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When Jenny was offered the chance to go out tohSafica for a
few months she couldn't help hoping that this midpet her
opportunity to find her childhood friend Neil Dodabn again. For
Neil had been seen there recently, in the very &rakerg Mountains
area where Jenny would be going -- and she stit ker old half
affectionate, half romantic memories of him. Budtead she met two
other men -- the charming Andrew Langley, and tlopiady
charming but far more puzzling Ross Sundy, and eetvithe two of
them all kinds of complications ensued. And shiéfstuind no trace
of Neil...



CHAPTER ONE
‘Jenny.' The question came again. 'Will you go?'

‘Lynn . . ." Jenny Windham raised troubled eydsetofriend. After a
moment she bent her head once more and began tohgotea. She
put a cup of tea and a plate of scones on a tad®éd Lynn, then
dropped on to a cushion near the fire." | don'khsehe said at last.

‘You'd love it, Jenny. | know you would.' Lynn Rahes watched the
small slender girl, and wondered what she could@agonvince her
that the holiday would do her good. Jenny's fair kaoked like
burnished gold, and her lovely violet eyes wereosltnblack in the
firelight. But her face was drawn, and a little tbom, and beneath her
eyes tiredness and grief had etched small lineth vin and fresh air
and the relaxed environment of a mountain holittagse lines would
vanish, Lynn thought. ' Mom wants you to come, yefe's so fond
of you.'

‘And I'm fond of her.' Jenny looked up swiftly.ne&Ss a dear. I'm so
glad that she's better again.’

'Yes, sheis better. But she needs a change of climate. Thieodoc
wants her to get away as soon as she can.'

Yes . ..

'l want someone to be with her, Jenny. If you wagtee to go I'll
have to find somebody else.' Lynn paused and tosip &rom her
cup. ' It would be a holiday for you, Jenny. Momedo't need a
nurse—you've had enough of nursing anyway. Whatglels is a
companion, a friend. And | know she wants it toyba.’

'‘But South Africa is so far away,' Jenny murmuedmbling a piece
of scone between her fingers.



‘No more than a day by plane.'
'‘What did you say the mountains are called?’
‘The Drakensberg. The Mountains of the Dragon.’

‘The Mountains of the Dragon,' Jenny repeatedysdfiér eyes lit up
suddenly.’ It does sound tempting, Lynn.'

‘Then grasp the opportunity, Jenny.' Lynn put ddvem cup and
crossed to the window. 'Still raining! Can you renfier our last
summer day? Heavens, this weather is vile! If item& for Donald
and the baby | would go with Mom myself." Turningprh the
window, she asked more softly, ' Why don't you wargo, Jenny?'

‘There's the cottage,’ Jenny said hesitantly, waomglevhy she could
not make up her mind to go.

‘No problem. I'll be in every few days to see togs.'
'‘And then—there's the estate . . .’

‘Donald is winding it up for you. He doesn't need yhere, Jenny. He
said so. In fact, he thinks the change would beldooyou.’

Actually it had been Lynn's husband who had hitlenidea in the
first place." Jenny was at the office,’ he had r&eth one evening
recently. ' She looked a little peaky, darling.é”ahd thin, and so
tired. You're not happy about Mother going awayhen own. Why

not let Jenny go with her?’

'‘Donald thinks it would be a good idea?' Jenny diskeertainly.

‘We all do. You've had a rough time the last fewrgeJenny. Both
your parents ill for so long ... all the nursingdasadness ... | don't



suppose you can remember the last time you wemptoty or to the
cinema.'

'l didn't want to go,' Jenny said swiftly. ' | didmiss not having a
social life.’

'Of course, | know that.' Lynn came back from thedew. ' But now
it's time for you to take up the threads of livimgce more. Have you
given any thought to what you'd like to do?"

'I've a few things in mind. | haven't quite deciged.'

'‘Well then,' Lynn said enthusiastically, 'what bettime than now for
a holiday? You'll come back refreshed and energatid just brimful
with plans and ideas. Don't you see that, Jenny?"'

‘It certainly sounds nice.' Jenny smiled gratefatyher friend. ' |
know | can't go on like this. And a holiday would Wwonderful. It's
just. - . Oh, | seem to be all mixed up at the matm#/hen do you
want an answer?'

'‘By tomorrow, if possible.’
'I'll sleep on it, then. Another cup of tea, Lynir?d a scone?'

‘Just a quick cup. Then | must go.' Lynn glancedhet watch. '
Heavens, look at the time! If | don't get back stoifieed the baby
Mom will have a bawling grandchild on her hand$ie egan to
spread jam on a scone. 'Jenny!" She looked up slyddemembering
something. 'Do you know, you might even meet anftig you went
out there with Mom. Did | tell you that the Stevghiad met Neil in
the Drakensberg?'

‘Neil?' Jenny looked puzzled. ' Neil who?'



‘Neil who used to live here in the village. YeagoaDon't you
remember him?'

‘Neil Donaldson?' Jenny sat bolt upright on hehmus 'Lynn, you
can'tmean Neil Donaldson?'

'Yes.'

‘But . . ." There was a dazed expression on Jeagss ' | can't
believe it. Neil ... in the Drakensberg . . .'

'l believe he works there.' Lynn was watching hreenid's stunned
reaction. ' He's a forester, Sandra Stewart saithy] you look as if
you'd seen a ghost.'

'It's the way | feel," Jenny said shakily. ' Neilafter all these years!
And I'd given up hope of seeing him ever again.'

'He meant so much to you, then?'

‘Neil was my childhood," Jenny said simply. ' Hehe was like an
older brother to me, Lynn, only more so.'

' never knew that.'

'l loved my parents very dearly, but they were gsylrunning their
shop.' Jenny spoke slowly, her eyes soft and distBaring the day |
hardly saw them. And yet | never minded becaused Neil. He
lived next door. And he was the best friend adlitgirl could have
had.'

'He must have been much older than you.'

'Six years.' She paused to consider. ' Neil mughioy now. It's so
hard to believe. Last time | saw him he was a Inoyy he's a man.
Perhaps he's married and has children of his olwnL¢hn, you don't



know how often I've wondered what became of himakiays loved
the outdoors, but | never dreamed he was a foresttdrat he lived so
far away.' She glanced at her friend. ' Do you raber him, Lynn?'

‘Not really. | hardly knew him, Jenny. | think waroe to live here at
about the time that he left the village." Lynn vded her brow.
'‘Wasn't there some scandal?'

‘Yes. It was horrible. His father was involved inaurt case. | was so
young at the time that | don't think | understoodat all, but |
remember how people talked. And Neil was so unha@mece he
cried, and | was so frightened.’

'‘Was it then that they left the village?'

‘Yes. When the trial was over Neil and his mothexed away. | was
So upset, Lynn. | thought | would never get over it

'‘And yet . . . Forgive me, Jenny, but you didn&apof him often.
Until now I'd never realised how much he meantdo.y

'l was only ten at the time,' Jenny said thoughtfuAnd at that age
grief passes quickly. There Was school, and gaked.then you
came, Lynn, and we became friends. It's been @dgntly . . ." Her
words trailed away as she got to her feet and wetite window.
Lynn watched her, a small slight figure againstihekground of the
never-ceasing rain. ' With all the unhappiness she was speaking
once more, softly, sadly, ' I've been thinking @iiNnore and more
often.’

Again she was silent, and Lynn thought it besttaajuestion her. It
was beginning to grow dark. Jenny had not yet $weioon the lights,
and only the flickering firelight gave warmth antelIto the room.
Lynn got to her feet and drew on a coat and scddu'll let me know
whether you'll go?' she asked.



'Of course.' Jenny walked to the door with herynr, whatever |
decide—thank you for the invitation.' She smileddenly. 'You're a
good friend.'

When Lynn had gone Jenny went back to the fireli@uup on the
carpet, with her head on the cushion, she stamatiifully into the
glowing embers. Perhaps Lynn was right, and whaingeded was a
holiday. Two years ago she had given up her ofbbeto nurse her
parents. Now die time had come to step out intavibied once more.
What better way to begin than by spending threethzoaway from
home, basking in sunshine, walking and swimming @imabing.

Perhaps she would find Neil. It was true that hd haen in her
thoughts more and more often recently. For Neil th@spast—not
the immediate unhappy past, but the past of hddlebtod. The
carefree happy childhood that seemed so very Igng a

Though Neil had had many friends of his own agdydealways had
time to listen to her chatter, to help her whenwshs in trouble, to
take her boating or swimming or walking. ' Jin-Jie would call her
when he consoled her after some mishap. ' Dry yeans, Jin-Jin.
Everything will be all right." And with Neil to makit so it always
was.

Now her mindWas flooded with memories, Neil, teaching her t
swim, holding her chin when she was certain sheldvewallow
water. Neil, taking a splinter out of her foot whame had balanced
barefoot on a log fence. Neil, fighting a boy wlaalhried to hurt her,
emerging from the fray with a bleeding nose anavgig eyes.

Neil! Neil who was the only link with the past ndhat her parents
had died.

She rose and went to the window. It was still ragnia soft seeping
rain that seemed never-ending. Straining her dyegsered out into



the gathering darkness. A cluster of roses had doose from a
trellis and hung drooping and sodden. A cat sliinéugh the garden,
jumped over the wall and vanished. All at oncefteding of bleak
desolation was more than she could bear.

A vision swam before her eyes—mountains and forkathed in
sunshine, and Neil waiting to welcome her. By tingetshe turned
from the window to stir up the fire her decisiordlmeen made.

Next morning Jenny told her friend that she wouwdampany her
mother to South Africa. Thereafter things happegeitgkly. There
was so much to do— travel requirements and headfhlations to be
complied with; clothes to be bought.

Jenny took a long hard look at her wardrobe anddddcthat the

tweeds. and jerseys which were so suitable foritifan English

village were not the right garments for a holidayhe sun. Early one
morning she and Mrs Ramsden, Lynn's mother, tregtéth London

and spent a glorious day shopping. Lynn was waitinghem when

they got back, and enthused over the things Jemaydought—

cotton dresses in vivid colours, slacks and blouses skirts for the

evening, and a pair of multi-coloured sandals.

The days passed in such a buzz of activity thaight Jenny fell into
bed exhausted. Even the plane trip to South Aaichthe subsequent
train journey passed in a kind of dream. A hotelwas waiting for
them at the station, and then at last they wenth@tast stage of their
journey.

When they left the station Jenny looked around éwgrecting to find
mountains towering above her. But she was disapgubiior all she
could see was a line of peaks on the horizon, saviay that they
were insubstantial and without form, almost likeutds.



But the further they drove, the more rolling becahe countryside.
Soon they were entering the foothills of the Dradmarg. With

growing fascination Jenny watched the undulatingd$gape
unfolding on either side of her. It was a prettydscape, rolling and
gentle. Sheep cropped at the sparse grass andwhezdields with

tall, unfamiliar crops. Once the car had to stog wait while a herd
of cows moved from one side of the road to therothe

Higher climbed the car, and higher, and now thesgmral line of
peaks came closer, grew taller, began to acquapeesand form.

Presently the driver turned and smiled. ' When ate@und that bend
you'll see the hotel," he said.

Excitedly Jenny sat forward in her seat. Then these past the bend,
and there it was, a small cluster of buildings Iiregtn a clump of

pines. A-spiral of smoke rose above the treesngithe hotel a
homely welcoming appearance. Mrs Ramsden lookekémty and

smiled.

The formalities over, Jenny and Mrs Ramsden weosvshto their

bungalow, thatched and round and whitewashed, avitlivid red

creeper climbing its walls. Inside, the bungalowswast as pretty.
Turquoise curtains picked put the colour of theven bedspreads
and carpets, and though the room was simple” it dradhviting

warmth and appeal. Jenny ran to the window, opéndde, and saw
they had a splendid view of the mountains. ' Wauiiful'' she cried
impulsively. Then, turning back into the room, stewv that Mrs
Ramsden looked tired.

'Shall | order tea and some sandwiches?' she siegigées|l unpack
for us both, and you could have a rest.’

'I'd like that,' said Mrs Ramsden gratefully. ' Tjoarney tired me
more than | had thought it would."



*You'll feel better after you've had a rest.’

'I'm sure | will. And while I'm resting, yowill go and explore, won't
you, Jenny?"

'If you're certain you won't be needing me.'

‘All 1 need right now is a good sleep. Jenny,' ¢heras a look of
concern in the warm brown eyes. ' My dear, | wasi yo enjoy
yourself while we're here.'

'Oh, but | will," the girl said eagerly. ' It's &b beautiful—the little
I've seen of it.'

'l don't want you to feel that you must spend ybomre with me.
You're young, and I'm old, and the two generatibage different
needs.'

'l came to be with you,' Jenny said quietly.

'Only as a friend, and to help me when | need itt Bn neither

ancient nor bedridden, my dear. I'll be perfectyppy spending my
time in this lovely garden, with the sun warming bgnes, while |

knit for Lynn's precious baby. Perhaps I'll everdfpeople of my age
to be friends with. I'd enjoy the odd natter. Buatts not for you. |
want you to get out, make friends, go exploringie Ssmiled

suddenly. ' | must be able to write to Lynn thatiycheeks have
colour and your eyes the glow of the Jenny we tsdéthow.’

‘You're a darling, Mrs Ramsden.' Jenny stretchddaduand to the
older woman. ' You and Lynn . . . Anavill enjoy myself, | promise.’

'Rose said something about Neil Donaldson." Mrs $tm watched
as Jenny opened a suitcase and began to hangsseslre

'Yes. Apparently he's a forester.'



'l hardly knew him," Mrs Ramsden said thoughtfullut you were
friendly with him, weren't you ?'

‘Very." Jenny wondered how much Lynn had told hethar. ' It's
hard to believe Nell is here. I've wondered sorofilhat became of
him.'

You'll try to find him?'

‘Yes.' Jenny turned from the cupboard. ' It's whatant more than
anything else. | think . . . Oh, was that a knoltkfust be the tea.’

Mrs Ramsden was very tired. They had their teal@mse, and Neil
was not mentioned again. When they had finishedylbelped Mrs
Ramsden to lie down, arabverednher with a rug. Then she change
out of her travelling clothes, put on a blouse anpir of slacks, and
closing the door softly behind her she went oud the garden.

On arrival at the hotel there had been little timemore than just a
very quick impression of their surroundings. Nowrle walked
slowly through the gardens, enjoying the beautyaedund her; the
lush green lawns, the big spreading trees, shrondbashes bright
with exotic flowers.

Finding a wooded path that led away from the hshel decided to
explore. Twigs crackled underfoot and there wasthad of rushing

water. Suddenly she was out of the trees andtegas. She walked a
little way along the stony bank, enjoying the crurmd the pebbles
beneath her feet. Then, seeing an enormous roektestd and

invitingly curved, she sat down and leaned back.

Jenny drew deep breaths of the mountain air. Hosp @nd fresh it
was! She felt, all at once, as lightheaded aseflsd just downed a
glass of sparkling wine.



It was very still. The buzzing of insects and thegle of the water
rushing over the rocks seemed only to enhancetilheess. Above

everything towered the mountains, folded one bethedother, tall,

rugged, brooding, mysterious. The great escarprnseeined to
stretch without end as far as the eye could seerelivas something
primitive about all this beauty, something basid agal and close to
nature. Something, Jenny thought, and knew alhaé ¢hat she had
been right to come here.

She left the rock and slithered over loose peblbdeshe water.

Kneeling down, she cupped her hands to catch soaterwShe

dashed the water over her face and gasped fohtaedhe iciness hit
her with a shock. The water dried quickly and sfethe sun on her
face once more.

She laughed suddenly. It was a lovely laugh, joyamd unexpected.
It was the first time she had laughed for a longgti'l'm going to love
it here,' she thought. Tomorrow she would enquideué Neil. Her
happiness would be complete when she found himfdubday it
was enough to sit here by the clear cold mountagas, and watch
the sun set behind the mountains.

Already the lower slopes were shadowed, thougpbdiads still shone
with the dazzling colours of sunset. At last orlg highest peak still
glowed, magnificent and majestic. Then the sunelipput of sight,
and even the high peak grew dark.

Jenny picked up a twig and tossed it into the watatching as it
turned upon itself, was dashed against a stone,las gathered up
by the water and hurtled downstream towards somenawn
destination. When the twig was gone she got toféetr. With the
setting of the sun it had grown chilly, and slowlgppily, she began
to make her way back to the hotel.



CHAPTER TWO

Jenny was up early next morning. A glance at Mrsm&den's bed
showed her that the older woman was still sleep8ige got out of
bed quietly and padded | about on bare feet wihiéedsessed. With
her shoes in her hands she left the room and clibsedoor gently
behind her.

There was a spring in her step as she walked thrtheggarden. The
grass was still wet with dew, and bushes glistemgd gossamer
webs of moisture. Jenny was glad she had worndigaar, for the
early morning air was chilly, and yet so crisp amggorating that
she felt exhilarated and ready for anything. Slo& tbe path that led
to the river, and reaching the water she slitherest the stones again
with the abandon of a child.

Mist shrouded the peaks, and only the lower slgbdéise mountains
were visible, but the morning held the promise gfaious day.

Presently, in the distance, she heard the dull bobthe breakfast
gong, and knew it was time to make her way backeM#he knocked
at the door of the bungalow she found Mrs Ramsdessed and
ready.

‘Jenny!" she exclaimed, her eyes lighting with glea. ' You look
wonderful! Your cheeks are glowing.' She put odtaad to touch
Jenny's face. ' And so cold. Have you been swim#&ing

'‘Not so early.' Jenny laughed—Ilaughter was comasg\eall at once.
"I went for a walk. Oh, Mrs Ramsden, it's bealtiere. I'm so happy
Lynn asked me to come.'

'So am |—for both our sakes. Well, Jenny, | dondw about you,
but this mountain air seems to have whetted my tappdre you
ready for breakfast?'



‘More than ready. I'm ravenous!

When Jenny had finished her third piece of toadtvaas sipping her
final cup of tea, she looked up to find Mrs Ramsderiling at her.
'‘Enjoy your breakfast, dear?"

'Oh, yes.' She lowered her cup and said apolodjgticd guess |
made a pig of myself?'

‘Not at all. It did me good to watch you. | like $ee a young girl
enjoying her food.'

'I'll get fat if 1 go, on like this,' the girl saiduefully.

‘Not with your build. Besides, it's what your bauseds after the hard
time you've had.'

'‘Must be something about the mountain air, as yal'sJenny took
another sip from her cup. ' What shall we do thigrmimg, Mrs
Ramsden?’

'l know whatl shall do. | saw a bench by a little pool, ancaadiund it
were the prettiest flowers. | shall sit there witi knitting and look at
the mountains.'

‘And I'll bring my sketch-pad. That view would inspanybody.'

'‘Perhaps you could find another view to inspire,ydenny." Mrs
Ramsden hesitated. ' | wonder if you'd mind vergimulear, if | sat
in the garden alone? Do you see that table indheec? There was a
lady sitting there—oh, no, she's gone now— andsldesuch a sweet
face. She kept glancing this way, as if she'dtikbe friends.’

‘And you think if you were sitting alone she mighih you?"

'It's what | was hoping, dear.'



‘All right, then.' Jenny grinned, knowing Mrs Raraedvas finding a
tactful way of telling her to go out alone and gnierself. 'I'll just
have to take my sketch-pad elsewhere.'

‘Thank you, dear." And they smiled at each otherperfect
understanding.

A little later, when she had seen Mrs Ramsden cdatity settled in
the garden, her knitting bag and a tea tray onadl $able beside her,
Jenny went to the bungalow and fetched her padpandils. Then
she walked to the office. The receptionist's naras wnn. She was a
pretty girl with glossy dark hair and merry eyesHello, Miss
Windham,' she said, looking up from her work. ' Caelp you ?'

'Please, | thought I'd go for a walk. But | domibkv my way around
yet.'

'Of course.' The girl's smile was friendly as shégown her pen. '
There are so many beautiful walks. You must trynthedl while
you're here.'

'I'd like that.'

‘There's one in particular—to a little grotto. l¢asy walking, and
very pretty. Perhaps you would like to try it to@ayl tell you how to
get there.'

‘Actually," Jenny said, ' | thought I'd walk in tferests.'

‘The forests? They're quite a bit further, and ngnbt used to that
much walking yet.'

'I've a reason for wanting to go to the foresenny hesitated. Then
she decided to confide in Ann. ' | want to findbeekster.'



‘A forester?' The girl's chin went up and her feomk on a defensive
expression.

'His name is Neil Donaldson.'

‘Neil Donaldson?' The defensive repression hadtleftother girl's
eyes and now she looked merely puzzled. ' Neil Rizoa," she
repeated slowly.

'You don't know him ?' Jenny asked.
'I don't think I've heard that name before.'

'‘Oh .. ."Jenny bit her lip. ' | was so certaifid.heard ... A friend said
he'd been seen in these parts.’

'‘Well, | can't sweatr to it, of course, but I'd hareught I'd have heard
the name if he worked near here,’ Ann said. Jemhyappointment
must have been apparent, for she added after a miponheok, Miss
Windham, I'll ask around. If | hear of Neil Donatas I'll let you
know. Now what about this morning? Shall | direstiyo the grotto?"

‘No,' Jenny said after a moment. ' | would Stkklito walk in the
forests. I've not grown used to this heat yetirlki'd enjoy walking
among the trees.’

