booking at a restaurant I've been tolgleasant. Just a
tentative booking. Evidently the food is good ahdré's dancing.
Would you like to go with me, Emma?’

'I'd love that,' she smiled.

'‘Well, then, shall we walk for a bit, and then veilcl both go and get
ready.’

The walk did not last long, but it was companioeablhere was
something strangely exciting about being alone ttoaggein a city
where nobody knew them. It gave her an impressiasotation, like
two people alone together on an island. So difteiem Skukuza,
where in the confines of the camp, big though i veveryone knew



everybody, and private affairs could be bandieduaby gossip just
as in a village.

When she got back to her room she ran herselffadrat poured in
the crystals she had treated herself to. These weoe an
extravagance, but this was a day when she wantésetdeminine
and pampered. It was a special day.

She lay in the warm water, thinking of the evertimat lay ahead. The
thought of dining with him, and dancing ... of dnfj around a
dance-floor with his arms around her ...

She loved him. She had tried so hard to keep l&in{s detached,
but she knew now that when you really loved somabn@s not a
feeling that could be turned on and off at will. Mentarily the
thought of Miranda intruded itself. Perhaps thesothirl was the one
Stewart really liked, perhaps these days togetherewust an
interlude, but be that as it may, Emma knew that lelved him,
would always love him, even if he decided to méing/other girl one
day.

She got out of the bath, slipped the pink dress bee head, then
went to the mirror to put on a little make-up. ldaeeks were flushed
from the bath. A few moist tendrils of hair curleder her forehead
and her eyes were luminous with excitement. Sheoput little
lipstick, glad that matched the dress so well féldfa suggestion of
blue eye-shadow on to her eyelids, and brushedd&ertill it was
glossy. Then she walked over to the full- lengthramiand spent a
few moments inspecting herself.

She knew that she looked her best. The dress Wwd#saalshe had
hoped it would be. It was simple and feminine, vaitharrow belt that
emphasized the smallness of her waist. She hope&tewart would
like it too.



He was waiting for her in the lounge when she eateAt first he did
not see her. He was sitting at a table, readingvespaper, and for a
few moments Emma stood quite still and watched hia. was
wearing a dark grey suit, and it hit her with aytishock how
distinguished he looked. So accustomed was sheeiog him in a
safari , suit that she had never thought of hira lounge suit. With
his long lean figure, the tanned face and the thrckvn hair, neatly
brushed for once, he was the best- looking mahandom.

‘Stewatrt,' she said, at last, softly. 'Stewart...’

He looked up and rose quickly to his feet. '/EmrH&!'took her hand
and his eyes, when he looked down at her, seemealvi®deepened
in colour. 'Emma, you look ... you look very beéulti His voice was

gruff. 'Shall we go?'

It was a magical evening. An evening wrapped inoaoon of
enchantment that nothing could touch. 'l must rebent like this,'
she thought once, as they moved together overaheedfloor, his
grey-suited arms holding her firmly against hims tahin just
touching her hair. 'lt can never be quite like thgain. | must
remember it as it is.’'

She knew he felt it too, this special thing thaswappening to them.
From the moment they had left the lounge togetherféeling had

been with them, so real that it could almost behed. It was there in
the way he treated her, like some fragile possessiat had to be
handled lovingly and with great care. It was theréhe way they

looked at each other over the tops of their winegga. Stewart had
leaned towards her, clinked his glass gently aghers, and said, 'To
you, Emma. And to ... to ... to your happinessé Bad had a feeling
for a breathless moment that what he had reallynmeasay was,

‘And to us.' But perhaps, for some reason thatdgh@ot know, he

was not yet ready to say it.



The feeling had been there when they started td'bay had ordered
a fillet M'steak each, with mushrooms, and Emmaeneknew

afterwards whether the chef had had magic handshéfood was
ambrosia, just as the wine had been nectar.

They spoke together, lightly, laughing easily otleg same things,
serious about the same things too. But when thegaththey danced
in silence. Stewart made no pretence of holding gigfly and
formally. When they came upon the dance floor Heoptihis arms to
her, and held her close. Now they did not evemaitdo speak. His
chin touched her hair, and after a few momentdesuged her head
against his shoulder and closed her eyes; She avidtesy could
dance like this for ever. If only it had never talé

When they went back to their table Stewart drewcheir alongside
hers, and put his arm around her. They did nottelkh now, and the
silence between them was not one of strain butdhato people
very much in tune with each other, of two people bardly dared
admit it to herself, in love.

It was late when they came back to the hotel. ld& ter to the door
of the room, and, still holding her hand, he smdeevn at her. 'Sleep
well; little Emma. I'm going to make an early staoimorrow
morning, but you can sleep late. We'll meet agaithé evening.'

‘Stewart," she looked up at him tremulously, l#sen wonderful.
Thank you.'

Again there was the deepened colour in his eyas &soked down at
her without speaking. At last he drew her towarufs, tkissed her
once, very gently, and said,. 'Thaydu,Emma.’

When she was alone in her room she looked intoriveor, and she
saw what she had known she would see ~ the faxgofman in love.
Even at the height of her happiness with Jimmy lstewv she had



never looked like this, her cheeks glowing, herses@ft and with the
sparkle of many colours. This was the face Steladtseen when he
had, said, "'Thankou, Emma,' and she knew it had betrayed her
nothing else could have.

She could not have said the next morning whetherhsld slept that
night or not. But if she had slept it had been imaf-waking,
half-dreaming state, in which she had whirled sjowdnd
continuously round and round a dance-floor, wigney-suited figure
holding her close, smiling down at her with thaivelsteady smile
that made her heart turn over.

The next day she walked the streets of the tovadream. The shops
seemed a fairyland of beautiful things, the peopee beautiful, the
pavements seemed to float beneath her feet.

In the evening she found Stewart waiting for Héave a good day?'
he smiled at her, taking her hand in his. 'Whatl stia do tonight?'
Emma had no suggestions. It was just enough to kimnatvthey
would be together. 'What about dinner and a shase®2The Turning
Point is showing at one of the cinemas. | haven't seecountry
bumpkin that | am, but perhaps you have?'

She had, but did not say so, for she knew thatevieatshe saw that
evening would make little impression on her anywawas enough

to know that she would be sitting in the darkenigéma, with the

man she loved at her side.

In the event, Emma enjoyed the film even more gtanhad the first
time. Stewart took Her hand and held it firmly is,fand she let the
lovely music and the beautiful scenery wash abart Bnjoying
every moment of it.

On their third night, their last in Pretoria, thesaent again to the
restaurant they had visited the first evening. Adganma slipped on



the pink dress, and again there was the look cmets face when
he saw her. It was a wonderful evening, an eveautgpf a fantasy
world.

When they came at last to their hotel and Steviaotdsby the door of
her room he looked silently down at her for whatrsed a very long
moment. It was a moment too precious for worddasi he took her
in his arms and said, "Thank you, Emma. Thank goedming with
me. It's been wonderful.'

She looked at him tremulously, not daring to speakting for him
to say the words she longed to hear, and whiclsshsed he wanted
to say. But he only kissed her, then turned abyuptll went back to
his own room.

Next morning they made an early start back to . FEmma felt a
little sad. Soon they would be back at Skukuza,thodgh she knew
she would still see him, she knew too that thdelittocoon of
enchantment which had enfolded them during thegs tlagether
would be dissolved.

For in Skukuza Stewart would be plunged once maehis normal
routine. Things could not be the way they had bemn. If only ... if
only he had said he loved her. He had wanted towsts certain.

What had kept him back? Was it the thought of Miath
Involuntarily the girl's face swam before her eyespite of her strict
resolve not to think of her. Did he owe her somecsg loyalty that
she did not know of? Or was there another reagogether?

'So deep in thought.' He was smiling at her.
'‘Uh-huh.” She smiled back at him.

‘Looking forward to going back to camp?'



'l suppose | am,' she said a little wistfully. 'Butvaslovely, wasn't
it?'

‘It was.' His voice was gruff as he reached forltaard and held it a
moment in his. 'Very lovely.'

Johnny was waiting for her the next morning. *Myddzaid | could
come with him today, but | thought I'd like to g@hwou.' He looked
at her expectantly, then he added quickly, 'If want me, that is.' *

She laughed. That last bit was not at all typi¢dahe impulsive little
youngster, and she knew he was remembering anctigangiven
him by his parents.

'Of course | want you. I'll be only too delightediave you with me.'

‘All right if | take these?' He produced a sketeld @nd pencil from
his shorts pockets.

'Fine. I'll take my camera and you'll take yourtskepad and we'll
have a right artistic morning.'

‘You've never shown me any of your photos,' he aaithey were
driving slowly away from Skukuza. '"You said you Ve

'l haven't had any to show you till now. But whie were in town |
had a few spools developed.'

‘You should have brought them with you.'
'l did. When we find somewhere pretty to stopstibw them to you.'
‘Swell!" he grinned.

'‘Where shall we go today, Johnny?'



‘Well ..." He hesitated.
'‘Have you anywhere special in mind?' Emma couldis&tehe had.

‘There's a hippo-pool. It's very pretty and | thiouid like to paint it
one day. Only thing is ...

‘Well?' She looked at him curiously. ""Well, teaiton't seem to be
many animals on that road. | don't know whethetl \wpbt anything
much for the camera.’

'l don't mind,' she said easily. 'After all, I'migg to be here quite a
long time, and there'll be other times for the camén fact,” she
turned to him, 'Stewart showed me a beautiful plakere | can sit
for hours and just watch the animals come dowmitikdl believe it's

a ranger's road.'

‘Steward showed you that?'

‘Yes.'

'He must like you,' observed Johnny.
‘Why do you say that, Johnny?'

'‘Because he wouldn't have taken you there otherWiss's a special
spot - | think | know which it is. He wouldn't Iptst anyone go there.’

'Oh ..." She hoped he couldn't see the lift hisdsdrad given her.
'Of course,' he went on thoughtfully, 'l always wnlee liked you.'
'Really, Johnny?'

'‘Yes. He was disappointed that day you couldn'tecaith us. When
you went with Lance.’



'‘But ..." She stopped, then couldn't resist theptation to go on. 'But
in the end he had a visitor, so it was just as,wekn't it?'

'Yes. The Miranda bird," he said gloomily. '‘Oh, g&n
‘What's the matter?'
'She'd like to marry him, | think.'

'Oh!" She would have liked to ask him more, butkitevas not fair
to take advantage of the boy's innocence.

‘She's always mooning around him. She makes himgathshe knits
him jerseys, did you know?'

'‘She does?' Emma jerked the car slightly in shtmkshe had not
realized things were as serious as this.

Yes. Goofy kind of things to do. That bird's madatbStewart.'

And Stewart, she wanted to ask, wanted to shoutat\bout
Stewart?

'‘Emma!’' The idea came to him suddenly, and he dutmber eagerly.
'‘Why don't you marry him?" *

'‘Oh, Johnny, | can't just...’
‘No, but, really, you like Stewart, don't you?'
'Yes, | like Stewart,' she agreed.

'‘And he likes you.' She did not answer so he wardagerly. 'Go on,
Emma, marry him.'

'It's not so simple, Johnny,' she protested.



‘Why not?'
'He hasn't asked me.'
'‘Oh!" The boy was flummoxed. 'Is that all?'

'It's everything.' She gripped the wheel firmly atetided to change
the subject. 'Well now, | think | see a fork in ttoad. Which way do
we go now?'

'Left. Look, Emma, | still don't see why you caui't.

'‘Look at that beautiful bird in the trees - theshg slowed the car to
distract him. 'Do you see it?'

‘Where? Oh, yes.'

'I's beautiful. | don't think I've ever seen omelit. What is it,
Johnny?'

The twelve-year-old boy's interest was quickly digd. 'It's a
hornbill," he told her. 'Did you know that ...'

By the time he had finished telling her about thbits of the hornbill

he had forgotten the earlier theme, and beganatiesthappily about
his father's work, school, painting, in fact, amyththat happened to
pop into his mind.

At last they came to the hippo-pool, v *We can@athere,' Johnny
told her. 'lt's safe.’

'‘Are you sure?' asked Emma.

'Of course. Nobody comes to harm here. There'grateat says you
can get out of your car. Look, there.’



'Oh, well, in that case ..."' She glanced nervoabbut as they walked
down the narrow path to the river, expecting at mynent to see a
lion pounce from behind a bush. But her fears vi@mgotten as they
came to the rocky outcrop near the edge of therwéte beautiful!
Gosh, it really is lovely.'

It is, isn't it?' His face beamed with pride, afnas if he owned the
spot. It really was very beautiful, with the enormdrees framing the
vista of deep blue water that curved tantalizirgghyay from them. In
the distance she could see the hippos, almost eteiyplsubmerged
in the water. Emma wondered if she would see therface, and
knew that even if she did not, it would not mattewas wonderful to
sit here in the sun, on the rocks, enjoying thatsignd sounds of the
river.

‘You were going to show me your photos,' Johnnyimded her.
‘Yes.' She opened her bag and took out the envelope

'‘Hm." He looked at them critically, holding thenrefally between
finger and thumb so that he would not mark therneylre not bad.
This one of the elephant is good, and | like the ohthe monkey
family. But this one - the exposure isn't quitéhtigAnd this one here,
of the kudu, could be sharper. You wouldn't be ableeproduce it
like this.'

‘You understand quite a lot about photography, tdgou?' She
looked at him curiously.

‘Not all that much. But | want to be an artist, g@ss | have to know
about all kinds of art.’

Emma smiled at him. She had become very attachedhito
youngster, so innocent and naive still, and yettimes, so very
grown up.



'l wish | knew a little more,' she said ruefully.
'I'm sure you'll learn,' he reassured her.

'Oh, Johnny,' she leaned towards him and hugged 'lyou're so
good for me. | think | will learn. | really want gemuch to. And now,
how about you? Weren't you going to do some skegéhi

He took the sketch pad from his pocket, and was ssorbed in
what he was doing. She watched as his pencil movedthe paper,
slowly at first as he got the feel of his subjecid then, as he warmed
to what he was doing, his pencil moved more quigklghort sharp
movements.

It was a particularly pretty spot, with the treemnfing the river scene,
and it was the scenery that he was drawing. 8'flreé animals later,’
he told her once, looking up. 'Right now, I'm juseparing the
background.' He delved in his pocket and broughtacsticky piece
of gum. 'Would you like some?'

She took the piece he offered her, not so muchusecshe wanted it,
but because she did not want to break the spitaafaraderie that
existed between them. For a while she watched then as he
became more and more absorbed in his work, shelgasgelf up to
her own thoughts.

What Johnny had told her about Miranda had upgeanbee than she
cared to admit. It was all very well to convincadwf, as she had
tried to, that Miranda and Stewart were just frentiat the radiance
she had seen in the beautiful face had been imdglaen and jerseys
could not be imagined away. These were tangibigthihat could be
eaten and worn, and she knew that a woman didontat the trouble
of knitting a jersey for a man unless he meant soimg in her life.
""She remembered Lance's implication that Stewas playing her
up against Miranda to make the other girl jeald®et of her, the



insecure part, wondered if it could be true. Kkould have been the
reason he had tEken her to Pretoria with him.

But in her heart she knew this was not so. Shedcoot have
imagined the look in his eyes when he saw her enpimk dress,
imagined the way he held her on the dance- flobe Enew this
instinctively, as a woman knows when a man is etiichto her.

And yet... She had been so certain he was goitgjltber he loved
her. She had wondered at the time why he had laelkl. IDid it have
something to do with Miranda? Did the other girlanenore to him
than he wanted her to know? He liked her, Emmaceasin of it,
but could it be possible that he was just playiritdp \wer?

‘Time to go back,' she said at last.

‘Ah, shucks.' Johnny was disappointed. 'l stilldhvons to do.’
'l know, dear, but it's time to have lunch.’

‘Can we come again some time?"

'Of course.'

'‘School's starting soon,' he sighed.

'‘Oh, Johnny," she laughed. 'Nobody could say yaerVepersistent,
could they? We'll come again, | promise.’

They drove back slowly, and though Emma asked Joivmether he

wanted to come with her again in the afternoorsaé he could not.
After she had had lunch and a little rest she @ettd go to the spot
that Stewart had shown her.



It was just as lovely as she remembered it. Shebgahe river,
concealed from the bank where animals came to dané yet with
an almost perfect view and camera angle.

It was a perfect afternoon, and she was able ortadee pictures than
ever before. Happily she clicked, each shot lookusg right in her
view-finder.

Once die snapped two giraffe who came walking doavthe river
with their peculiar yet dignified gait. Emma lovéal watch them
drink. The two back legs straight upand the frexgslsplaying out to
either side, while the long graceful neck curvedvird and down.
What a beautiful and majestic animal the giraffsM&he thought she
would never get tired of watching it.

A herd of impala came to the water, and thoughhsiteseen so many
of them, each time Emma thought anew how cleargaacieful they
were, almost as if they had just emerged from aicGesat a beauty
parlour. When the impala had vanished back intoligh, there
appeared a group of zebra, shy and strong andeanytiful, together
with their friends the wildebeest, who always lodkes if they had
got out of bed in the morning without combing theair.

The afternoon was drawing to a close when she lsawebpard. She
had not seen it approach, but all of a sudden sbae aware of it in
a tree. Trembling with excitement, she made herecanready,
waiting fqr the moment when the leopard would conte the open
and she could snap it. It was a rarer animal thanlion, she had
discovered, an animal that was seldom seen, fuftah hid in trees
and hunted by night.

In this lovely setting a picture of a leopard wohkla special trophy.
Emma lost all concept of time as she waited. Anahen she was
beginning to think it would never move from thekian the tree, the
leopard bounded down, and with exquisite felinecgravalked



towards the water. Click! She had taken the pictyieed that she had
taken the trouble to balance the camera on the @&dtye window so
that it would not move, and "that she had been auletus about
exposure and focusing. Who could know when an dppity like
this would come her way again?

Happily she replaced the camera and the exposuter nimetheir
cases, put the car into gear, and turned off thgeiés road and back
on to the main road leading to Skukuza.

Emma was surprised when she came out of the teedad the
setting sun bright in her eyes. It must be latantbhe had believed.
When she glanced at her watch she realized thé sie had waited
for the leopard to move she had lost all sensenw.tlit was late
afternoon, the sun was bright with the brightndssunset, and she
knew that once it vanished below the horizon it ldoget dark
quickly. She was still some way from the camp anhe knew she
would have to hurry.

Only a few miles from Skukuza a massive grey sligtached itself
from the trees and lumbered into the road in fafiiter. An elephant.
With a shock Emma realized that she had not seein ithe
quickly-darkening landscape it had not been posgdtistinguish it
from its surroundings. Quickly she slowed to a laald took out her
camera. What a beautiful shot it was! An elephdanswuech close
quarters - it would be a certainty for Sam's bo&he was
disappointed when she looked at the reading oreXmosure meter,
and realized it was too dark to take the pictuteeTshe decided to
take a chance, and clicked it anyway.

At length she put the camera away and waited ferallephant to
move. But the great beast showed no sign of mowigtrunk was
curled about the branch of a tree that leaned adtw@awvards the
road, and Emma could hear the snapping of the twiys the
swishing of the leaves as the trunk tightened erbtianch.



Impatient now, she edged closer, thinking she nibghéible to pass
the elephant on one side of the road. Seeing winat&was about to
do, the elephant uncurled its trunk, swung it uglyand with a great
flapping of ears let out a mighty bellow. Thorougfrightened now,

Emma checked her progress and backed hastily gdedg, keeping
the engine running in case the necessity arosewverse quickly

.away from a charging elephant.

The elephant glared at her a moment longer, theawgng his trunk
back around the branch. It was getting really deow, and though
Emma knew she would have no difficulty finding ey back, she
was beginning to feel uneasy. It was a long timeesiany cars had
passed her. What if the elephant should decideapiB the road all
night?

Finally, with a mighty swing of the trunk and anethmenacing
bellow in her direction, the enormous beast lumtheféthe road into
the bush. With a sigh of relief Emma began to dfowsvard in the
direction of Skukuza.

It was quite dark now, and because the roads warétrup in the
Park" at night, the landscape was more than a étfie. Sometimes a
dark shape would loom at the side of the road datgnout perhaps
because it was blacker than the surrounding daskreesd Emma
would slow down, wondering whether it was an anjnaald then,
coming alongside it, she would see it was a bukk. \#as worried
that she would bump into an elephant, but theheaseyes, grew
accustomed to the darkness, she hoped that shd seelan animal
long before she could drive into it, and be ablsttop.

At last the lights of Skukuza appeared on the looriand she knew
she could relax. The trip back had had its frigimtgrmoments, but
nothing drastic had, in the end, happened, andihesxs over. She
wanted nothing more than to get into the camp, havbath,



something to eat, - arid then stand at the fencéhbyriver in the
evening coolness and let her nerves unwind.