She watched as Ann drew a rough map, and listeméeket verbal
instructions on how to follow it. Then she set dd¢hind the hotel
Jenny found the path Ann had described, and shenldegollow its

winding progress up the mountain. Every now ana stee stopped
to take breath and rest a few moments, for shehaadso little

exercise in recent months that she found the chbtnénuous. But
demanding though the walk was, Jenny was enjoyangélif.

The track turned and twisted, showing her evernghm vistas of
the mountains. In parts, where the vegetation extred on the path,



she had to push aside the long grass. In otheeplabe walked
through soft sand. Once, when she came to a paithwihas
particularly smooth, she sat down and removed hees Then she
walked on, enjoying the feel of the soft sand betweer toes.

In the distance she could see the green of thetlorBut she was to
find that distance could be deceptive in the manstaand it took
much longer to reach them than she had imagined.

She came to a stream, and saw that the path cedtiom the other
side. There was no bridge, but boulders had besreglin the water
at strategic intervals, forming a kind of naturaildge. Doubtfully
Jenny looked at the boulders. They looked slippmng a little
dangerous. But she had come so far . . . Once sh@@ook off her
shoes and prepared to wade through the streamghtsie knew the
water would be cold, the sheer iciness caught ableath, and she
was glad to get to the other side.

At last she came to the forests, and she shiverstaleft the sun and
walked into the trees. To her surprise she fouredisks not in a forest
as she had imagined it. Rather, this was a jurfglery tall trees, thin
and gnarled and intertwining with one another iairtlstruggle to
reach the sun. There were trees with roots abavgrttund, and with
gnarled growths knotted and coiled about them. &hefere
moss-covered rocks, and strange exotic flowers,adinabout there
was the pervading smell of rotting vegetation.

Jenny's first impulse was to stop and go back. Qisly she had
taken the wrong path and had got lost. This wash®otype of forest
she had meant when she had spoken to the hotelticeast. Then
she saw that she was still on a path. A path neast somewhere, she
reasoned, and a sudden feeling of adventure overbam What did
it matter that this was not what she had expec&d® was in a
strange country, and oh holiday. She would go &irth



She heard the sound of rushing water, and at a inetig path she
came to a waterfall. The water tumbled over sheeks into a big
pool. The pool was dark and silent, a goblin's pqwbbably
bottomless, jenny imagined. Cupping her hands,lifleel a little
water to wet her hot face, then she sat on a nodkaoked about her.
It was very quiet in the jungle, and she had tledirig there was not
another living being within miles. After a whileeskwvalked further,
following the path as it twisted and turned throtigé undergrowth.

As suddenly as she had entered the jungle she utasfat once

more. With a lifting of the heart she looked aboeit. Now she really
was in a forest—a forest of tall straight treeanpéd in orderly lines.
A man-made forest. Where a forest was planted hy inaust be

cared for by men. Perhaps she would find someomekwaw of Nell

and could tell her of his whereabouts.

Further she walked into the forest, and furthéintadeep breaths of
the spicy resinous aroma,, and enjoying the smesthof the pine
needles beneath her feet. Presently she camddarang. Logs were
stacked in neat bundles, and broken twigs werdesedtwhere trees
had been felled—clear signs of foresting activity.

Jenny was tired after her long walk. She sat dowthe pine needles
and leaned back against a pile of logs. It wastypretthe clearing.
The sun slanted down through the trees, throwitigpes of dancing
light on the forest floor, and there was an aicalim and rusticity
which Jenny found very soothing. After a while stook her
sketch-pad and pencils from the pocket of her slaakd began to
draw. She became so absorbed in what she was thaihghe could
not have said afterwards which she became awadiiesbfthe dog
rushing towards her, or the voice of the man whd, sdNot bad at
all.’

'‘Oh!" She sat up with a startled exclamation. ' Yaue me a fright!'



A man stood beside her, one hand resting reassponghe neck of
his dog. He was a tall man, lithe and musculansmieat safari suit,
and she thought he must be middle-aged, for hiswes greying at
the temples. Then, as he turned his, face slightty,heart gave a
lurch at the sight of the scar that raked savagelyn his right cheek.

'I'm sorry | frightened you,' he was saying, 'drt mean to. | just . .
The words trailed away and an odd expression catoenis eyes.

‘It wasn't your fault." She smiled suddenly. ' pgose | was just so
absorbed in my sketching that | didn't hear you.'

'You've caught the atmosphere well." He was lookhraughtfully
down at her paper. ' Are you here on holiday?'

‘Yes. All the way from England.’
'l can hear that by your speech. It's a long wagotoe.'

'It's a very long holiday. Three months, actuallya here as a
companion to a lady who's been ill— though she nfbegem at all
weak since we've been here. In fact, she was \e=y khat | should
go exploring by myself." It was odd, Jenny thoudidw she was
pouring out words to this man. Though at first ke thought him
middle-aged, his voice revealed that he was mucimger than she
had imagined.

'l see,' he said. 'Well, it's a beautiful placedme to recuperate. You
must enjoy walking to have come so far.’

'l wouldn't have undertaken it if | hadn't had &apl reason. You
see, I'm looking for someone—a forester. | thoughtght find him
here.’

'Really?’ said the man, after a long moment. thieforester here. My
name is Ross Sundy.'



‘And I'm Jenny Windham. Mr Sundy,' she looked ah l@agerly,'
perhaps you can help me. I'm looking for a manedalNeil
Donaldson.'

'Oh?'

‘Yes. He's a boy | grew up with. We lost touch— adpes ago.'
'‘And what made you think you'd find him here?'

'l heard that someone had met him.’

‘And you came all this way to find him?'

'It certainly helped sway my decision when Mrs Rdemss daughter
asked me to accompany her mother. Neil andwell, we were very
close.' She laughed softly. ' He even said somstitinat he would
marry me when | grew up.'

‘And you've come all this way to remind him of lppomise." A
mocking tone had crept into his voice. ' All theyieom England to
many a man you've not seen since you were a child?"

'You're being unnecessarily nasty, aren't you?saltk trying to keep
her voice steady. ' But then you wouldn't undektavy parents
died,’ both after a long illness. Neil . . . Nailmy only link with the
past. | loved Neil. I'd do all | can to find him.'

'He isn't here, Miss Windham,' the forester said.

'‘But my friend . . . she was so certain . . . sinead some friends in
London, Les and Sandra Stewart. They'd been hergesen him.’

'‘Perhaps they were mistaken," said Ross Sundyhdperthey saw
him elsewhere, and got confused. 'Or your frienedufie name of
this man as bait to get you to accompany her mother



'‘No!" cried Jenny violently. 'Lynn would never be sruel! She
knows how much Neil meant to me.

| can't believe she'd do a; thing like that to me."

'‘Well then, isn't it possible that . . ." His voitailed away. 'I'm afraid
| can't solve this for you, Miss Windham. But | leaa cottage not far
from here. Will you come and have a cup of coffethwine there?’
When she looked at him suspiciously, doubting higlden
friendliness, he added, ' | really didn't mean psat you. Will you
come?'

‘All right,' she said, after a moment. Perhaps s misjudged the
man, she thought. Perhaps he had not meant to sguitel so
mocking just now, or perhaps it really did seenarsge that a girl
would remember an attachment from so long agoninewent, she
was tired and thirsty, and it might seem ungratéfukrefuse his
invitation.

When they came to his cottage she offered to nfakedffee, but he
told her to sit down and make herself comfortaklariously she
looked about her.

The cottage was not big, but from where she seas difficult to tell
how many rooms it comprised. The room where sheedadeemed to
double as sitting-room and office. In one cornes\aaable, with a
few comfortable chairs surrounding it. Maps hungtloa walls and
near the door was a big filing cabinet. The roons wi@an and neat
and very functional—too functional, perhaps, fomsthing was
missing. For a moment she could not put a fingeit.owas it that
there was nothing in this room that did not sets@urpose? Nothing
that seemed personal, that held a clue to the palisoof the man
who lived here? Jenny .had die feeling that if RBaady were to
move on, he would leave no imprint of himself oa ftace where he
had lived.



‘Shall we have it outside?' The forester had reito her, carrying a
tray. There were two cups of coffee and a platbre&d, sliced and
spread with butter and jam.

‘Thanks, I'd love that,' she said. Near the cottaggeath some tall
trees stood a rustic wooden table and two chdirfgel as if | could
get drunk on all this beauty,' Jenny observed vgienhad sat down.
" | just can't seem to get my fill of it.'

*You don't think you'll be longing for England kyettime your three
months here are over?'

The smile left Jenny's eyes and she was sileh@she®ught of her
home in the village, empty now, and so lonely. Afpucame into her
throat, so hard that she could not have spoken.

‘You're not still thinking of Neil Donaldson?' RdSandy asked after
some time. 'Hoping he'll pitch up and marry you® lgou wouldn't
have to go back.'

'You . . . !I" She sprang to her feet and turneddbyi from him. The
quicker she got away from this arrogant man theehet

‘Miss Windham . . ." He put out a hand and grasmdvrist. ' Don't
go.'

'‘Leave go of my hand!" She was even more vehenwnmf for the
touch of his hand on her skin was unexpectedlylitigg

‘Then will you sit down again and finish your caf® His voice was
softer now, and more gentle. ' This is the second t've upset you.
I'm sorry. There—that's better. Now take a deepthrand count to
ten, then by the time you've finished counting yeen't feel like
hurling your cup at my head.’



In spite of herself she had to laugh. His face seagery serious, only
the twinkle in his eyes betraying his teasing. Wght," she said at
last. ' If only because this is such a nice cup lawduldn't like to
break it.'

'l suppose | shouldn't question your priorities. Ngad being less
important than the cup. Let's just say as long @s gon't throw
it—that's all that matters.'

‘You're quite impossible,' Jenny said.

'‘Absolutely,’ he agreed cheerfully, and then theyeaboth laughing;
and the tension between them had crumbled.

‘The ogre of the forest, that's me,' said Ross Uik careful, Miss
Windham, you might not get out of here alive,’

'I'm scared stiff," Again she was laughing. He s@snuch nicer now
that the mocking tone had vanished.

‘Do you always eat so much when you're scare®'sf asked with a
twinkle, as she took another slice of bread.

'It's only my third piece.'
‘Fourth.”

'Fourth, then." She sighed. 'Do you know, I've tgved the most
ravenous appetite since we've been in the mountéhere it's to
end | don't know. Perhaps I'll turn into a mountaigself. Then |
won't be able to walk any more, and I'll just h&wvstay put.’

'‘And there will be a new mountain called the Jendiindham.
Somehow'—he glanced at her so thoughtfully thatuaexpected
thrill slid down the nerves of her spine—' | shothithk there's little



possibility of that happening, little Miss WindhamAh, finished
already? Do have another.’

‘Definitely not." She laughed. ' | must stop somereli She looked at
her watch. ' Good heavens— the time! Mrs Ramsdérb&isending
a search party out to look for me.' She got toféet.’ Thanks for the
coffee, Mr Sundy. | think | must be going now.'

'l walk back with you. There's something | needm the hotel
store,' said Ross Sundy. 'Now will be as good a @sany to get it.'

'Oh, that will be nice.' Her formal words hid helight, for much as
she had enjoyed herself in the forest, she knetsti@would enjoy
the walk back even more. As Ross Sundy closed tloe df his
cottage, she said, ' Mr Sundy, if you hear anythamgput Neil
Donaldson, will you tell me?'

He turned. She thought there was a wary look irepes. ' | won't be
hearing.'

‘How can you be so sure?' she asked uncertainly.

'‘Because, Miss Windham, | know the names of all firesters
around here,' he told her, and now the closedhaakspread over the
whole of his face. ' If there were anyone by tleahe anywhere in the
area, | would know.'

‘But . . ." She started to speak, then stoppedjrsgthe futility of it.

‘This way,' he said, and they began to follow théhpghrough the
forest. For the first few minutes they walked ileisce, but gradually
the strain began to vanish from his face, and lgamdo talk. He
pointed out different trees to her, told her altbetforest, about the
jungle too, and how the two came to be so closath other. Once a
brightly coloured bird flew from a tree with a gtedattering of
wings, and he told her its name and a little abtsuhabits. Only



Neil's name was never mentioned, and Jenny materupind not to
bring it up again.

When they came to the stream Ross Sundy leapt lgackoss the
boulders, nimble as a mountain goat. Then he lotleatt at Jenny
and saw her studying .the slippery stones withdegwn. She would
wade through the water, of course—just as she bad dn the way
up. She was just deciding on the best course.

‘You need help,' Ross Sundy called. With a few kjsteps he was
hack and holding his hand out to her. With Rosslg Benny found it
easy to step from boulder to boulder. This timergheere no
half-way stops in the icy water. Neil used to hie§y like this. She
remembered how he would ease her way over stild$eaces.

But her skin had never tingled at Neil's touch.sTlshe knew all at
once, was the difference between Ross Sundy andNealdson.

All too soon they reached the path that led tdhibtel, and here Ross
Sundy said goodbye to her, for the way to the steas along a

different road. ' Be seeing you," he said, raiskdral in farewell, then

smiled and went on his way.

Jenny stool still for a long moment, watching taklithe figure walk
away from her. Then she too walked further.



CHAPTER THREE

'Did you find your way to the forest?' Jenny wadkivay past the
office when the receptionist called to her.

'Yes, thanks." Jenny stopped and smiled at Anrour¥directions
were very easy to follow.'

'I'm glad.’

'Of course, | didn't expect anything like the juaglt was quite an
eerie feeling when | first found myself in it'

'l suppose it would ,be," Ann laughed. ' It's gaitthock when you've
never been in one before. | suppose | should hareed you, but |
didn't think of it. Incidentally, you didn't comer@ss the man you
mentioned . . . ? What was his hame— Neville?'

'Neil. Neil Donaldson. No, | didn't meet him, butmet another
forester,'

'You did?' Ann glanced at her sharply.

'Ross Sundy. Do you know him?"'

‘Yes.'

'He invited me to have a cup of coffee with hinhistcottage.'

‘You had coffee with Ross?' All at once the ligtft the other girl's
eyes and her tone became hostile.

'‘Was there anything wrong in that?' Jenny askéittleataken aback
by the change in the girl's attitude.

'l suppose not. But | must admit I'm a little suspd.’



"Why?'
'Ross doesn't usually ask strangers to his cottage.

'‘Well, perhaps it was just the circumstances of meeting,’ Jenny
said lightly. * Oh?"

'l wasn't far from his cottage when he came aamessVe got talking
about Neil, and Mr Sundy was rather rude. Perhapelh he had to
treat me to coffee as an apology.'

'l see.' The other girl did not look altogether eqged. ' And did Ross
know of Neil Donaldson?'

'He said he'd never heard of him," Jenny said; afteoment.
‘Then you can be sure he doesn't operate aroued her

'‘Perhaps not," Jenny said quietly, and taking ledyen she went on
her way.

'Hello, dear.' Mrs Ramsden was in the garden wienmy had left
her earlier that morning. ' Have a good day?'

‘Lovely, thanks. And you?'

'Oh, yes, indeed.' Happily she told Jenny abounker friend. ' The
lady | hoped would join me did so. She's here Wéhson, but he was
out climbing. We had such a nice morning, Jenngecmlly as we
found we had a lot in common.’

'I'm glad you've made a friend." Jenny leaned Wwedwck in her
chair. ' Now if | go off on my own | won't feel thém neglecting
you.'

‘You don't neglect me. Well, Jenny, what did yo@'do



' went into the forest.'

'‘Oh?' Mrs Ramsden's gaze was instantly alert. 'Went after your
friend?'

'Yes.'.
'Was he glad to see you?'
'He wasn't there.'

‘Never mind," Mrs Ramsden said comfortingly. ' R@dhhe was busy
with his duties in some other part of the foresiu'Ye sure to meet up
with him sooner or later, Jenny. After all, we'r@rg to be here for
some time.'

'‘No." Jenny's eyes were troubled. 'You don't undeds Mrs
Ramsden. He isn't here. He doesn't seem to bese florests.'

'‘Oh, Jenny, I'm sorry."' The older woman's eyes \udref concern. '
| know how much you were looking forward to seelmg again.'

‘And yet Lynn said he'd been seen here,' Jennyanuse
'Perhaps Lynn made a mistake,' her mother saidyslow
'‘No, Lynn doesn't make mistakes like that.'

'Or perhaps he's been transferred to anotherdljstlrs Ramsden
suggested.

‘Perhaps.' Jenny was quiet for a moment. 'It's. jusMrs Ramsden, |
have the oddest feeling something is wrong."'

' Nonsense, dear. Just because Lynn got her féitie aixed . . .’



'l don't think she did. Mrs Ramsden, do you knowndt another
forester, a man called Ross Sundy. | asked himtalell, and he
said he'd never seen him, never even heard alout hi

'‘Perhaps he hasn't,' said Mrs Ramsden reasonably-
'I'd agree with you if it weren't for the look irsleyes when he spoke.

‘What do you mean, Jenny?' Now Mrs Ramsden wasusiri What
kind of look?'

'l wish | could describe it. He looked defensivavary ... as if he was
on his guard. He was so sarcastic too. And yehmliwas only when
we spoke about Neil.'

'You talked about other things too, then?'

'Yes. In fact, we had coffee at his cottage andmMas perfectly
charming.'

‘Jenny, you're quite certain you're not imagining af this?'
‘No, I'm almost certain I'm not.'

‘Jenny dear, perhaps | shouldn't say this . e.'older woman was
choosing her words carefully, 'but you do know hawch | care for
you, and so | know you won't be offended . . .

‘What is it?' Jenny asked quietly.

‘Well, dear, | know how much you'd been bankingseeing your
friend again. Lynn told me about Neil, and how ywad lost touch
with him, how he was your link with the past. Yauhad a hard time,
Jenny." She looked up at the girl's rapt face,thed bent her head
over her knitting. Jenny thought she had decideédmgo on with
what she was saying, but after a moment she cadindenny, do



you think it's possible that you've been wantingee Neil so much
that...that...

‘That | imagine defensiveness and wariness becausan tells me
he's never heard of him?' Jenny felt tears prickiniger eyelids. So
even Mrs Ramsden did not believe her when she thaick was
something amiss.

‘Jenny . . . Jenny, please don't upset yourseifiszh. | didn't mean to
suggest . . .'

'It's all right." The girl forced a smile. ' Youitk I've developed an
obsession about Neil. Well, perhaps | have.'

'‘No, not an obsession. Jenny, isn't it possibletbHeaStewarts meant a
different part of the country? After all, the Dralsberg is such a very
long range of mountains.'

‘It is possible.' Jenny changed the subject. ' Anyway,glad you
made a friend. What's her name?'

'‘Mrs Langley. As | was telling you, Mrs Langley hason. He's a
mountaineer. He's training for some tremendouslxlim

'‘Where will he be climbing?' Jenny asked withouyvauch interest.

'His mother did tell me, but | just can't think thfe place at this
moment. That's something you'll be able to ask yamrself. Mrs
Langley wants to introduce him to you.'

'‘Perhaps one day,' Jenny murmured.

'l think—they may join us in the lounge aft@éinner this evening,’
Mrs Ramsden told her.



'‘Golly, Mrs Ramsden!" Jenny's eyes were twinkling sounds as if
you two ladies are trying your hands at a little¢chanaking.’

‘Jenny!" Mrs Ramsden's cheeks reddened so switilythe girl knew
her jest had come close to the truth. ' Who saithamg about
matchmaking? But you're a young girl, and he's engoman, and
you're both alone. Why shouldn't you be friendslevhie're here?'

'l was teasing. In any event, if Mrs Langley's $®rraining for a
climb he's not likely to be interested in me.' Jebagan to gather up
her friend's belongings. ' | think | hear the g@adjing us to lunch.’

‘And you're hungry, of course.’

'Of course. Ravenous!" And Jenny laughed as théyedaip to the
hotel together.

Though Neil's name was not mentioned again thathéagontinued
to remain in Jenny's thoughts. In the late aftemnglte went again to
the river. As she watched the sun begin to setnidetiie mountain
peaks she relived the events of the morning.

She knew she had not imagined the wariness in Bosdy's eyes.
Though he had masked the expression almost imnedgdidt had
lurked in his eyes long enough for her to sed ivds an expression
which Jenny could not exactly define, nor could stle precisely
what it meant. But she did not believe Ross Sundyg telling the
truth when he said he had never heard of Neilwfst? Why was he
so adamant about his denial?

Jenny's eyes searched the mountains, resting dordeted slopes in
the distance. Lynn wasn't wrong, I'm not wrong, tstweight, why all
this mystery? Oh, Nelil, let there be nothing thetera



Almost involuntarily, her thoughts slipped to Rdssndy. Despite
her conviction that he was keeping something fram there was
nevertheless something about him that called toyewerve in her
body. Just the touch of his hand had been enouglerid shivers
rushing along her spine. It was a feeling she reasknexperienced
before, and one which she would have liked to lafiem her
consciousness.

And what of Ann, the receptionist? Whatever else shght have
imagined, Jenny knew she had not imagined thes didstility when
she heard that Jenny had been with Ross Sundg abtiage. Was
Ann interested in Ross? How did he feel about Werty had a
mental vision of the other girl, the glossy darkrhthe sparkling
brown eyes and the perfectly shaped oval face. \ttmatce would
she have against beauty of this kind?