Arriving at Skukuza she found that the gates weckdd. Just inside
the camp stood a watchman, and around him swarmeskeited
group of children, eager to see what was goingafipbn.

‘Will you open the gate for me, please?' she called
No response.

'l want Jo come in. Could you please open the JaAt&w moments
passed before she realized that the gate *wasamog ¢o be opened
before certain formalities, namely the decisionardgg a fine, had
been completed.

'l was held up,' she tried to explain. 'There waslaphant in the road

Still no response. She should have been in cartiyedime stated on
the clock. She was thirty-five minutes late, so sloaild have to be
fined.

It was at this point, while the discussion wasl stiider way, that
Emma saw Stewart striding up the gate. 'Stewsahte'called in relief.
'‘Won't you explain for me ?'

'‘Explain what?' he asked, and his face was unuyssiain.

‘This lady was late," said the watchman. "Thiryefminutes late. She
must be fined before she can come into the camp.’

‘It was the elephant. You see :.." Emma looked pipihafrom one
stern face to another. Had she really committeti suterrible crime?
‘The elephant stood in the road for at least fifte@inutes and |
couldn't get past. It would have charged me . ..’



'‘But you're not fifteen minutes late," Stewart pethout, and his
voice was quite impersonal, the voice of a straniéhat happened
to the rest of the time?"'

'l was held up.' She was aware of the despairithatcrept into her
voice. 'l went to the spot you showed me, and sdeopard, and |
wanted to snap it.'

‘You disobeyed the rules of the camp for a phofag?aHe turned to
the man at the gate. 'Let's work out the fine.’

‘Well, the lady was thirty-five minutes late ...’
'Forty minutes by my watch,' Stewart said shortly.
‘Shall we make it thirty-five?' said the watchman.

'Forty." Stewart turned and walked away then with@glance at
Emma.

She felt ill by the time the gate of the camp wpsred and she was
allowed to drive in. It was an accumulation;; ofnpahings - the
trauma of driving in the dark the shock of findithg gate closed, the
crowd that had gathered around, so intensely istedein what was
happening. But most of all it was the shock of Ste'\s; desertion.

Desertion was the way she thought of it. In the motmwhen she had
seen him walk towards her she tagught he was going to smootr
matters for her. But he had made them -worse, badhlly told the
man at the gate that she was forty minutes latenwleehad said she
had been thirty-five minutes late.

It was not the fine that had upset her. She had ke, and rules
were made to be kept. It was the humiliation, amdst of all,
Stewart's cold and silent behaviour.



She could not understand it. There was so muchtahisuall, strong
man that she could not understand. There were tivhes he could
be so tender, when his face and eyes seemed th tgeaords that
he would not allow his lips to utter. And there wé¢imes when he
was so autocratic that he could not be reasondd wit

She remembered the first day she had met him, shemad got Out
of the car to take pictures of the impala. Thee, anceded now, he
had had reason to be angry. But today, though ske kshe had

broken the rules of the camp, she could not heipdeang whether a
man who felt something more than friendship forama&n would not

have bent just a little.

She closed her eyes and tried to remember the rey@miPretoria,

when they had danced together in such harmony, Wegrhad been
so close. This was her first day back in Skukuzd,aready the other
evening, those wonderful evenings which she hatledshen would

never end, seemed a million years ago.

Perhaps she should leave the Park and go baclgtarieh, And even
as the thought entered her head she dismisseariErtgland meant
unhappiness and Jimmy. Then came ,the thought Skilkuza be
unhappiness and Stewart?

Coupled with these thoughts was the awarenessradliligation to

Sam, her father's friend. Sam had commissioned tbetake

photographs for his book. Admittedly, he had asked to do it

because he had known of her need to get awayhédact remained
that she was now under obligation to take the ghddam thought
she was taking them, was waiting for them, andcsioéd not let him

down.

She was standing at a fence by the river, her mmridrmoil, when
Lance came up to her.



‘You're not looking too happy, little one," he rekeal.

Emma looked up at him. Was it possible that theydtad travelled
SO quickly?

'I'm sorry this had to happen,’ he said quietlgdreg the question in
her eyes. 'But | did warn you about Stewart, ditit't

'Was it so terrible ?' she whispered. 'Was it ?'

'It's a rule of the camp,’ he said uncertainlyt Where you're such
friends ... | know what | would have done in Stegacase. I'd have
seen that the fine was waived.'

'l tried to explain ... There was an elephant thatldn't move out of

the road. And before that there was a leopardneea and | wanted to
take a picture of it. That's how it all started.dfnng leopards are so
rare | kept thinking what a wonderful picture it wd be and ... Do

youunderstand, Lance?'

‘Yes,' he said sympathetically, 'l do. | know witdeels like to want
something very much. | know that feeling, Emma.'

She looked at him uncomprehendingly for a momeher& was so
much meaning in his words that she knew he waagrio convey
something to her, but at this moment she had entughnk about
without worrying about anything more.

‘And then the time," she went on, disregarding Wiaaice was trying
to say. 'The man at the gate said thirty- five rtesubut Stewart said
forty. He wanted me to get a heavier fine.'

‘Hm." Lance shook his head sympathetically.



'It's not the fact that | had to pay that hurts the rule and that's that.
What hurts is that he wanted it this way. | canderstand, Lance.
What made him do it?"

'l don't know. Look, Emma, would you like a sposopper with me?
| haven't been able to see much of you lately, hnifgssbeing at such
awkward times, and once when | was free you were with
Stewart...'

All Emma wanted to do was to crawl into bed, bu¢ shid, almost
defiantly, as if she was addressing herself toyw&teand not to the
man beside her, 'Yes, thank you. Lance, | thinkk& that.'

Lance made a braai for them both and went outsoiMaly to see that
the food was tasty and varied, and that she enjogexelf. Emma did
not taste the food she ate, though through hemryngdee sensed -the
trouble he had been to and appreciated it.

Afterwards they took a walk through the camp. Isvga much like
the first evening they had spent together, only tthe evening had
been filled with novelty and the excitement of rexperiences, while
now she felt she was weeping a million tears de#pirwherself,
where they could not be seen.

Emma knew with sure and sudden instinct that theyldv see
Stewart, and sure enough, when they had been wdikirsome time
she saw him come in their direction. Emma felt eérgeeze. As
though he sensed her need Lance took her hand,iard without a
word they went on walking. Stewart came towards mthe
purposefully, unsmiling, and defiantly Emma keptr eand in
Lance's. As she had expected, there was no redatimrStewart. As
if she was no more than a casual acquaintanceddaedas he came
abreast of them and passed on his way.



It was at that moment that the idea that had be®nigg in her mind
all evening came to a head. Casually she said twd,a'l was
wondering ... do you think | would be able to greta one of the other
camps for a while?'

He dropped her hand, and when he spoke his voice mildly
sardonic. 'To get away from Stewart?"

'‘Good gracious, no !I' She looked up at him in pré¢el astonishment.
'‘Oh, of course | was annoyed at what happenedhgriigit Stewart

means nothing in my life. | wouldn't let him chase away from

where | want to be.’

'‘Sure?' He looked at her quizzically.

‘Well, of course.' She laughed, and heard thddatiund of it in her
ears. 'We're all adults. Stewart has his own wajoaig things. That
doesn't concern me. Besides' - she drew a bretithre's Miranda,
Isn't there?'

Lance was silent for a moment, an unreadable esioresn his face.
‘Yes,' he said quietly, 'there is Miranda.'

'‘Anyway, to get back to the idea of going to anot@mp - | want to
see a little more of the Park. | haven't been tupemorth at all. What
do you suggest | do?

Where should | go?'

‘There are camps you could go to,' he said slov@kingwidzi,
Letaba, Punda Milia. The question is whether ygetinto them.’

IOh.l

‘They're pretty full at this time of the year. Lgdhke took her arm, 'I'll
see what | can do for you in the morning."'



'Oh, Lance, thank you!" She smiled up at him grafgfthinking how
handsome he looked standing there in the moonlight nice he
was, how predictable. She could not imagine him abgly
arrogantly. Impulsively she reached up and kissedlightly on the
cheek. 'Thank you, Lance.’

‘Thankyou,dear," he said gravely. 'l just wish that | catlichk your

kisses could have a little more meaning. But thep'tnhave for me -
ever - will they?'

Emma looked at him wordlessly, tears springingdpdyes. ‘Come.’
He said it gently, sensing all the pent-up unhaggsninside her. 'I'll
walk you to your room, and tomorrow I'll let youdsm whether I've

managed to arrange anything for you.'

A hyena laughed near the wall of the camp that tnitte shrill
maniacal sound nearly drove Emma to frenzy. It asgf it was
laughing at her. '"You fool, you utter fool!" it @ed to howl till at last
Emma could bear it no longer and buried her hedtempillow to
drown out the sound of it.

Suddenly the loneliness and unhappiness overcameahd;-she
began to cry. She cried and cried, for hours im&skto her, and
when she woke up in the morning she found thatpiew was

soaked.



CHAPTER FIVE

"YOURE in luck." Lance was briskly matter-of-fact in thearly
morning, his safari suit clean and neatly pres$esl,hair curling
away from his forehead, and Emma thought how neckmbked.

'‘Oh, Lance, you've found me something?’
'Shingwidzi. Fancy it?'

'‘Oh, yes, of course,' she smiled.

‘Just one thing,' he added, 'you'll have to share.’

'‘Oh!" She was a little dismayed, thinking of theyvee had given
vent to her tears the night before, It was goinbeadard to give up
her privacy. 'l suppose there's nothing else ...’

'I'm afraid not. The camps are all completely fullfact people are
being turned away from the gates every day. Thiwvell, it just
happened. Two girls were sharing a hut in Shingiwitlzey work in
the camp. One took ill and had to be taken to halsfihat leaves an
empty bed.'

'l see .. ." she said slowly.

‘Think about it, Emma. There's no need to takieywii don't want to.
You can stay here, you know.'

'‘No/ she said, suddenly making her deC|S|on tie | spread my
wings a little. I'll take it, Lance.'

'In that case | suggest you leave as soon as sk a long drive
from here to Shingwidzi. You'll just make it in ayd but you must
leave as soon as you can.'



‘That's right. | don't want to find myself lockedt®f the camp.' She
smiled ruefully.

‘When will you be back? Yowill be back?"

Yes. | just want to be away from things a littleesther people, other
scenery. You understand, don't you?' she said ipigisid

'l think so. Good-bye, Emma.' Lance bent and kidsed lightly.
'Have a good time!'

She went down to the fence by the river and stdedtly for a few

moments looking over the water and into the bukle.\8as going to
miss this view she had grown to love so much. Rahe distance
three giraffes were making their way slowly, andheir peculiarly

gracious fashion, to the river. Emma would havediko stop a while
and watch them, but remembering Lance's . warnegtsrned and
walked to her hut.

It did not take long to pack her possessions, amairiately it had
been agreed that she could have the room back slteewanted it,
but she was filled with a sense of desolation wélem walked out,
carrying her suitcase, and closed the door behend h

After locking the case in the boot of her car shentmo look for
Johnny. She could not leave without a few wordfaoéwell to the
boy. His face brightened when he saw her, and Esardy 'Hello
there, | was looking for you.'

'Did you think of going to the dam today?' he askaderly.
'‘No, Johnny. | wanted to say good-bye.'

'‘Good-bye?' he exclaimed incredulously. "You wegeing to be here
for three months!'



I'm not leaving the Park,’ she explained. 'I'mt jg®oing to
Shingwidzi.'

‘You won't get there and back in a day,' he wairexd
'I'm going to be staying there.’

'‘Oh." His face changed, and though he looked d@afgal, there was
also a slight wariness. 'Is it ... is it becausevbft happened last
night?'

'Of course not," she said brightly, wondering foshom he had heard
the story.

‘Are... are you sure?'

'I'm sure, Johnny.'

‘Will you be coming back?'
'‘Probably," she said cautiously.
'‘When?'

'l don't know. It all depends..." She broke off waly. Depends on me,
on Stewart, on whether | can bear to face him agamnwhether | can
endurenotto see him.

'‘Are you going to say good-bye to Stewart?' Johmayg shifting his
feet uncomfortably about in the sand.

'l don't think so, Johnny.'
'‘But, Emma ..."

‘Stewart had his own reasons for doing what helastinight,’ she
said at last, 'just as | have my own reasons forggto Shingwidzi.



But | don't think it would be a very good idea mand say good-bye
to him.'

'Emma ..." Johnny began.

'l must go, Johnny,' she said gently. ‘Good-byedesyr. | don't want
to be late tonight. I'll see you when | get backeit we'll go to the
hippo-pool again and you can go on with your pietur

She went then, quickly, without looking back, ascmio hide the
tears in her eyes as in a resolve not to break domargo back on her
decision.

A few minutes later she had turned out of the lateg at Skukuza
and was driving along the road that led north. Gatdetaba,

Shingwidzi, Punda Milia - the camps that were s&dan the centre
and northern part of the Park. The names flowealutyjin her mind,

and at another time, in a happier frame of mind,\sbuld have been
enchanted with the lovely, sound of them. But fa tirst half hour

after leaving Skukuza she was sunk in depression.

The sun climbed higher in the sky. It was a googlfdathe road, a
good day for seeing animals, for already in thetstjmace of time she
had been driving she had seen a hyena slink irgdbtishes, had
stopped to watch a roan antelope, that rare andbeautiful species
of buck, and had seen families of monkeys and habaolsporting

themselves merrily in the trees.

All at once she was impatient with herself. She &iag ridiculous.
The reasons she had come to Africa had been tpestaunhappy
love-affair, and here she was plunging herself mtoew one. She
would have to' be stern with herself. She woulderihe drive to
Shingwidzi, just as, she was going to enjoy hey stare. Perhaps
she would return to Skukuza, but for the momentwsag going to



live and enjoy the days as they came, and tryathtink about a man
who was not for her.

She could not afford to spend too much time withdaenera today. If
she saw anything really special she would stoja fi@w minutes, but
otherwise she must spend the day driving and make that she
reached Shingwidzi before sunset.

Emma’s frail exterior hid a strength of characteattfew people

would have suspected. Once she made up her mind stimething

she did her best to carry it through. Now, haviegided to push all
thoughts of Stewart to the back of her mind, ancbtacentrate on the
scenery all around her, she was beginning to comie &rom her

misery and enjoy herself.

Emma had become deeply interested .in the bush,ha vast

stretches of veld, the acacias and thorn bushedsloag dry grass.
The bush had gripped her mind and her emotions,saedcould

understand how a person, having spent his lifaeseé surroundings,
could grow to love it so much that he could neviegravards live in

the narrow confines of a city.

The road twisted and turned on its way to the noatid Emma
realized that she was beginning to enter a coniplatav part of the
Park, more tropical and very beautiful. She begasee more and
more giraffe, and as always she was mesmerizechdéiy lovely

majestic grace and dignity.

Once she stopped, forgetting her resolve not te pddotos that day,
and reached for her camera. Not feom the road, in a clearing,
grazed an enormous herd of zebra and wildebeesheEmad already
‘discovered the strange affinity the two speciegehar each other.
So often where a group of zebra graze, there isw@pgf wildebeest
nearby. She found the wildebeest an amusing cesatuith its

unkempt, surly appearance, but" about the zebra thias a wild and



powerful beauty. Stewart had told her about theaslshyness, so
she stopped the car as quietly as she could todotikem - so like
horses with their powerful legs and beautiful bedi@nd the lovely
black and yellow stripes. She took a few pictuiegwing that it
might be sometime before she had such an opportagdin, then,
putting the car in gear once more, she drove on.

At Satara she stopped. She had heard so much @iittle camp
that she had a wish to see it. She had not ead¢mibrning, and now
that her spirits had revived hunger seemed to ltanee too. She
decided to eat something at Satara before drivirityér.

She parked her car under a shady tree and wallked #i® camp for
a while before going to the restaurant. She waglaeld by all she
saw. With great spreading trees arid lawns withvélis, the camp
was very appealing. For her, as a headquartergu3&uwith its
many facilities was ideal, but she felt that Satatest be delightful
for a few days of rest. After she had walked ardioné while she sat
down beneath a lovely flower-ing tree, ordered &léreea and a
toasted sandwich, and then, regretfully, returiodaetr car and drove
further.

She came to Letaba, an older camp, and though chlel Wwave liked
to stop there too she knew she must stay on thk forit was still
some way to Shingwidzi.

On she drove, the scenery becoming ever more alppvth mopane
trees and ilala palms, and exotic birds callinghe trees, and the
fallen branches and mounds of dung a testimonlyd@gteat herds of
elephant that dwelt in this region.

Presently she came to Shingwidzi. She drove toffiee and went in
to introduce herself.



'‘Miss Anderson ..." They had been expecting her \aate very
friendly. "Lance from down at Skukuza told us yoeres coming.
Isn't it lucky we had something for you?'

'l believe I'll be sharing?' asked Emma.

'Yes. One of our girls had a sudden appendicitisre to be taken to
hospital in the nearest town. Come along, someathshvow you to
your room." .

A little apprehensively Emma followed the way ta het. She had
been so lucky to have a room to herself at Skuktorashe knew
there were very few single rooms in the Park, aoe' she found
herself wondering whether the girl she was goinghtare with would
resent having her, whether she would be regarded agruder.

But all her fears vanished as soon as she saw Rosather girl was
busy putting away clothing when Emma _came intadloen.

'‘Hello." A lovely smile lit the tanned face. 'Yowst be Emma. I'm
Rose. | work in the office. Golly, that case lodieavy. Let's put it
here on the bed, then I'll show you where you agrypur things.'

Emma was relieved. She liked the other girl ontsigh

There was a twinkle in her eye, and a humorougs t@ifier mouth
that she knew most people must find irresistibleelieve your friend
Is ill...'she. began, 'Oh, horrors, yes.' The mauttved whimsically.
'It started the other night. Sandy said she hadrantyache - Well,
she'd eaten like an absolute glutton. We'd hadaailwith some
fellows - and | said it served her right for makiagig of herself.
Then the pain got worse, and | woke up to find drging in pain.
Well, that's just not like Sandy, and | realizeé s¥as really ill. Poor
thing, she had quite an acute appendicitis, afidb&' some time
before she can come back here.'



'‘How awful,’ sympathized Emma, imagining what aaraging trip it
must have been for the sick girl when she was takedmospital. 'l
hope Sandy won't mind me staying here while siveéy@

‘Heavens, no! And I'm delighted to have you. | thear to be alone -
I'm a chatterbox, my friends tell-me. My enemielt cee something

else, but | won't bother to tell you what becaugeravgoing to be
friends, aren't we?'

'Of course we are.' Emma found herself laughings @il was going
to be good for her. It would be hard to remain deped in her
ebullient company. 'Super. You're a photographen'ayou?' 'How
did you know?'

‘Lance said so when he phoned from Skukuza. Tapity he told
us, for the girl who's this terrific photographesrh England. So top
priority it was.'

'‘Lance was exaggerating,’ Emma said, laughingngtig glad that
he had not told the real reason for her wantingeioaway. 'It's true
that I'm here to take photos, but I'm not any ki terrific
photographer.' 'What are the photos for?' aske@&.Ros

'For a book. A friend in England is writing a boaloout his
experiences here in the Park, and I'm doing thtei@s.

‘Ah! Perhaps Lance had a point after all. Finisitgmma? Oh, that
gown, fling it up there on the hook with mine. I duty right now.
Come along, I'll introduce you to the others.’

It was fairly late in the afternoon by the time Emhad unpacked her
things, had had a shower and been introduced bg Roseveral of
the young people in the camp. Now it was dark,srelsat by a fire,
eating a piece oboerewors,and letting the sensations of this
different camp wash over her.



All her fears that she would be alone and miserdidd been
dispelled, first when she had met Rose, and théttlealater, when
she had been introduced to a group of young people were
spending a few days in the Park, and who had idite two girls to
have a braai with them.

The supper was fun. The young men stood aboutitbeholding
meat at the end of long pronged sticks, and thees okes and
laughter and anecdotes in abundance.

By the time they had finished their meal a feelofgcontentment
pervaded them all. Overhead a million stats blazéde African sky,
all around them was the incessant sound of th&etsc and from
further off came the muted sounds of talk and laeigfrom other
fires.

One young man produced a guitar and began to sirudoftly. At
first the tunes he played were soft and sad, anddime reason they
brought tears to Emma'’s eyes, so that she wastglad too dark for
the others to see.

But after a while his mood began to change. Theienbsecame
quicker and livelier, and the young people begagiap in time to its
beat, and then, as the tunes became the onesribay they sang.
Some of the songs were strange to Emma, and shqusstty
listening to the words of the traditional folk tweenjoying the
rhythm and the unison of voices. Then the guitanrgyinto songs
she knew, and she joined in the singing.

After a while it began to grow chilly. During thait had been hot,
as the sun beat down fiercely, but at night it dagrow very cold. A
glowing heap of embers were all that remained efitle, and Emma
moved nearer to their warmth. But presently evenltdst glow was
gone.



It was quiet now in the camp. Children had longsigone to bed,
grown-ups had finished their beers, and their ¢hated were
beginning to turn in for the night. In the Park,ax people tended to
rise well before sunrise, they went to bed early.

It was time for the little group about the burnt-bre to break up and
go to their huts. It had been a pleasant evenind, Emma was
surprised to find how much she had enjoyed her¥g#ll, folks, see
you all tomorrow." The bearded guitar-player lifteid instrument,
and there was a chorus of good nights. Then Emmawiéh Rose to
the little hut.

It had been a long day, an emotional day, a dabst continuous
driving. While she had sat by the fire Emma hachhesaware of her
tiredness, but when she lay down at last and ptitledlankets over
her, the fatigue hit her. She was so tired that gindd not feel
emotion, and though for a few moments before dhadkeep the face
of a tall tanned figure hovered before her eyes,vgas too tired to
feel sadness, and within minutes she was asleep.

When she awoke next morning Rose had alreadyhefhtit and she
was alone. Emma was surprised to find that thensagnalready fairly
high in the sky, and when she pushed aside thainarand peered
out of the window she saw that many cars had teftiie day. She
must have been really tired.

Now, however, after so many hours of deep sleededh&esh and
eager to face the day. Quickly she washed andalietizen left the
room to see what she could do about breakfast.ylsisawould take
things easy, and not worry about getting out eady take
photographs.

The invigorating feeling she had woken up with seéno have
affected even her appetite, and in spite of theidelks braai the night
before, she found she was hungry. She made hé&rgzléggs and



bacon and a cup of hot coffee, all of which shesaomed with great
relish. Then, breakfast over, she strolled arotiedceamp.

She had arrived so late on the previous day, addban so eager to
get settled, that she had taken little note ofcdu@ap itself, and now
she was enchanted with all she saw. Shingwidzi egmspletely
different from the other camps she had seen amtaps even more
than the others, with a character and charm adivits.

The whole atmosphere of the camp was tropical.ligutiful trees
grew everywhere, mopani and ilala palms and loesigtic shrubs
were in profusion. The little birds she had seehoater Sabie were
here in great numbers, pecking busily at scragh®@ground, darting
hither and thither, blue and mischievous and appgalt was a
ruggedly beautiful camp, and .one which Emma knesve®uld grow
to love.

When at last she decided to go for a drive, angetinorthwards in
the direction of Punda Milia and Pafuri, this Igpshce being the
northernmost spot in the Park, she saw how vefgréift the scenery
was from all she had seen heretofore.

She was now travelling in the topmost section ef Bark, and the
rolling grasslands, with the acacias and profusifaihorny bush, had
given way to a much more tropical landscape. Heegyghing was
lush and dense and very green.

On each side of the road was the jungle, thick grekn and
impenetrable. Emma doubted if it was possible ©® aBy game
unless it was on the road. The road went up anchdainding this
way and that, so that she had to drive very cdygfubt only to avoid
hitting an oncoming car, but also because she veagrncertain
whether she might not bump into an elephant atajpef a rise or on
the turn of a bend.



For this was elephant country. Great herds of tgebasts lived in
this part of the Park, and the many piles of dunghe road bore
testimony to their presence.

She was fascinated by the beautiful and unusueds taét about her -
knobthorns and wild-date palms, the lead- wood ntlheula and the
fever tree. She identified them all from the bobk $iad bought on
the day of her meeting with Johnny.

Now, on the road that led to Pafuri, she came adiresmost exciting
tree of all, an enormous tree, with a gargantuamktirand topped by
many-twigged branches, a tree which looked ashid been born
when the world began. Emma could imagine prehistoreatures
making their homes in its trunk just as if it haseh a Cave.

She flipped the pages of her book until she camie & baobab!
Stewart had told her about this tree, had saiddpedh to take her
north one day to see it. At the time she had wattlahat made this
tree, so special. Now she knew. For a long timesghand gazed at it.
The unbelievable girth of it, its curious dignityda prehistoric
appearance. The drive to Pafuri would have beethwdrile if only
for the chance to see this tree.

Emma soon grew accustomed to life in the beautibuthern camp,
and found she was happy there. She became veryofoRdse, her
room-mate, her days were filled with activity, ahd evenings by the
camp-fire, with guitar-playing and singing, werafu

Only at night did she lie and think of Stewart. Sl@ndered how
long it would take her to get over him. Would slveremanage to
forget him? Often, against her will, she would bacl on the
dance-floor with him, back in the lovely cocooreoichantment. And
then her mind would jerk again to reality and sloeilt wonder once
more why Stewart had wanted her to be punishedh&tdroken a
camp rule, this she knew. She knew too that it nglst that she



should have had to pay for it. But what she cowtdumderstand was
why Stewart had gone out of his way to magnifydrane.



CHAPTER SIX

TIME passed, happy carefree days merging one into emadnd
Emma was astonished one morning to realize thatath&een nearly
two weeks in Shingwidzi.

It was a burning hot day. Overhead the clouds wegery, and the
oppressive sultriness had decided her to returcatop early. She
went to her room, put away the cameras, then veetitet restaurant
for a cup of tea and something to eat.

She sipped her tea slowly, eating the sandwichowritheally tasting
it. The little blue birds hopped busily about, wagt for an
unsuspecting human to look away from the table fe(wubnce their
cheeky antics failed to amuse her. She wonderethehg was only
the sultriness that accounted for her feeling attlay

Listlessly Emma wondered what she should do th&grradon.

During the last few days she had travelled the sahdt led from
Shingwidzi north to Pafuri, and Punda Milia and Blala, and she
had taken the circular road past Tsange Hill wgHavely view, and
the pretty Shawo River Road to the south. But, ypdane of these
drives appealed to her.

She was missing Skukuza - she had known it novedoeral days.
She was missing Skukuza, not only because of Stevaad she was
missing him more than she had feared she wouldt,- diso, she
missed it because it was the ideal camp for a hesatkys.

'Early in her stay at Skukuzashe had discovereddhw library, and
with her growing interest in the Park and its argriaad begun to
make good use of its books. Emma had become matemame

fascinated with the bush. Far from growing accustto its mystery
and vastness, she began to find it more and marengl. She was
growing to love the animals, getting to know thH®abits and the way



they lived, and she began to understand more ame wioy Stewart
had chosen this to be his life.

Slowly she sipped her tea, and then, finding she watill thirsty,
began to pour herself another cup.

'‘Any left for me?' For a long moment she did nastrherself to look
up. The low deep tone had in it the tender teagurity which she
heard in her dreams every night. Could she be dneanow? Very
carefully she replaced the pot on the tray.

‘Well, what about it?' came the voice again. 'Do gonk there might
be some left?

Slowly, forcing herself not to tremble, Emma lookgd 'Stewart ...?"
She said it hesitantly, not trusting her voice o

'It's me. Did you think | was a ghost?' The wordsevight, but the
eyes held the expression she remembged the evening when he
had held his arms around her on the dance-floor.

‘What... | don't understand.’
‘You still haven't answered my question.' He satrdo

'‘Question?' she repeated stupidly. 'Oh, the t€h,.yes, Stewart, I'm
sure there's some left.'

'I'm glad. | was beginning to get worried."'
‘But what... | don't understand .. - why are yoteRReshe stammered.

‘Johnny and | have been discussing things. We dddtdvas about
time that you came home.'



'Oh, Stewart!" The word home had brought such gltorher throat
that she could not speak.

'‘Well, Emma,' he said gently. '"Will you come?'
She looked at him wordlessly.

'‘Will you, Emma?' he repeated.

‘Yes! Yes, I'll come.’

'Good.' He smiled at her, that rare slow smile thatie her heart turn
over, and she saw that he was pleased.

‘When will we go, Stewart?' she asked.

'In a day or two. | have a little business herey@ne could come for
that, but | decided | wanted to be the one to cdoeit'll be another
day or so.'

'I'm glad. | couldn't just have left.’

'So you really have enjoyed staying here?' He Id@kéner curiously.
‘Yes. It's a beautiful camp, isn't it?"'

‘Very.'

'l've been sharing a room with Rose. Do you knoi? I&he's been so
nice to me. Made me feel so at home, when sheyréidlih't have to.'

'Rose is a nice lass,' he agreed.

‘And then there are a few chaps. We've had brogether, and we've
spent the evenings singing round the camp-fire.'

‘Sure you really want to go?' he said teasingly.



'‘Quite sure,' she said softly, knowing that all &ewas there in her
eyegfor him to read.

When Rose heard she was going she was not surptidedt's
Stewart,' she said thoughtfully.

'Did it have to be somebody?' Emma queried.

'Yes. Yes, | think so. When you first came hergdhgas a look in

your eyes ... as if you'd been hurt. You looked ilmefed and

unhappy, and | thought to myself, Rose, old géré's a man in this
somewhere.'

‘Was it so obvious, then?' asked Emma ruefully.

'Pretty obvious,' Rose said gently. 'Stewart'sa@goan, Emma. He's
hard and tough, and he can be very unpredictahieh&s good. |
hope things work out for you.'

‘Thanks,' Emma said unsteadily. Thank you for eneng.'

The drive back south was wonderful, and Emma waseod to sit
quietly next to Stewart, glancing now and therhatdtern profile, at
the strong muscled hands on the wheel. She restlp$ if she were
going back home, back where she belonged.

And yet, she knew, it was not as simple as Rosesbahed to think.
She knew that she loved Stewart. That fact, at,l@&s simple and
clear and uncomplicated. But what about Stewartatwitdl he feel?

When he looked at her with the tender expressidmsiryes, at those
times she thought that he loved her too. But ifvgby was he so
unpredictable? Why the scene at the gate? Who wemndi&, and

what did she mean to him?



No, things were far from simple, but for the momiémtas enough to
be beside him once more, to be able to look at tarknow that she
was going back.

'‘Have you forgiven me for that evening?' he askemkbpvery quietly.
'If | could understand why you did it,' she saict@rtainly.

He did not answer, only looked at her steadily vaithunfathomable
expression in his eyes. After a moment he spoksofething else
arid did not mention the subject again. And Emnadized that things
were far from simple.

They spent the night at Satara where Emma wad@Blgare a room
with two other girls. She felt the night belongeder as she sat with
Stewart later at a glowing fire, and ate their br&ametimes in the
past, with camp life, she had had the feeling adl ithe fires were
merged into one,- that all the people were linkga Ispecial bond, a
sense of belonging, of shared experiences. Bughorshe felt that
their tiny fire was an island, a small glowing hawe the midst of all
the darkness. When they had eaten they walked yslowind the
camp together. Once she tripped on a stone andstlfal, but
Stewart seized her arm and kept her steady. Ana ey walked on
he slid his hand down her arm to her wrist, tookhand, and kept it
in his.

All too soon the evening ended. That night Emmaslagpless for a
long time, listening to the sounds of the bush beythe fence, and
she knew that she was happy. For she was, indegtj gome.

Next day they came to Skukuza, and it was realbt jike a
homecoming.

'See you a little later,' said Stewart, droppingatdier room. 'I'll give
you half an hour, then I'll meet you on the verdnfia tea.'



'‘Lovely!" With a singing heart Emma opened the dufdrer room and

stopped still as she looked inside. On the litlel¢ beside her bed
was a plant in a pot, an exotic white flower witheady scent. And
beside the pot was a watercolour, a klipspringer shiady glade.

‘Johnny!" she exclaimed joyfully. The gifts wermple but heartfelt,
and she felt as if her heart would burst with happs. So it was true
that she had been missed, and that they were@laave her back.

Quickly she unpacked, had a shower, then weneiditection of the
restaurant. Glancing at her watch, she saw shali@dd minutes to
spare before meeting Stewart, and she decided toedla to Lance.

'So you're' back.' His tone was so sardonic thasthile froze upon
her lips.

‘Aren't you glad to see me?' she asked, in sutprise
‘Very.'
‘Then | don't understand, Lance.'

'It was just thinking how hunky-dory it all is. Start frowns and you
run away. He smiles and beckons a finger, and gowack.'

'It's not like that at all,' she burst out, shocked

Isn't it?' Lance drawled, and for a moment she Helself dislike
him.

‘Of course not. My going had nothing to do withvize.'

‘Pardon me, Emma, | thought it had.'



‘Lance, you're being horrid! I've come here foethmonths to take
pictures - you know that. It would have been madmespend all that
time at Skukuza. | thought I'd explained that.'

'You did," he said coldly.
‘Then what are you trying to suggest? What aresgoangry about?'

'I'm not angry, just curious. Just curious to krimew you feel about
our efficient game ranger.'

'He's a friend, Lance,' she said steadily. 'Jugbasare my friend.’

‘And would you have come back so readily if I'driod®e one to fetch
you?'

'I came back,' she said quietly, "because it was tio come back.
Nothing personal, Lance. Please, don't make ae isSthis. | was so
happy to come back ...’

‘And now I've made you angry.' He was immediateptate. He
smiled then, showing the flash of even white teéth.sorry, Emma.
| guess I'm a little jealous of Stewart, and justvnl couldn't help
showing it.'

"You're jealous of Stewart?' she asked wonderingly.
You like him very much, don't you ?'
'l like you both,' she said, non-committally.

He seemed about to say something, then thouglarhbatit. ‘Well,
that's fine, then, sweetheart,' he said at lastdBse | likgou.I like
you very much, and | hope you'll remember it.’



Emma felt' a little depressed as she walked on. [dlely light

feeling had vanished, and she wondered whethemsise letting
herself in for a new round of complications. Atdeat Shingwidzi
there had been no emotional demands made uposiherhoped it
was not all going to start again. °

Emma stopped for a moment when she came to thel eyandabh,
scanning the tables for a familiar face. Then sivetsm, the muscled
brown arm raised in greeting, and with a lifting tbk heart she
walked quickly up to them. They stood as she camartds them,
Stewart and Johnny, the two people she had grovionsbof, and at
the same moment they smiled.

‘Johnny!" She put her arm around him and kissedchesk. 'Oh,
Johnny, it's so wonderful to see you!

‘Do | get a kiss too ?' Stewart grinned.

She coloured as she laughed up at him, then sat dovhe chair he
pulled out for her. '‘Oh, Johnny, thank you for lihnvely presents.'

'‘Only one present is from me,' the boy said, begmin

‘The watercolour. You did that, | know. But thenglaJohnny, wasn't
that from you?'

'‘No.' The smile grew wider.

‘Then ..." Emma looked questioningly from one smgilface to the
other. 'Stewart, was it... is it... was the plaotf you?'

‘It was.'

'‘Oh, Stewart!" She was overwhelmed and more moyethé little
gift than she had been for as long as she couldmdrar. For it meant



he had taken the trouble to make her welcome. Stdyart, thank
you.'

'I'm glad you like it,' he said a little gruffly\ell, folks, | don't know
about you, but I'm thirsty. It's been a long tkiyhat shall we have?’

They sat sipping cool drinks, in perfect harmonyhweach other.

Afterwards they walked down to the river, and Emieaned her

arms on the fence and stared into the bush. Tlee was broad and
green and tranquil, just as she had rememberBdybnd it stretched
the bushveld, a vast and glorious vista in all slsaaf grey and green
and brown, deceptively peaceful beneath the' gegum. Emma
stared into the bush, searching for game, but thalgg could see
nothing she knew animals were there, feeding, gitimth, hunting

and being hunted.

'It's good to be back,' she sighed happily, turrtmghe males on
either side of her.

'It's super to have you back," said Johnny, hie fglowing, and
Stewart, though he said nothing, smiled at her, &tet a moment
she smiled back.-

‘Like to come out with me again, Johnny?' Emma éske
'Oh, yes. I'd like to go on with the painting Irséa at the hippo-pool.’
‘Of course. .. Emma began.

‘Now, Johnny!" Stewart was laughing as he integdptEmma's
hardly back and you're filling up her time.'

'‘But I'd like to go there with Johnny. | supposeiide going back to
school soon?' she asked him.



‘Yes. There's going to be a competition in .townag competition.
Mom read .about it in the paper ... And boys my ageallowed to
enter. I'd just love to have a go with the pictof¢he hippo-pool.'

'‘And so you shall," Emma promised him. 'lI'd be s if you won.’

‘This is one of our worst headaches,' Stewartasattiey drove over a
bridge. He stopped the jeep and gestured. Belomw the the course
of a river, but it was dry, the river-bed sun-baked hard, the sand
corroded and marked with the imprints of many heovEhis is one

of our tragedies.’

‘What happens to the water?' Emma had crossed sahyrivers,
but had never before given the matter much thought.

‘Drought. Once the summer rains fall there may adenhere. Again,
there may not. But one can't be certain ..." Heemadyesture of
futility. 'We've been plagued by drought for toadgonow. Some parts
of the Park don't get rain for years at a time, #msl - he gestured
again - 'is the result. Do you know what they shguw a river like

this?'

She shook her head.
There's a saying that if a man falls into theserahis feet get dusty.’
Emma smiled.

'Yes, that's a joke. But the reality is not afatiny. Perhaps* you can
imagine the plight of thousands of animals who cdaméhe river,
frantic for water, and find only dry sand.’

‘And yet therearerivers, aren't there?' Emma asked, thinking of t
broad stretch of water that flowed past Skukuza.



'Yes, there are. But the problem is to get the alano the areas
where the water is.’

''d have thought they would just go there,' reradrEmma.

'It's not as simple as that. Animals are creatwiefabit. They
become accustomed to drinking at the same spoy dagr and when
that dam or river dries up they'll dig holes in f#amad in an attempt to
find a few drops of moisture.'

'‘And do they find it?'

‘Sometimes. Often therga tiny reservoir of water beneath the san
But that soon dries up too, and then the positieromes desperate.
Also," he was thoughtful a moment, 'it dependshantype of game.

Buck can get by on just a little water. Elephaassyou can imagine,

need gallons each time they drink. A few drops hénéhe sand is

just not sufficient for them.’

'Is there anything you can do?' Emma asked.

‘We sink bore-holes, and we erect great concretgghs of water.
But those dry up too. Then we have to find new Bapp

'I'd never realized all this," she said wonderingly

‘The problem is to get the animals away from thaugdht-stricken
areas and to the places where the water is. Tora¢'sof our most
Important tasks as game rangers.’

Emma was silent as they drove further. There wasnisch she did
not know, so much she must leaktustlearn? Wanted to learn, she
thought in wonder.

When she had first come to the Park, she had rest bevare there
were such men as game rangers, and then when dimets&btewart



she still had not known what a game ranger's wat&iled. Slowly
she was learning. Stewart had begun to take hérwm more and
more often now, and her interest and fascinatioanimals, in the
bush, in the way of life of the people who workextdh had grown
ever greater.

She looked at the lean muscled body beside hefedtrel moment of
pride. This was a man, a man who was doing a naaris. And this,
she knew with sudden certainty, was important to he

She had learnt of the game rangers' dedicationnbmads. This

enormous Park was a sanctuary to protect the vi@drbm people,

from encroaching civilization that destroyed altura in its wake,
from hunters who killed senselessly and for spdut. the protection
did not end at this point. For sometimes, Emma teakarn, the
animals had also to be protected against someedbtiies of nature
which acted against them.

'Why don't you stop lions from killing buck?' Emmasked once,
then realizing she was being naive, said, 'Thatawstsipid question,
wasn't it?'

'‘Not stupid at all,’ said Stewart. 'But obvioust}s isomething we
couldn't do. Thisisn'ta zoo - | think | told ythat once' - he smiled at
her - 'very early in our acquaintance. Lions needtriNot only lions,
but all the predators, the leopards and cheetathdiggnas. And we
can't throw them meat as if they were in cages.’

"You couldn't find a way?' she ventured.

'No. It's the law of nature, the law of the jungded it's something
you can't interfere with. Besides, predators ateah@vil, you know.
And they do serve a purpose.'

‘They do?"



'If the buck Were allowed to breed without any iféeence they
would become a nuisance, and would have to be edinout.

Over-population brings its own problems. But thare times when

we interfere. If an animal mother is killed and thaby is left

defenceless, then we step in and try to rescAedi&by buck or zebra,
any animal really, is so helpless without its mothiehasn't yet learnt
the laws of the jungle and needs to be protectbéywise it wouldn't
stand a chance of survival.’

The road curved back to the dry river-bed and gay a small herd
of impala standing listlessly by a clump of sunfsbed acacias.
'‘Look." Stewart stopped the car. On the dry barkkeriver two of
the herd were making frantic movements with themwves.

‘What are they doing?' Emma asked.