Moodily Jenny watched the dazzling colours of thesgt. She was
filled with a vague and gnawing feeling of restlesss, and though
she did not care to admit it to herself, she knka ¢ause of that
feeling. There was much more to it than the almestin knowledge
that Neil had been in these mountains, and thas FRsdy, for

reasons of his own, did not want her to know iwdis Ross, the man
himself, who had made her feel so uncertain. It waedible, Jenny
thought, that she could have been so affectedray hi

After all, she told herself, she was not a childheShad had

boy-friends before this, and none of them had heft weak-kneed

and restless. It was ridiculous that Ross, a ferashom she would

never see again after her return to England, shmatte one to make
her feel so strange. She tried to tell hersel&is Whe mountain air, the
strange new setting, the delight of being on heglidhat had made
her so susceptible to him. And she knew she wasamtinced.

Of a sudden the complications the day had broughtiemher
Impatient. The sun had left the highest peak ipuatof glory, and it



was beginning to grow chilly. Jenny got to her f@atked up a stone
and hurled it angrily into the water. Then, havgigen vent to her
feelings, she made her way to the hotel.

Later that evening, when dinner was over, Mrs Ramszhd Jenny
took their coffee into the lounge. Hot as it ha@reuring the day,
when the sun left the mountains the air could gvevy cold. In the
open brick fireplace a fire crackled and glowede Thurning logs
were from trees that grew in the forests, and thgrance they gave
off was sweet-smelling and resinous. The room vesy,cwith low
timbered ceilings and comfortable chairs set inoee places, so that
the guests could be sociable or secluded, as tished: It was both
rustic and pretty, and Jenny thought that much oarst have gone
into achieving the combination.

When she had finished her coffee, Jenny picked oqagazine that
lay on a table near her. She had just startedtotirough the pages,
searching for an article that would hold her attentwhen she heard
Mrs Ramsden say, ' How nice! Yes, please do jojhamsl as Jenny
looked up an elderly woman and a young man sat down

'This is my young friend Jenny Windhamirs Ramsden was saying
as she made the introductions. ' Jenny dear, | y@nto meet Mrs
Langley. And this '—she turned to the young man-duSttbe your
son, Mrs Langley?'

'Yes, indeed. | was about to introduce him.' Mradlay had merry
eyes in an apple-cheeked face, and Jenny, likingns&antly, knew
that she and Mrs Ramsden would be firm friendshis Ts my son
Andrew. Don't you think Miss Windham is pretty, Apd/?’

'Heavens . . Jenny began, taken aback at the uctexihe direct
approach, but Andrew stopped her in mid-sentence.



‘Very pretty,' he agreed. He had been taking invibket eyes under
the long gold-tipped lashes, and now he was smilmgopen
appreciation. '‘Mother, | think it would be a goada if we changed
places. | know you want to talk to Mrs Ramsden. Anauld like to
get to know Miss Windham better.’

'l don't think she'd mind if you called her Jenny-euhd you, dear?'
said Mrs Ramsden, and once again Jenny was astdrasithe speed
with which things were progressing.

'I'd much prefer it," Jenny said, and Andrew grthaed said, 'Thank
you, Mrs Ramsden. | prefer informality myself. Jenny, I'mdéew.'

Within minutes the two elderly ladies were deep giscussion about
their grandchildren—not, Jenny thought with amusamas if they
had been discussing this very subject most of taimg. Turning to
Andrew, she found his twinkling eyes upon her.rifier aren't they?'
he said in a conspiratorial whisper. ' Their grdmidcen, bless them,
will provide a never-ending and ever-interestingi¢cdor the next
few months.’

‘You're not a father, are you?' Jenny asked dsalyly.

‘Jeepers, no!' He pulled a face in mock terran Hbt even married.
Never yet found the girl who'd put up with me."

Looking at him, at the open face and merry eyesaoh like his
mother's, Jenny guessed that it was rather thatedntiad not yet
found the girl he wanted to spend his life with.

‘No,' he went on, 'the grandchildren are my sist®vb, a girl and a
boy. Mom dotes on them. She'll miss them while evk&re.'

‘You said " months " a moment ago . . .'



‘That's right. I'm in training for an expeditiontlre Himalayas later in
the year,"” Andrew explained. 'l broke a leg a feanths ago and
couldn't climb for quite a while. Now | must getdianto training.
Actually, I'm lucky.' He grinned, running his fingethrough his dark
waving hair. ' | work for a firm - that specialisesmountaineering
equipment, and my climbing is a good advertiserfarthem. That's
how | managed to get away for so long.'

‘And your mother? She doesn't climb, too, surely?’

‘Can you imagine it?' he grinned. 'No, but shedwase notion that
she should see that | eat properly while I'm imtrey. What she'll do
when I'm far away and she can't watch over me td&oow. Still . . '
he glanced affectionately at his mother, ' she meagil, and I'm glad
she can have a holiday. It's just that she forg@tsetimes that I'm a
grown man.'

'‘Mothers are notorious for that sort of thing, &rehey?' Jenny
laughed. ' | like her, Andrew.’

‘Yes, she's grand.' He looked curiously at JenByough about my
mother. What about you people? Mom said you weaarphg to be
here some time too.'

'‘Mrs Ramsden hasn't been well,' Jenny explainéd/ere from
England, and the constant rain hasn't been goobefiorHer doctor
suggested that she should try to get away for &ewand Lynn, her
daughter, hit upon the idea of a holiday here enrtftountains.'

'l see. But where do you fit into the pattern, J&hide paused. 'I'm
sorry, that's a personal question. Perhaps | shitdidve asked?'

‘Not at all," Jenny smiled. Andrew was -so warm apen that it was
hard to imagine taking offence at anything he mggyt. ' My parents
died recently. Lynn seemed to think | needed adaglitoo." She
paused, her fingers playing with the fringes ofdhg#macassar which



lay on the arm of her chair. ' Lynn is a good fdeShe said she
wanted me to accompany her mother because she dchegde
companion, but personally, | think she was jushgyto help me.'

‘Well, whatever the reason, I'm delighted you'nreh@&ndrew delved
about in his pocket, drew out a pipe, and begditl tbwith tobacco.
When he had finished tamping it down he lookeaahy and smiled.
" | was rather dreading the evenings. My days argybbut the
evenings can be a little boring. Mom is a goodtbidg, but | was
hoping for some young female company. Anyone afypas you is
really more than | dreamed of finding.'

‘You're flattering me," Jenny laughed. Andrew dad set her pulses
racing as Ross Sundy had done, but it was so loreg & man had
been attentive to her that she enjoyed his complispeven though
she did not take them seriously.

‘No, | mean every word.' He had finished lighting pipe, and drew
on it contentedly. ' We'll have fun together, JeriDyring the day |
won't be able to see much of you. | spend most gf days

climbing—I really am quite serious about gettinggdgain. But we
can be together in the evenings.'

'‘Does the hotel provide entertainment ?' she asked.

‘Sometimes. We're so far from the nearest town itfetquite a
necessity.'

‘Mainly films, | imagine?' Jenny thought that thienE shown here
might be old ones that she had seen in England yegr, and knew
that it would not matter.

'Films—yes. And the occasional bingo evenings. ¥new and then
there's a dance—nothing grand, but good fun—if lyave someone
nice to dance with. Which | do have now," he adgi&thing.



'Flattering me again!

‘No, really. It will be nice to have you here, Jgnwe won't even be
dependent on planned entertainment. Evenings wiseewarm we
can walk beneath the trees, and the rest of treeviigll sit by the fire
and talk.'

'l want to hear about your climbing,’ Jenny saiflyou're planning
an expedition in the Himalayas you must be quitexgert.’

'‘Oh, I'll tell you all about it. | love talking ald mountains—you'll
probably get so bored that you'll plead with msttap.'

'l think it's unlikely that | shall. Look, Andrewthe ladies are
beginning to look tired. | think | should take MRamsden to the
bungalow.’

'Fine. See you tomorrow then, Jenny. Enjoy your'day
‘And | hope you have a good day's climbing.'

Jenny was still smiling as she and Mrs Ramsden rtfedeway out
of the lounge and to their bungalow. It was coldkivgy through the
dark garden, but the air was bracing and fresh,raatlising that it
would be cold they had brought coats with them. filgat was filled
with the never-ceasing song of the crickets—thendonf Africa at
night, Jenny was to discover—and overhead the sk elear and
studded with thousands of stars. She drew hemgosd tightly about
her, but if she had not been concerned about Mmssian she would
have lingered a little longer in the garden, emgythe rustic peace of
the mountains at night.

‘Would you like me to brush your hair for you?' dgrasked Mrs
Ramsden when she had switched on the light in timgddow, and
turned back the bedspreads.



‘Would you, Jenny?'
'Of course.’

‘This is nice.' The older woman sighed contentedlylenny, having
unpinned the long coiled hair, began to brush sitiooth, careful
strokes. ' So relaxing. You have gentle hands,yldrknow | shall

sleep well after this.'

'I'm glad. It's what | want to do.’

They were silent a few minutes while Jenny brustmedlong hair,
soft and glossy still despite its greyness. Thes Ramsden asked, '
What did you think of Andrew, Jenny?'

'He's nice, isn't he?' Jenny said warmly. ' | liked.'

'l liked him too." Mrs Ramsden caught the girksyes in the mirror.
'You'll have lots of time to get to know each oth&ndrew and -his
mother will be here almost as long as we will.’

'So he was telling me." If the expression in MreRden's eyes meant
something, Jenny did not intend rising to it just.y

'He's almost thirty, you know. His mother was tejlime how she
wished he'd settle down and get married.’

There were some statements which could not, alitelbe ignored. '
Mrs Ramsden,’ Jenny stopped brushing and lookedheat
suspiciously, 'you said earlier that you weren'tamanaking.'

'‘Well, of course I'm not, dear.' Now the older warsacheeks in the
mirror were flushed, her eyes wide open and innbcdnwas just
telling you what Andrew's mother said.'

'l see.' Jenny resumed the gentle strokes.



'He seems such a nice young mail, Jenny, and éusehe's a very
capable engineer. It's only now and then that hesgon
mountaineering expeditions. In fact, this holidayjust a special
training period his firm has given him.'

'Yes, | know.'

‘Jenny . . ." Mrs Ramsden turned and looked atah&mously, ' |
haven't said anything out of place, have I?'

'Of course you haven't.' The girl smiled at hesseangly.

'It's just that . . . well, he does seem such a yozing man. And | can
see he comes from a good family. Mrs Langley i&x@nemely nice

woman. And ... and . . .' She paused, as if shielcaut quite decide to
say what was on her mind.

‘You want me to spend time with Andrew?' Jenny mgaerhelping
her out.

Still Mrs Ramsden hesitated. Jenny sensed she @tasertain how
her words would be received. At last she saithvé having you with
me, Jenny. It's made all the difference to my leglidBut you are
twenty-four, dear, and so much of your life hasrbdety. | want to
see you happy.'

‘I amhappy,' Jenny assured her.

‘You think you are. Jenny, you must forgive metédking like this to
you. | wouldn't be saying these things if | wereso'ttond of you. My
dear, I'm not the right companion for you.'

‘Lynn thought | was,' Jenny said quietly.

'For a holiday like this, yes, just in case | nbetp of some kind. But
that's all. You should be meeting young people hgommen—there,



I've said it!" She began to twist the rings onfiregers. ' You'd make
some man a wonderful wife. And Andrew . .

‘Andrew is a very nice person,' Jenny said quiétlyold you | liked
him. But I hardly know him.’

'l know. And it needn't be Andrew. If you find . Byou'll give
yourself a chance, won't you?' Mrs Ramsden beglpadiimgly.

'I'll give myself a chance,' Jenny agreed aftemngImoment. ' | know
you have my interests at heart, and | love youtf@&ut. . . well, when
| get married | want to be certain. | don't wanfitml myself forced
into something.’

'l would never dream of forcing you," Mrs Ramsdamd sjuickly.
You mustn't think that. | was only suggesting'. .

'l know. Perhaps I'm just very romantic," Jennyssewere soft and
distant, ' but I want to be in love with the mamarry.Reallove.’

‘And with Andrew it couldn't be?'

'l don't know. | don't think so."'

‘Jenny . .."' Mrs Ramsden's eyes were troubléindt Neil, is it?
'‘Neil?' Jenny exclaimed, astonished.

'You don't have some idea that you're in love ith just because
you knew him so long ago when you were a child?'

'‘Oh, no!’

‘That's all right, then.' She looked a little moFassured. ' | know how
disappointed you were not to find him. But . .n@¢ give yourself a



chance. Even if you had found Neil he might havadd into a very
different man from the boy you once knew.'

'l know that. I'm not in love with a memory. Reallm not.’

'You're too sensible." Wisely Mrs Ramsden droppeal subject.

Turning from the dressing-table, she put a handredier mouth and
yawned. 'That was nice, Jenny. Thank you, dear.avd I'm going

to say goodnight.'

‘Goodnight, Mrs Ramsden.' Jenny hugged her brieflgank you for
being so kind. And don't worry about me. It readly't necessary.’

When Mrs Ramsden was asleep Jenny went to the windibe
curtains were parted, and she leaned out of the wpelow and took
deep breaths of the cold fragrant air. It was tatkdhow to see the
mountains, but she could see where they endedth&yr were a
greater blackness than the sky. Mysterious andidditg they
looked in the darkness, and yet by virtue of theirstancy they were
also reassuring.

Somewhere on those dark slopes was a cottagenand tall lean
man. Did he sleep, she wondered, or was he stidlkaywreading
perhaps, or making plans for the next day's work?

Mrs Ramsden was mistaken if she imagined thathtbeght of Nell

could prevent Jenny from falling in love with André.angley-. She
loved Neil, it was true. She loved him as she rebexed him, and
she loved him for what he represented—for her bloitdi, and for the
happiness which they had shared.

But she was nah love with him. You could not be in love with a mar
you remembered only as a boy. She wanted to clgéneimystery
that surrounded him—for that there was a mystegywhs almost
certain. She wanted to see Neil again, wanted rentloan almost



anything else. But not because she loved him ins#nse that she
wanted to marry him.

Jenny knew that her hesitation over Andrew stemfrad quite a
different source, and one which she did not feel ehuld discuss
with Mrs Ramsden. She liked Andrew. He was warm gpeh and
fun to be with. But he was not a man who would eetrher pulses
racing or make the blood flow faster in her veins.

He was not a man—Ilike Ross Sundy.



CHAPTER FOUR

For a time Jenny kept away from the forest. Roszd$unad made
such an impact on her that she was reluctant td meeagain too
soon. She was definitely not in love with him, sble herself— after
all, she had met him only once—but she was a fitidggatened of the
sensations he had managed to kindle in her.

Even if she did happen to meet him she knew she pnetend
complete disinterest. There could be no pursuinglaionship with
the man. In three months' time she would be ratgrio England—
that was where her life lay. And the life of Rosm8y was in the
forests of the Drakensberg. If their paths crogsehs a transient
thing.' Her only purpose in speaking to him mustd&nd out more
about Neil, that was all.

And yet the tremendous attraction she felt for it serve one
purpose. It showed her that she was able to be dndeeply by a
man; therefore she must wait until she met anatteen who could
stir her emotions before she could get married.

Each morning when. Mrs Ramsden was comfort-

ably seated in the garden, Jenny would plan whatixsiuld do that
day. Sometimes she knew her destination in advdmesy the cave
or pool or hill she was heading for. But often kfethe hotel with no
definite destination in mind. Finding a track, steuld follow it, not
knowing where it led, just confident that it woudchd to somewhere
beautiful. And she was seldom disappointed.

There was so much to see, so much to marvel aeimbuntains of
the Drakensberg. Sometimes the grass was so hajlsiie could
hardly see the path, and then she would reacheaarid catch her
breath at the vista that stretched before herfdligng line of the



escarpment, velvety green on the nearer slopsepineémerally blue
in the distance.

Often as she walked she would hear the sound oingrwater, and
then as the path curved she would come to the. ier path might
run alongside the river for a while before curvangay from it once
more, but now and then it would continue on theeptide of the
water, so that Jenny would have to take off heeslamd walk over
rocks and slippery boulders in order to cross iver r

Now and then she heard a distant barking. Atsingttook it to be the
barking of dogs, but when she asked Andrew abdaiiit, he told her
the sounds were made by baboons. Baboons couldngebus, and
though it was unlikely that they would ever comam® her, he
warned her to be careful not to antagonise therteaging them or
throwing stones. Once a far-off movement caughteyes, and she
stood quite still, her eyes searching the bush+eaveliffs where the
movement had been, not certain what it was thahaldeseen.

The movement came again. And suddenly she knew siteatvas
seeing. Baboons! Baboons jumping through the ts¥esging from
branches, running through the long grass. She laggmid the barking
that sounded so much like the sound of dogs. Shained in that
spot for a long time, watching the cavorting balsdxdever before
had she seen wild animals at play in their nasuwealoundings. It was
at moments like these that the little village irs§ex seemed to have
existed in another world.

She would see birds, brightly-coloured and exafiitgring loud cries
as they flew across the sky. There was a stramgenmbiich flew very
low, almost touching the ground, its long tail seemto drag it
downwards. After Andrew told her it was a widowrdhiJenny would
watch it with amusement, thinking how aptly it Haeen named, for
the long black tail really looked extraordinarillgd widow's weeds.



Jenny spent many days in this manner, just wanglesinere the
different paths led her. Sometimes Ann, the reoeft, suggested a
new walk to her. Now that Jenny was not spendingtihee in the
forests, she found the other girl friendly once eq@nd much more
helpful.

In the evening there was Andrew. Andrew was fun.hidd a large

repertoire of mountaineering tales which kept Jeiasginated. If at
times she suspected him of exaggerating or emhigitjsa story to

give it more suspense, this never detracted froneh@yment. One
of the reasons she enjoyed his company so muchbeeamuse she
could relax with him.

Andrew was able to make her laugh. Sometimes whey were
sharing a joke together, Jenny would look up and KMrs Ramsden
and Mrs Langley smiling indulgently in their direxst, but after the
first few times this did not disturb her. She lestrio disregard the
meaning looks of the two older women, for thougle smjoyed
Andrew's company she knew there existed betweem tin@hing
more than friendship.

A week or so after her first excursion to the forésnny finally
decided to walk that way again. It was a partidulaot day, and after
walking for a while in the scorching sun she betgafeel enervated.
Longingly she thought of the forest. There it wolld cool and
pleasant.

Momentarily she thought of Ross Sundy, and as fustkugged the
thought away. For the chances of seeing him wenedsk, and she
was silly to deny herself the pleasure of restmthe shade on a day
like this.

Presently she reached the jungle. So great wasuttgen contrast in
temperature that she shivered as she enteredihags silent green
world. For a moment She thought of turning back dyuthe time she



reached the waterfall and the goblin's pool she gtad she had
come. It was refreshingly cool in this place whére sun never
penetrated.

On she walked through the jungle till at last shme to the forest.
Here too it was quiet and cool, but the early pathe walk, beneath
the hot sun, had sapped all her energy. When she taa big rock

which looked as if it had been placed there jusparpose for weary
travellers, she sat down on the thick carpet o€ piredles, leaned
back and closed her eyes. She meant only to fest aninutes, but

she must have been more tired than she had redfikedlid not feel

herself fall asleep.

A hand touched her arm, and Jenny sat up in friglgavens!" she
exclaimed, rubbing her eyes. 'You make a habitastlsng me!

‘Lucky it was only | that startled you.' Ross Suméhs standing over
her. His face was unsmiling, set in stiff, sterres.

'l didn't mean to fall asleep,’ she said uncenawwbndering why he
looked so angry.

'‘Don't let it happen again. Ever.' Still he looksdher sternly.

‘All right," she said, without understanding theasen for his
displeasure, 'l won't. It was just that | was tirddthd it was so
comfortable . . .'

'‘Miss Windham,' he said, almost despairingly, ' leamn | make you
understand that you're not in England? You just ¢etnyourself fall
asleep in these forests, or anywhere else in tloeovéhe mountains
for that matter.'

Together with the sternness there was a look ofewnin his eyes
that made her heart beat faster. To hide her cmmfighe said, almost



defiantly, 'I've said | won't. But | still don'tittk what | did was such
a crime.’

'‘Because you don't understand. Miss Windham ...’

he bent and stretched out a hand to her, 'getmgding to show you
what | mean. Quietly now— very quietly.' Holdingrtteand in his, he
led her soundlessly to the other side of the rgekrest which she had
been leaning.

‘What . . .?' she began, puzzled, then stopped pstra hand over her
mouth to quieten her.

‘There.' He spoke very quietly.

She glanced from his grave eyes at the spot tohAeavas pointing.’
Do you see it?' he whispered.

'l..."' The word came out in a muffled gasp. disyust as well that his
hand was still over her mouth, for if it had noeheshe would have
screamed. Obviously it was what he had been trigngevent. She
could only look at him in horror. When he was certhat she had
herself under control he let his hand drop to lis.s

In a cleft at the foot of the rock lay a snake,egrend coiled and
sinister.

'Oh!" she whispered, and found she was trembling.

He led her away then, swiftly, quietly, but surprigy gently.
‘What is it?' she asked, when she could speak.

‘A mamba.'

'Is it—-poisonous?'



'‘Deadly,’ he said tersely. ' One of the deadlieakss in Africa.'

Oh, no!" she whispered inadequately. She had aainasion of what
might have happened if the snake had taken itiigtioead to uncoil
itself and explore what lay on the other side @& thck. ' | never
dreamed . . .

'l know, Miss Windham. You think | don't know howy feel, but |
do. But perhaps you can understand now why | saidcan't sleep
here.'

'It looks so peaceful : . .' she protested.

'Itis.' The dark eyes drew together in a frowmit'fou must be aware
of possible dangers. It could have been a scorpiomnything.'

'l be careful from now on.' Her voice was flguite without any
expression. She felt absolutely calm, but the cafrs tinged with an
icy numbness. The shock had not yet hit her.