‘Looking for water. They may find a little - | donow. This river
has been dry a long time. But things are even watsse a dam or
water-hole has just recently dried out, for whea water dries up
mud is left, slimy mud-holes that are terribly tkarous. The
animals come to these holes because there wastwateronce, and
then they get stuck in the mud. Once that hapgesgsre easy prey
for the predators, the lions and the hyenas andhbetahs. There's
no chase then, no hunt. The predators wait foatim®als to get stuck
in the mud and pick them off.’

‘How horrible!" whispered Emma.

"Yes,' Stewart agreed, ig horrible. And this is where we come in
First of all, we watch for drying-up water- holasthat we can sink
new bore-holes, and we try to move the game arolinen, when
animals are thirst- crazed and get stuck in the, nmufdill view of the
lions, we help out there too.'

'I hadn't realized ... I'd never dreamt...'



‘Emma,’ Stewart said slowly, ‘would you like to adgtle of what I'm
talking about?'

'‘Oh, yes."'

'It's not a pretty sight, my dear. You'll feel sded. But it's
something you should see if you really want to usid&d more
about the Park and the game.’

And about the game rangers, she thought silentfifled her with a

deep sense of contentment that this man should et see more
of the life he led. She sensed that what he wohtlvsher was
something tourists seldom saw, but the fact thatvae prepared to
take her there showed that he was gaining confelemter, was
beginning to take her seriously, as a person iharright. And she
knew in her heart how very much this meant to her.

It was a dam that he took her to, a dam that had been filled with

water, he told her. Animals had come to this plaxcelrink, had

sauntered slowly down through the bush and thebsand the trees,
grazing as they went, each coming to the watetisiown time. This
had been a beautiful spot once, and the animalsben® in great
numbers to drink from it.

But it was beautiful no longer. Emma had to stifle sense of nausea
that threatened to overcome her as she gazed doevnthhe macabre
scene. The dam had dried up. For a few years naaindad fallen,
the water that had remained, in the dam had beleausked by the
thousands of animals who came to drink from itkbaand what was
left had been evaporated by the hot African suowNhere was no
more water, but where the water had been theremad slimy,
slithery, clinging, teacherous mud.



All around the dam were animals. Thirst-crazed,y tseumbled
along, dragging their feet from the clinging mudyoto become
bogged down again at the next step.

And then there were the predators, silent and wajchEmma
counted seven lions and three cheetahs. 'Won't dltegk?' she
whispered in horror.

'If they're hungry. They've probably eaten so mindy can't move
by now.’

‘But the animals ... Don't they see them?'

‘They see them, but they don't care. All they @eut is finding
water.'

Emma watched as a zebra, its eyes glazed andpthdiled through
the bush, past the car, then down towards the damméo the mud. It
was pitiful to see the slow dragging passage thrdbg sludge; The
beautiful animal stopped once, and, shaking itsyesdree as best as
it could from the sludge that enveloped them, tteedig into the mud
to find water. At last it began to move again.

And then, when it was nearly off the mud, the liatisicked. There
was no thrill to the kill, no triumph of the huntaver the hunted, no
sense of having outwitted an animal aware of itsgda The lions
just pounced on the phlegmatic animal and in arfemnents it was
all over.

It was like a scene out of a nightmare - the dyngnals, maddened
and made senseless by their longing for water.prédators, thirsty
too, and sated by their easy conquests, sittinthp@edge of the dam
watching. The herds of apathetic animals that pped themselves
in that terrible mud for the water they had beertuatomed to drink
there. Overhead wheeled the vultures, those uglis lwf prey, who

always seemed to Emma to smell of death. Wherekidingas made



the vultures were nearby, hovering in the air, yefad their pickings
at the time when the lions had finished their meal.

The only bit of hope and sanity in the scene thed 0 macabre was
the sight of the game rangers. Tirelessly they wedrkrescuing
animals that were weak or young and could not managtruggle
free from the terrible mud.

Asking if Emma would be all right by herself, Stetvavent to join
them. For a long time she watched them, this désticdand of men,
working together to save the animals from theiadfal fate. The sun
was burning down upon them, and the mud draggtetmtheels, but
still they worked, bringing animals out of the mudeding baby
animals with sips from baby bottles, pulling o theak and old that
could no longer extract themselves without help.

Once she saw Stewart wipe the sweat from his fuake his head as
though in anger or in despair at something oné@fther men said
to him, then go back into the mud to work some more

She watched as he rescued a tiny impala. Withitaftenderness he
handled the small animal, and her heart went obirto The whole

scene was a nightmare, but it gave her an insigbtthis man that
she would never otherwise have had.

She saw him come towards the car holding the tingaila in his
arms, and then, as he opened the door, she saWwetlngld a bottle
with a teat in one hand. 'Think you can feed fitie Imite?' he asked.

'Oh, yes,' she said tremulously, and then, detgihim, as he began
to move away again, 'Stewart, will you be all rigjiadl those lions ...'

‘We'll be all right. We've got guns, but we sharéed them.' He
smiled at her a moment, weariness and despaisiay@s. 'Feed this
baby for me. That will be your contribution.'



He leaned forward, kissed her lightly, and was gdkekwardly
Emma manoeuvred the little animal in her arms.dswuite unlike
anything she had ever held before, not like arkitie a puppy that
fitted into the contours of her body without anguble.

It seemed all long legs, this little wild thing,cafor a few moments it
struggled against her, frightened and anxiousngryio get away.

Then, as if it realized she was a friend, it begacalm and snuggled
against her. The enormous liquid black eyes lookpdat her

trustfully and it made tiny mewing noises as shmuht the bottle to
its mouth.

Emma felt an immense surge of tenderness as sti¢hzetiny wild
creature in her arms, and watched it drink fr8m baby's bottle.
‘You're a little Bambi," she said softly. 'A lovelijtle Bambi. My
mother used to read to me about you when | wasl.smal

How amazed her mother would be to see her now/alk in a jeep,

with the hot African sun blazing down on her, witns and cheetahs
and all manner of other wild animals within yardsher, while she

nursed a little wild buck in her arms.

This is as far away from England as I'll ever Ihes, thought ruefully,
remembering her parents' cottage with its climbioges and its
hollyhocks, the daffodils and the primroses, wilhtlze gentle and
appealing beauty that was England.

When her parents had consented to her coming lheyenever could
have imagined the savagery, the earthiness arshter excitement
that she was now a part of. Much as the scenedb#arsickened her,
she knew too that she loved it here, loved the life dedication to
nature and the creatures of the wild, the magicthedeauty, the
harshness that was the essence of life and death.



After a while Stewart came to her and took awayittie impala, and
brought another in its place, another tiny creatfréhe wilds for
whom, all at once, life had become too much to ceple. And after
she had fed this little animal, he brought a yolkndu, and then a
small zebra. Emma fed them all, nursed them, wonglet herself, at
the thought that the girl from England was feediegperate animals
in the African bush.

And so the day wore on. The sun burned down witkr-§ercer
intensity, more and more animals stumbled throlghsludge and
made desperate digging movements in their crawdng/éter. Above
the vultures soared and waited, while the satedgpoes on the edge
of the dam slept and waited and watched.

Once Stewart came to the car, and, after wipingriust dusty face
with a handkerchief, he took out a thermos and ssamelwiches.
'‘Not fair to make you suffer along with the restusf' he said, as he
waited for her to pour him some coffee.

'I'm not suffering,' she told him. 'I'm just sitjimere.’
‘But it's hot, terribly hot. And you're not usedttas we are.'

'I'd hardly noticed it," she said, surprised talfthis was true. 'l just
wish | could do more to help.’

‘You are helping.' His smile was gentle. 'By helping toddbese
little ones you're releasing one more ranger fréms tduty, and
allowing him to help pull the animals from the mud.

'‘Oh." She was absurdly glad.
'‘Sorry you came?'

'‘No. No, Stewart, I'm not." She paused a momemgaenng how she
could explain her feelings. ."Obviously, I'm notuadly enjoying this



- I'd have to be perverted in some way to enjoysigét of all this
suffering. But I'm glad I'm here. I... It gives méeeling of belonging
to something, to something that's worth while.'

His eyes deepened as he looked at her, and faadhibess moment
Emma wondered what he was going to say. But he smiied,
leaned forward and wiped his handkerchief along dven moist
brow, and said, 'I'm glad you feel this way, Emniaen he stretched
his arms and sighed. 'Well, back to work."'

The hours passed. The fierceness of the sun begasden. More
and more weak animals had been brought to safedgehtly it was
time to go. 'lIt's not safe to drive after darkgwgart told her when he
came at last to the jeep and they set off backkidki&a.

"You must be tired,’ she said softly.
'l am,' he agreed weatrily. ,
'l never dreamed that you do work like this," shie shyly.

"You no doubt thought | spent all my time sittingSkukuza sipping
Cool drinks.' He grinned wryly. 'Disappointed, Enimihis is hardly
a glamour job, is it? | don't come home after wiork. white collar,

with newspaper in my hand. It must seem rough worlou after
what you're used to.'

'It's a man's job,' she said simply.

"That it is." He looked at her for a moment witheoaf those
unfathomable expressions in his eyes. 'That it is.’

Stewart looked so tired, so unutterably weary, Bratma left him in
peace, so that he could drive without the strailmafing to make
conversation. The silence between them was compabie, the



silence of two people who have shared an experiewbe are
thinking the same thoughts, who do not need ward®immunicate.

As they drove through the deepening shadows Emmagtit, ‘I'm
happy. It's been a hard day, unexpected and cmeklvath no
punches spared.' But it had something earthy asit bdout it that
she had found exhilarating. There had been theesehselping
animals that had been extremely satisfying. It hadn a day, she
knew, that she would remember for a long time tm&o



CHAPTER SEVEN

AFTER the day she had spent with Stewart at the dangrhieg-up

dam where the game rangers had worked so tire]essglydie, in her
own small way, had lent a hand, Emma'’s days se¢madquire a
new dimension. Stewart began to take her about hinthmore and
more. He showed her sights she knew no ordinarystonould have
seen. He spoke to her about his work, about hiznasefor the Park
and for the animals, and about the many things diddMike to see
put into operation if finance and practicality wenet factors
involved.

More and more he spoke to her about himself — bhouahis life
before he came to the Park, about his life withyaut about the
ambitions and dreams that pertained to his work.

It was as if, having accepted her as a real pewsmh,not just as a
visitor come to while away a few months before golmack to
civilization, he had come to enjoy her compangeémed to Emma
sometimes that Stewart was essentially a lonely, nthat all
these-things he now told her had been bottled sidénhim for too
long. It was as if he was beginning to see her stras a dimension of
himself.

But even while she cherished their time togetherwsished that he
would say something that would give her hope they might have a
future together. Slowly, inexorably, the time wasging, and when
the three months were up she would have to packasey, take up her
cameras, look her last at the little hut which hadome for this short
period home, and then she would go back to Engl8hd.knew by
now how much she wanted to stay - stay forever ficd, in this
animal sanctuary, in the bushveld, with the manlehed.

Thus far, however, he had given her no indicatidm®own feelings,
had never by a spoken word said that he wouldHieto stay. The



expression she caught sometimes in his eyes, thments of
tenderness and understanding, these were not enldughwanted
her to stay he would have to say so, and so fae thed been no sign
that he intended to.

At her low moments Emma would wonder whether whatt®ok to
be deeper feelings were nothing more, on' his piwdn the
enjoyment of congenial company, the satisfactiontasking to

somebody who listened. The enjoyment of two pesp&nding their
time together without the necessity of a deepemsiment.

Was he perhaps still loyal to Mary, feeling hersldso deeply, in
spite of what he had once said, to enable him ltarfdove with
another woman? Or did Miranda mean something in life®
Whatever it was, her thoughts were a factor thased unhappiness
in the midst of Emma’'s joy at spending so mucheoftime with him.

And joy there was. She cherished the hours whensahdeside
Stewart in the jeep, while he went about his witkre and more she
was getting an insight into all his work entaileshd to respect the
men who dedicated their lives to the thousandsiwhals in the vast
sanctuary.

The day at the dam had only been one small paitt alf/'Emma
began to learn how the rangers were able to igethi various herds
of animals, and how they were able to compute thembers. She
learnt of the precautions taken to prevent firead aof the
ever-pressing need to find water supplies. For mades the precious
factor in the Park, the elixir of life on which &llse depended.

She learnt too about the poachers, the scourdeeajame rangers.

Stewart was talking of them now as they drove atbegoad that led
south to Malelane, and while he spoke she turnbdiiiseat to look at



him. The strong profile was turned away from hes ,dyes searching
the bush, and she was able to watch him and waides thoughts.

‘They're an absolute menace,' he said. 'If | hadwvany I'd round up
every man who ever poached and set his foot ireeesthen watch
his despair as he hopped about in agony while ied to free
himself.'

‘Are there so many poachers, then?' she asked.

‘A fair amount. Every now and then they get frigige off and things
are quiet for a while, and then, when they thirdntiselves safe, it all
starts up again.’

‘Why do they poach?' She thought of traps set iodson England,
traps to ensnare rabbits and other animals thaldwoake delicacies
for the pot, but she was puzzled at the thoughtaafching in the
Park.

‘They trap buck, for one thing. Buck makes good' ibddng and
fetches a high price.' Emma knew what biltong was meat that was
dried and cut in long sticks and Was such a delica&tephant tusks
mean ivory, and some animals are valuable for giens. Oh, there
are plenty of markets for the poacher.'

'‘How do they do it, Stewart?' she asked. '‘Arery tinightened?' For
it had been a source of wonder to her whenevecahght a glimpse,
as she occasionally did, of a man walking through lush. "What
about lions?'

'l shouldn't tell you this, | know.' He was smilingw and mischief
twinkled behind his eyes. '‘Because if | do youdIright there in the
bush taking pictures whenever the angle from the isanot
satisfactory.'



‘You're notgoing to tell me the animals are circus- traindtiraall?’
She pretended to pout. These were the momentsh&nsieed, the
moments when they were at ease with each othéthkgrted and
teasing.

"You'd never forgive me if | did that, would yow®e was laughing,
and it was all she could do to restrain herselinfrmoving closer
beside him, stretching out a handdach therumpled hair.

"No," she said, pretending to consider the mataeefally, 'l don't
think | would. It would break my heart to think hawany lovely
shots I'd been done out of.'

‘Then in that case | won't chance my arm. No,' leatvon, more

seriously now, 'you really can't get out of your @ad go walking an
inch into the bush. But the people who live heheytcan do it.

Though even they Sometimes make a mistake, and winan
happens' - he made an expressive gesture. 'Betpleeple who have
grown up here, who have lived all their lives idaround the Park,
they know the lions and understand their ways. Tkmeyw when the
lions are hungry and when they're likely to makellaAnd at those

times they would not be so foolish as to ventuom@lthe roads on
foot. But they also know that the lion only killdven he's hungry.'

'l didn't know that,' said Emma.

‘There are many things you don't know, little ofegain he Was
laughing down at her. '‘And it's one of the thinggduldn't be telling
you too much -about. But it's true that lions kitlly when they're
hungry. Of course, thewrae predators which do kill just for the thrill
of it — tigers, for instance. But we don't haveetg)in Africa.'

'So then there are really times when it's safeetmithe bush?’



‘There are. Though perhaps it's never very wisemgnihaven't you
seen how a herd of buck will stay sometimes at temlzole even
when a lion approaches?’

'I haveseen that, and | thought perhaps it was justsbokss.’

"Not at all— just the opposite. Animals know whée tion has eaten
.They know when a kill was made, and that there'tlmmanother for
several days. They know when the lion can lie dewth the lamb,'
he smiled. -

'So that's why the poachers know when they can tatugh the
bush.’

‘The poachers? Yes.' The laughter died behind y&s,eand his
expression became set and grim. 'They've doned larm around
here lately.’

‘There's something | don't understand, Stewart. ldowou know
when they've snared an animal? If they take it amily them, would
you be any the wiser?'

‘These people set snares. At first they clear thegularly. Then,
when they don't happen to need the animals, thegefabout the
snares they've left in the bush. Animals get trdppebody comes,
and they're left in agony.'

'But how horrible!' she shuddered.

'Itis,' he agreed. 'And it's one of the thingstiwydo stamp out. There
are heavy penalties for poaching, but the rewareshmh, so there
are always men who will try it'

'It's all so senseless, isn't it?' Emma was sdenhile, thinking how
people could react so differently to animals. Oa ¢ime hand there
were the game rangers, the conservationists, Steaad his



colleagues, who wanted only to help, to protectghme, to save
them from the ravages of drought and the many adaegers that
could befall them. And on the other hand there weegpoachers and
the hunters, to whom killing of game could mean durprofit, who
were completely insensitive tothe agony and distrésat they
caused.

'It is senseless,’ he agreed grimly. 'And we'ridaénthroes of it at the
moment.’

'l didn't know that,' she said wonderingly, realgzionce again how
much went on in this vast sanctuary of which tdangere unaware.

'‘We've been suspecting it for some time. We'd Ibeaming rumours.
And then in the last few weeks there have beenrtepd badly
injured animals —animals that are starving, andolen#o find food
because of their injuries.’

'‘What do you do when you find these animals?' sked

'‘We put them out of their misery,' he said brieind his face was
still and stern as he stared in front of him. "VWaek them down. Often
it takes days to find the animal, but we go onlum find it, and then
we try to deal mercifully with it.’

‘This trip today,' she ventured tentatively. 'Hais something to do
with poaching?'

'I'm afraid so.' He was silent a moment. When h#ioaed his voice
was cold and composed, the voice Emma had leaassiociate with
anger. "There have been reports of elephants #vat been snared.’

'‘Elephants?' she gasped.



‘They seem to have worked their way free from tapg,' he went on,
ignoring her exclamation, 'but not entirely. Theheen injured. One
elephant has been sighted with a snare wound aitaitrdnk.'

'‘Oh, no!" She was horrified, thinking of the anilmgain.
‘Do you know what that means?' He turned to lodkeat
'It must be in pain ...’

'Pain, yes. But worse than that. The animal issstgr Soon it could
die.'

'‘Why, Stewart?'
'‘Because without the use of its trunk it can'tfget. It can breathe

through its mouth, but it can't do without its tkuit needs it to gather
food.'

'Oh, Stewart, how terrible!"

‘Sometimes when this happens the elephant triesltag the snare
off its trunk by forcing it against the trees, lmsually it only makes

the injuries worse.' He was still speaking in thene expressionless
voice. 'We must find that elephant.’

‘How...?'

The rangers and the trackers have been out for daws You
probably noticed that | haven't been around . &éisé few days.' She
had, and had wondered at his absence. 'We've haen the bush,
trying to trace the elephant's spoor.'

‘And have you found the spoor?’



'‘We can't be certain - there are so many elephBuatsuntil we find it
we must go on.'

"Why have you brought me here today?' she asked.

'‘Because I'm not in the bush today. I've come tbeganformation
from various rangers and to take it back againshi+ he struck his
forehead in a futile gesture - 'l wish to God wigdl the animal. It
can't go on much longer like this.’

'‘What will happen if you don't find it?"'

'l try not to think about that. We'll go on lookingtil we do." He was
silent for a moment, and again she was struck Isysense of
dedication. 'Did you know, Emma, that the elephaotsid put the
poor beast out of its agony?'

'l don't understand,’ she said.

'‘Sometimes, when one of their number is very dioky'll help it to
find food. And when an elephant is injured, badijred, so badly
injured that they know that he must die, they'll kim to end his
agony.'

She looked at him in wonder, and he went on, maretly now, but
with more emotion in his voice, 'It's rather worfdérreally. There's
so much about the animals that we don't know. Thaeemuch that
they seem to sense, just by instinct. So many @if #ictions have
logic behind them. Perhaps it's just the logicnstinct. But when an
elephant gets killed by the herd there's a reaswot like humans,
who kill just for the fun of it.’

At Malelane Emma walked about while Stewart wenbudbhis
business. After a while she saw him looking foer And walked to
join him.



'I'd treat you to lunch,' he said, 'but | must lgatk. Do you mind if
we just have something light and get on our way?'

'Of course not.'

'It's not the right way to treat you. It's deathlyt, | know, and you
haven't had much of a morning .. .'

'It's all right, Stewart. Really it is,' she sawiftly, wishing she could
tell him that all she wanted was to be near hird,that all else was of
no importance.

‘Thank you, Emma.' He smiled at her, then wipeduadhacross his
brow, and she could see how tired he was. 'You'egy v
understanding. Perhaps when all this is overd'lable to make it up
to you.'

They were on their way back to Skukuza when he Senére's a film
tomorrow night.’

'Oh." She looked at him expectantly. Every few d#ys camp
showed a film for the visitors, and it was alwagseaent to be looked
forward to. It was usually a wildlife film, andwould be shown out
in the open, which seemed to make it rather special

'‘Will you come with me?' he asked.

'I'd. love to,' she said, and he took a hand freenwheel and patted
hers briefly, and Emma felt all at once very happy.

The hot dusty miles fell away, and they sat togeth#hout speaking,
in a 'silence that was more companionable thancbp&tewart drove
steadily and well, never exceeding the speed liooit,not going too
slowly either as he had to get back to camp. Nbedss, every now
and then, in deference to her, he slowed down where was
something special to see.



This was what she loved, this driving quietly anidhva feeling of
harmony between them. She knew now that she newdd tire of
this life. It had gripped her senses and her ingg@n as nothing else
had in her life before. But she knew too that é&rt did not ask her
to stay she would have to leave when the three Imowere over.
There would be no excuse for her to linger, andcsidd not live for
ever as a tourist.

Only a few more weeks left now. She thought ake las possible of
the time when this idyll must come to an end, ahemvthe thought
did enter her mind she tried to banish .it, fowds one that had
become unendurable.

Even if Lance were to propose to her, and oncemaret he had
laughingly hinted that he intended to do so, shenkehe could not
use this as an excuse to stay. Indeed, she wouddtbaefuse him for
that very reason, because allied to the fact thatdsd not love him
and therefore did not want to marry him was thededge that she
could not live in the Park with Lance, as his wdagd watch the man
she really loved going about his work. There wohél an air of
finality about that which would be worse than lemyihere and
knowing she would never see him again.



CHAPTER EIGHT

EMMA hung around the camp for a little while the nexdrnmng,

hoping that she might see Stewart, and that he tnagk her to
accompany him again. But he was nowhere to be &lewly she
sauntered through the personnel quarters, dowretaver, and then
back through the shop.

She was walking through the shop when she saw Landeshe
called out cheerfully, 'Hello. How are things witbu this morning?'

‘All the better for seeing you, sweetheart. Not@uthe roads yet?’
‘No. I'll go presently, but | was feeling a littezytoday.'

'If you're looking for Stewart' - he was lookinghar with an oddly
amused expression - 'he's not here.'

'‘Oh!" She was confused at his bluntness. 'l... dntdooking for him.'

'Sorry, poppet, | thought that's what you spentegaiilot of your time
doing.'

'Heavens, Lance!" She was annoyed, wondering asdhe& time
whether her feelings were really so transparetiink | can decide
how to spend my days without you jumping to condus.'

'‘Okay, sweetheart.' He was mocking her again. 'dedrfor one of
those Women's Lib speeches. I'd be only too glddhbught you
weren't worrying about Stewart's whereabouts.'

'I'm not,' she repeated with exasperation. 'Loaky @e change the
subject?'

‘Surely. If youdo decide to make a day of it, don't tire yourself.'ou



‘Why not?'

‘There's a film on tonight.’

'‘Oh!" She was immediately on her guard.
‘Will, you come with me Emma?"

'l can't, Lance, I'm sorry.’

"You already have a date?'

She nodded.

‘Stewart?'

L..yes!

'l see.' Lance's face was suddenly stiff and cold the bantering
mood was gone. 'All right, Emma. Be seeing you adolHe turned
and went back to his work, and Emma, annoyed w&lknldishness,
walked out of the shop.

Slowly she went back to the spot by the river wisbk had grown to
love so much. She leaned her elbows on the fenpped her chin in
her hands, staring thoughtfully into the bush. &oce she was not
searching for game, but was more absorbed in pompever Lance's
words. Was it becoming obvious to others the way f&it about
Stewart? Did Stewart himself know and think thesle§her for it?
Was she, in fact, becoming obsessed?

So absorbed was she in her thoughts that she veagaoe of anyone
near her till she heard a voice say, 'Hello, Emma.'

‘Johnny!" She turned and her eyes lit with thequeashe always felt
when she-saw the boy. 'l didn't hear you coming.’



'l know. You were what my mother calls "in anotenrld".'

'I'm back now,' she said briskly. 'And about tine.tWell, Johnny,
feel like coming for a drive?'

'I'd like that," he said eagerly.
'‘Will it be all right if we meet at my car in abow#n minutes?'

She went to her room, and as she collected herreambe looked at
the painting that hung above her bed, and at #r# ghat stood on the
table. Was .the plant merely a gift that had baeargthoughtlessly
and on the spur of the moment? Was she reading imiar¢he gift
than had been intended?

She shrugged her shoulders impatiently, as if sre wying to shake
away the feelings of insecurity that Lance hadhaso often did,
managed to implant. And, she asked herself, trjange objective,
was Lance at fault? Had he done anything wrong? hadnplied

more than his words said? Or was it just that ven ¢eelings of

doubt left her wide open to any negative suggestion

She slung her cameras over her shoulders, plapésta of biltong
into her bag, and went to meet Johnny.

As always the sight of the cheerful freckled facspdlled any bad
humour, and with a smile at him she drove out efdamp.

‘Where will it be today, Johnny?'
‘Anywhere," he said nonchalantly.

'Fibber!" She turned to him, laughing. 'l see acpesticking out of
that bulky pocket of yours. And that couldn't bekatch-pad in there,
could it?'



'l can never fool you,' he said, and he was laugton.

‘To the hippo-pool we'll go, then." By the time yheere half-way
there, the boy chatting ingenuously at her sidemét® good spirits
had been restored. '

'‘How is the painting going?' she asked once.

‘Pretty well. I've filled in quite a bit of detaBut there's still a lot that
needs doing.'

‘Well, you know 1 like going to the hippo-pool.sitone erf my
favourite spots. And I'm sure your dad has morgartant things to
occupy him.'

‘Yes ... Especially at the moment' His face puatarea frown.
‘They've gone after the elephant that was snared.'

'I heard about that,' said Emma. 'Has it been faund

‘Not yet, though they think they're on his traih€ly've gone after him
again today.'

'‘Who is "they", Johnny?'

‘A whole crowd of rangers and trackers.'
"Your dad?'

"Yes, Dad is there. And Stewart too.'
'‘Oh!'She breathed out the word on a sigh.

‘That's why I'm not with Dad today," Johnny expéain They left
early. Part of the way will be on foot through thesh. Dad says I'm
too young to join in that sort of thing.'



And I'm too inexperienced. And a female besidesmiandid not
speak the words. But she was glad to know the reagy Stewart
had left her behind today, though at the same sineeworried about
his' safety. "Do you think they'll find the elephamd track it down
today?' she asked.

'‘Gosh, | hope so.' Behind the boy's twelve-yearegies was much of
the experience and wisdom and caring of a gameerairte might
want to be an artist, Emma reflected, but there negertheless, a lot
in him of his father.

'‘And when they find the elephant - what will they?d
'l guess that depends on what they find," said@yphn

They spent a restful day at the hippo-pool. Whdanhy sketched,
Emma sat on the rocky outcrop, listening absentedhdto his
chatter, and enjoying the feeling of the sun upenface and limbs.

Although she came here mainly to please the beyhithpo-pool had,
in fact, become one of her favourite spots. It wasy beautiful,
fringed by shady trees, and with big black rockarriee water. Often
the hippos lay submerged beneath the water, bubhatieseen them
sometimes, on the far bank of the pool, ambling remmbulently
along, clumsy, amiable-looking creatures.

She remembered the first time Johnny had brougtitére, and how
nervous she had been to get out of the car, exjgettiat at any
moment a lion might jump out at them from behindwsh. But
Johnny had shown her the sign saying that it wiestedeave the car,
and later Stewart had confirmed what the boy had, ghat no
predators came there. Why and how they could eeduhis, she did
not know, but they had explained to her that hutsiref visitors
alighted from their cars at this point every yeard 'that there were
never any casualties.



It was late afternoon when they got back to canmpmia wondered
whether the game rangers had come back, but whemyavent to
find his father, he returned with the news that nhen were still
away. The gate would be closing soon, and in abability they
would be spending the night at one of the otherpsam

Emma was aware of bitter disappointment. She hauh b@oking

forward to spending the evening with Stewart. Alsioe wondered
whether he was safe. 'Would you like to have aibnadnh me,

Johnny?' she asked the boy.

'‘Gosh, Emma, I'd like that, but Mom is waiting foe."'

Emma did not feel in the mood to go to much trowteen she
prepared her supper that evening, and she hadlameal. All about
her she could see the little fires beginning toagloould smell the
tantalizing aroma of the meat, could hear the ercithatter of
children. All at once she felt lonely and somehoxeleded. The
camps in the Park seemed intended for groups - gyqaeople
travelling together, tours, mainly families. A gall on her own could
feel out of things.

She could hear children chattering excitedly, lagkiorward to the
film. Now that Emma knew Stewart would not be, babke hardly
felt like going. Lance, of course, had invited teesit with him, but if
she approached him now it would seem as if she makeng do with
second best. For a while she thought she wouldistagr room and
have an early night.

When she had finished her meagre supper she wdmgnaatensils
and walked for a while around the camp. The atmesgplwas
exhilarating. Because of the film people were fimg their supper
more quickly than usual. Soon children, in pyjaraad gowns, and
their parents with rugs and cushions, began dgiftowards the big
open- air clearing where the screen stood in readin



As she watched the activity around her, Emma bégaealize how
foolish she was being. The film would be shownnragmosphere of
extreme informality, with - people squatting on greund, or sitting
on camp-stools, It was not a formal screeningemama, where one
had to book a ticket and walk to one's seat, arerevne might feel
conspicuous to be alone.

Here nobody would give her a second glance. Besidasople were
really beginning to read into her emotions, as keanad insinuated,
her absence from the scene would make her feebwga more
obvious to anyone who might know her.

She remembered the decision she had made on kerdéy at
Skukuza, and she reproached herself for even hasomgidered
missing an event that meant so much in the lifghefcamp, only
because the man she had" planned to spend it witkcvnot be there.

Finding a place in the open-air auditorium, shedsatn and made
herself comfortable, looking around her with instr@nd amusement.
Though it was not the first time there had beeiina f they were
shown fairly often - there was about them always an of
expectation and excitement which she loved.

All at once she became aware of someone standeighar and she
looked up. It was Lance. 'All alone?' he asked,eysbrows raised
quizzically.

'Yes.'
‘Been let down by your young man ?'

'‘Oh, Lance, you're impossible!" She laughed upirat determined
not to get into an argument. 'Stewart went outratte injured
elephant today. | don't suppose he knew he'd bey awen he
mentioned the film yesterday.'



'Hm.' Lance looked at her thoughtfully. 'Well, winagr else my vices
might be, I'm not one to hold grudges. May | joou¢"

'Of course.' She was glad when he sat down. le gffiher resolve
not to back out of the film just because she waselshe knew it was
more fun to be there in company. And she liked leam@espite his
occasional childishness he was friendly and pldasand so
handsome with the flash of white teeth in the guodght smile. 'I'd
love you to sit here,' she said.

She saw that he carried a rug. 'Get up a mingesahd, and when she
did so, he spread the rug on the ground beneatm. thdore
comfortable?' he asked.

‘Much more,' she smiled, and all of a sudden slealghe was going
to enjoy the evening.

At last the film began. It was a documentary shawiifie in a
beehive, and after this film there were two others.

Emma had had a long day, and the one before tdabd®n long too,
and Emma had not realized how tired she was. Debpitenjoyment
of the films she found that her eyes felt like leadd that her head
was beginning to droop. 'l think I'll go to bed,nca,' she said,.

'And leave me all alone ?'
'Oh, Lance, I'm so tired!'

'‘Go on, Emma, please stay. You'll get a second yuasidnow. Stay,
here. Be a sport!'

'Oh ... all right, but it's chilly. I think I'll gand get a cardigan. I'll be
back in a moment.’



'‘No need,' said Lance, detaining her as she wag abstand. 'We'll
do what everybody else is doing. Bend that way enerd.' He drew
the rug from under her and, deftly managing to ée@amough on the
ground for her to sit on, drew it around her shetdd 'Snug?' he
asked her.

‘Mm.'!

‘Well, that's good. And if you get tired you caarleyour head against
my shoulder and doze for a little. Nobody will saegd my shoulder is
strong.'

‘You're a dear, Lance,' she said gratefully, as st film was
beginning.

She leaned towards him and rested her head agamshoulder,

keeping her eyes open as she tried to concentnatieedfilm. It was

an interesting film, and though she felt her fa¢idnegin to catch up
with her, she was determined not to sleep. She lealyed against
him because it was somehow less of a strain, aadvay, it was cosy
and comfortable. Once she caught her eyes closidgaaced them
open.

She did not know it when she fell asleep. Whenaskhieke the film

was finished, her head was still comfortably pilemhagainst Lance,
but it had dropped a little, and she found herl@ifg against his
chest. And towering over them stood a man. Stewart!

'Oh!" she gasped, sitting bolt upright. And whendagd nothing,
‘Stewatrt! | thought you hadn't come back.'

'So | see,' he said grimly.

‘Stewatrt..." She knew how the scene might appdaintipas he stood
there looking down at them, huddled together béndat rug, her
head against Lance's chest.



'Yes?'

'l know | said I'd come with you, but you wereréré ... and | was all
alone, and Lance came to sit with me ...' She stpgware that she
was only making the situation more complex, andefoee worse.
Besides, she thought with a sudden flash of anraeyamhy was she
apologizing? She had done nothing wrong. It wastaeiits, she had
once been told, to apologize when one was notudit fia was like
admitting to a fault.

'l don't know what we're all getting so upset abalte said a little
angrily.

‘You're the only one who's getting upset,’ Stewhserved quietly. 'l
don't think | said anything - nor did Lance.’

'It's the way you look - as if I'd done somethingmg. | looked for
you, but | thought you weren't back.'

‘We got back very late, after the gates were d@fiigiclosed.
‘Then | couldn't have known. And ... and then Indidee you.'
'l had things to discuss.'

'Oh ... the elephant." She remembered it now,adte IDid you find
it?'

"Yes, we found it.'
‘Was it all right?’

‘Half its trunk had been torn away by the snarauds$ in bad shape.
He spoke calmly and unemotionally in the way shedha

‘What did you do?' she asked.



'We shot it.'

'‘Oh, how dreadful... how dreadful I' She put henchdefore her
mouth.

'Yes.' He looked at them both a moment longer, wtiemally,
impersonally, a perfect stranger. Then he bade thewod night.and
walked away.

‘Well,' observed Lance, when Stewart had gones drelrming, your
swain.'

'‘What do you mean?' She looked at him unhappily.

'‘Not a very good loser, is he ?'

"Yes... No ... lhadpromised to be with him tonight,’ she explained:
‘But you thought he wasn't here. And you didn't ttargo alone.’
‘That's right.'

*So you turned to me, the standby.’

'Oh, Lance!" She turned to him swiftly, shockedthg bitterness in
his voice. "That's not what happened.’

It's all I've ever been, isn't it? A standby.'
‘That's not true. You know it isn't.'
‘Isn't it, Emma? Isn't it?'

She looked at him, knowing that what he said waaghlg true. She
liked him, and enjoyed his company, but her fedif Lance and
those for Stewart could not be compared. You céaé only one
man. All others could be friends - good friendg, dmly friends.



‘It sounds so awful, the way you say it,' she silgduelast.
'‘But it's true?"

"No, Lance, not the way you put it. I've never tgbuof you as a
standby.'

‘But you don't love me.' It was a statement rattiean a question.
'‘Pity about that, Emma, it really is. Because yaxela man who will
never love you. | warned you about that the fiest. dRemember?’

Emma did not answer. She stood up, shook the fi@ssher slacks,
hugged her arms about her, and said, 'l thinkintie | went to bed,
Lance. Are you walking my way?'

*You know | am. I've got a tin of cocoa with meddawo mugs. We'll
stop at one of the urns and I'll make us each atapcoa. Just what
we need at this time of night, now that it's tursecchilly.’

'You have two mugs?' She stared at him. 'But yda'tdknow | was
going to be with you. Did you, Lance?'

He did not answer immediately, but looked down e, Inis eyes
unreadable in the darkness. 'l was hoping,' heatdaskt.

‘Lance, did you know ... did you know Stewart wask?'

'‘How should | have known?' he said easily. 'Wethnia, is the fact
that | have an extra cup with me going to be hsldraindictment?’

‘Of course not.’
‘Then you'll have a cup of cocoa?'

‘Thank you, Lance, I'd like that.'



The cocoa, when they drank it, was warm and sveeet,she felt it

course through her body like a thin stream of firBat was nice,' she
said when they walked to a tap together, and ritsectups. 'And

now | think it's really time to say good night."'

She undressed quickly, for it was cold by now, #rah, when she
had her pyjamas on, she sat down on the bed aredoat the

pot-plant that stood on the little table. At labesslid beneath the
blankets, and reached up and switched off the.light

For some time she lay sleepless, listening to tunds that come
with the night. Outside the world rang with therpimg of millions of
crickets, and above that sound, the sound of Aataaght, came the
sounds of animals. Once an elephant trumpetedoace the roar of
a lion bounded through the bush, low, mighty, unakiable.

Slowly the sounds of the camp subsided, the laugte chatter, the
singing of people at camp-fires. Soon all was,stifily the crickets
and the mingled sounds of wild life merging togeth&nd still
Emma lay awake.

What had Stewart thought when he had found therghthit had all
been so innocent, so very innocent. She had bear,as Lance had
been, and they had decided to sit together. Laadéhhd a rug with
him, just as all the other people there had hachlmee it grew chilly
in the bush when the sun was gone. She was tinedh@ had let her
rest against him, like a child resting againsfatber for comfort.

Only Lance was not a parent and she, Emma, waa dloild. Lance
was a man, a good-looking, pleasant, fun-to- bé&-wiian. And
Emma was a woman. And Lance was jealous - this mhehknew
now.



So the analogy was not altogether right. She hsigdeagainst him
for. comfort, but she was not a child, and Lance anat a parent. And
Stewart - Stewart, too, was a man.

She saw again the two cups which Lance had filléd wocoa, the
cups which he had produced so easily from his poekel again her
suspicions rose.

Had he known Stewart was back? Had he known Stemastbusy
discussing what had happened that day, but woultdnend later to
claim her? It was absurd, of course. Even Johnaynad known the
men were back. But she felt, she knew somehow, lthate had
known. Her last thought before going to sleep ttwk shape of a
guestion - if Lancddhadknown, why had he behaved as he did?



CHAPTER NINE

WHEN unpleasant things happened they never came siggtyna
had discovered.

Three days after the fiasco at the film, Linda Willad a party. Linda
was the wife of one of the game rangers, and sldedeaided to
celebrate her birthday. She invited all the stafthee camp, and
because Emma, by virtue of her long stay at th&, Fexd become
accepted as one of them, she was invited too.

Emma’'s mind was not on wild-life on the day of Laiglparty. It was
silly, and she knew it, but she wondered ceasglesbkether she
should go. At one moment she thought she wouldsesf8he could
plead a headache or a mild case of sunstroke. Aal, the next
momentshe would reproach herself for her foolishness,inmdimg
herself of her resolve to be strong, and not tavsthat she cared. Al
day she vacillated, and then, in the later aftempitting at the
water-hole by the river which Stewart had shown kBe realized
how silly she was being.

There was no reason why shieould stay away frorthe party. If

Stewart was annoyed because she had been atntheitlh Lance,

then he was the one who was being childish, ane thhas nothing
she could do about it. After all, it was not ashie had deliberately
sought, out Lance's company. If Stewart had beeretehe would
have gone with him as arranged.

And how could she have known he was back? She cmitldhave
known - yet always at the back of her mind was gmawing
suspicion that Lance had known, and that he hadecbdaer into
leaning against him with the rag about them bosh pecause he had
wanted to provoke an incident.



Men! They said women were incomprehensible, thatwés
Impossible to know why a woman spoke or acted asdshh Yet it
was men who were the strange ones - impossibléucesa jealous,
demanding and ambivalent. It was strange that nasglshe had
decided to keep clear of any emotional entanglenne@nmfrica,
somehow, without volition, she had succeeded inglthe opposite.

Emma thought again about the party. She knew skdos&ing well.
Stewart would recognize the pretext of a headaohear excuse,
while Lance would take pleasure in rubbing it in.

She would go. She would go to the party, and taddawith them
both. Perhaps, she thought with a spark of devitnstre would find
a third man to spend the evening with, and put &tesvnose out of
joint, and that of Lance as well.

Once she had decided to go to the party the prot#emined what to
wear. Not that her evening wardrobe was exteng&igewear in the
Park she had brought with her a long cotton skithva simple
blouse, and a pale blue dress that she had woratsoes to parties
in England. She knew she could safely wear eithérese, outfits.

Or she could wear the pink dress. Sometimes, befwravent to bed

at night, she would take out the dress and lag her bed. Caressing
the soft folds of the material, she would relive lbvely evenings she
had spent with Stewart. Then there had been harimetwyeen them,

as well as something more.

Now - now he was angry with her, unjustifiably angcold and

matter-of-fact. Sometimes Emma wished he would $eelout and

give vent to his anger. Even if it meant havingcane, if it meant
shouting back at him, at least she could have egaahings and put
the matter right. But there was only the coldneksmthey chanced
to meet, the scrupulous politeness, the mannesthager.