And then as they walked together beneath the @egwall white
butterfly flew past. It came from behind her, ferthg suddenly into
her vision. Jenny uttered a sharp cry of fear angped backwards.
The next moment she had fallen. A small rock layh@& path just
behind her, and she had tripped over it.

She looked up and saw in a blur Ross's face bermmiiegher. Then
she put her face in her hands and began tdtcsgemed that the fall
had been necessary to release the tension thatiiadp inside her.

She did not know how long she wept. She did nowktimat Ross
knelt down beside her, but when she felt his hdarakieig her hair,
awkwardly and yet gently, she cried all the morela&t she looked
up. ' I'm sorry," she gulped, trying to dry her £yath her hands. ' |
don't know what came over me.'



'You got a fright.' He had taken his hand from hair, but still
squatted on the ground beside her.

‘Just because of a butterfly!" She began to laugtieahysterically. °
Because of a butterfly,’ she said again. ' | ctvalde been killed by a
snake” and | scare over the sight of a buttedlyd then she put her
hands over her eyes and cried again.

'‘Delayed shock,' she heard him say. He put his anmsnd her and
held her firmly against him. ' A typical case ofadeed shock.'

After a while she stopped crying, but she stayethécircle of his
arms. She could feel the steady beating of hishaad his closeness
was warm and comforting.

'l think you could stand up now,' he said at last.

‘Yes, of course,' she said quickly as he droppgaims, and then, as
she raised her tear-stained face to his: 'l mudt terrible;'

'How like a female!" He was laughing. ' At leakhbw you're feeling
yourself again. No, Jenny, you don't look in thasteawful. You
actually look— very pretty.'

He had called her Jenny, she thought wonderinglgha began to get
to her feet. Then she let out a cry of pain, fosteestried to take a step
she almost fell once more.

‘Jenny! What is it?' He had put out his arm quicklgupport her.
'I'm not sure,’ she faltered.
‘You've hurt yourself?'

'It's my ankle, | think." Gingerly she tried anatls¢ep, then winced
with pain and leaned on his arm.



'Oh, Ross, | think I've broken my ankle!'

'l hope not.' Ross helped her to lower herseli¢oground once more.
' Let me have a look.' He smiled reassuringly ulpeat 'I'll try not to
hurt you.'

you, but don't* be brave. If it hurts, you just g@ieead and yell.'

‘All right,' she murmured, steeling herself to beea pain as he took
hold of her foot and began to investigate. Aften@ment she really
did relax, for he hardly hurt her as he ran hisdsagxpertly but with
infinite gentleness over the rapidly swelling foall. the while Migs,
his dog, stood as close to Jenny as she could|imgizer with her
nose and making small snuffling noises, as if tmfoot her.

‘A sprain,' Ross pronounced at last. ' A nasty boeat least the foot
isn't broken.'

‘Thank goodness for that!" She managed a wan smile.

'‘Mm." He straightened and then looked matter-ofifasown at her.
'‘Now, the next thing to decide—what am | going tovdth you?"

'I don't think | can walk,' she ventured.
'That much is obvious. That ankle needs attention.'

'‘Perhaps you could leave me here and get helpufwent to the
hotel they could get a doctor to come to me.’

'‘And leave you lying here all by yourself?' Theraswa glimmer of
amusement in his eyes.

‘The snake!' she exclaimed in horror, remembering.



'l don't imagine it would dome this way. We leftsieeping quite
peacefully some distance away.'

'In that case . . ." Jenny began.

'l don't like the thought of leaving you here alpsaid Ross. ' In any
event, there's no doctor at the hotel. They'd bagend to the nearest
town for him. And that takes time.'

'Oh!’

'‘We're not far from my cottage,' Ross said at |[Bétcarry you there.
Then I'll see what | can do for your ankle.'

'‘Would you?' she breathed gratefully.

'In case you're worried'—he grinned wickedly—dd know a little
about first aid. I'm not a doctor, obviously, bivirlg alone in the
backwoods has forced me to pick up some of theclvadiments of
medicine.' He picked up her shoe and placed it r@nceniously in
her hands. '"You carry this—it wouldn't fit over to®t right now in
any event. And I'll carry you.'

Was it possible to be in heaven in the midst ofhspain? Jenny
wondered a few minutes later. Then she decidedspossible.

'Put your arm round my neck,' Ross had said a#tbd her to him.
He held her tightly, the injured foot supportedirch a way as to give
the least pain. Her face was against his chestaiada moment or
two Jenny let herself relax against him, savoutimg feel of the
hard-boned chest against her cheek, and the dméltame from his
clothes. What was that smell? she wondered. It edetn be a
mixture of resin and pipe smoke and somethingwlseh she could
not define, all of which blended into a compositalenperfume that
sent her senses reeling.



‘All right?' Ross asked once.

‘Perfectly,' she murmured. After that they werergil Though Jenny
was small and slightly built she knew that overisiasthce she must
become heavy, yet Ross walked steadily, withoutss@ming effort
or strain.

All too soon, it seemed to Jenny, they reached d¢b#age.
Ross-stopped very near the door. ' Can you opéhatasked, and
when Jenny had leaned forward and pushed the dder e carried
her through the room she had seen the last tindanamhis bedroom.
He put her down on his bed, then straightened@widd deep breath.
" All right?' he smiled down at her.

'Fine.' She smiled at him gratefully, and thougk Ehew her face
was dirty and tear-stained, she also doubted tleteuld keep her
heart from showing in her eyes. He looked downeatfor a long
moment, and she saw his eyes deepen in colour. Tieesaid
brusquely, ' Lie back and rest. I'll get togethéaw need, then we'll
see what | can do for that ankle.'

Jenny waited till he had left the room, then shesetl her eyes.
Though her foot was throbbing she was growing a@ooosd to the
pain. What she had not grown used to was the jaysirged within
her. It seemed unbelievable that this strong stexn, with the jagged
scar slashing his cheek, could make her gmelight-headed and

happy.

In no time Ross was back. ' I'll try not to hurtydie said briefly, as
he began to dress her ankle. His movements warearad unhurried
and very expert. ' You're very brave,' he commeate, looking up.

‘You're very gentle,’ she answered. She couldafidtitn that the feel
of his hands on her skin produced a tingling semsdhat even the
pain could not still.



At last he said, straightening, ' It may be sometbefore you're able
to run, but at least I've done all | can.'

‘Thank you, Mr Sundy,' she said, shy now, for slas wncertain of
what would happen next. ' It was really kind of you

'Such formality all at once.' His eyes teased'h¢ot at all in keeping
after what we've been through.' He paused, andheokand in his. '
A while back you called me Ross. Let's keep it thay, shall we,
Jenny?'

'I'd like that," she said. ' But, Ross, | still méhe gratitude.'

'‘Quite unnecessary. | enjoyed carrying you. Asyfau, Jenny'—his
eyes had a wicked gleam— ' was | wrong when | thodgat you
didn't mind all that much either?'

There was a tenderness in the teasing eyes befooh whe had to
drop her own gaze. She could not even answer lastigm. Not that
it called for a reply, she thought. So she: jusilessin conscious that
her cheeks were burning.

'‘As | thought." Again the teasing note was in logg. But he made
no attempt to prolong the mood, for when he spglegrehis tone was
matter-of-fact. ' | should think we could both ddhwsomething - tot
eat now. How about it, Jenny?'

'‘Can | cook something?' she asked. ' If you'll te#l where to find
things . . .'

‘Hold it, lady!" He took a step backwards in motkra. ' An expert
job has been done on that ankle, but it's stilagife thing. You'll
have to trust yourself to my cooking. Ever tasthdragrilled fish?"
and when she looked at him wonderingly: 'l caugta this morning.
You haven't lived till you've eaten char-grilledHi Jenny.'



Jenny lay back contentedly as a delicious aronveoofd-smoke and
cooking fish began to waft through the open windwhe room. It

did not even occur to her to worry how she would lggeck to the

hotel. Ross would take care of that, just as heladvalways take care
of everything. And then, as she became aware dfitreficance of

her thought, she felt herself grow warm again. Deteedly she

pushed the thought from her mind and looked abdlmutaom, trying

in vain to find some clue to his personality.

Presently Ross was back, carrying a tray.
'‘We'll eat here?' she asked in surprise.

'l think it would be best in the circumstances.'whes pulling Up a
chair and table beside the bed. ' One day, | hop#, share another
meal beneath the trees, but today | want you tp st and enjoy
your food this way.'

Jenny watched Ross putting woven mats on the taldéss, forks
and knives. He was very self-sufficient, she thaughen he brought
the plate of fish and set that down on the tableekl\he had given her
a glass of some exotic-tasting fruit juice, thegd®eto eat.

'‘Delicious,' she pronounced at last, licking hpsIi' I've never tasted
anything so delicious, Ross.'

'l imagine it must be good if I'm to tempt you aviieym the hotel fare
occasionally, Jenny.' Again there was the look Wwisient the colour
flooding into her cheeks. She smiled, and for aetithey ate in
silence, but it was a companionable silence.

'Have you been doing a lot of walking?' Ross asieat a while.

'Quite a bit, yes." Jenny told him of a few of fllaces she had beer
to.



‘There are more," he observed. ' Perhaps whenel ddree day you
might like to come out with me? | would take youplaces that are
off the map, so to speak.'

‘Thank you, I'd love that." She knew her eyes wgosving, and
wondered if he realised it was at the thought @nsiing time with
him, rather than the idea of seeing something new.

'‘Good.' He offered her another piece of fish, auk some himself.

She watched him, thinking only one thing was stitessary to make
her happiness complete. ' Ross . . .' she began.

‘Jenny?’
T asked you last time . . . about Neil Donaldson .

‘What about Neil Donaldson?' He put his fork abdgugbwn on his
plate, and she saw that the light had left his eyes

‘You . . . you haven't heard anything about him?'
'l told you | hadn't.’
'l just thought I'd ask,' she faltered.

‘Jenny,' he said carefully, ' | don't know whastbbsession of yours
Is all about. All I can tell you is there's no fster called Neil
Donaldson anywhere around here.'

'I'm sorry.' She looked at him miserably, upset s had destroyed
the lovely atmosphere that had existed between.them

‘Nothing to be sorry about," he said abruptly.

‘You seem so annoyed . . .' she faltered.



'I'm not annoyed. It's just that | told you oncédoe there was nobody
here by that name. | don't feel like discussingrttater again.' He
took up her glass, refilled it and passed it ta h&ood for growing

girls," he said lightly, but she saw that thoughwees smiling there

was still a hint of strain in his eyes.

They wenton eating, and while they ate they talked, and attéme
Jenny observed with relief that the strain had staed. Presently
Ross glanced at his watch. ' It's so pleasant gaxon here, Jenny,
that Iwould like to keep you with me for much longer. Bunagine
your friend at the hotel will begin to worry aboutu.'

'‘Mrs Ramsden!" Jenny clapped her hand to her manthlooked
contrite. ' Do you know, I'd been enjoying this insa much I'd
forgotten all about her.’

‘Even with a sprained ankle?' teased Ross, ang Jemsglad to see
the twinkle reappear in his eyes.

'It was the fish | enjoyed,’ she said with pretehdemureness. 'Ross,
I'll have to start getting back." She tried to tgeher feet, but as the
bandaged foot touched the ground she winced with pa

‘And how do you propose getting back?' Ross askidamusement.

'l ... perhaps you could cut me two branches foom of these trees.
We could trim them a little, make them into crutehé could
probably manage that way,' she said bravely.

'l can just see you hopping all the way back to hiogel!" Ross
chuckled, and then, seeing the hurt expressionein dyes, he
stretched across the table and took her hand.ihJaesny, Jenny, my
sweet, can you see me letting you do it?'

‘Then . . ." She was a little breathless. There Ieh a look of
tenderness in his eyes when he had used the erslgahat caught at



her heart. ' Oh, Ross, I'm so silly. Of course—yaust have a car.
And there must be a motor road down the mountain.'

‘Thereis a road,' he said, ' but unfortunately my car isoinn for a
service.'

'What shall | do, then?' she asked.

‘You'll go back the same way as you came heresatteslowly. ' I'll
have to carry you.'

‘You can't mean that!" she said incredulously.
'l don't see what else we can do.’

'‘But, Ross, it's so far. When | fell we were neaurycottage. But from
here to the hotel—why, it's more than an hour'kwal

'‘Hm, you have a point." He was silent a momemnygl have it!"
‘You have?'
‘The perfect answer. Stay right here. I'll be witlu in a minute.’

He was back in the room a few minutes later. Hig faas alight with
mischief so that he looked more like a naughtytbay a grown man.
' Ma'am, your Rolls is waiting," he announced, &edlifted her
ceremoniously from the bed and carried her outsikside the
cottage door stood a wheelbarrow, battered aneanci

'Oh, Ross!" Jenny laughed so much that she choked..

'‘Ma'am is displeased?' he asked in pretended dismakhe
honourable vehicle may look a little old, but | cssure Ma'am it's
roadworthy.'



'It's priceless, Ross. You'll really wheel me back?'

‘Certainly. I'm a man of many parts—mender of askleook,
wheelbarrow-pusher. Ma'am is ready?' He dumped ihethe
wheelbarrow.

They started on their way. It was a merry jourribgough the forest.
The path was clear and well kept, and Ross héel fittuble pushing
the wheelbarrow down' the mountain. In the junplags became a
little more difficult. Here the path was so ovengrothat it took much
longer to negotiate the wheelbarrow over the gdari@ots and
stones.

Once the wheels caught in a knotted mass of raudsjerked so
violently that Ross, caught off his guard, let dahe handles, and
Jenny spilled out of the barrow. She was nearlyhenground when
he caught her. They were laughing so much tha fooment neither
of them could breathe. ' Jenny! Jenny, you'rdgliit?' Ross gasped at
last.

‘Yes,' she gasped. ' | didn't have far to fall.’

‘Then Ma'am will not dismiss her humble servan®'was holding
her, and then, when she had regained her balarttehanght he
would help her back into the barrow, she felt hmmsatighten around
her. ‘Jenny,' he said very softly, and now theres wa trace of
laughter in his voice. ' Oh, Jenny! She felt s ltouch her hair.
Then he helped her back into the barrow and they Wwether.

When they came out of the jungle into the sun, Rtgsped to wipe
his brow. It had been a difficult stretch, long dathorious, and
Jenny's heart went out to him when she saw hoa kieslooked.

The track was easier now, and Ross was able towaitisimore ease.
Sometimes when the road sloped downwards and diaceuwas
smooth, he would leave go of the handles for a nmbroetwo, and



laugh to see Jenny's look of consternation as shedeved if she
would fall out. There was a streak of mischief im hat Neil would
have liked, she thought. But she knew better tbamention Neil's
name again.

They came to the stream and Jenny wondered how ropssed
getting over it. 'Easy,’ he announced. He plucked dut of the
barrow, told her to put her arms around his nelskgntcarried her
quickly and easily from boulder to boulder, teaghihe path on the
other side, he set her down on the sand, went &adss the stream
for the wheelbarrow, and then they were on they ar@ce more.

‘Whatever will Mrs Ramsden think when she sees meirgg like
this?' said Jenny, when she saw the hotel buildmgse distance.

'She'll think her companion turned into a load of tkaves.' The
remark was so ridiculous that it started them langlagain. They
were still laughing when they reached the hotel.

An amused audience gathered about them and accadpghem on
their way up the drive. Mrs Ramsden appeared sugldeom the

garden, concerned and anxious, but one look atyd&nrerry eyes
reassured her.

Momentarily, on the edge of the crowd, Jenny cawsgitit of Ann,
the hotel receptionist. The girl's face was cold anfriendly. Jenny
glanced at Ross, but he did not appear to havelsren

At the door of the bungalow Ross helped Jenny dutthe
wheelbarrow. With Mrs Ramsdesupporting her on one side anc
Ross on the other, Jenny was able to hop insidern®he was settled
on her bed Ross did not linger. He looked at hitciyasmiled, and
said goodbye.



CHAPTER FIVE

The day after Jenny's mishap Andrew was driving,rhother into
town to make some purchases, and Mrs Ramsdeneitidistt Jenny
go with themto see a doctor. Though Jenny thought it unnecess
Mrs Ramsden was so concerned that shedngive in.

When the doctor had taken the dressing from heraiod examined it
thoroughly he confirmed what Ross had said. It edly sprained,
but there was no fracture. As he re-dressed thie déi@kcommented
on the expertise with which it had been treatdtdwas obviously

done by someone with a good knowledge of first &iel said. ' And

as a result you'll be up and about again much sdabaa you would

otherwise have been.' He warned Jenny to takedlaagy and not try
to walk too soon. ' Since you tell me you'll bedhferr quite some time
you'll have lots more opportunity to go exploring.'

When Andrew heard what the doctor had said, hepsthpat a
bookshop and bought Jenny some reading matter henchother
gave her a present of a traycloth and gay embrpict#tons to work
it with.

'Isn't embroidery for elderly ladies?' Andrew laadiwhen he saw it.

‘Not at all,’ said Mrs Langley, giving him a lookigh Jenny did not
miss. ' Most young girls like to get things ready their bottom
drawer.'

'Hm." Andrew looked at Jenny thoughtfully for a memwty and then,
to her relief, changed the subiject.

Though Jenny was forced to take things easy, tme fpassed
pleasantly enough. The hotel guests all liked ttegty young girl
with the violet eyes and the fair hair, and at trme or another most
of them found time to sit with her in the gardewnl @hat.



The garden was very beautiful, with its profusidexotic shrubs and
flowers, and the lovely view into the mountainsg denny knew she
could spend her enforced leisure time quite hapg@@lye enjoyed
doing the embroidery Mrs Langley had given her stog was always
happy when her hands were busy. She spent happg lolming
sketches of the mountains which never ceasedemts her. Where
at first the escarpment had seemed one entity,sh@had begun to
recognise the different mountains that surroundex hotel. She
began to see how each peak had its own particafaration and
colouring, how each had a definite character abws.

Much of Jenny's time was spent reading. The bookdrédw had
given her were interesting ones, yet often she evdud herself
looking up from the pages, her eyes on the mousitéier thoughts
far away.

Had she fallen in love with Ross? Jenny wonderexitathis more

and more since the eventful day she had spenthwthShe tried to

tell herself that what she felt was no more th@assing infatuation,
that it could not have grown into an emotion sopdiat she was not
certain how to cope with it.

In any event, the relationship could hold no , psamf permanence.
In less than three months Mrs Ramsden would berniety to
England, and Jenny would have to go with her. Brdjlaas where
her life was. A passing infatuation could not bewgh to keep her
from going back home.

Thoughts of Ross often led her to wonder about Asmuch as the
attitude of the other guests had become friendty @notective, so
Ann's hostility had grown. Jenny envied the othertger position,
for when she herself went back to England Ann watildl be here.
Ann was obviously fond of Ross. Did she love himitiAow did he
feel about her? Had he looked at her also withaéereks in his eyes?
There were men who did this, she knew, men whodcowake every



girl they spoke to feel special. She did not thiRkss was the
type—yet she did not know him well enough to béaer

One morning, when Jenny was alone in the gardendshided to
write to Lynn. Despite the fact that she had beeiting to her
regularly, Jenny's letters were ..usually abouti'ymother and how
much they both were enjoying the mountains. She hader
mentioned the mystery concerning Neil.

The more her feelings for Ross had grown, the -emsbe had tried to
convince herself that any mystery was of her owkinga But in her
rational moments she knew she could not dismissvdraess which
came into Ross's face at mention of the other r8&e. could not
dismiss the near certainty that he knew more tleewvds prepared to
say.

What could it be? The thought came to her one Hay it was
possible that Neil had in fact been a forestert titea might have
disgraced himself in some way and been forced deeleBut Neil
would never do anything wrong on purpose. It wakgeg since she
had seen him, but she was certain the boy she iasrkcould not
have grown into a man who was dishonest or destaict

Perhaps he was in trouble. All those years agonwkany had been
a child, Neil had been the one to help her. Wasdw the one in
need?

Jenny considered carefully what she should saytmLPerhaps Mrs
Ramsden had already mentioned Jenny's suspicidegiens to her
daughter. She did not want to sound obsessed ootreAfter all,
the Drakensberg was an extremely long range of tams)
hundreds of miles in extent. It was not impossthig Lynn had in
fact got the story wrong, that Neil was a foresteanother district;
that the Stewarts, who had seen him, had met himeathere
altogether different.



Taking up her pen at last, she told Lynn, as césaalshe was able to
word it, that Neil did not appear to be known ie thistrict, and that
she wondered whether the Stewarts could have mesbmewhere

else. When she gave the letter to Mrs Ramsdendsting, she did

not mention what was in it. Lynn's reply would tad@me time to

arrive, and until then, Jenny told herself sensiblye would try to

think no more about the matter.

In the evenings Andrew kept her entertained. It @asfortable to be
with .a person who did not set her pulses racirgn éeane he was
near, Jenny thought. And Andrew was such good fumwayes
friendly, never moody, never too tired to sit witér by the fire and
talk. He told her of his training, and of how hermraged to go further
and do more difficult climbs all the time. He tdidr of expeditions
he had been on, of countries and animals and paapleustoms she
had never dreamed existed. He had the gift of ngakisidescriptions
live, so that Jenny was never bored.

Often she would find the eyes of Mrs Ramsden ansl Mingley on
them, but this had ceased to worry her. She wagydwthing wrong.
She made no pretence of leading Andrew on—indeedreim
himself gave no indication of being interested mything but a
friendly and completely platonic relationship.

Not every evening was spent talking. Sometimesetheas a film,
and even if it was one that Jenny had seen long lagfore her
parents became ill, it was a diversion. Andrew tbusn old
Monopoly, and the four of them spent merry eveninggotiating,
lively property deals over the battered old board.

So the evening hours sped by pleasantly. Onlygittnwhen Jenny
was in bed and the room in darkness, did the fgelof restlessness
assail her. Perhaps her emotions were heightentigbbyista of stars
outside her window, or by the lovely perfumes tivédted in from the
garden. Whatever the cause, she only knew thatfabkng of



longing, of wanting to see Ross again, grew so ardixe that often
at sunrise her pillow was wet.

One morning Jenny and Mrs. Ramsden were sittindgpengarden.

They had just finished their tea, Mrs Ramsden lesebri up her

knitting, and Jenny was trying to capture a scéia¢ seemed to be
eluding her.

A shadow fell across the page and she looked upaRmoment she
could not speak. He had caught her so completélguzrd that she
had no time to hide the emotions which surged uyemat sight of the
stem-faced figure in the neat safari suit.

'Ross!" she exclaimed. ' Oh, Ross, it's you!'

'Hello, Jenny.' His face had not relaxed. Only éyes seemed to
soften at the sight of her obvious emaotion.

'Ross,' she said again, and just looked at himdss|y.

He smiled suddenly and said, ' Well, Jenny, shogla, or may | sit
down and join you ?'

'‘My manners!' she gasped, and without thinkingtskd to jump up.

'Steady!' He pushed her gently back into the ch@at foot must be
fragile still,' he laughed softly, ' and | don'tvieamy wheelbarrow
with me today.'

'Oh, Ross!" Now she too was laughing, her confusamshed with
his jest. ' I'm an idiot. Please sit down.' Sh@ddrto Mrs Ramsden
who had been watching the interchange with gretarest. ' Mrs
Ramsden, this is Mr Sundy.’

'‘We've met,' said Mrs Ramsden. ' Don't you rementierday Mr
Sundy helped you down the mountain?"



'l hope you don't mind me joining you, Mrs Ramsdddss spoke
courteously, inclining his head towards the oldeman.

'It's nice for Jenny to have company.' Mrs Ramsyggoice was
friendly, but to Jenny's ears it lacked some afigisal warmth. '‘Jenny
dear, if we catch a waiter's eye we could ordeesif pot of tea. Mr
Sundy must be feeling tired and hot.’

‘Thank you.' He smiled at her. 'But I've just hdukar.’

‘Well, in that case . . ." She glanced at her watchve just
remembered, Jenny—I must go and finish a lettee. @dst leaves in
half an hour." She bent to pick up her bag, putanglasses and her
knitting, and then got to her feet. ' You'll excuse, won't you, Mr
Sundy?'

‘She thinks she must be tactful,' Jenny said, vagdher go.

‘Sensible woman.' Rogmished his chair closer to hers. ' | wanted
be alone with youHow are you, Jenny?'

Hereally wanted to know, she thought wonderinglyvédis not just a
courtesy question.' I'm getting on well,’ she said.

'I'm glad. I've thought of you often, but it's tirst chance I've had to
get here. We had a spot of bother in the forest andldn't get away.'

'Oh!" So it was not that he had not wanted to come.
‘Are you able to walk yet, Jenny?"

Jenny felt at that moment that if happiness alamddcpropel her
along the ground, she could probably out-distanedléetest deer. 'A
little," she said. ' Though till now I've had tceubese crutches to get
from the room to the garden.’



'Did you see a doctor?’

'Yes—the day after the accident someone took neetavin and the
doctor there had a look at my foot.'

‘And was it a sprain?'

‘Yes.' She smiled. ' The doctor complimented youhenway you'd
looked after me, Ross.'

'I'm glad to hear it,’ he said with a grin. 'Bu keven happier to hear
that you're better. I've a proposition to put taydenny. But first, |
want to see you walk.'

‘A proposition ?' She glanced at him curiously.

'‘Not the kind that would give your friend Mrs Raraadhe shudders,
although'—his eyes were teasing—' that kind of psajmn would
give me no end of pleasure too.'

‘What kind of proposition?' she asked, ignoringithglication of his
words.

‘Let me see you walk.'

'‘Oh, Ross!" She pretended to pout. 'You are a tyfid anybody
ever tell you that ?* She got to her feet, takieg Weight off the
injured foot with acquired practice. Slowly she higa from her
chair to a tree a few yards away.

'Far enough,’ she heard him calling. ' Don't waghtrout of my life.’

‘Would you mind?' she asked, before she could Istogelf, and felt
her cheeks grow warm under his level gaze.

‘Yes, Jenny,' he said after a long moment. "Yowkhaould.'



'Oh, well . . ." She was a little breathless as lsbigbled back to
him—a breathlessness which owed little to physgaktion. 'You've
seen me walk. You said something about a propaoSitio

'l have a free day tomorrow. Would you like to speénwith me?'
And as she gazed at him, her eyes glowing: ' Ighbwe might go
for a picnic.’

''d like that," she said. ' Where would we go?'
‘A surprise,' he said enigmatically.
'It's just—I can't walk very far. You might not egjit . . .'

'l have my car back, so we won't have to rely onwheeelbarrow.
There won't be much walking, Jenny, and you'vesBati me that
you cando a few steps on your own. But if you really tamanage
'—his expression set her heart pounding once motee-a pair of
fairly strong arms, you know.'

'Yes,' she said after a moment, very softly, ' kdow.'
‘Then you'll come?'

'Of course | will.'

'‘Good.' There was a look a real satisfaction irfdus.
‘What shall | bring?' she asked.

‘Let me see,’ he said, pretending to think. ' lehamough food and
drink, so | think—yes, | think your contribution e@® be—just
yourself.'

'Oh, Ross!" She could not help laughing. ' Yourgasod for me.'



'I'm glad, Jenny.' Glancing at his watch, he gdtisofeet. 'Have to be
getting along now. Till tomorrow, then. About nihe?

"I'll be ready,' she promised.

She watched him walk away, the tall lithe figureéhe safari suit, his
legs athletic and muscled, his arms deep brown frasun. Was it
only a few days ago that she had thought she quedent herself
from falling in love with him ?

She was still smiling when Mrs Ramsden rejoinediténe garden. '
| saw Mr Sundy leaving,' die said quietly.

‘Yes.' Jenny turned warmly to the older woman. ankhyou for
pretending you had letters to write. | realiseddis an excuse, but |
appreciated it.'

'You appreciated it,’” Mrs Ramsden said slowly, vaithunexpected
look of concern. ' | suppose you did. And yet, Jerincan't help
wondering whether | did the right thing.'

‘You needn't have done it,' Jenny said quicklyothyhg we spoke
about was secret. But it was a lovely thing to dhe same.' She
hardly noticed the other woman's silence, her rousl with the next
day's delights, ' Mrs Ramsden, Ross asked me torgopicnic with
him tomorrow.'

‘Jenny . . ."'the look of concern had deepenedphider if that's wise
?l

'You mean because of my foot?'
1.

'It's much better, you know. | can walk small dstes without
crutches now.’



‘Yes ..." said Mrs Ramsden slowly.

'In fact, Ross made me show him how | walked bef@eout the
proposition to me.'

‘Proposition ?'

'‘Ross's word.' Jenny laughed. ' | don't know whgdd it just now. |
must be very impressionable.’

'Yes. Yes, | think you may be. Jenny, my deard 84is Ramsden
carefully, ' I wonder if it's a good idea to go lvWir Sundy?'

‘But . . ." Jenny looked bewildered. ' Of courseon't go if there's
something you would rather | did with you tomorrow.'

‘No, my dear, it's not that."”

'l know you're worried about my foot. You're a dagl Mrs
Ramsden, but you needn't worry. I'm much better,meadly | am.
Anyway, Ross said we'd be going by car. He tholighhanage the
bit of walking there might be. He said even if bmin't manage . . .’
She stopped abruptly, her cheeks betraying hechiezausly once
more.

Jenny," Mrs Ramsden began,ifashe wereabout to say something,
then stopped as she thought better of it. Findde/ said gently, ' It's

all therein your face,my dear. Anyone who knows you well coulc
see it.

'1..."Jenny opened her mouth to speak, buethvas nothing to say.
She lifted her hand ia hopeless gesture and dropped it into her I:
once more.

'l was so hoping you would get to like Andrew," MRamsden said,
after a long silence.



‘But | do,’ Jenny said quickly. 'I'm so fond of Aad. Really | am.’

'‘Fond? Yes, Jenny, | know you're fond of him. Bshig looked at her
sadly, 'you don't love him, do you?'

'l haven't known him very long,’ the girl said #léi desperately,
wondering that a glorious morning could turn sauswiftly.

'‘No. And yet you haven't known Mr Sundy long either
‘No.'

‘Do you love him, Jenny?' Mrs Ramsden's eyes westedsed.
‘There—I've said it! You'll think me an interferio¢gd woman, and no
doubtlam. ..

'Oh, no,' Jenny protested. ' You could never be'tha

'l have your interests at heart, my dear. I'm sal fof you. You know
how much | want to see you happy.'

‘But | amhappy. Happier than I've been for so long.’

‘I know." Impulsively Mrs Ramsden stretched outadhto the girl. ' |
told you—it's all there in your fad; for me to readou're quite
radiant.' She paused, then said gently, ' Jenny, daesish you'd
consider. This man—Mr Sundy—what is he?"'

‘A forester.' Jenny looked pleadingly at the otheman.
‘A forester?' Mrs Ramsden echoed.
‘You say that as if he's nothing!'

'‘Oh, no!’



'‘But he is," Jenny insisted. ' He had to studyedoolne a forester.
You've only to hear him speak to know that he'sarleHe . . . he's a
fine man, Mrs Ramsden.’

'‘Perhaps. But, Jenny, your life is in England.viteere you belong.'

'‘Andrew doesn't live in England, and you would bedgf | were to
marry him.'

‘That's true." Mrs Ramsden looked unhappy. ' I'mh beng very
consistent. But Andrew . . . Andrew is differerdndy. He . . . he's so
eligible.'

'It's not enough. | couldn't marry a man just beedue was eligible.’

‘Perhaps not." Mrs Ramsden sighed. 'You still haarswered my
guestion. I've no right to ask it, Jenny, but, . .

'‘Which question?' Jenny asked tonelessly.
‘About Mr Sundy.'

It was almost midday. A heat haze shimmered andeathiover a
clump of rocks. Bees droned in the flowers andvadwellow bird
sang cheekily in a nearby tree. Jenny's eyes wett@somountains, as
If she would find the answer she sought on the edggee-covered
slopes.

At last she turned her head slowly and looked & Remsden. 'Yes,
| love him," she said very softly. ' | love Rosshe was silent again,
her fingers playing nervously with her sketch-penhen she spoke
once more her tone was deliberately bright. ' leléwm, but that

doesn't mean he loves me, or that he would everymae. Ross is

very self- sufficient. Perhaps he'll never get nearat all.'

‘Then you will go tomorrow ?'



'It's just a picnic." If only Mrs Ramsden had natda such an issue of
the invitation! ' The fact that I'm going to spetid day with Ross
doesn't mean a thing.'

‘Perhaps you're right." Mrs Ramsden picked up hétirkg. ' Jenny,
what about Neil ?'

'‘What about him?' Jenny's eyes were troubled sfog, sensed what
the older woman would say.

"You thought Mr Sundy was keeping something back.’
‘That's true.'
'‘And now you think differently?’

Why are you doing this to me? Jenny wanted to @agl, knew she
could not, for Mrs Ramsden was trying, in the onby she knew, to
help her. ' | can't answer that question,' she, qaud | don't believe
Ross would ever do anything bad or dishonest.'

‘Do you still think there's some mystery about Neihereabouts?'

Jenny stared bleakly into the mountains. At lagt shid honestly,
'Yes. Yes, | do. But | don't think'—she turned dgycto Mrs

Ramsden—' and you must believe me—I don't thinksResnixed
up in it.’

'l hope you're right." Mrs Ramsden came to the ariaer row, and
took out a tape measure to see how much she had skmy had the
feeling that she was giving herself time to thiikhen she looked up
at last her eyes were as warm and smiling as alw&ys out with
him tomorrow, Jenny," she said. ' And have a good.tYou deserve
it.



CHAPTER SIX

Long before the sun was up next morning Jenny wasa. She was
SO eager to see whether or not it would be a fayetdat she jumped
out of bed, forgetting her foot, and then, as heigiv sank down on
it, she grimaced with sudden pain. But after a mutrebe was able to
hobble to the window.

It was dark still and the air was cold. The sky wa®paque grey, and
the mountain peaks a darker grey silhouetted agaiNghere, Jenny
wondered, would Ross take her? He had said it wWoalld surprise.
And then, looking at the mountains, so mysteriaushe lifting
darkness, she knew it did not matter where theytwah that
mattered was that she would be with him; A wholg staetched out
before her, a day spent alone with Ross. The Vvenyght was bliss.

The eastern sky grew lighter. Jenny had openeavih@ow so that
she could enjoy the lovely perfumes that driftedrom the garden,
but now she became conscious of the cold air thatefd in from

outside, creeping beneath her nightie, and turherdgare feet to ice.

It was still some hours before breakfast, but tiotlng thought of her
warm bed was tempting, Jenny could not get backedténthe
blankets. She was too excited, too restless. Veistlyg, so as not to
waken Mrs Ramsden, she went to the cupboard angytih@bout
what she would wear. Then she hobbled silently ftbenroom to
have her bath.

She was in the garden when Ross came for her. &hedten her
breakfast rapidly, hardly tasting her food. Now shewith a book on
her lap in the garden, wondering when he would come

A hundred times she looked up, expecting to see ¢hiding herself
mentally for being worse than a child awaiting @atr She must be
sensible about this outing, she told herself,ngtiher book and



starting to read. After all, it was nothing moreitha picnic. But
hardly had she read a few lines, her eyes skimthiagvords and her
mind not taking in their meaning, when she wouldritbe snapping
of a twig or the rustle of grass, and would turnhmead quickly to see
if it was Ross.

Finally he came. Jenny's heart lifted when she tentall figure
striding towards her. He was not dressed in hislusafari suit, but
was wearing shorts and a navy sports shirt, opgheaneck. He
looked so vital that she wondered how she could lagught him
middle-aged even for a moment.

‘Jenny," he said, smiling down at her. 'Have yonb&aiting long?'

‘Not long at all." Now that he was here it wasfabe waiting had
never been.

‘Let me help you up.' He stooped to take her arm.
'I'm all right, really | am," she laughed protegtin

'‘Have to watch you.' His touch was gentle, bueritghe inevitable
ripples of excitement along her arm. ' | want yauenjoy the
day—you won't if your foot plays up.'

When she was standing he held her away from hiet me look at
you," he said. After much deliberation she had dbkxtito wear
cream-coloured slacks with a pink blouse that eobdrher fair
colouring. She knew that she looked her best. yViese,' said Ross
after a long moment.

Jenny would be seeing a different part of the maiasttoday, he told
her as he began to drive. It was a lovely day.Skyewas a deep blue
with wisps of white cloud hovering over the tipstbé peaks. There
had been some rain recently, and the countrysidegneen, almost
lush in parts. The road climbed and twisted, anelvaty turn of the



way new vistas lay before them. Once, when theyectma place
where the road had been widened to allow peopae€nare the view,
Ross stopped the car. The view was so breathtékaiglenny gazed
about her, quite unable to speak. The morning naidtlifted, and the
mountains folded upon one another in a never-enliegof peaks
and overlapping slopes. Far below, in a gorgevioaind between the
mountains, Jenny saw the glint of a river, andhatside of the road a
profusion of wild flowers, orange and white andig®i, danced and
swayed in the breeze. Over everything hung ancfigarenity and of
vastness.

'Like it?' Ross had moved closer to her, his am@tcted out along
the top of the seat behind her.

She turned to him, nodding wordlessly. Her eyesewapist, her

emotion heightened because he was there to shareetuty with

her. 'l thought you would.' His voice was gruff ahd arm that rested
on the seat closed about her. Jenny did not knawlbong they sat

there, in a nearness that needed no words. Shekoely that when

he took his arm from her shoulders so that he cstald the car once
more, she was filled with a strange sense of loss.

They had their picnic beside a river-pool. It waguset and lovely

place to which Ross brought her, a place that waaroff the beaten
track that visitors to the mountains seldom discedet, he told her.

The sun filtering through the tall trees threw degppshadows on the
rocks. Over a sheer cliff face hurtled a waterfaltushing mass of
white foam which fell into the pool where Jenny aRdss were

sitting. Moss clung to the rocks, and beneath thest Jenny saw
hundreds of toadstools. 'Poisonous,' Ross cautibeedhen he saw
her eyes on them. ' Not to be eaten.’

'l know. But aren't they pretty!" Jenny turned bmhaughing. ' Look
at those red ones, with the white spots. They dsene straight out of
a fairy story. Do you know, Ross, | think you'vebght me to a fairy



glen. If | close my eyes the fairies will come dwam behind those
toadstools and begin to dance.'

You're still a little girl in many ways, aren'ty®@

Ross reached out and rumpled her hair. He was ilagigbut in his
eyes was a look she could not define. ' Did yoiekelin fairies when
you were a child, Jenny?'

'Of course. Doesn't every child?' Unbiddempicture of Neil came
into her mind, laughing away her fears of goblirmewthey had been
in a dark part of the woods. But that was long agoebeinedly she
thrust the picture from her mind. She would nobhkhof Neil today,
for if she did she might end up talking about hamg then she knew
Ross's face would cloud, and the lovely day wogdoiled.

'‘Hungry?' Ross was grinning at her. He looked sefose and
content that she was glad she had not mentiondd Nei

‘Starving!'

‘As | thought." He had brought a haversack with,hémd Jenny
watched curiously as he opened it, wondering wes v it. 'First,’

he said, 'I'm going to cool our drink.' He tookthest of orange juice
and immersed them in the icy mountain water. ' Ththtake care of

your thirst when you get hot,' he informed her.The took a packet
of sandwiches and put them out on a cardboard.pl&&'ll have

these now. Just an appetiser, I'll leave the netsta bag for later.’

'‘Delicious,' she said, when she had taken a biteeofsandwich. '
You're, very self-sufficient, aren't you, Ross?'

''ve had to be,' he said quietly.



'Have you never wanted to marry?' The moment sdeasked the
question she could have bitten her tongue. Butgp=the had not
taken her words as a hint.

'I'm not a confirmed bachelor, if that's what yoean,' Ross said
slowly. ' But what girl would share the life of@éster? It can be very
lonely.'

He was watching her so intently that she had tp ter eyes. ' There
must be girls who would like it,' she said hesitgritying to sound
casual. .

‘Ah, but any girl wouldn't do," he said. 'l don&ad a housekeeper.
When | marry it will be only if the girl | love was to share this life .
. ." His voice trailed away and his eyes held g@adislook. Jenny
sensed that he was thinking of a particular gnt] gelt a stab of pain
wrench inside her.

Abruptly he changed the subject. 'Do you know hownake a stone
skim the water?' he asked, bending to choose dgdhbé stood up,
went to the edge of the water, and with an effestimovement he let
the pebble go. Jenny watched it skim gently andtlswover the
surface of the pool, the water just rippling sllghtith its movement.

'‘Easy,' she said, glad of the diversion. Pickinggpone, she imitated
his movement. The stone plopped into the watersand.

'Oh, dear," Jenny sighed, after yet another ofstmres had sunk to
the bottom. * | can't do it. You'd think the fasien this glen could
lend a hand.’

‘You don't need fairies. I'll show you.' He camasel to her, took her
arm and made a throwing movement. ' Like this. Klyiou can do it?'

Tll try." A little breathlessly, she bent, choagebble, and this time
the movement must have been better, for thouglpe¢bble did not



skim as Ross's did, it did not sink with the olestiyn of her previous
efforts.

‘Excellent 1 Again, Jenny." He was delighted. I tihake a
pebble-skimmer of you yet.'

Ask she bent to choose another stone she lookatl im. His eyes
were twinkling with mischief. His face, so ofterest and serious,
was relaxed and boyish. This was how she lovedrhost— when
the playful mood was upon him. To prolong it shi ife with his
mood, and sent yet another pebble skipping ovewtter.

After a while they grew tired of this game. Theyae to talk, and
Jenny marvelled at how much they found to discusg,at how much
they had in common.

Presently Ross began to talk about the mountaihshenforests. He
told her of his duties as a forester. He told Hi¢he trees that grew on
the slopes of the mountains, of the bushes anaildeflowers and
the birds. His eyes were bright, his face rapt. Asadlenny watched
his face and listened to his words she began terstehd how much
his work meant to him. This was his life, and heeladit.

She did not know how long they had been talkingmime looked up
at the sun and said, ' That tummy of yours musgdiéng hungry
again.'

'I'm always hungry here. Ross, you looked at the-stan you tell
the time that way?'

‘Sometimes | forget | have a watch on me.' He ldaper the rocks
and leaned into the pool where he had put thedbotfuice. He came
back to where she was sitting, and held the bagknst her cheek,
suddenly, without warning.

The cold hit her with a shock and she gave a \galast!’



‘Just demonstrating the effectiveness of our manim&drigeration.’
He grinned at her as he began to unpack the hakersa

‘That was gorgeous!" she sighed a little whiler|aihen they had
finished their lunch of chicken sandwiches, fruitlaorange juice.