At length she decided that she would wear the oattort and the
blouse to the party. She would dress her haitla tlfferently, and
on her face would be the smile of a person with an@iare in the
world.

Emma came back to camp a little earlier that aftenn Before going
to have a shower she opened the little cupboaatkelb at the pink
dress and fingered it thoughtfully. Then she tdukgkirt and blouse
and laid them out on her bed.

When she returned from the shower her hair wastrao curling,
and her skin was aglow from the sun and from thighaowelling
she had given it. She brushed her hair and putittfedipstick. Then
she dressed herself. When she was ready she labkeuiself in the
mirror, and from there she walked to the pot-pl#ikt.at once she
shook her head. Hurriedly she took off the blous the skirt, hung
them back in the cupboard, and then taking the dnelss from its
hanger slipped it over her head.

She glanced at her watch. It was time to go.

'Emmal!' Lance was the first to see her. 'You loglou look very
beautiful." The smile that lit his face was neitlasr quick not as
mechanical as usual, and it seemed to her thaé thas more
meaning in it. "Very beautiful indeed."

*Thank you." And then she was looking past at lamg at Stewart,
and he too was looking at her, not with the straadace that he had
worn these last three days, nor yet with the fdue Isad seen in
Pretoria, but with a gravity, a thoughtfulness whghe could not
understand.

'Stewatrt .. ." He put out a hand to her, and sheabaut to go up to
him, when a woman joined them — a very beautifulmaa:
Miranda.



"You two have met, haven't you?' The look on Stéw/dace was
gone, and his eyes were impersonal again.

‘Yes, of course. How are you, Miranda?' Emma wasirgm but
behind her eyes, where nobody could see, she khewas crying.
Miranda was standing beside Stewart now, and he madttempt to
detach himself as she drew her arm through his.

'Of course we've met,' said Miranda. 'The littlefggrapher. | hadn't
realized you were still here.’

'‘Oh, yes, I'm still around.’

'‘Will you be here much longer?' The tone was cadual to her
astonishment Emma realized that the question wadebb with
meaning. Was it possible that even Miranda wasshioé of her
position? That she too felt feelings of insecurity?

Fortunately they were not left to talk togetherlforg. Linda had her
party prepared, and soon the visitors were gathenaahd the fires,
laughing and talking.

Though a braai was a commonplace event in camptlifela had
been to much trouble, and managed to endow thepdaags with a
certain amount of festivity. The food was set ontalong table.
There were platters with meat; chops and juicy ksteaand
boerewors.In addition, she had prepared kebabs, which, Emi
learnt, were another South African speciality; s&esawith cubes"of
lamb and onion and green peppers speared on ta fffeeme were
mealies, slightly boiled, and only waiting for asbing to make them
special. There were potatoes, cooked in their jaclkead long slivers
of cucumber and tomatoes and spears of asparagues hll the fare
of a camp-fire, at its best and most delicious.

Soon the fire had died to a heap of glowing emlardwas ready for
the meat. As the men laid the long forks on thdgyifiorks heavy with



steak andoereworsand spicy kebabs, the fat dripped from the me
and hit the glowing flames with a crackle, and authewatering
aroma wafted through the air.

Jokes and laughter began to fly around the firesstMf these people
knew one another well, and though they met ofteerethwas

something about the easy, happy informality of fFeaty that

loosened tongues and set the eyes to smiling.

Miranda still stood with Stewart, her hand clutghet his arm, and
Emma was glad when Lance came to her, carryingdavdboard
plates in one hand, and doing a balancing trick waol drink glasses
in the other.

‘Let me enjoy this," Emma pleaded with herselfsTikiwhat | came
for - to eat beneath the star-studded African skt the cries of wild
beasts sounding through the darkness, while a mays pan
accordion and the crickets sing. This is why | Efigland. For fun
and laughter in a different setting, away from raimd mist, away
from unhappiness and broken promises, away fromptoations
and recriminations. Away from love.'

When they had finished eating they began to ddncanother set of
circumstances, on a different night, and with aaptiman's arms
around her waist, Emma would have been in heaven.

The lovely smell of exotic shrubs mingled with thatalizing aromas
of the braai. There was the vastness of the skyegltbe murmur of
people, and beyond, where the , fence separatedighe and
laughter from the darkness of the wilds, came tkermittent sounds
of the animals, sometimes harsh, always harmoniotiss setting.
This was what Emma had dreamed of when she hangtand, and
normally the atmosphere at this party would havéeetingling with
exhilaration.



As it was she felt flat. The anticipation, the sihalpe always at the
back of her mind that Stewart would come back tg tieat hope
which had provoked the wearing of the pink dressl how gone.
Inexplicably the sight of the visitors enjoying theelves served only
to heighten her own sense of anti-climax.

'Relax, Emma,' Lance said once. "You're as tense Ga about to
spring.'

'I'm sorry,’ she said contritely, allowing him toad/ her closer into
his arms. Dear Lance! He had been so good to déind from the
first day she had arrived at the camp. Always patiand
understanding, friendly and smiling. Sometimes s shown
disappointment when he saw that she preferred Stswampany to
his own, but the ill feeling had never lasted long.

He was always there, always in the background. SEwend fiddle
ready to take the part of the first when the needey she thought
irrelevantly. And though she tried to suppressthimeight as soon as
it arose, she knew that it was true. Lance waséleend fiddle in her
life, and no matter what happened, no matter whegtewart
returned Her love or not, this was the way it woalldays be.

She leaned closer -towards him when she saw itwlkas he wanted,

as if by complying she could make up for the ingesshe was doing
him in her"mind. But at the same time she was gladn Lance held

her close. For not far away she saw Stewart andrida. They too

were dancing together, and she watched as Mirdndg her head

back once, laughing up at Stewart, obviously amassdmething he

had said, while he in turn laughed back at hernTtee shared joke
at an end, she put her head on his shoulder, arfthtind that rested on
his aim went up about his neck.

Somewhere inside Emma, buried deep below the fabadéaughed
and smiled and joked, there ,was a pain that tdiiated tore. The



pressure of Lance's arm about her waist, the hasdofehis shoulder
against her chin, the very humanness and the {pétiat someone
cared, in some small measure helped her, notdenease pain, but to
make it bearable.

They had been dancing a while when there was aep&us
refreshments. Presently the music started agaimce.aturned
casually to her and said, 'Would you mind if | lgéu for a little
while, Emma ?'

'Of course not.'
'l want to have the next dance with Miranda.'

For a moment Emma stared at him in astonishmen She quickly
pulled herself together and said, 'Of course Itdoimd. You know
that.'

She watched him walk over to where Stewart and mizsastood
together, watched them stop talking as he cameoujneém, saw
Miranda glance up at Stewart and say a few wordenshe moved
into Lance's arms; Emma watched, it all, as if #reva dream
sequence, and then she saw Stewart pause, andfi@okthem a
moment, before he moved in her direction:

Then the dream was ended, and she felt her mouittingas she
looked about her as if to find someone to talksimme means of
escape. This was not what she wanted - that Stesharild feel
obliged to ask her to dance because she was sgpatbhne. An
obligation. A duty.

‘Don't run away from me, Emma.' The deep voice alase behind
her.

'I'm not running ... I..." she faltered, lookingchat him.



'You looked as if you were. Will you dance with rignma?’

‘Yes.' She was in his arms then, moving to the bktite music, and
for a little while she felt as if she were backwitim on that other
dance-floor, as if nothing had ever happened.

Then she remembered Miranda,, and realized thaath@sked her to
dance only because the other girl was with Lande 3pell was
broken. Instead of moving in silence, enjoyingiesic and the feel
of his arms around her,- she felt impelled all sdden to talk. But
the talk was not natural, the spontaneous expressi@ll that she
really wanted to say. Rather it was the forcedtehatf a stranger,
bright, brittle and gay..

'Isn't this super fun?' she heard herself saying.
"You're enjoying it?'

'Oh, it's just the greatest. Linda's a marvelloostéss. Such lovely
food and ... and everything. And of course, Lancel've been

dancing with him most of the evening, you know'sIseich a darling.
Just the right kind of person with whom to spenchsan evening.’

"You sound like a piece of advertising copy, Emnfatéwart
commented dryly.

'Oh, but heis super. Don't you think so? He*s... he's a fun @ers
Don't you agree?' Stewart did not answer, and sbadf herself
babbling on and on, empty chatter, exuberant aadgerated, totally
without meaning. But she could not stop. She hamtégent silences
before they could become embarrassing. And alvthie, as she
prattled, something within her was weeping.

Presently the dance was over. Stewart thankedrnteas he moved
away from her, smiling politely and impersonallggsknew that with
this duty dance, anything else that might havetedibetween them



was also at an end. The hope that she and Stevgdrt make things
up tonight had been futile. If anything, she wagher from him now
than she had ever been.

Lance danced with her once more, and she was ¢l @omfort
his arms gave to her. They danced together quiBtlg.need to talk,
to fill the silences, was gone. And though she ardg half aware of
it, Lance too had fallen strangely silent.

Later that evening, when the sounds of the campstieedd, and the
guests at the party had said their goodbyes, LoateEmma for a
last stroll around the camp.

It was near the river that she saw them - thefitgalke and the small
one, he with his arm around her waist, she withfaes turned up to
his. Involuntarily Emma stopped still, and Lancepgted walking
too. As they watched, Stewart suddenly bent, pstdther arm
around Miranda, and kissed her. It was over qujdky Lance and
Emma turned and walked the other way.

She glanced up at Lance, half expecting to seesiate the look of
satisfaction she had seen there on the night dilthewhen Stewart
had found her leaning against him with the rug alteem both for
warmth. That look was not there this time. Strapgelits place was
an expression that seemed compounded of bitteamessesignation
and unhappiness. Had Emma not been so occupiedhertiown

feelings of despair she might have questioneddkpatession in her
mind. As it was, she shrugged it off and forgotwthb

To Emma's surprise, a few days after the p&tgwart asked her to
go out with him. He had business, he said, at dtieeoother camps,
and thought she might like to accompany him.



The day began, pleasantly enough, with no ovafegir conflict of
any kind. Indeed, in a way Emma wished there hah lmenflict of
some sort, for it might have brought with it a cieg of the air, and
so an end to the tension that lurked beneath ttfacgufriendliness
between them. It could have ended the polite basfistrangers who
seemed to say, 'This we will talk of, but not thEhis far we will
venture, but not further.’

They talked and laughed together, but Emma wasraaily aware
of that tension, of the need to avoid silence, dbe sensed that
silence, at this point, would be unbearable. Wthiey talked they
were careful to avoid any topic that might leactgument. Lance's
name was not mentioned, nor that of Miranda. Tine dind the party
were as if they had never been.

Emma could not relax, so conscious was she ofi¢leisng between
them, as tangible as if it were made of bricks. Biewart feel it too?
she wondered.

They came in the late afternoon to a water-holgak one that Emma
had not previously been to. It lay on a rangeradraa road that
tourists never saw, and Emma enjoyed the peacédeamaty of the

sun-dappled clearing, with the river and the hoafkad sand just
below them.

In the shade of the trees, sheltering from the wnch even now in
the later afternoon, still burned hotly, was a hefrimpala. Though
she had been in the Park for so long now, and khewmpala to be
one of its most plentiful animals, Emma still thed to its effortless
grace, the ever-present look of newly-washed fresfinthe delicate
pose of the head and the alertness of the lowglydieyes.

'‘Some people say humans remind them of animaks,bbkerved to
Stewart as she watched them.



'‘Which group do | fit into?' he asked, with an asdiguirk at the
corner of his mouth.

‘Egoist!’ she laughed, side-stepping the questiorasn't thinking of
you.' If she had to choose an animal to represente8t which one
would it be? Which one would best symbolize theogance that
could turn to gentleness, and the fiercely indepahdpirit? 'l was
really thinking that some animals are like people¢ said.

'‘Reverse thinking.' His eyes twinkled. 'Should thea ask, which
animal reminds you of me?’

'You're impossible!" She pretended to pout, thosigé enjoyed his
teasing. It' was a slight return to the easy mawméch had once been
between them, and realizing that they were botti gfahe diversion
she knew that they would be happy to keep it uftla While longer.

‘All right, we'll agree to leave me out of the dission,' Stewart
grinned. 'Perhaps you'll tell me what ydomean."'

‘Take the wildebeest - whenever | see it | feed lkughing. | had a
boss like that once - a grumpy, bad-tempered mdmg always

looked as if he'd got out of bed the wrong way famgotten to wash,
and comb his hair.'

‘Marvellous!" Stewart put his head back and laughédu're quite
right. The comparison had never struck me before."'

‘Do you know what the vultures remind me of? Gasgipold
women, who hover around the scene of a tragedysaandal, just
waiting to sink in their claws ...'

'‘And then finish off their victims with their scaald Right again.’

'‘And then the impala,, Emma went on, encouraged hisy
attentiveness, 'Do you know where they fit in?'



‘No,' he said gently.
‘They're like a corps de ballet.'
‘They are beautiful, aren't they?'

‘They're perfect, so very perfect. That one' -@biated to an animal
that was grazing a little way from th& others, amals perhaps even
more attractive - 'she's the prima ballerina, frecsl one.' _

They sat a while in silence, enjoying the scenerdgethem, and
though the feeling of strangeness was still theseime measure, it
was not as strong as it had been.

Presently Stewart said, 'Look, Emma.'

‘Where?'

‘There.' He pointed.

'l..." Her eyes swept the bush, but she saw notnimgf the ordinary.

'‘Can't you see it?' And when he saw her bewildetnfensaid, 'The
buck haven't spotted it either. There's a lion, Emm

‘Yes!' she breathed, for she saw it now, moving/si@and stealthily
forward, the tawny hair blending perfectly with ggrroundings. 'Is
it...?"

'It's preparing for a kill. And | think, | very tah fear the victim will
be your prima ballerina.’

'Oh, no! Stewart; no!'

‘Yes. She's so apart from the others...'



He stopped abruptly. Things happened fast then h&hd becoming
suddenly aware of the danger, the steely speedeflion, the
helpless confusion and plight of the lovely impala.

'Stop it!" shouted Emma, in the one moment befohappened, and
when she thought the animal could still be sa\&op' it, Stewart!'

Desperately, when she understood that Stewart \biag go sit by
and do nothing, she tried-to wrench open the dbdnecar. At the
same moment Stewart's hand clasped hers in aike&atip that
brought tears to her eyes, and when she looked &gaas all over.

'Why didn't you save her?' she shouted furiously.

‘You little fool!" he said angrily, and his face svavhite with fury.
‘What the hell did you think you were doing? Opgnyour car door
like that!'

"You obviously weren't going to do anything!" Slaéd fiercely.:
‘The lion has to eat.'
'‘Rut notthatimpala.'

‘This is the jungle, Emma.' His eyes were likelst@d his voice was
taut. 'This is the jungle, with jungle laws. Anctbooner you realize
that the better!’

And then he had pulled her to him, and was kis$ieg roughly,
passionately, as if he would never stop.

Emma never knew how long the kiss lasted, When &tetook his
Hps from hers she pulled herself up against heraidhe car, numb,
shocked, unable to think.

‘Sorry about that,' he said, tight-lipped.



‘The law of the jungle too?"

'l said | Was sorry.'

‘Take me back to camp,' she said flatly.

Without a word he put the car into gear and stavtezk to Skukuza.

Miserably Emma stared out of the window. This wakslave as she
had pictured it, not the way she wanted it to lmebital, so ruthless.
She had wanted Stewart to kiss her, she had beetingyat for so
long now, but when his kiss came she wanted iettender, loving,
passionate - nothing like the kiss she had juseeepced.

The strangeness was back between them, and wihngthing more
— hostility, tension, a sense of waiting.

Emma had never been so glad to see Skukuza losight

'‘Be seeing you," Stewart said impersonally, as gogyut of the car.
‘Yes ..." she said uncertainly. "'Thank you for luhc

He did not answer, but just strode briskly awayrfroer.

When he had gone Emma turned and walked down tioviire Was it
going to be unbearable to remain in the same casnfteawart?
Should she go home now, even though a few weekbeothree
months still remained? Much as she wanted to, sleavkshe could
not do it.

There were still photographs she wanted, animasasis hoping to
see, pictures she was not quite satisfied withvaeistled to try once
more. But the photographs, important as they weeee not the only
factor involved.



There was something more, a personal obligatiociwbine owed to
herself. An obligation not to think of herself agadure ever again.
She valued her self-respect too much for that. $omeshe knew
that if she left the Park now, she would alwaysycavith her the
feeling of failure, and the knowledge that she hAHdwed another
person to influence her life.

Only a few more weeks. She would stay, and shedwmher best to
enjoy them. In spite of Stewart!



CHAPTER TEN

ONcE Emma had made her decision she found that sheinvest,
enjoying the little time that was left to her iretRark.

She did not drive around frantically anymore, skiag for animals,
but would go to the places she knew, the hippogodhe

water-holes, the slip-roads to the river. Therewbeld sit for hours
sometimes, watching the animals when they camédowater to
drink, and enjoying the exotic birds who sang thid and lovely

songs as they perched on the branches of neadsy Most of all she
enjoyed the sense of peace and tranquillity andrditeelessness.

She would miss this life, she knew that now. Sloai¢iint of England
and tried to imagine what it would be like to litkere again.
Hurrying along the streets of London, fighting tet @n to a tube,
huddling under an umbrella as she waited to crdsssg road. She
would think then of the life she had tasted andwgrdo love, and
would regret the basicness, the simplicity, theiradbess of it all.

Stewart. Stewart was an interlude, she tried tderkelf. She would
have to forget him. Sheouldforget him. At any rate, she would try.

Then there was Lance. She knew, with a twinge afsCence, that
the memory of Lance would become ephemeral oncevslseback
home. She had found herself spending more time hifthsince the
days of the film and the party and the kiss byrther.

'‘Will you ever think of me when you're back in Eagll?' he asked
her once.

'Often,’ she smiled. "Whenever | think of my woridEholiday here.’

'Emma—'he began, and when she saw the look eyes she knew a
moment of trepidation and would have liked to dtop. 'Emma, do
you think you could ever feel more than you do n@&k@ut me?"



'I'm very fond of you,' she said after a moment.
'Fond?' He looked at her quizzically.
'l like you, you know that.'

"You like me, yes. But... Emma, we both know whatdan. Do you
think you would marry me if | asked you to?'

She was silent, not wanting to hurt him. If onlintys had worked out
differently, if it was not Lance who had asked tluestion.

'Well, Emma?'

; "No, Lance,' she said at last, as gently as shkelc'No. | like you so
much as a friend, but marriage .. .’

'It's Stewart, isn't it?' he said quietly.
'I'm not marrying Stewart,' she parried the quastio
‘Then...'

'‘Perhaps I'm not ready for marriage right now. learease, let's
enjoy these last weeks together. We've been so/hagj now.'

'‘Okay, sweetheart' He looked quietly at her for @amant, then he
smiled. 'We'll try to make these weeks happy ones.'

Dear Lance! Always so reasonable, so good-natured.

And then there was Johnny. She would miss the. bathh his

freckled face and faded jeans, his funny smile eeder hands. 'l
wish you didn't have to go back,' he said now, ey tsat at the
hippo-pool.

'Holidays come to an end. That's a trite sayingjjtlsutrue.’



'‘What is trite?' He leaned back, pencil in thelaiwk-ing critically at
the sketch in front of him.

'‘Well-worn. Nearly finished the picture, Johnny?'

‘Just one more time here at the pool. The rest fitan later.'
'I'm going to miss it all," Emma sighed. 'It's sabtiful, isn't it?'
‘You don'thaveto go,' he insisted.

‘Johnny ...’

"You could marry Stewart.’

'l think we've had this conversation before. Angl &mswer is still no.
People don't just get married as a means to ah.end.

‘But if you really wanted to stay ?'

‘You'll understand when you're older.' Pity thaimgjs could not be as
simple as they were in the mind of a twelve-yeakr-oBesides,
Stewart wouldn't want to marry me anyway.'

'Sure he would. He. ..

'Let's change the subject, dear. Where did allrémgers go this
morning? | imagine | saw your dad leaving early.'

'Yes.' Johnny's brow puckered into a slight frowiey're after a
wounded buffalo.'

'‘Oh!’

'l hope they catch it. Buffalo can be dangeroukeabest of times, but
when they're wounded ...'



'Did quite a lot of rangers go?' she asked.
'‘Quite a few.'

‘Your dad was one?’

'Yes.'

'‘And ..." It was difficult to speak his name caggabut Johnny was
not in a communicative mood, and she had to knoarid Stewart?"

'He's there too.'

'‘Oh!" Would she always have this sinking feelingewéver she knew
he was in danger - although, of course, in a fewkseshe would be
ignorant of his movements. She wondered fleetinghether he

would write, whether she would have the heart tibewto him if he

did not respond to her letters.

'Oh," she said again. 'Will they be all right?
'l reckon they should be," he assured her..

The morning wore on. It was a lazy, lovely day, asthot as it
sometimes was, with the enervating heat that sappedtrength of
those not accustomed to it, and Emma was sorry whermlanced at
her watch and realized it was lunch-time.

'"Your twelve-year-old tummy is begging for its fodduppose?' she
teased him.

‘Well, I am a little hungry,' he admitted. 'l haltezaten for hours.'

'‘Not since breakfast,' she agreed smilingly. '@jht, Johnny, let's go,
then. It's a pity in a way, it would have been ricenake a day of it.'



'l guess we could stay,' he began a little haltieeiy.

‘No, Johnny. Not when you're starving. Next timeaaene I'll have
to remember to bring some food with me.'

‘Can we come again soon?' the boy asked her.

‘The next time you're home from school.’

'‘Oh, good. There's not much time left before thapetition closes.’
'‘We'll come again soon,' she promised.

"You won't go back to England before I've finished?

'Oh, Johnny!" she laughed as they left the hippa;p@nd began to
make their way to Skukuza. '"You're worse than dma@man when it
comes to nagging! I've told you we'll come agaiorso

Wheal they arrived at the camp they parted. Jolemnt his way, and
Emma decided to have a light meal and lie dowmafemort rest in her
room. In the afternoon she went out again for atshbile, stopping
her car near the river, and waiting for animalsdme her way. She
got back to camp shortly before the gates closed.

This was one of the times of the day she loved-sbken the visitors
returned to camp and crowded the shop to make thgdiper
purchases, or sat on the spacious verandah, egjayidrink and
talking about their day. It was one of the timegewkhe camp bustled
with life, and Emma loved to walk around and wattod people.

She was wandering through the shop when she savelL&le was

talking to someone, and she only waved a handrarnddat him. He

raised his head slightly and- smiled back, butaswa strange smile,
Emma thought, half-hearted and mechanical.



A few minutes later she saw other members of timepcpersonnel
talking together, their faces strained and still. ghe paused nearby
them she caught the words 'accident' and 'injuries'

'‘Has something happened?' She stopped abruptignaopition of
disaster gripping her all at once. 'Forgive me, babuldn't help
overhearing your conversation.'

'There's been an accident." One of the men tumdeet, his face
grave.

‘Accident?' Her heart lurched, as if she alreadgvkthe worst.

‘A party of men went out after a wounded buffalis thorning...'
'Yes! Yes, | know that!'

'One of the men has been hurt.’

‘Badly?' she whispered.

‘Pretty badly, from what we've heard. So far wé'ad no details.’
'‘Who ..." She forced herself to say the words. '\Whse it?'

'‘We don't know.'

"You don't know? But surely if you know about tleeident...’

'‘Bush telegraph - you know what that means. Wedirhmore by and
by.'

They were .obviously impatient to continue talkingere they had
left off before she had interrupted them, and theas nothing for
Emma to do but walk on.



Instinctively, like a wounded animal seeking its tzefore licking its
wounds, she went down to the river, to the placéhbyfence which
had become her refuge, and leaning her arms oferice she stared
unseeingly over the river and into the bush.

An accident. One of the rangers injured - badlyreql. Fatally? And
who? The question burned in her mind. Could it tesv&rt? She had
no way of knowing, no way of finding out.

She had no claim upon him by which she could goderdand, of
whatsoever person of authority she could find,&dddd the news as
soon as it came. No claim. No claim of any nat&ecept for one.
The unofficial claim, the one that nobody couldetdkom her. The
claim of love. The fact that she loved this manwaball else in the
world, that some part of her would die if anythingre to happen to
him. The most important claim of all in a way, ared one that could
never be acknowledged, never be spoken of, nevstiabed.

Disconsolately she began to walk. Morning mighhgrmore news,
more concrete facts and details. Until then shédconly wait, and
pray. She knew too that whatever knowledge she thggim could
only be gleaned by looking for it, by hovering abthe shop, the
office, any place where people might talk. For rbpavould seek her
out, nobody would look for her to tell her the nelaad or good as the
ease might he.

Emma slept little that night. Stewart's face wagtiomally before her

eyes - the strong tanned face with the smile tfegdtaip at one corner
of the mouth and made her heart turn over, the ghascould be at
times so arrogant and mocking, and at other tinobesnbelievably

tender.

Would she forget him when she was back in England@ld she
leave him if he was badly hurt?.Possibly, probabhen, Miranda
would be at his side, nursing him, looking aftemhseeing to his



every need. But in spite of Miranda, in spite of hititude to her,
Emma, could she bear to be in England when herpyed and
broken beneath a different sky?

Emma thought the night would never end, but towandsning she
drifted into sleep, and by the time she woke threwas already high
in the sky. The camp rang with the usual breakfasses of the
visitors, who were enjoying their holidays unawafethe disaster
which had occurred, and while Emma had a hurriedl iveo blue
birds chirruped and argued nearby, as they waibecér scraps.
Realizing she was not hungry, she threw the renddihsr breakfast
to the birds, and hurried in the direction of theémanistration
buildings.

‘Careful!” She was in such a hurry that she didowk where she was
walking, and before she knew it had collided witheason striding in

the opposite direction. 'Careful, Emma!" A hand tvem to steady
her when she would have fallen, and momentariharan slipped v

‘around her waist.

‘Stewart!" Shocked, she looked up at him, mindiedisat moment of
the emotions that flitted transparently - acrossfaee. 'Stewart! Oh,
Stewart!'

‘Yes, it's me.' He was smiling. "You look as ity seen a ghost.'
'l... Are you all right, Stewart?'
'I'm fine. What's wrong, Emma?’

'l thought;.. | imagined ... | heard there'd beenazcident,’ she
faltered.

‘Therehasbeen an accident.' His face was tired and grirnasty
accident.’



She looked -at him wordlessly, still too relieveg s presence to
ask anything further.

'l see you've heard about it,' he said.
‘Yes, last night. And | thought... | thought...'

‘What did you think?' And as she looked at him wkrsly a
softness, the tenderness she had glimpsed only dirfees before
crept into his eyes. 'Did you think ... Emma, dadiyhink it was me?'

She could not answer, the emotion still so stritiag she knew die
would cry if she tried to speak. Stewart put. hisnaround her
shoulder and said, 'No, Emma, it wasn't me.' Hespttast a moment
or two, then he said quietly, 'It was Mike.'

‘Mike?' She looked at him uncomprehendingly foeeosd, and then,
as the name took on meaning, she whispered, '‘Qnohdlike f Not
Johnny's father!

‘Yes.' He had taken his arm from her shoulder aad kghting a

cigarette, and she saw that the hand that heltlatme was not quite
steady. 'The buffalo had been wounded. When welgse to it ... it

charged. Mike tripped. It was an accident. He egbpver a twisted
root in high grass. It's .. . it's one of thosengfsi that happen
sometimes.'

'Is Mike...? Will he...?"

'He's alive. He's in hospital. He's in a bad way viee're hoping he'll
make it.*

'‘Oh 'Emma groaned,

‘They're going to operate today,' he, went on.



'Does his wife know? Does Jane know?' And when &temodded,
she said, '‘And Johnny?'

'Yes.'

The manner in which he said the word made her heldbreath a
moment. 'Did Johnny take it badly?"

'I'm afraid so. He ... he's very cut up.’

'He loves his father so much.' She was silent agtsbught of Mike,
Johnny's father, a cheerful man, a little oldentBé&ewart, who was
always ready with a smile and a friendly word foe girl who had
befriended his son.

'‘What will they do - Johnny and his mother?' sheeds
'I'm not quite sure,’ said Stewart.
'‘Will they stay here?'

'l shouldn't think so. Last night Jane was talkofigoing to stay with
her parents till Mike recovers.' If Mike recoveshe knew the words
were imprinted on both their minds.

"'l must see Johnny.' She turned to Stewart sugldmmd tears stood
in her eyes. "Such a dreadful thing! I... | onlypkdMike gets better.’

‘That's something we're all hoping.' He lifted haand and glanced
briefly at his watch. 'l must go now, Emma. | joame to camp for an
hour or so - things that needed doing - | musbgek.'

'‘But... | thought Mike was in hospital.'

'He is. But the buffalo is still at large. In thendusion, after the
accident, it got away. That shouldn't have happeitéeér, but it did.'



.."You're going after it?'

‘We're pretty close to it. The trackers know wheig but in the dark
we couldn't take chances.' He reached out and degwo him for a
moment. Then he said, 'Be seeing you, Emma.’

She watched him go, her heart heavy with apprebensie was
almost out of hearing when she called impulsiv&igwart!

Yes?' He turned and looked back at her questiopning|
‘Take care of yourself.'

He stood looking at her a moment longer, and thee saile that she
loved spread slowly over his face till it reachesldyes. 'I'll do that.’
He raised a hand, and then walked away.

Only when Stewart was gone did Emma become aware miore of
her surroundings. It was then that she saw Laneestblod not far
from her, looking as if he had just arrived on stene. But on his
face was a strange expression, and suddenly Emmédened how
long he had been there.

‘Lance,' she said uncertainly.
‘Hello, Emma.' He made no move towards her.
'You were listening?'

'l heard every word.' It was obvious from the waydaid it what he
meant. ‘Very touching!'

‘Touching?' she queried.

‘Don't you think so?'



'I'm not sure | understand you,' she said, wondeas she looked at
the expression in his eyes, whether she had eady tenderstood

him. 'A man has been badly hurt. | don't see angthbuching about
that.'

'‘Ah, but that man is not Stewart." Still the exgres lurked in his
eyes. 'And that is all that matters, isn't it?'

'I'm really not in the mood for this kind of talight now." She pushed
past him. 'l must find Johnny.'

‘Jane!" Emma put out her hand to the other womahasame into
the room. 'l only just heard.’

'‘Emma, thank you for coming. | needed someonelkotta Jane's
face, normally so pretty and cheerful, was distrdand white, her
eyes red-rimmed and with shadows beneath them.

‘You're packing?' asked Emma.
"Yes. We're leaving here as soon as my paints come.
'‘Have you heard ...?'

‘Nothing yet. It's this waiting .... this dreadfuiting that's so hard to
bear.'

'l can imagine,' said Emma softly.
‘All | want is to get to Mike,' Jane went on..
‘Can | help you with anything, Jane?'

'‘No... Yes... You see, Johnny ...’



‘Whereis Johnny?' asked Emma.
'l don't know.'

'You don't know?' Emma stared uncomprehendinglyhat other
woman. 'You mean you don't know where Johnny is?'

'I haven't seen him for hours.'
'l don't understand ...’

'He was terribly shocked when we heard. The newsecate last
night. Johnny woke and heard —'

'Yes ... | can believe he was shocked.'

'He's so close to Mike. He cried, Emma. He triedo&o quiet. |
suppose he was ashamed, heaven only knows whiaeashdn't want
me to hear him. As though | wouldn't know it wae tiormal thing
for a boy to do! Anyway, I'm his mother. | knew.'

'But where is he now?' Emma cut Jane short.
' don't know.'
'He must be somewhere in the camp, surely?'

'l, ..presume so.' Jane looked about her vaguehought perhaps he
was with you.'

'l haven't seen him since yesterday afternoonceswe came back
from the hippo-pool.'

'Hs must be hiding somewhere.' Jane was pacingt dbeuroom.
'He's a sensitive child. And, he adores Mike. |gma he's gone
somewhere to be alone.'



"But we must find him." Emma was more perturbeadhtbiae liked to
show this woman who already had so much to worouab

‘He'll come in just now. Johnny's unpredictableuMwever know
when he'll walk in,'

'Of course,' Emma said reassuringly, sensing Jaeed to convince
herself. 'I'll look around a little in the meantinfdo harm in that.
Perhaps he's hungry. If he is I'll see that heahaite.'

‘Thank you.' Jane tried to smile. 'Emma ,..’
"'l send him along to you when | find him," Emmeomised.
Thank you, I'd appreciate that.’

‘But first, what about you?' Emma said gently. ‘$ure you've had
nothing to eat all morning."'

'I'm not hungry.'

'You must have something to eat," Emma insistedu"Must keep up
your strength.' Without waiting for a reply Emmaufal a cup and a
tin of coffee, and taking the cup to an urn filiedith boiling water.
By the time she was ready to look for Johnny sltkdesn Jane drink
her coffee and eat a sandwich. 'I'll look for Johnow,' she said.

‘Thank you.' Jane was grateful. 'Johnny alwaysstatk much about
you, Emma.’

'‘And I'm so fond of him." She reached out a hanguisively and
touched Jane's arm. 'I'm sure he's all right. &le@nsible child.'

"Yes.' The anxiety in Jane's eyes belied her ctiovic



'l go and find him now. And Jane,. | know these just words ...
but try not to worry. About Mike, | mean.'

‘That's not so easy,' Jane said unsteadily.

' know.' Emma had a vision of how she would féetewart were
lying in hospital, critically ill. 'Try and rest litle, Jane. I'll be back
soon.'

Had she even then, when she left Jane, Emma wahdeiking
back, had a premonition that she would not findndgf? First she
walked to the administration buildings, to the slaog the office,' to
the library and restaurant, any place where sloegii that she might
find him. She asked the men and women who workddeatamp if
they had seen him. They all knew the boy, and wbakk known if
he had passed their way. But nobody could remerméeng seen
him.

By this time word had got around about the accidéfiterever she
went she found it was the topic of conversatiohndy was popular
and people were sorry for him. If they had seenthiey would have
known.

Emma walked the length and breadth of the camp, thasmany
bungalows, stopping to ask visitors whether they $@en the boy.
Here it was more difficult, for the holidaymakeiid ot know him,

and she had to rely on a description. And therewsany boys with
freckled faces and faded shorts.

She walked to the river and paced the fence, sieartte ground just
beyond it, knowing as she did so that he wouldb®oso silly as to
hide there. But by this time she was getting keldesperate.

As the hours went by and nobody had seen the baypd&became
more and more alarmed. Eventually there was takkeofling out a
search party if he was not found soon?



‘| can't understand it, she said to Lance, whensslw him.
'‘He's obviously hiding somewhere,' said Lance.
‘But where? I'm getting so worried.'

'‘He's probably playing for attention, Emma. Hedhwe when he's
hungry.'

‘Johnny's not like that," she said angrily, wonaigthat she had never
before realized how callous Lance could be.

The sun was high in the sky. All about the campdagimakers were
busying themselves with the mid-day meal, and 3titinny had not
been found. Emma grew more and more anxious. Jeieny's
mother, was beside herself with worry. Membershaf tamp staff
were now searching all over the camp, but as yeteszlway had
been made.

The idea came to Emma all at once. Glancing atagch, she saw
she could just do it. Without pausing for somethiogeat she made
for her car, only stopping at the shop to tell Landhere she was
going. 'He may be at the hippo-pool,' she told Hitm going there

now to look for him.’

'How on earth would he have got there?'

'‘He could have begged a lift with somebody." Andlasce looked at
her doubtfully, she went on quickly, 'It's a charit&e's not there I'll
return right away ... Lance, if anyone looks for meif Stewart
should come back and ask —please, won't you say'tleagone to
the hippo-pool and will be back late this aftern@on

Was she going on a wild goose-chase? she wondsr&teadrove as
fast as the speed limit allowed. Johnny had saiddegled one more
visit to the pool to complete his picture. He wasst on entering the



competition. It seemed to mean so much to him. Ao that he and
his mother were going to leave the camp he mightiage another
chance to go on with it.

Was she endowing him with a certain heartlessné&s?she wrong
in imagining that the picture would be on his mirfaen his father lay
in hospital, critically ill? Other people might th it heartless of him,
but they would not understand, for they did notwribe child as she
had come to know him.

Johnny adored his father - this she knew. The d&dtis accident
must have come as a terrible shock to him. Anddpkwas sensitive.
He might need something to help him get over theclkshHis art

meant so much to him. Was it possible that if hesfied the picture
his heart was so set on, this could perhaps giv@noa sense of
security to help tide him over the difficult timehwh lay ahead?

With this reasoning, it was not impossible that oy might have
looked for somebody who was driving that way, askked for a lift.
And yet, Emma wondered, if he had wanted to gd¢ohippo-pool,
why had he not come to her?

And then she thought she knew the answer to thestepn too, for
perhaps Johnny had been shy, wondering if she wibimtk him
callous in the light of what had happened.

Presently Emma came to the little path that slipgedy from the
main road and down to the river. With a sinkingrhee saw from
afar that there were no other cars in the litteeadhg. Nevertheless,
she knew, she had to drive down, park her car,cintb the rocky
outcrop where visitors were allowed to be, in cdsknny had, in
some moment of madness, prevailed upon somebotiate him
there to finish his picture, with the promise thatwould be picked
up again later.



A little nervously she got out of the car and wallke the rocks where
she had sat so often with Johnny. Usually a gusyddsnear the
parking area, a rifle slung across his shouldermpfotection in the
unlikely event of something happening, but todayuas not there.
Perhaps it was getting late, and he thought nolaiyd be coming
that way any more ...

It was therefore with a sense of apprehensiorBhaha walked over
the rocks, calling Johnny's name, starting oncenwaesquirrel

jumped across her way. In the distance a hippediifts head above
the water and took a long breath before submeriggelf once more.
Nothing else stirred.

When she was certain that she had not missed tlik ahd that he
was not at the pool, she turned back, heavinghacfigelief when she
was in the car once more with the door closed. Hewsafe one
knew a place to be, she reflected, one would neeces of steel to be
able to wander fearlessly, without any protectiorthe middle of a
game park.

Emma put the car into reverse gear and began tibaat of the
parking area, wondering as she did so why the pioeeseemed so
much more difficult than usual. The car was movisigwly,
haltingly, almost as if something were holdingatck. Perhaps there
were stones or drifts of sand that she had not sdem she had
driven down.

She drove in reverse all the way back up the Htife road, and then,
reaching the main road, turned in the directioskdikuza: The sun
was in her eyes now as she travelled, the harsdianhdbing glare of
the setting sun. Anxiously she glanced at her watot was relieved
to find that she would get back to Skukuza befbeegate closed.

It came to her after a while that she had seenan® for some time.
Obviously most people travelling this road had @arrback long



before, but she was not worried. She knew the leonfttime she
needed to complete the trip back, and though shst travel to the
maximum of the speed limit, she realized that shalvmake it.

The only thing that worried her was the strangkipgr movement of
the car. What could it be? She would have to haebacked when
she got back to camp.

All at once, with a final splutter, the engine cutt and the car was
still. 'Oh, no!" she groaned, pressing down het éwothe accelerator
as hard as it would go* 'This can't happen heresttcan't!’

But it had. Helplessly she looked around her, vighshe could get
out of the car and look into the bonnet 'to see dhese of the
stoppage, yet knowing she could not do it, for khd come some
way since leaving the hippo- pool, and a lion cobkl lurking
anywhere. In any event, she understood so litieiatne mechanics
of a car that even if she did look into the bontietye was little she
would find.

Almost without thinking she glanced at the dashto@hen it struck
her. She was out of petrol! Of all the idiotic tpmto happen to her.
How could she have set out without checking heggaunVell, now
there -was nothing for it but to sit and wait ustie was picked up.

Though she was annoyed with herself she was natiedont was
late, and she realized there Would be no passirggwhich could
stop and help her, but she had told Lance whergvabegoing. Once
she was missed, as she surely must be, Lance wenttisomebody
to look for her.

As she sat and waited her thoughts were more afnjothan of her
own predicament. Where could the boy be? Whatlmadhock of his
father's accident led him to do? She had been gairtdhat she
would find him at" the hippo-pool, had been so ghdten the idea



came to her, sensing that the thought which had eCtomher so
intuitively would be the right one. And yet he haaot been there/It
was incomprehensible to her what could have haptnkim.

Her thoughts turned to Stewart as she wonderecheh#te group of
rangers and trackers had found the buffalo, If tm&worry was over
and she could know that all was well, she thougt#ncing once
more at her watch.

The African sun sets in a blaze of glory, but ontas dipped below
the horizon it becomes dark very quickly. So absdrhbad Emma
been in her thoughts that she had not realized dark it had
become.

Suddenly she realized that the blackness was @litdier, oppressive
and frightening. A glimmer of light still remaineso that she could
see shadows all around her, no more than blackeshap the
fast-gathering gloom, and nervously she wondereethdnr this
shape or that was a bush or a lion. And then dwetittle light that
had remained was gone. It was quite dark - eestyangely,
unnervingly dark.

Would anyone see her when - if - they came? Thevis beginning
to creep into her thoughts, though she tried tdpusom her, for it
was obvious that somebody would be along as soeshesvas
missed and Lance said where she had gone.