'I'm glad.' Ross was putting the debris into a pagkhich then went
back into the haversack. ' Did you enjoy it enot@bome again?'

Her glowing eyes were the only answer he neededoslesd at her
for a long moment, his eyes gleaming with satigéactThen he
stretched out a hand to her. ' Come, Jenny, | ti;mlkme we went.’

Walking down to the river had not been too difficiar her. At one

point she had sat on a rock and simply slitherednd®ut she found
that getting back up was an entirely different wpon. She

watched Ross jump from rock to rock, nimble- footed sure of
himself, and knew that even at the best of timdsmwshe had no
Injuries to hinder her, she could not match himtiteed all at once,
saw her difficulty, and grinned. He took the hawaeks from his

shoulders, put it on the ground, then went badketo' Sorry, Jenny,
| forgot you needed help. You managed so well cordowgn.’

'l slid down,' she said ruefully.

‘And the law of gravity defies you to slide back agpin.' His eyes
shone with mischief. ' Hold on tightly now." And ttvia quick
movement, as if she were no heavier than a paféeathers, he had
lifted her in his arms and was climbing over thekiowith her.

Her heart was beating wildly as she felt the hasdnaf his body
against her own. It was like that other time, $toaight, only then she
had not wanted to admit to herself that she loved his time she
simply gave herself up to the feelings of the momen



At the top of the rocks he stopped. ' | can watkwyishe said, a little
breathlessly.

'l know." His voice was gruff. He was still holdirger, and the
mischief had vanished from his eyes as he stooek tlyiite still,

staring down into her face. For a long heart-stogpnoment they
looked at each other. Then he lifted her closeato® him and she
felt his lips touch her hair. 'Jenny," he whispeoade, very softly.
Then he put her down.

The car was not far away, and they walked the akshe way in
silence. 'lt's been a lovely day,' she said lat®en they reached the
hotel.

‘The first of many, | hope,' said Ross. ' Goodhjenny.' He had
opened the door for her, and as he helped herfabeaar he drew
her close. Again she felt the featherlight touchisflips on her hair.

She did not know how long she stood there, watcltiimg drive
away. Only when she heard a voice behied did she turn. ' Miss
Windham '—it was Ann, the receptionist—' I'm gladsee you're
feeling better.'

‘Thank you.' Jenny looked at the other girl, wondgmat the hard
bright look in the pretty eyes. Had Ann seen héh\Rioss? If so, this
might be the reason for her hostility. At Ann's hewords her
suspicions were confirmed.

‘It must be nice for you to get around once maieg was saying.
'‘And with Ross to drive you, you don't need to walkch, do you?'

‘Not all that much," Jenny agreed, a little cooiiyng by the other
girl's manner.



‘What more can you ask for?' Ann said blandly,Jmce smooth as
silk. 'The sympathy of all the guestada scenic tour with an expert
who knows all the best places. Heesknow the best places, doesn’
he?'

'‘Does he?' Jenny said as casually as she coutdn'titell you from
my personal experience. | haven't been to many yet.

‘Ah, but you will. Ross always knows the placessguill like.'

'He . . ." Jenny bit off her words, annoyed withsle$ that she had
risen to Ann's bait and been about to ask more.

‘You were going to ask?'
‘Nothing,' Jenny said flatly.

‘Sure?' She waited a moment, but when Jenny didnseter she said,
"You'll be taking part tonight, of course?'

‘Taking part?' Jenny looked bewildered. What orthearas Ann
getting at now?

‘The fancy dress. After supper—in the lounge.' Ammled again, her
eyes like diamonds in the pretty face. ' You mastehseen the notice
board.'

‘There was something . . ." Jenny began guiltilye Excitement of
seeing Ross again had, crowded out all other thsu@mly now that
Ann mentioned it did she remember seeing the notice

'‘We're having a book fancy dress party. Everyorleceme dressed
as a fiction character or a book-title. We did spdn that all our
guests would be taking part.' Ann gave a brittlggla ' In any event,
Mr Langley probably saw the notice and would haaminded you,
so even if you had forgotten you wouldn't have etsis,'



'l suppose not.' Now Jenny turned deliberately bedgan to walk
slowly in the direction of the bungalow.

The receptionist really had her own brand of nassn It should not
bother her—and yet it did. It was obvious that Amas attracted to
Ross. Indeed, it was hard to imagine any girl remagiunaffected by
him. But did Ann need to be so nasty? The insioudihat Ross was
attentive to many girls—did that mean anything? Sfested so
much to believe the remark stemmed only as a redulAim's
hostility. But the remark was insidious. Now thiahad been made
she must try not to brood about it. As for the rdmabout
Andrew—what had that been all about?

Jenny was tired. It had been a long day, a lovaly, ut she had
walked more than she had done since hurting hérdod now it was
throbbing. More than anything she wanted to gostorbiom and rest.
If she could have done so she would willingly hdeegone her
supper and crept straight into bed. But she knewkhrs Ramsden,
though she would say nothing to object, would bg.hihere was
nothing for it—after a rest and a shower she wdwale to start
getting ready for supper.

Mrs Ramsden was. not in the bungalow, and Jennygleals She lay

back on her bed and tried to think. She loved regdand normally

she would have enjoyed the evening that lay ah€haee were so

many fictional characters that she could thinkoof, each required a
certain amount of preparation—and she had no time.

Clearly she would have to think quickly. At lastestemembered a
book she had once reatlhe Egg and IShe took her writing pad,
detached the cardboard page at the end of it a&wl @in it the shape
of an egg. Then she took her scissors, cut ardumautlined shape
and with her sketching crayons she coloured iTlen she pinned
the egg to her cardigan with a safety-pin.



After dinner Jenny and Mrs Ramsden went into thmde. Already
the room was a buzz of anticipation, and as Jeookeld at the
people all around her, she felt a pang of remdvkxst of them had
been to so much trouble. Their costumes had besated with care
and ingenuity. Though the judging had not yet begoany of the
guests were walking about, guessing titles and aciers, and
complimenting one another on their originality.

Although she really did not feel up to it, Jenngdrto fit in with the
mood of the evening. Miss Ramsden's look of disagpp@nt when
she had seen the girl's attempt at a fancy dressdiabeen lost on
her. 'That's sweet,’ she had commented after & glénce at the
little piece of cardboard on Jenny's cardigan. Tétemhad changed
the subject. Mrs Ramsden herself had gone to & deahof trouble,
and she must have felt that the girl could havesdikewise.

They were sitting near the fire when they weregdiby Andrew and
his mother. Mrs Langley was dressed as the Quesn Alice in
Wonderlandand Andrew looked very dashing as Robin Hood. Fro
somewhere he had managed to dig up a tyroleargtesn with a
sprightly feather, and he wore a green jerkin otight-fitting
trousers. There was even a bow, well equippedavittws, which he
had made from supple twigs.

Presently the judging began. As each person pas$edore the
judges the other guests would try to guess what thpresented.
When the title or character had been confirmedetiveould be a
round of applause, and it was by the volume of aymg# that the
winners were determined. Many of the representatiere easy to
guess, but some were not. When this happened tserpgave an
explanation for the costume, and when the audisaeehow apt it
was, the clapping was often very great.



When Andrew wait up to be judged the lounge ranth wioise.
Added to the fact that he was popular, he made al@ndsome and
dashing figure in his Robin Hood get-up.

Then it was Jenny's turn. The title of her book \yasssed very
quickly. The applause was polite and friendly, thaugh Jenny was
well liked by the other guests, and had eliciteccimsympathy with
the injured foot, it was not as enthusiastic asight have been.

When everybody had passed before the judges thageaf the
hotel rose to announce the winners. Andrew's naaseame of those
called out, and amidst much clapping and cheermgvant up to
collect his prize—a bottle of wine. Aim, the redepist, handed out
the prizes. When Andrew took the bottle from hex gt up her face
for a kiss. There was much good-humoured laughiogp the other
guests as he bent down and lightly embraced her.

Afterwards, when the contest was over, Andrew askedhiter to
bring glasses. ' We're all going to sample my wime announced.

At that moment Ann passed their group of chaird, &lve paused and
smiled. 'Using up your prize already?' To Jenngss éhere was
something provocatively teasing about her tone.

'‘As you see.' Andrew grinned up at her. ' And yollisit down and
join us, won't you?'

'‘Well..." She slanted an enigmatic look in Jenmiytsction. ' Yes,
thank you, I think I will.'

‘That's the spirit!" Andrew was in good humour adifted the open
bottle to his nose and pretended to sniff the betguth great
thoughtfulness and consideration. ' Excellentptomounced at last,
with mock gravity.

‘Worth the kiss?' Ann asked demurely.



‘Absolutely.’
You didn't mind, did you, Miss Windham?' She hawchéd to Jenny.

'Of course not,' said Jenny, wondering why thesiiduld make such
an issue of the kiss, and at the same time a \illiey of the bright,
hard voice.

'Should she have minded?' Andrew asked.

'‘Perhaps not.' Ann spoke in pretended uncertdititg. just . . . you
and Miss Windham have been spending so much tigether. |
thought perhaps ... On the other hand, there'sndrewho . . ." She
paused very deliberately. 'Ohamsorry, Miss Windham. Perhaps |
shouldn't have said that. Perhaps Mr Langley dbksaiv.'

'‘Know what?' Andrew asked quietly.

Ann was silent, waiting for Jenny to speak. ' Whiat is trying to tell

you,"' Jenny said quietly, ' is that | spent the datyh Ross Sundy.'
And as Andrew wrinkled his brow at the mention aiaame which
obviously meant nothing to him: 'Ross is a foresfaon't you

remember, Andrew, the man who helped me down thentam

when | hurt my ankle?'

'Oh, that man,' Andrew said in a dismissing toseaf he did not take
the matter at all seriously. ' You didn't tell denny."'

'l haven't had much chance to," Jenny observedlyguiéVe've all
been very excited with the fancy- dress, and attet only went out
with him today.'

'l see." Still there was no more than polite irgene Andrew's voice.
'l didn't know you'd become so friendly with him.'



'l haven't." Jenny bit her lip, and wished she @aibp the tell-tale
colour from flooding hen cheeks. 'He asked me emdphe day with
him. We had a picnic. That's about all there was'to

‘And yet | don't think he means quite so littleMss Windham.' Ann
was watching her closely, a dangerous look in lgese' There was
that kiss, after all, wasn't there, Miss Windham?"'

‘A kiss?' Andrew asked.

‘Yes. That was why | didn't think Miss Windham wauéally mind if
| kissedyoujust now," Ann smiled. 'l meawour kiss meant so little,
didn't it?'

‘And the kiss you saw meant no more.' Jenny's\ia=burning, as
much from fury as from embarrassment. Why did dinilstry so hard
to. make trouble?

‘Well . . ." Ann said non-committally.

'‘What is this anyway?' Jenny said angrily. 'An isgion? If | choose
to kiss somebody that's entirely my business. 8uate you saw it,
you know it was no more than a peck. Why do youermakound like
a passionate embrace?’

'l suppose it wasn't really passionate,’ Ann coedeadluctantly, ' but
| don't know what preceded it. After all, the twbyou were alone
together all day.’

'l wish | knew what you were trying to get at,’ dgrdemanded
furiously. ' | decided to spend the day with Rosmdy. Is there
something wrong with that?'



‘No.'

'‘And even if there was—what business is it of y@8ufm a guest
here.’

'l know. It's just . . ." Ann looked down in pretlsd demureness. '
Perhaps | shouldn't say this— | can see how anguyaye. But I'm
really doing it only for your own good. You see, Mangley'— she
turned to Andrew—' Ross Sundy has the reputatiobdéong quite a
ladies' man. A lot of girls who've been guests lverdd tell you that.
Miss Windham—' she hesitated again, ' don't bentakeby that
strong, silent forester's image.'

'l can look after myself,' Jenny said hotly.

'l wouldn't like you to fall in love with him. Yoreé a nice girl, Miss
Windham.' Jenny thought the word ' nice' held agatory ring. ' |
wouldn't like to see you hurt.'

'I don't think there's much danger of that,’ Jesaid. 'That's the
second time you've warned me. Perhaps we couldyehttie subject
now?'

‘Yes,' Andrew said suddenly, stepping into the ftest as Ann was
about to speak once more. Jenny mentally blessed fbi his
intervention. * | think you've made the positiorefty clear to Jenny.
Now, ladies, | really think we should have the wibefore the
evening becomes too serious.'

Ann was wise enough to drop the subject after thhé did not sit
with them for long, but while she was there she warty much the
life and soul of the party. She could be very chagwhen she tried,
Jenny found, and she soon had Andrew laughingrarrecdotes. In
contrast, Jenny was very quiet. She sipped her amgklistened to
the scintillating wit that bounced between Andremd &Ann. Ross



was not mentioned again, but Jenny felt that hensatieen forgotten
by any of them.

A little later, when Jenny got up to go, Andrewdshe would walk
with her to the bungalow. Mrs Ramsden was not Wigm. She had
gone to bed soon after the judging was over.

Andrew linked his arm through hers, and as thekadthrough the
darkness he recounted an incident that had occutnée he was out
climbing that morning. They were at the door of tliiegalow when
the light-heartedness left his voice and he | teakhand. ' Jenny,' he
said, ' don't take what Ann said too seriously.'

'l won't,' she said quickly.
‘Ann is a nice girl. | know she didn't mean to ups®..’
‘I'm not upset.'

‘Yes, you are. You've been upset since she joisednn means well.
As she said, she was only thinking of you.'

'Please, Andrew!

'l can understand how it happened,' he went onu't€donely during
the day. Mrs Ramsden and my mom aren't suitablgpaagnfor a lass
like you. And there don't seem to be any unattagfoeohg people
here at the moment. So if you did happen to meetithpthe forester,
that's no fault of yours.'

‘Andrew . . ." If only she could stop him from ggian, but her voice
was thick with unshed tears.

'‘One of these days I'll take things a little eaar@d do a smaller walk
with you. Would you like that, Jenny?'



She nodded wordlessly.

‘Good night, my dear.' He drew her to him, andtfa second time
that day a man kissed her.

And then, mercifully, she was alone in the darkrigdghe bungalow.
She undressed quickly, and slipped between thetsshagt in the
moments before she fell asleep, like the shiftirgtggns in a
kaleidoscope, the events of the day passed betoreyes.



CHAPTER SEVEN

On a blue and golden morning a Jew days later Ras® to her
again. And as always Jenny's spirits lifted atsilgéxt of him.

'How's the foot getting on?' he enquired, squattinchis haunches
beside her chair.

'l believe you're only interested in my foot," ska&id, laughing,
resisting the temptation to reach down and rurfihgers through the
curly hair.

'It's because it's so much a part of you thatiterested," he rejoined.
'‘Let's see you walk." And when she had obliged: 'great
improvement. | think it's good enough for what Y@éan mind.’

‘And that is?' If only she could stop her heartfrieaping whenever
he suggested any way in which they could be togethe

'‘Go and get a cardigan, and do whatever it isféraales must do
before they go out. Then come back to me.'

Ross . . .' she began.

'Five minutes,’ he said firmly, straightening arming to a chair.
‘That's all the time I'll give you.',

Though she knew he was teasing she was back b#ferdive
minutes were over, having only paused to run ahotbeough her
hair. A quick look in the mirror told her that helveeks were flushed,
and her eyes so bright that she needed no mak8hgpfound Mrs
Ramsden, told her she was going out, and thenduubrack to the
garden.

‘Good girl,' Ross said approvingly. ' Made it withirty seconds to
spare.’



‘Where are we going, Ross?'

'I'll tell you in the car.' He had his hand througgr arm as he guided
her to the car-park. There were people in the geatel on the drive,
but Jenny did not care. Fleetingly she thoughtiofi'&warning. But
much as she might brood over the girl's words aggar, nothing
could destroy the happiness of the moment.

'‘Have you ever seen rock paintings?' Ross askech Wiey were
turning from the hotel drive into the road.

'In books,' she told him.
'l mean the real thing. On the rocks themselves.'
'‘Oh, no.'

'l didn't think you had. | thought we'd have anotp&nic, Jenny.
Afterwards I'll take you to see rock paintings.' Hened to her
smiling. 'Or am | being too high-handed, just assgnthat's what
you would like to do?'

'No.' She smiled back at him. 'lI'd love to do that.

'‘Good.' He took a hand from the wheel and reachedas one of
hers. For a time they drove in silence, a contesitedce which made
conversation quite unnecessary. If Jenny had d¢arske could have
told him that she would have fallen in with jusioabany plan he
might have suggested. To look at rock paintings ldobe
fascinating, but all that really mattered was tta@ would be with
him. This was the important thing, and Ann's nagtyds could do
nothing to change it.

The road they travelled on was one she had not lsefmne, and as
always Jenny thrilled to the beauty and tranquibitthe countryside.
Now and then she turned from the scenery to lodkass. His profile



was relaxed, his arms muscled and brown, the hatidwhich he
guided the car expertly around the bends of thelwgroad was
strong and confident. His other hand still heldshé&nce when she
looked at him he turned and smiled at her. He dmrehand a tiny
squeeze. Then they came to a tricky part of thd,ne&ich required
all his attention and skill, and he released hedhso that he could
control the wheel more safely.

Deeper and deeper into the mountains they wente @mey drove
along a narrow gully with the cliffs steep and elam either side.
And then the road began to climb, and when thegheda plateau
the view below them was dazzling.

'l enjoyed that,' Jenny said, when Ross stoppedahat last.

'l know." He was smiling at her, a look of satisi@c in his eyes. 'l
was watching you. You love beauty, don't you, J&hny

‘Yes. It's all so lovely that | want to cry someisi

'| feel that way too. People think one gets usdétieanountains, but |
never have. | don't think | ever will.' He paustdtn asked, ' Gould
you get to like this type of life, Jenny?'

His eyes were so serious and compelling that sdad&ok away.
What did his words mean? Was this just a casuatou® Or was he
testing her in some way? If only she knew the ansavthat, then she
would know too what to say.

'l think | could like it very much,' she skid astaquietly.

He did not speak. He just looked at her very quiébr a long
moment, during which Jenny hardly breathed. Themgened his
door and came round to her side to help her out.



Once more they had their picnic beside the watdy, this, time it
was just a stream, for they were now quite higihnémountains. The
water danced between the rocks, so clear that e@edlgle could be
seen. The sun shone down on the water, the lighitesping the
surface into a million diamonds.

As he had done before, Ross stood the bottlesudfjtrice in the
water to keep cool. Then he leaned back agaimstkaand closed his
eyes.

Jenny watched him. He looked very tired, she thaoudis face was
deeply etched with lines and crevices, and nowepose, it held an
expression which touched at her heart. He was iflotlst she
wondered if he had fallen asleep. But after a wihddegan to talk.

She had heard him talk in many different ways. €Head been the
mocking, hurtful tone, which, she had come to dreadd the
light-hearted banter which had them both laughiftgere had been
the disturbing tenderness which had haunted henise And on
their, last outing there had been the seriousné&sswhich he had
told her about the forests and his work. Once nherevas talking
about the forests, but this time his tone and lisig/held a depth she
had not heard before. He spoke not only of his wouk told her his
dreams and ambitions for the future. Then he abkedbout herself.
After a time they began to talk about other thirgfsmusic, and of
books they- had both read. To anyone listeningay&mought, their
conversation would have seemed strange, as iftthuephed on topics
not normally discussed in such surroundings betvegenester and a
young girl. Yet their conversation was not straagall. And Jenny
had never felt closer to Ross.

It was quiet up here in the mountains, so far fieomg sign of life.

There was' only the sound of the leaping waterrulsde of the long
grass in the wind, the call of birds far above thdine sun grew
warmer, and Jenny revelled in the touch of it anshén. She thought



she had never known such peace, such tranquillitgy could have
been a million miles away from civilization.

Later, when the sun stood high above them, Rossakepo the
haversack and they began to eat. The lunch he foagjlit was, as
before, simple and quite delicious. When they Hadred away the
debris, he said, 'Now I'm going to show you thenfiags.'

He led the way over rocks and boulders, turningiv@ her a hand
whenever the going became steep or a little rodgh.ankle was so
much stronger now that she was able to manage quetié
Sometimes, as she had done before, when they camerts that
were sloping but not rough, Jenny sat down and glidt to the
bottom, while Ross watched her and grinned.

Presently they came to a pile of rocks that loo&ditle different.
Jenny saw that they formed the entrance to a siaredl. ' We're here.'
Ross turned and took her hand.

Though she had known more or less what to exgezsight that met
her eyes left her dumbfounded. In books, pictufe®ck paintings
had seemed flat and a little colourless. Now, geérem on these
rocks, she was amazed at how realistic they readhg—pictures of
men, of animals, and of hunters, beautifully painia colours that
had stood up to the ravages of wind and rain and.tPictures that
depicted the lives of men who had once roamed thesentains
hundreds, perhaps thousands of years ago. Men adhethuggled to
eke out an existence from these bare cliffs, wha lheed on the
animals they could hunt, and on berries and rd@sdrew from the
soil; who had slaked their thirst in the cool wabérthe mountain
streams. Men who had fought a constant battle isi,eand who yet
had had time to express the beauty that existathdrthem, as well
as the longings that dwelt within their souls.



Jenny needed time to assimilate the different isgoms the rock
paintings evoked in her. At last she said,' | nelreeamed it would be
SO interesting.'

'l could lend you some books . . ."' Ross said temets.

'Oh, yes!" She turned to him wonderingly, thinkingw little she
really knew of this strange, disturbing man, andvhmuch she
wanted to know more. ' Is this another of yournestés, Ross?'

'l find it very absorbing," he said quietly.

They spent some time in the little cave, and Jenoghed the bare
rock and studied the paintings, marvelling at tbeugate lines of the
angular drawings, and the colours that must haea loeixed from

mud and berries and roots.

At last Ross said, ' It's getting late. | think miest be going, Jenny.'

They began to climb back with Ross leading the wdlywas well till
Jenny came to a pile of rocks that she could ngjotiate.
Despairingly she looked at the jugged expanse ahevgetrying to
find a way of getting to the top of it. Finally sballed, 'Ross!

‘Jenny?' He looked around questioningly.
'I'm stuck!'

'‘Good heavens!" He grinned suddenly. ' WhateverIviaisking of!
Even without an injured foot you'd have troubletiget up there.'
With a few quick bounds he was beside her. Sometav his help,
Jenny managed to get up the steep incline.

But the climb had tired her more than she realiBeds looked at her
and must have seen the strain and the wearinessllfat once
he/bent and lifted her in his arms.



‘This is becoming a habit,’ she said shakily.

‘A very nice habit.' He laughed softly as he cakrleer. 'Little
Jenny—what have | done to you?'

He carried her a long way, much further than waessary. It was as
if, all at once, he was loth to put her down.

At last he stopped and lowered her gently to tleeigd. Then he put
his arms around her. She looked up at him, andhéart lurched at
the expression in his eyes. He bent his head haardttis lips were on
hers, and he was kissing her, gently at first doseh twith a sudden
hardness.

When he released her she was trembling. 'Jennyhere was a look
in his eyes which she could not understand. ' Jeyowyre so lovely,
but so vulnerable. | don't Want to hurt you.' Arglsihe shook her
head wordlessly, unable to speak because of the $tiaging her
throat, he took up- the haversack and led her tiatke car.

Once again they were silent on the drive back éohtbtel, but this
time the silence was more poignant. Jenny's theugldre in a
turmoil, and whenever she felt herself unobsenrerivgould try to
steal a glance at his face. What did he feel? \fioklhe think?

‘Little Jenny," he had called her. There had begh @ wealth of

tenderness in his voice. Was this what Ann meawetvghe said Ross
was a ladies' man—that he liked all pretty girlsd @nded up:

breaking their hearts? It could not be. It justidoot.

They were nearly at the hotel when Ross stoppedahat a look-out
point. In silence they sat looking down at the arisf slopes and
valleys, painted now with the shadows of late aften. Presently he
said, ' | won't be seeing you for a while, Jenny.'

'‘Oh!" She turned to him quickly, the happinessrfgdvithin her.



'l have to go on a trip, speak to the men in sohtkeeoother districts.'
He took her hand and stroked it gently. ' | jusugpht I'd tell you.'

‘How long will you be away?'

'I'm not certain. At least ten days.' He looketiet quietly, his hand
still stroking hers. ' Jenny.. he began, then stdppaving decided
apparently not to go on with what he had been atoosdy. Abruptly
he started the car, and drove the last miles lattet hotel.

When he had gone Jenny went to tell Mrs Ramsdemwslseback.

Then she went down to the river. The broad rockrevisbe had sat
that first afternoon had become her favourite sfbie went there
whenever she felt the need of solitude, or whernwsmged to think.

At this moment she needed to be alone. She didvaot to speak to
anyone and risk the preciousness of the day b@ioites.

Almost without moving she sat on her rock gazindo irthe
mountains, and reliving the day she had spent.r&membered the
tenderness she had glimpsed in Ross's eyes. Skentmred how he
had kissed her.

And then, quite involuntarily, her mind went backthe words that
Ann had spoken. Perhaps Ross was really just agaoy actor, a
man who could make every girl feel that she wagigheBut if he

was not an actor . . . ? Her mind could not copé thie implications
of what .that would mean. For if by some chanchdwfallen in love
with her, as she had with him, what future couler¢hbe for them? If
she married him it would mean living in the foresté\frica. How far

she would be from England and the life she knewealh a distance
measured not only in miles. A girl would have tovsy much in

love to take such a step—as Jenny was indeed & Ble knew it
now. She could take that step—but would he ask her?



The setting sun painted the sky with vivid coloansl the mountain
peaks were aflame with a translucence that wadidgzAt her feet
the river bubbled and tumbled, its never-endinggsmeating a music
she knew she could never grow tired of. From soneegvhin the
distance came the sounds of a cowbell and the slbbatherdboy as
he led his herd back to a distant farm.

Jenny's eyes blurred with sudden tears. She dideyenh know
whether her tears were for the beauty all aroumgddrefor the love
which had grown into something greater than sheevad known.



CHAPTER EIGHT

The next few days were curious ones. Jenny wenttaba state that
was not unlike a trance. She spoke to people alghed, responded
to jokes, did all the social and conventional tkitigat were expected
of her. And all the while, inside her, die was tigiout a different
world, a world of the emotions that was hidden frallhwho came
into contact with her,

Again and again she relived the time die had spetht Ross. In
terms of actual hours this wast much, but these hours had bee
packed with such contrasting emotions. She wouidktlof Ross
trundling her in the wheelbarrow, and let out avolantary laugh.
She would remember the times he had lifted her mgéoarms and
carried her. She could still feel the harness af ¢hest, and the
strength of his arms: could still smelly the comosscent of
maleness. The touch of his hand upon hers was asalyas the
tenderness in his eyes. Again and again she coedd his voice
whisper 'Little Jenny,' and feel the passion comaiin the lips that
had pressed down upon hers.

He had not said how long he would be away. He bathed certain it
would be at least ten days. Jenny did not mind. dher knew she
would see him when he returned.

How this would come about she did not know. Perhagpsvould
come to the hotel to look for her, or perhaps shaldvmeet him in
the forests. But she would see him—she had no duftthat.

In the meantime, there was a certain restfulneeiknowledge that
he was away. For she needed time to think and tbad her
emotions.

At night, when she retired to the bungalow, shenébit difficult to
sleep. Long after the room was in darkness, and Rérsisden had



fallen asleep, Jenny would stand at the windowkilap out at the

star-studded sky and the black silhouettes thae e mountain.

She was beginning to think of themlaes mountain. Her mountains.
Her forest Her rivers.

And then she would pull herself up sharply. Wh#aks did not love
her; if Ross said nothing to make Iséaty? Then, when the time cam
for Mrs Ramsden to go back to England, Jenny toaldvbave to
catch a plane and go babkme The mountains and the forests an
the rivers, all these would become no more tharmony.

And Ross . . . From somewhere within her she wbale to find the
strength to say goodbye to Ross, to take her ledvem without
showing that her heart was breaking.

Jenny was still spending a lot of time with Mrs Ra®n and Mrs
Langley in the garden. Though her ankle was so roetfer now she
found that long walks still tired her, and thaslie climbed or walked
too far her foot would start to ache.

Often she walked down to the river. She loved theré spent on the
broad rock by the river, sometimes with a book, amehetimes just
gazing into the mountains.

After the day when she had discussed Ross with ded, had
expressed the hope that Jenny was not fallingvie Yaith him, Mrs
Ramsden did not mention him often. When she didvas only
casually, but Jenny would look up sometimes and fime other
woman's eyes upon her face, thoughtful and a ttirecerned. Jenny
knew Mrs Ramsden still hoped she might have adéutith Andrew,
but she was grateful to her for not making her &did&ut her feelings.

Then there was Andrew. Jenny thought sometimes Ahdtew's
attitude had changed a little, though in what wag sould not have
said. He was as friendly as ever, but sometimésarevening, when



they were playing Scrabble or Monopoly and she didd puzzling
over her next move, she would look up unexpectedly find his
eyes upon her. His expression would be enigmatleemhe saw her
that expression would vanish, and the easygointggake its place.
But she knew the look had been there. What was émdininking?
Had Ann's troublemaking struck harder than Jenmlyimagined?

And then, one evening, when the weather was unysusrm,
Andrew stretched his legs restlessly beside thédeg I'm going for
a walk, Jenny,' he said, getting to his feet.' Wbl come with me?'

'In the dark?'
"There's a full moon. You'll be able to see.’

She hesitated a moment. Then she salldright.' As she walked out
of the room with Andrew she turned and looked bitis Ramsden
and Mrs Langley were watching them, their faces effwlpand
expectant. Jenny felt momentarily irritated, thae sold herself she
was being silly.

It was a lovely starlit night, and the air had @&smness that was
exhilarating. Andrew took her hand and they walkkxvly through

the garden. Beneath some pines they stopped. Jeung herself

edged back against a tree, so that when Andrewesgtok had to lift
her head to look at him. 'Jenny . . ." His voicd lost its usual gay
exuberance.

She looked up at him and saw that his eyes wetkabtiin the
moonlight." What is it, Andrew?' She forced herse$peak casually.

‘You're very beautiful. Did you know?"
‘Andrew . . she began.

‘You do know, don't you?'



'Please . . .' Her voice was pleading. "Whdhis?"'

'l want to kiss you.' He had put his hands on heuklers and was
drawing her to him.

'No!' she exclaimed.

‘Why not?' He was very close to her now. ' I'm aaraad you're a
woman—and we like each other.’

'‘No, please!" She felt a little sick.

'‘What's a kiss between friends?' He bent towardstitted her chin
and pressed his lips to hers. After a moment, wheriound her
completely unresponsive, he straightened.

'I'm sorry,' she whispered.

He did not answer. They walked on slowly. Andrewnhbled in his
pocket for his pipe and began to fill it with tolbacHe began to draw
on it, and Jenny had the feeling that the actieadied him.

Finally he spoke. "You can't tell me you've notrbkissed before.' He
sounded angry.

‘Andrew, please!

‘Andrew, please,' he mocked her. 'What was itAlmat said that day,
Jenny?'

‘Ann ...?" She felt herself trembling.
‘About the forester? She said you'd kissed him."'

'He kissed me,' she said quietly. 'And it wasn&rea kiss, just a
peck.'



'‘Really?’

‘Ann—Ilikes to dramatise.' She was growing angryyWhould she
have to even try to justify her behaviour?

'I'm beginning to wonder.' Andrew stopped, then aenly, 'Is Ross
Sundy the reason you don't want me to kiss you?'

'Of course not! He has nothing to do with it!" *mew she spoke a
little too vehemently, but could not help hers&drew, I'm cold.
Please let's go back inside.’

‘Very well." He gave a bitter laugh.' Let's go bacrid play parlour
games'. What shall it be, Jenny? Monopoly—or Sdegbb

She did not answer, and soon after they had redumthe lounge he
excused himself and left the room.

Later, when Jenny and Mrs Ramsden walked backeio bangalow
they came past the little card-room, and Jennycheaices. One she
knew was Andrew's. The other? There was a suddest lmf
laughter, and Jenny recognised the voice. It was An

Mrs Ramsden cast a quick look at her. Though shiedsaed no
questions, it must have been obvious when Jenny Aamdtew

returned from their walk that something had happefe too had
recognised the voices and was obviously wonderingter Jenny
minded.

For no rational reason Jenny felt a little angtye #/as not jealous of
Andrew. After all, she could have let him kiss Ifeshe had wanted
to. What she resented was that he was making & gbbeing with
the other girl just because she, Jenny, had refuskids him. It was
almost as if he were trying to humiliate her iruratfor what he had
considered a humiliation.



And then Jenny thought of Ross, and all at onceyévag else was
quite meaningless.

All next day she dreaded the evening that lay ahe@addering how
Andrew would behave. Yet she need not have worrfetrew
seemed to have regained his good humour. Theygkagard game,
laughing and talking, as if nothing had happendt Kiss was not
mentioned between them.

At the end of the evening, when they were puttivgdards away and
getting ready to go back to the bungalow, Andrewl,sal.ooking
forward to the dance tomorrow night, Jenny?'

She looked up quickly, wondering what was coming.
'‘Didn't you see the bulletin board?' he asked.

‘Yes, yes, | did.’

‘We'll go together, Jenny?'

‘Yes.' Fleetingly she thought of Ross, wishing heuld be there,
knowing he wouldn't be, for the ten days were rattover. 'Thanks,
Andrew,' she smiled. ' It should be fun.’

'So Ann says.' She wished he wouldn't keep memipthe other
girl's name, for it grated on her nerves. She wosdl&o at the odd
look in his eyes. 'It will be a nice change from mdpoly,” Andrew
said dryly.

Jenny took things easy the next day, so that shddwwme able to
enjoy the evening. Her irritation of the day befdned been
overcome. She found she was actually looking fodvwarthe dance.
She had grown accustomed to the evenings in frbtiteofire, and
there had been so little time for dancing and parin the last few
years. It should not matter that it was not Rogh whom she would



be dancing. What mattered was that she would langhdance and
spend a lovely evening, and while Andrew could ndé&Ross, he
was never- less very good company and fun to be wit

A little while before supper she went to the buogal She had

brought only one evening dress with her, and nagbk it from the

cupboard. It was a pretty dress with a swirlingrtskieneath a
close-fitting bodice and a scoped-out neck. It wadeep shade of
pink which enhanced the delicate colour of her kbee

After she had bathed, she dressed, dashed a f@y dfgperfume
behind her ears and on her wrists, and clippedaomiegs of white
and gold.

When she was ready she went to the mirror and thakberself. The
sun had turned her face and arms to a honey-gdiurcahat
emphasised the fairness of her hair and deepemredotbur of her
cheeks and eyes. Her hair had been bleached Bythso that it was
fairer than ever, with ‘golden highlights streakthgpugh it. She had
spent some time brushing it, and now it fell to Bleoulders, loose
and smooth and swinging.

She wished that Ross could see her now. The ooilges he had seen
her in were slacks and shirts, spruce and smadgimtor walking
through the forests, but her reflection told hext ionight she looked
different. Without being vain, she knew she hadendefore looked
SO pretty.

On their Way to the dining-room, Mrs Ramsden amhyehad to
walk past the reception, where Ann was leaning akiervisitors'
book. After supper, Jenny knew, Ann would joinhe tmerrymaking,
for she would be free by then, but now she wakastiduty.



'Hello, Miss Windham.' The girl had looked up amiwmnshe was
smiling at her, so that Jenny was forced to stopoanent. ' What a
pretty dress!'

‘Thank you. You look lovely too.' Jenny had relmtito admit that
Ann looked stunning. The glossy dark hair had de®ished into a
flattering style, and she wore a dress of vivid eitk which

accentuated her flamboyant loveliness.

'‘Why, thank you.' There was an enigmatic look eather girl's eyes,
Jenny thought, then chided herself for thinkindgP#rhaps it was not
Ann's fault that she could not rid herself of thdike she felt for her.

'l suppose you'll be going to the dance with Mr ¢lag?' Ann asked
as Jenny was about to walk on.

Jenny looked at her quietly for a moment, withcwgveering, a little
taken aback at the girl's presumptuousness.

‘We'll be sitting together,' she said.

‘That's what | thought." Ann threw her a dazzlimgls, and once
again Jenny wondered why she dreamed there wasamait. ' Have
a super time.'

‘Thank you. You too.'

'‘What a nice girl she is," Mrs Ramsden commentedegswalked on.

‘Yes . . ."Jenny looked quickly at the older womaandering if she
was being sarcastic, but her face was serene ard op

‘Always so ready to help. So obliging. Pretty tddrs Ramsden
threw her a look. ' | really think she would likelie friends with you,
Jenny.’



‘You really think that ?' Jenny asked quietly.

'‘She seems to go out of her way to talk to you,anadys so nicely.
Why, Jenny, look how friendly she was just how—ctimpnting
you on your dress, and hoping you'd have a gooel.'tim

... Yes." She could not tell Mrs Ramsden thatlshd felt the other
girl had been wishing her dead while she was magtthe niceties.

‘Why don't you give her a chance, Jenny? It musit loaely life here
at the hotel. Perhaps you could spend some tinethtegwhen she
has a free afternoon." Mrs Ramsden must have $eehadrror on
Jenny's face, for she looked distressed, then 's@idgourse, | don't
want to foist anything on to you. | just thought Well, you're both
young. You must have things in common.’

.M ..."Jenny began.

' know . .."' Mrs Ramsden hesitated, then went bkinow you like to
spend time with Mr Sundy. But he's usually busyhwhits forestry
duties, isn't he? And Andrew . . . Andrew is awaytloe mountains
most days.'

‘Yes, well, perhaps . . . Look, Mrs Ramsden,' daithy, desperate to
change the subject, ' there are Mrs Langley anadéwmdrl hey look as
if they're waiting for us. Shall we go and say @Il

The look in the eyes of Mrs Langley and Andrew whieay saw
Jenny confirmed how lovely she looked, and someteiv approval
added an extra glow to her eyes and brought sgatelour to her
cheeks. 'Looking forward to the evening?' Andrekeds taking her
hand.

‘Yes. Oh, Andrew, we'll have fun!" She felt lightarted and gay.



'‘We will." Andrew turned to Mrs Ramsden. 'People jaining up for
dinner tonight. | asked the waiter to put you a@ny at our table. Is
that all right?'

‘Yes, of course," Mrs Ramsden said warmly, whilenyevondered

why they had not been consulted about this fireenTshe realised
how silly she was being. The four of them had gr@wrclose in the
time they had been here that it was only naturat tiney should sit
together tonight. Besides, she told herself, ngtlwas going to spoil
the fun that lay ahead. ' | think that's a lovelga,' she said, smiling
as she added her comment to Mrs Ramsden's.

The meal was delicious, and Andrew ordered a bottigine, which

immediately added a festive note to the evening. table began to
ring with laughter. Andrew told jokes which theydhaot heard
before, and Mrs Ramsden topped them with onesrobwa. Jenny
had one glass of wine, and .then another. The gdideid warmed

and relaxed her, and she began to feel so lightdokéhat even the
ridiculous feelings of dread and insecurity indubgdhe receptionist
were dispelled.

When the meal was over, Jenny and Andrew left i@ dolder
women in the lounge and walked to the little nightb which the
hotel kept for their dances.

'Isn't it pretty!" Jenny exclaimed as they entegrexlroom which was
already noisy with laughter and high spirits. Batle in bright
bunches hung from the walls. Wine-bottles with ¢asdn them
stood "on the tables. Streamers and paper flowers averywhere,
giving the room a party atmosphere. A three-pienedihad travelled
from town for the evening, and they were busy sgttup their
instruments on a dais beside the dance floor.

The night-club was beginning to fill up, and Jersayv that many of
the guests had made up parties. Honeymooners liaergad at one



table, young and old married couples were at otfidrsre was even
a table of cheerful teenagers. Men were lightirgtéle-top candles,
and the women were colourful in their pretty dresse

They found a table in a corner, and Jenny gazedtdisy entranced.
" You look like a girl at her first dance,"” Andreasmmented, as he
struck a match and leaned forward to light thertape

'Do you know,"' she said a little wistfully, 'in awit's just how | feel.’

'You must have gone to dances in England?' He tbakeher
curiously as he shook out the match and droppatbithe ashtray.

'Oh, 1 did, but ages ago. It's so long since | édnéndrew. This kind
of thing—dancing and music and pretty dresses-ast'd it's part of
another world.'

'I'm sorry, | should have realised . . ." He reacfoe her hand and
kept, it in his. After a moment she decided toHeh hold it. He
smiled at her. ' We're going to enjoy ourselvesnye

'l know that,' she said, as the band struck upedylitune that set her
heels tapping on the floor beneath the table. Amidh clapping and
cheering one of the honeymoon couples took the.floo

Moments later they were joined by another coupid,then another.
Andrew rose from his chair, and with the hand thas still holding
hers, he drew her to her feet.

They stepped on to the dance floor, and he puaimsaround her.
Jenny was delighted with the ease with which theayced together.
‘You're as light as a feather,’ he complimented her

*You make it so easy to follow," she smiled upita.h



After a few dances the music became wild and the¢ heious.' |
can't,’ Jenny mouthed at Andrew. ' My foot . . .'

'l know.' He was shouting through the noise. * Wa&nd out and
watch this one.'

For a while they stood at the side and watched,ceygbed to the
beat. Then the music became quiet and dreamy. Mdnw@men
moved back from the separateness of the wilderefazed came into
each other's arms, and Jenny and Andrew went batk the floor.

Andrew's arm was close about her. His chin toudmedhair. The
feeling of well-being induced by the wine was stith her, and as
Jenny let herself drift about the dance-floor, \Wwatg the gliding
figures all around her, she felt a little as if stere in a dream.

Out of the corner of her eye she saw Ann, danciitl a tall thin
man. So well disposed did she feel towards all sunadry at the
moment that for once she regarded the other gité gumiably. Ann
and her partner danced nearer. They turned, andAhe's back was
towards her, and the man she was dancing with acisg her. Jenny
grew rigid with shock. Ross! Ann was dancing withsR!

Without thinking she stood quite still, so that Aed stumbled
against her. ' What the . . ." he muttered. Thehgasaw her shock, he
turned his head, and his eyes followed her gaze,she felt him
stiffen. For what seemed a long moment but cowe fien no more
than seconds, Ross and Jenny looked at each atiteAndrew stood
watching them both. Then they were dancing agaid fandrew was
propelling her with the strength of his arms, foe glid not have the
will to make her numb legs move.

Quite suddenly, catching Jenny totally unprepadeajrew pulled
her closer and pressed his lips down hard upon §emsumb was she
at that moment that she stood quite still, unptotgswith his arms



like two bands of steel about her, as he kissedBythe time die had
summoned the strength to push him away, the kidsehded. She
was too close to Andrew to see his face, but adifbd her head
Ross was staring at her. His face was a frozen wfdslrt and anger.