Yet the fact remained - would the car be seen?eltvas a clump of
bushes just ahead, and beyond that a turn in #e ith no street
lights an approaching car could pass without spgttier.

Perhaps she should switch on her lights. She djdasd then,
moments later, switched them off again, for she wasertain how
the animals would react. What would be the reaatiban elephant
who chanced this way and saw the two great pooliguf beaming



unfamiliarly through the darkness? Would it walkegmor would it
charge?

She did not know - that was the trouble. She didknow what an
elephant might do. There was so much about anitnatshe did not
know. Stewart would know ...

Please, Stewart, please come. Come soon. So matcththdid know
and thus was frightened to try. And yet in a fenelseit would not
matter whether she. knew these things or not. lyldfwl, in London,
in the busy streets, it would not matter if she was quandary
whether to switch her lights on or to keep them foif the possibility
of an elephant blundering into her car would nostex

Please, Stewart. Please come. Of course he womid.ddow could
she doubt it? He would return from hunting the alaf from putting
the wounded animal out of its misery and out ofgeairio others, and
on his return to Skukuza he would go to speakre.Jdane would tell
him of Johnny's disappearance and that Emma wakoking for
him. And then he would come looking for her, ancewlshe in turn
could not be found, word would go round the camgnde would
hear, and he would tell Stewart of the trip to higpo-pool.

That was when they would come to find her. Shedsek it all so
clearly. She could see him running to his jeep @mng up to the
gates, closed and bolted now for the night. Shédcsee him tell the
man at the gate that this was an emergency, thabraan was
missing, that he must go out to look for her. And big gates would
swing open to let the jeep through.

Any moment now he would come. All she had to do siasnd be
patient. And wait.

It is burning hot beneath an African, sun, but wheght falls it grows
cold quickly. Now, in the car, with nothing warm band, Emma



began to feel chilly, and because she had hadngptii eat since
early that morning, she was hungry. Straining hy@seshe peered
into the blackness of the bush for any sight ofrapphing light.
Turning down her window— just an inch, for who kneavat lurked
by the roadside ready to spring - she tried tetisBut if a car was
approaching she could neither see it nor hear it.

The bush became alive with sound. The continu@unsiliar chanting
of the crickets sounded, all at once louder andenaimitive,
throbbing and pulsating, as if it spoke of all tiieknown that was
around her. Sounds that could be heard in theysafet camp, with
the security of fences and fires all around, werigegdifferent, Emma
discovered, when one had to listen to them alamé¢he unfenced
darkness. She heard rustling and crackling, thkitgaof baboons
and the maniacal laugh of a hyena. Once througldheness came
the long low roar of a lion, sending shivers downra's spine. The
lion could be far away, she knew, the sound ofratar echoing
through the stillness, or again, it could be vezgm

All at once she became aware of something watcherg Quickly
she turned her head. Two pinpricks of light sharte darkness. For
a moment she was confused. Then she realizedripagks of light
were the eyes of an animal. But what? Oh, God, What

Stewart! Lance! Where are you? Come! Please conag/b® I'm
being hysterical, but | don't know how much longean bear it.

Once she was aware of an animal, massive and éngig in the
blackness, nosing its way around the car, nuddmegyunfamiliar
object, before it wandered away. She thought tineh the night
would never pass - that there would never be arncetids nightmare
of sitting, quite alone, in the blackness, withdnainimals roaming all
about, and with no possibility of getting out oétbar and looking for
help.



It was not possible to sleep. Even if she had penldrightened, and
gradually she found she was becoming accustom#étetoameless
sounds all around her, shewas too cold and too rigute be
comfortable. Now and again she would find her egfesing, would
find she had dozed off for minutes at a time, lmta sleep never
came.

The false dawn comes early. Long before sunrisbldakness began
to lift into a kind of transparent greyness, sd 8te could make out
the shape of the bushes and trees around her. adoavway a

Klipspringer shivered beneath a tree, looked afdrea long moment,

and bounded away. As it became lighter and ligbtexr saw the
marks of many hooves nearby, and realized thasdbeds she had
heard during the night had not been imaginary.

Once she thought she saw a flash of movement beheidmp of
trees. It was not light enough to see distinctiy,smon the movement
became clearer and nearer. She saw the legstéilisand thin and
strong, and then as the bodies came clear of ¢es,tishe watched
three giraffes, stately and slow, nibbling at thyestof the trees. They
stopped when they saw the car, standing motiomesis,only their
tails, like small bristly brushes, flicking in tls#iliness. Then, of one
accord, they advanced to the road, scampered atrass were lost
in the bush on the other side.

More and more animals began to move through thes ti@cross the
road, and to the river. Now that the darkness lideld| and the
promise of help - for cars passed this way duriregday - was near,
Emma began to enjoy herself.

She had never been out quite as early as thisehdtwrthe gates only
opened a little later. Stewart had told her one tihe animals went
to drink long before sunrise, and she realized shatmust be hear a
drinking spot, so much game was she now seeing.



Three kudu, regal and beautiful, passed beforedreland a rare and
lovely sable antelope. A herd of zebra and wildebgeazed in the
bush not far away, and once a snuffling in the giesralded the
approach of a warthog. It looked her way for a $f@gitant moment,
then ran across the road in its stumbling gait,\aasl gone.

If only she dared get out of the car and open to# for her cameras!
She was toying with the idea - after all, it wouéke her only a
minute - when she saw the vultures in the tree®rdlthey sat,
hideous and dangerous scavengers - waiting. Skiersti suddenly
in the early morning coldness. Somewhere, very,rikare had been
a kill, for the vultures were waiting their turn e carcass. From
their position in the trees so near her, she kievkill could not have
been far away. Even now, predators of some kincwethe bush
nearby.

The hunger within her had become a gnawing paid, slre was
looking at her watch impatiently, when she heardite rumbling
noise of a car. Holding her breath, she watchethageep drew
alongside her.

'Emmal!" With a quick leap he was out of his cad amto hers, and
had pulled her into his arms. 'Oh, Emma, Emma''

‘Stewart!" She found she was crying with reliefda@mlso with
wonder, for she had never thought to see him Sowseeght and
emotional. 'Oh, Stewart, you found me.'

He drew away and looked at her, and she held leatliba moment,
thinking he was going to kiss her, and then, inegbly, he was
holding her by the arms and shaking her and sa{@ig,Emma, you
little idiot!"

‘Stewart?' She looked at him in bewilderment, mataustanding the
sudden change of mood.



'You went after Johnny, didn't you?"

‘Yes. Is he all right? Is Johnny all right?' shieealsurgently.
‘Yes, Johnny's fine.'

'Where did you find him ?'

‘He'd gone to see his father.'

'‘No!" She stared at him, wondering why she had méneight of this
possibility. 'l don't see how ...’

'He hitched a lift. He told a man who was leavirame that he
wanted to see his father, and asked to go withtbikelspruit.’

‘But why didn't he tell his mother?'

‘Evidently there wasn't time. The man was on thiatpaf leaving,
and Johnny thought he'd ring his mother from thephal.' 'Oh!'

'‘But there was some trouble with the lines, andcbeldn't get
through. He phoned last night.’

‘But, Stewart ... They were going to Mike anywagnd was packing
'l think Johnny felt he couldn't wait. Don't judigien too harshly, my
dear. He was so upset that | imagine be wasn'ttalide rational.'

'Of course,' said Emma. 'Poor Jane, she must heete $0 relieved
when he phoned.’

'l think she was on the point of collapse by thka,said quietly.

'‘Poor Jane,’' she said again, imagining what ther etbman had been
made to endure all day. 'Stewart, how is Mike?'



'l can't say "fine", because he isn't. But he/k i they know that now.
He was operated on yesterday, and he came throwugl i

'Oh, thank God!" sighed Emma.

"Yes,' Stewart said soberly. 'lt's been a mirathe way the buffalo
caught him ... it was bad, very bad. We've beeibtgmworried about
him.'

'Will he be able to come back here?' she asked.

'In time. | hope so - Mike is a wonderful rangeut & will take time.'
'‘And Jane? Does she still intend going to live Vi parents?’
‘Yes,-while Mike is in hospital. Then she can barrfam.'

'So Johnny won't be able to finish his picture, nkarsaid sadly.

Stewart looked at her strangely for a moment befmenswered,
‘They'll be coming back for a few days. There afevathings Jane
will still have to see to.'

'So | can still bring Johnny to the hippo-pool,rtfe
‘Yes, if you want to.'
'‘Oh, yes. He only needed to go once more - hessaid

'‘Was that why you came here yesterday? Did you bane idea that
he would be here ?'

'Yes. Yes, that's what it was.' She was silent anemd, watching a
duiker step daintily through the long grass. 'l eredreamed he'd
gone to his father. Stupid of me, wasn't it? Stéweanat happened to
the buffalo?'



‘We caught up With it finally," he told her.

‘Was it very difficult?' She thought of the den®@fithe bushveld, and
tried to imagine breaking a Way through it in skastan animal that
could be just about anywhere.

'‘We're very fortunate in that our trackers are Bene I've lived in

the bush all my life, but they see signs that | Mauiss. We found
the buffalo, Emma. We knew more or less where &,ved course.
We did — what was necessary.' He was quiet a mariéhén he
continued it was with anger. 'The utter senselessioé it all! It

makes me so wild, so terribly wild. It was anothestance of
poachers forgetting a snare. And look at the regultragedy. A
man's life in jeopardy, and the life of a magnifitanimal ended Iin
its prime.'

While they were talking it had become even lighéeid now, looking
at him, she could imagine a little of what he hedrbthrough. For she
saw the lines of weariness and sadness beneatlidgsand the grey
and haggard look upon his face, and her heart wanto him. Her
eyes dropped to his hands and she saw that they twen and
scratched, a jagged cut running up his right thumb.

‘You've hurt yourself!' she exclaimed.

He looked down, as if he had just noticed the 'Gliat was nothing,’
he said quietly.

‘You've had a rough time,’

‘It was rough, yes.' He looked at her, and she ag&snished at the
anger that flared again in his face. 'lt was rouigynma. And when |

got back to camp and found you were gone, and nokioew where

you were - how do you think | felt then?'



She stared at him uncomprehendingly as he werlYon,can be so
foolish, Emma. | was beginning to say that wheonunid you, and
then | got sidetracked, talking about Johnny.' Hppged her arms
and shook her. 'Little idiot! Don't you ever thihk?

'l don't know what you mean.' Her lips were tremdli

'Did it never occur to you to wonder what someolse enight be
feeling?' he demanded.

‘But...'

'How do you think | felt when | got back to campddound you were
gone? | asked around and nobody knew where you Weledy had
seen you go. The gates were closed, and your roasnewpty, and
your car was not where you usually park it. Whas Wep think?'

''d gone after Johnny,' she stammered, still lsvéd by his anger.
'l thought he might have gone to the hippo- poblke Tompetition ...
He was so keen to finish his picture. And if he \Wes/ing here he
wouldn't be able to ..." She trailed off miseratilguess | was silly,
but we couldn't find him anywhere, and then | tHougf this. It was a
kind of last resort. | was wrong, though, he walete at all.’

'l hit on the hippo-pool somewhere in the middi¢haf night,' Stewart
told her. 'After I'd been lying awake for hoursiyto imagine where
you could be.'

‘You -were so worried about me?' she said wondiring

‘You're even more of a fool if you don't know thht said abruptly.
‘Somewhere around midnight | remembered your tuipls Johnny,
and | twisted the gatekeeper's arm to open the gaidy, as soon as it
was light enough for me to see.’



'Oh, Stewart,’ she said with a sob. 'So you reditly come here
because of me.'-

"Well, of course. Why do you think I'm here? Bumiaa, why did
you go out so late yesterday? You must have knawnwouldn't get
back?'

‘It wasn't that,' she said. 'l ran out of petrol.’

He stared at her for a long moment. 'Emma, myeliidiot of an
Emma,' he said despairingly, with a tendernessrttzaie her heart
skip a beat. 'Is there no end to your foolishnéks#® can you ever be
... He stopped and did not finish the sentencéy'didn't you tell
somebody? Why didn't you leave word where you \gerag?'

‘But | did,' she said blankly. 'l told Lance.’
‘Lance?'
"Yes, of course. If only you'd asked him.'

There was a long moment of silence. Overhead theres soared in
the rapidly lightening sky, and from the. riversithe three giraffes
she had seen earlier stepped gracefully back beerotad, returning
from the morning drink, and vanished into the bush.

'l did ask him," Stewart said presently.

'You did?' She gazed at him in utter bewilderment.
‘Yes.'

'‘What did he say?'

‘Nothing,' he said shortly.



'He didn't tell you where I'd gone?'
'‘He only asked me why | thought he would know yatereabouts.’

'‘But that's ... that's incredible!" Emma felt numipshocked. That
Lance could have behaved like this was entirelyobdy her
conception of him. 'Did he know | was missing?'

'Of course. | told him.'

‘Then ..." The full enormity of Lance's betrayagjae to sink in. 'He
must have realized something had happened to me&nkle. He
knew | was out in the bush ... alone. It could hagen anything ...
anything:... couldn't it?' she appealed helplessly.

'It could," he answered her gravely.

'He didn't know that I'd run out of petrol. | coulthve had an
accident... a lion or an elephant, or... or sometiwrong with the
car.'

Stewart let her talk. He sat quietly at her sid#jrig her talk, letting
the havoc of her thoughts resolve themselves imsvor

'l didn't know ... | never thought he was capallsamething like
this. Stewart' - she turned to him - 'did you know?

'l hadn't thought of it. But now that it's happenéoh not all that
surprised.’'

"You never really liked him, did you?' she saidigio
'‘No.'

'‘And he - he didn't like you either. He warned m&éep away from
you.'



'‘Really?’
"Yes - on that first day. Why didn't you like Lan&tewart?'

He did not answer immediately. Presently he saidefe was
something about him I didn't trust, but | was nekesen to talk about
it. You liked him and you would have thought | viagng to turn you

against him.'

‘Not after this. Stewart, he didn't like you. Sommets | thought he
hated you.'

'l think he did, 'Stewart agreed.
'‘Why?'
‘Jealousy," he said shortly.

It took a moment for the impact of what he was gy sink in.
‘Jealousy? Of me?' she said at last, slowly.

‘Yes. But not in the beginning.’

‘Was there somebody else?'

‘Miranda.’'

"You mean ... ?' She could not finish the sentence.

"Lance was in love with Miranda. She's very bealtyou know.'

'Yes.' The face of the other woman swam momentaeipre her
eyes. 'Shés very beautiful.’

'And Miranda ... At the time Miranda didn't seemwtant him.'



'‘She was in love with you, wasn't she?' Emma toexpeak casually,
but to her own ears her voice sounded brittle aadked.

‘She thought she was.' He went on after a momeamhggEmma no
chance to wonder what he meant. 'At that stage d already
resented me. We'd had a few set- to's, when licegibim out about
his work - things that were slapdash or wrong. Themen Miranda
seemed to reject him, | think he began to hate me.’

'‘Oh!"And in the middle of it all you arrived. Yamere so innocent
and pretty and appealing, and ..

'He decided to use me for his own ends?"

‘Not entirely. He wanted to make Miranda jealods;aurse, but he
came to like you. He really liked you. And thengcotirse ...’

‘Then?' she repeated tonelessly.

'‘He saw that — liked you. That was when he made a special ffort
win you.'

Emma was silent, remembering the odd feeling sheé had
sometimes when she'd been with Lance. Like picturesa
kaleidoscope they flashed before her eyes - tive doi Pretoriuskop
when Johnny and Stewart had been discussing amgotiie scene at
the film, when Stewart had found them together a#n¢he rug,
walks to the personnel quarters, when he had knthey,would see
Stewart... Things were becoming clearer.

‘But I still don't understand why he left me outéhall night when he
realized | must be in trouble, she puzzled.

'l don't know, Emma. But | imagine in his twistddnking it was a
form of revenge. Apparently he felt you preferreel tm him. Was he
right, Emma?' he asked very gently.



She looked away, knowing she could answer onlyrttig, and at the
same time sensing the futility of it all. "Yes,eskaid tonelessly.

He took her hand in his and stroked it.

'I'm going to take this up with Lance when we gstiy' Emma said.
'He won't be there,’ said Stewart. 'He was leathed?ark at sunrise.’
‘Leaving?' She was astounded.

'With Miranda.'

‘No!'

‘You see...'

All at once she knew she had to have a breathiagespefore she
heard any more. She realized also how very hungeyvsas. 'You
don't happen to have something to eat, do you“a'sike.

For a moment Stewart looked startled. 'Of course,'said. 'lI'd
forgotten. You've had nothing to eat since lashhi¢you must be
hungry.'

'Since yesterday morning, actually,’ she corredted, 'and I'm
starving.'

‘My poor little Emma!' He laughed softly as he ttrhis hand into his
pocket and brought out a slab of chocolate ancbptea'Emergency
rations - another rule to remember.' He smiledeawdiched her tuck
hungrily into the food. 'I'm going to take you baokcamp just now,
but first there are a few more things | must saydo. Can you last
out?'



'‘With this | can.' Already she was feeling betmnd eager to hear
what he wanted to say.

'l told you Miranda imagined she was in love with,rhut she wasn't
really. I'd done something for her once, for het bhar brother, some
time ago. It was something she was very gratefubiod she mistook
her gratitude for love.'

He was silent for a long while, and when he comthat last he was
looking out of the window. 'At first | allowed hdp visit me.
Mistakenly perhaps, but | was lonely, and ... W$e harm in it. I'm
very fond of Miranda. But then - circumstances d®h and | began
to find her persistence embarrassing. | tried tplar why |
couldn't... Anyway, on the night of Linda's partgrided it.'

'‘But | saw you kissing her.' She said the wordsuisigely, without
thinking, and wished she could have swallowed tbed#/ as soon as
she had uttered them.

'So Lance followed us there too.' He looked asteadily, and Emma
remembered the look of bitterness on Lance's fatelast she
understood it. 'l had explained things to Mirandhat kiss was a
farewell.'

'And now she's with Lance?"

'‘He'll be good to her. He's weak and vacillatingt be really does
love her, and perhaps ... perhaps it's what hesneegull himself
together. | rather think things will work out fdrem.'

‘You said — circumstances had changed,' she bezgiahtly. "What
did you mean?'

'‘Don't you know, Emma?' He looked at her steadihd the look in
his eyes made her breathe faster. 'Don't you know?"



'l..." She could not speak.

‘Must | spell it out for you, my darling?' He dréwer close, and his
arms were strong and firm. 'l love you, Emma. leloou so very
much.’

'Oh, Stewart!" Her eyes were wet as he presseliphiso hers, firm
and hard, passionate and yet infinitely tender.

'‘Have | been such a brute to you that I've made hate me?' he
whispered. 'Say you love me, Emma. Please say it.'

'l love you,' she said brokenly. 'l always have.'

‘And | you, from the very beginning. When | saw ystanding so
innocently in the bush, taking your picture. I'egdd you always.'

‘You never told me,' she whispered.
'l know. For two reasons ...'
'Reasons?’

'l wanted to be sure that you weren't turning toanghe rebound -
after Jimmy.'

'Oh, no, Stewart, no!'

'You . . . you seemed so happy with. Lance ... ytdon our trip
together | thought... | began to wonder then wihreyloel were just
lonely.'

'I've been over Jimmy for some time now,' she gaidtly.
‘And Lance?"

'He was never more than a friend.'



'l had to be-sure.' He held her very close. 'Entbmama, my darling,
| want you to be my wife. But there are things angaanger's wife
must know. Elemental principles that must be foldwrules to be
kept ...

'You said there were two reasons,' she reminded hifhisis the
reason. | - I've been brutal to you, my darlingt béelt you must
know what will be expected of you.'

‘That time at the gate...'

"Yes. And all the other times. You thought | wasnigecruel, and |
did feel dreadful. But there are rules. Mary ... Mdigd because she
did something foolish. | couldn't see that happgaira' He held her
for a while without speaking. 'There's so muchyou to learn. It
won't always be easy. Emma, am | being cruel? Shiowther send
you back to England where you belong?'

'‘No." She clung to him. 'l couldn't bear it.'

‘My darling." He stroked her hair gently. 'My bauf funny,
hungry, lovely darling. | haven't even proposed/¢o properly. In
my high-handed manner I've been taking things fantgd. Will you
marry me, Emma?’

They drew away from each other and looked for g lm@ment into
each other's eyes. She saw the strength and théfadtness, the
tenderness and the passion and the kindness ofahehe loved.

‘Yes,' she said. 'Yes, my darling. Yes.'

And then he was kissing her, hungrily, tenderhggpanately, as if he
would never stop. She knew then that whatever hathe future,
whether their life together would be easy or difficit would not
matter. For she would be with Stewart, with thiswshe loved above
all else in the world.



Her arms went up about his neck then, and she isas@ him back.