She looked at him pleadingly, desperately, wantingeach out and
touch him, to call to him that the kiss was nothef doing, that
Andrew, who had kissed her only once before, maggone this to
make him jealous. But even if she had been abltedoh him, she
could not have spoken, for her mouth had gone dity & dryness
that did not permit speech. And the pleading in bges went
unheeded, for the look in his face did not change.

She became conscious of Ann. Ann too was watchemgHter eyes
were mocking and satisfied. Even as Jenny watdhedgirl's arm
went up around Ross's neck, and her head camesttageainst his
shoulder.

Jenny was quite oblivious of the other people endhnce floor. For

those terrible moments it seemed as if there wesefpur people,

frozen in an awful nightmare. The music quickersed the crowds

around them began to shift. Moments later, as Amdp@ded her one

way, and Ross and Ann danced another, the two esinald become
parted. She could no longer see Ross's face. Alsatv was the bare
arm that curled around his neck.

'‘Why did you do it?' She had found her speechsit kndrew was
humming to the music, and did not answer.

‘Andrew!" She beat her hand against his chest. Whyou do it?"

‘Do what?' He was looking down at her, his eyeswglering with
amusement.

'Why did you kiss me like that?'



'‘Because | like you, sweetheart,' he said, as gahily as if he were
talking to a child.

'‘But at that moment!'
‘Was that moment different from any other?’
"You know it was.'

'‘Well, let me see.' He pretended to think. ' Peshiapvas that the
music was soft and you were just so sweet in myariold you once
before that you were pretty. Remember?’

She did not answer him. He was not going to admitdd done it to
make Ross jealous, but he had. She was as sinat@ist she had ever
been sure of anything in her life.

So many evenings they had spent together, die adetv, and yet
before he had heard of Ross it had never occuorédr to kiss her.
There had been something almost brotherly in hisudé to her, in
the companionable hours spent beside the fire walsecertain that
Andrew had never thought of her as anything moen th good
companion. But her interest in Ross had piqued aimd, hurt him in
some domain of his male pride. In return he hadlitto hurt her, and
Ross, as best as he could.

The music ended and the band stopped to resh&tiiming, Andrew
led her back to their table. The candle was nodormirning, and
Jenny was glad of the healing darkness, glad treatsuld sit where
nobody would see her. Tears stung her eyes anavabebending
down to take a tissue from her bag, when she hbardoice, and
looked up quickly.

'‘May we join you?' It was Ann. She stood by thabilé, her hand in
Ross's. Ross looked reluctant. He muttered sontetéma tried to



walk on, but Ann tugged at his hand and made hay. dier smile
was cold and radiant, as Andrew said, 'Of courleade do.'

'l really don't think . . ." Ross was protestingf Bnn was already
pulling out a chair.

‘There are no other free tables, darling,’ she aaidhe sat down.
‘Andrew and Jenny won't mind. We're all friends.’

Ross had no option but to sit. Ann began to mag&erttnoductions. '

You know Jenny Windham, of course. And this'—aghm radiant

smile—'is Jenny's friend Andrew Langley. Andrew—sR&undy.' It

was all done with such incredible poise and edseatmosphere of
the night-club lending itself to the dropping ofisames.

‘Andrew . . ." Ann leaned forward coquettishly,0' ybu and Jenny
particularly want to sit in the dark? Perhaps weal@dight this
candle?’

'‘Oh, no . . ." Jenny began in alarm. They werditeewords she had
uttered, but she knew she could not endure thieefilieg light of the
candle on her face at this moment.

'‘Nobody will object if you and Andrew want to hdidnds under the
table," Ann said in honeyed tones, and laughedquatwely. ' Well,
Andrew?'

'Sure, honey." Andrew struck a match, and momeatsr Ithe
flickering glow of the candle lit up the four facaund the table.

Talk and laughter gained momentum in all comerhemight-club.
Their table was no exception. Ann could talk amglsimnd well, as
Jenny already knew. Soon she and Andrew were kgejpia flow of
repartee that was slick and sophisticated, and mast been very
funny, for though Jenny could not see the humoun And Andrew



laughed uproariously after each sally. She notited Ross too
seemed unamused, for he was silent.

'So quiet, Jenny?' Ann commented once.' Andrewg tine girl a
chance to talk, will you?' They were all lookinghatr now, and Jenny
forced herself to smile and say, ' | suppose |gugby listening.'

'‘Ah, the good listener,’” commented Ann. Perhapswidts the
expression on her face that made it so, but foresomason this
remark too seemed to be incredibly funny.

Jenny sat stiffly through the talk and the cigaretinoke and the
flickering light of the candle. Her eyes were bagiand her head
ached. She still felt as if she were in the thiafess nightmare. If only
she could wake up and find herself in the blessa#tress of the
bungalow. Once or twice she ventured a glance s$ Rt he would
not meet her eyes. Ann's chair was close to hrsaime lay across his
lap, and every now and then die would glance atdmioh stroke his
cheek with an air that spoke of long intimacy aachifiarity.

Presently the music started again. Andrew askedyJendance. He
held her very tightly, and she did not have thersith to push him
away. In any event, it hardly seemed to matterraage.

When the band paused to rest they returned to thieie. Andrew
drew his chair close to Jenny's and put his arnuratcher. Ann
leaned her head against Ross's shoulder. Andhstilbarbed jokes
flew, fast and furious.

Again the band began to play. Ross turned to Jeaamy,addressing
himself to her for the first time that evening, egkf she would dance
with him. She had a moment of panic. It was whatwanted more
than anything else. But not here, not now. Nohast circumstances.
She could not dance with Ross when Andrew and Aouldwvatch
them with such knowingness.



‘Well, Jenny?' Ross was standing now, his eyes badace waiting.

‘Yes . .. yes, of course.' She did not know hoe/siiled her numb
limbs to rise and to make the expected movements.

He led her on to the dance floor, and held outahiss to her. For a
while they danced in silence. He held her very exily, one arm
around her waist, the other hand holding hers, ngagkb movement
to draw her to him, and though she could not fezlblody against
hers, she could sense the stiffness that was in him

'l thought for a moment that you didn't want to cawith me,' he said
at last, breaking the silence.

'‘Oh, no, it wasn't you . . ." She was stammeringglyvseeking an
excuse. ' My foot. Just that my foot. . .’

'l noticed your foot was fine when you were danowith Andrew
Langley,' he said woodenly.

'Ross . . ."' She looked at him pleadingly. ' Rbss, When did you get
back?'

‘Yesterday.',
'‘Oh! | thought you were going to be away much latige

'l came back earlier because | wanted to be atdédmee with you.'
The words were spoken evenly, with no expressiomtsdever.
Jenny's head jerked up quickly, but his eyes wemdfon some
distant point.

I ...1didn't know. Oh, Ross,' die said witls@dden break in her
voice, ' | didn't know.'

‘But | left a message for you.'



‘You did?' she said urgently. ' When, Ross? Where?'

'l came to the hotel, but you were out. | asked fntell you.'
‘But . .." She shook her head numbly. ' Ross . . .

‘You were going to the dance with Andrew Langley.'

'‘Oh, no!

'When | came down here to find you tonight Ann told. She came
with me instead.’

'‘But, Ross,' Jenny protested, 'that's not the waps.'
You did tell Ann you were coming with Andrew?'
'Yes. Yes, | did. But, Ross, you don't understafwl see . . .'

'l understand only too well," he interrupted hee.\Mas looking into
her face now, and his eyes were cold. 'Andrew @dan. You get
on well with him. Ann told me about your relationskvith him.’

'‘Relationship?' she echoed.
"You spend all your evenings together. You do, togou?"

Jenny nodded silently. There was a hard lump inthreat, and she
was trying so hard not to cry that it was quitelese even to attempt
to speak, and to explain that the whole implicatbmhis words was
all wrong.

'‘During the day Andrew is out climbing,' Ross wentrelentlessly, '
training for his great expedition. That leaves y@your own devices.
That's why, during the day, you don't mind beinthwne.'

'No, Ross!



'‘No, Ross!" he copied her mockingly. ' Yes, Rods, &&nny, don't
you think | know how it is? Didn't | see it all nel§? The way
Andrew kissed you? No man kisses a girl with suasspon, in the
middle of a crowded dance floor, unless he's us&gssing that girl.’

'Ross,' she said very quietly, with some semblahcentrol over her
voice, ' Andrew was the one who did the kissing.'

'l didn't see you struggle very hard to stop hiie'looked down at
her, a bitter smile tugging at his lips. ' | thotugbu were different,
Jenny, but you're not! You're like all the othertdl I've met in my
life. How many men do you have to your string? Asvdrand
me—and Neil Donaldson . . . And how many others?'

‘You're not being fair,' she said furiously, snatghher hand from
him and dabbing at a treacherous tear.

'‘No?' He pulled her suddenly close. 'Look, Jennydrdw and Ann
are dancing together. They're both watching usll Skias you now,
my dear, the way you were kissed by him?"'

'‘Don't you dare!" she burst out violently.

'‘No.' He relaxed his hold so abruptly that she IgdaH. 'l won't kiss
you. Not because | wouldn't dare. Just . . . jestalise I've lost all
desire to.'

The evening ended at last. Outside the little rwigit they said their
goodnights. Ann had her arm .

around Ross's waist; his arm lay across her shsuldadrew held
Jenny's hand. '‘Jenny's cold,’ he said. 'Look, sBkhigering.
Goodnight, folks. I'm going to walk this little gio her bungalow."'



'‘Goodnight, Jenny, Andrew . . ." Ann reached upglsaty and kissed
Andrew's cheek. ' Super evening, wasn't it?" Thes and Ross
wandered off together into the darkness.

Andrew and Jenny watched them go, then Andrew kxdtd her
bungalow. 'Goodnight, sweetheart." He put his aarmund her,
kissed her again, mockingly and hard, just as hedane on the
dance-floor. Then he released her abruptly andedadivay.

When die closed the door of the bungalow Jennytreasbling. She
did not switch on the light. She just leaned agdims door, feeling
sick and drained and very tired. She lay down anbleel, wanting
only to cry. But the tears did not come.

She got to her feet and went to stand at the winddsve her was
the star-filled sky. There were stars she recognfsem English
skies, but there were other stars as well—the sthtse Southern
Hemisphere which she had not known in England.

With what high hopes she had left there. She hash Heoking

forward to this holiday, to mountains and riversl &aun and rest.
Little had she thought that love would enter hes, lthat she would
meet a man whom she would love so much that treeaflspending
her life without him would be unbearable.

Perhaps she would tell Mrs Ramsden that she wamgpgalhome. The
older woman seemed quite recovered from her illnkkwe than
ever lately Jenny wondered whether Lynn had noedsier to go
with her mother, not so much because Mrs Ramsdeulede a
companion, but because she wanted Jenny to get amehyrave a
change.

Of course, Mrs Ramsden was shrewd. She would guegslenny
wanted to leave the mountains. Jenny did not krieke could bear



to . see the pity that would be in the other wosayes. But far
worse was the thought of remaining here.

A picture came to Jenny of the village—of the apdtawvith the
honeysuckle and the climbing roses and the memofilesr parents.
Suddenly she was swept with a violent wave of lbggand
homesickness.

It was then that the tears came. She threw hemséd her bed, and in
the darkness of the little bungalow, beneath thestidded African
sky so very far from home, Jenny cried until shel@¢@ry no more.



CHAPTER NINE

‘Jenny!" A thin voice woke her. Jenny opened hesend saw that
the sun was already so high in the sky that itfili@sing through the

curtains and making a pattern on the carpet. 'Je@me heard it
again.

'‘Mrs Ramsden?' Jenny rubbed her eyes and lookedsaitr the other
bed where the older woman lay. The voice had lagkedisual

strength and cheerfulness, and now she saw thitda®n the pillow
was pale and tired.

Jenny got quickly out of bed and went over to hdim sorry, |
overslept,' she said remorsefully.

‘The dance lost night ... | wouldn't have woken {ou'
‘You're not well! ' Jenny exclaimed.
‘No. I'm afraid I'm having one of my bad spells.’

You'll be all right," Jenny said reassuringly. bymad told her what to
do if her mother became ill. ' I'll get dressedofjly, then I'll go up to
the office and phone the doctor.’

‘Thank you, dear." Mrs Ramsden managea smile.

Jenny pulled on a few clothes. She cast a perfunkiok at her pale
face in the mirror as she tugged a brush throughumapled hair. ' I'll
be right back,' she smiled at Mrs Ramsden as shéta¢he door.

Ann was already at the desk when Jenny came toffice. The girl

was as poised as always, sleek and cool and pfittyiously the

lateness of the night before had not robbed héreofbeauty sleep.
Jenny was aware of the appraising eyes on her ashreklled

appearance.



'I'd like to use the phone, please,' she said.$ Rlimsden isn't well.
How do | go about calling the doctor?’

'l have his number right here." Ann opened a filé@ gave the number
to Jenny. ' The old lady's not too bad, | hope?"

'I don't think so. But she needs attention.'

Jenny dialled the number. There was an engagedlsignd 'she
replaced the receiver.

'Did you enjoy the dance?' Ann's expression wdsesadly and open
that Jenny wondered if she was the only one toesiigpe guile that
lay beneath the surface.

‘Very much, thank you.' Not for the world would dieve admitted
how unhappy she had been.

‘Yes, it was fun." Ann smiled a secret smile, aadny wondered
involuntarily what had happened between her and Rfter they had
all said goodnight. But the thought that came im0 mind was so
unbearable that she thrust it quickly away again.

She dialled the number once more. It was still geda In the
meantime, there was something that did need sayiAgn,' she
looked at the other girl levelly, ' why didn't yaiive me Ross's
message?'

'‘Message?' Ann's eyes were too wide.

'Ross asked you to tell me that he would be hestenight—that he
wanted me to be with him.""

'‘Oh, that!" Ann lifted her shoulders carelesslyt there was a wary
look in her eyes. ' But | did begin to tell you.'



'‘Really?' Jenny said coolly. ' | don't rememberint.fact, | don't
remember any mention of Ross's name.’

'l asked if you were going to be with Andrew Langte
‘Yes . .." Jenny said slowly.

'You said you were.'

"You made it sound like a casual question.’

'Oh, heavens!" Ann said impatiently. 'Such an issue
"You didn't mention Ross's message at all.’
‘Perhaps | didn't. What of it?"'

'l want to know the reason,' Jenny said evenly.

'l was only thinking of you, how embarrassing ituldbhave been if
you'd had two escorts. After all, you'd alreadye&gr to go with
Andrew, so you could hardly have put him off.’

‘You could have let me make my own decision,' Jesag. Ann was
so adept at twisting situations to suit herself thare was no point in
taking the matter any further. In any, event, tlaendge had been
done. She picked up the receiver again, and thme there was a
ringing tone. She spoke to the doctor's nurse eftchlmessage for
the doctor to call. When she turned again she bavAnn was now
busy over her books. The glossy black hair felvnd over her face
in a manner that indicated the girl had no wish farther
conversation. Perhaps it was better that way. Bssidenny knew
that she had made her point.

Jenny stopped in the dining-room to order a breskfay for Mrs
Ramsden. Then she went back to the bungalow. gdimg to help



you wash and change into a fresh nightie,’ shessaithingly, as she
parted the curtains and opened the window. ' ltdbimk the doctor
will be long.'

‘Thank you, Jenny." Mrs Ramsden stretched out & Wwaad to her. '
I'm sorry to do this to you.'

'‘Nonsense. | enjoy being with you.' She took thedhand gave it a
reassuring squeeze, and then began to make the wi®an
comfortable.

"You do this all so well," Mrs Ramsden said aditter, when she was
lying back against the freshly plumped-up pillows.

'I've had lots of practice.' Just then there waaack at the door. *
That will be your breakfast.’

'‘Oh, my dear, | don't think | could eat a thingfsNRamsden protested
weakily.

‘Yes, you can.' Jenny went to the door and camk Wwdh the tray. '
Light but nourishing—just what you need.' With espace born of
long months of nursing she persuaded Mrs Ramsdenate a
spoonful of the soft-boiled egg, and then helped Wwéh the
remainder of her breakfast.

By the time the doctor came a little colour hadime¢d to the older
woman's cheeks. He took her temperature, listenedet chest,
touched here and prodded there. At last, satishiedstraightened.
Going to the dressing-table, he looked over thayaaf pills that
stood there.

'‘Will I be all right, doctor?' Mrs Ramsden askediansly.

"You will be fine in a day or two,' he said reassgly. ' This is
nothing serious, just a slight recurrence of tbalite you had before.



| think the mountain air has done you a lot of gofad he smiled at
Jenny;,—' you have a good nurse.'

As he took up his stethoscope and put the instrtsrigack into his
bag, he instructed Jenny on what to do. ' I'dMke Ramsden to stay
in bed today, and perhaps tomorrow,' he said. h'Hine can get up
again, but she must have lots of rest. And of aguse must go on
with her pills." At the door he turned. 'How is tloet?'

'‘Much better.' Jenny smiled up at him.

‘You're looking a little peaky yourself." The dactweas regarding her
searchingly. 'Don't you feel well ?*

‘There was a dance last night. | guess | went tbabkttle late and
missed out on some of my beauty sleep.’

‘These youngsters.' He grinned across the roomratRdmsden. '
Never can crowd enough hours into their days, t¢eay? Now
remember—Iots of rest for a day or two, and if éhehould be any
problems you know where to get hold of me.'

When Mrs Ramsden had had her medicine, Jenny faumagazine,
pulled up a chair beside the bed and began totoelaelr. After a few
minutes the older woman closed her eyes, and Jsoulg tell by her
rhythmic breathing that she was asleep.

Jenny put the magazine aside and went to the wind@ibes morning

mist had lifted from the mountains and the peaksewsear and
bright in the sunshine. It was a lovely day, a #lmywalking and

climbing, but Jenny had no regrets that she coatdoe out in the
open. She was sorry that Mrs Ramsden was nothvelshe was glad
nevertheless of the excuse this gave her to stteibungalow.

Relations with Ann had never been good, and nowetthwuld be a
strain with Andrew too. Perhaps if she did not ke for a day or



two a surface friendliness might return. She hogmdor they were
thrown together so much in the narrowness of Hdéethat a strain
would be uncomfortable.

Her relationship with Ross was something differé@ihie thought that
she would not see him again— for it was clear thigt would be so
after last night—held so much pain that she treedhut the thought
from her mind.

And yet she was thankful now that she had not gdtahchance to tell
Mrs Ramsden of her longing to go back to Englahekas obvious
that the older woman really did need care—not @nistare, but
someone to be around for the times when she waseibtSo Jenny
must stay. Eventually the holiday would come toead, but until
then there was nothing for it but to put on a briaoe and an attitude
of non-caring until that time came.

‘Jenny . . ." She turned from the window and sat krs Ramsden
had awakened and was watching her. She went quickhe bed.

'Yes?'

‘The dance last night .; . You enjoyed it?"
‘Very much.'

‘Andrew was attentive?'

'Yes,' Jenny smiled, ' he was very nice.'

'I'm so glad. And Mr Sundy ... was he there?’

'Ross . . ." Jenny paused, making a determined &ffkeep her voice
steady. Would it always be so difficult to speakmame ? ' Yes, Ross
was there too.’



'l heard the doctor say you looked peaky.' Theroldsman hesitated,
and her eyes were troubled. ' Nothing—happeneadighkt?'

‘No." Jenny smiled brightly. Mrs Ramsden was marewd than she
had imagined. ' Everything was very nice. I'm puéttle tired, | went
to bed so late. Now, please, you mustn't worry abwu It's not good
for you.'

The day passed uneventfully. By next morning MrenBden seemed
much better, and on the third day Jenny knew shikel¢ake her back
into the garden. Much as she had been glad okitiese to stay in the
bungalow, by now she had recovered much of her osome, and it
was nice to be outside again. She sat with Mrs Bamsnjoying the
touch of the sun on her face and arms, and theyrserging of the

birds in the trees. She gazed into the mountaidsaarthe forested
slopes in the distance.

When Mrs Langley joined Mrs Ramsden in the gardsmy walked

down to the river. For some reason the rushing wegemed always
to have a calming influence on her. By the time i€terned to give
Mrs Ramsden her medicine, she was happier thahahbeen since
the evening of the dance.

It was two days later that letters arrived from hymhere was a thick
one for her mother, with pictures of the baby, antiinner one for
Jenny. Jenny read the first part of the letterisgnivith amusement
and nostalgia. It contained mainly village gosggmtle and yet at the
same time pointed and funny, and once again a ofdvemesickness
swept over her.

It was the second part of the letter that joltedtb@attention. She read
it once, very fast, and then read it again morelisiorhen she put the
letter down on her lap and gazed thoughtfully i@ mountains.



‘The Stewarts really did see Neil Donaldson in yougsts,' Lynn had
written.' Perhaps you thought the reason | mentidnn was so that
you would agree to accompany Mother—but no, I'ntegsiire of my

facts. You see, Jenny, it was through the Stewlaatsl| heard of the
hotel where you're staying. Please, Jenny, deatt léb all this upset
you. Mom had already mentioned that you couldnd fleil, and I've

been thinking—perhaps Neil left the Drakensbergtghbefore your

arrival, and the other forester—Mr Sundy—is newd¢hand never
met him. Whatever the true facts, | really don‘agimme there's any
mystery about it at all.'

So Neilhad,lived in these parts. Much as Jenny had allowesetie
to be persuaded otherwise, she thought now thaéwbere at the
back of her mind, she had always known it. Shedilagved Ross to
pull the wool over her eyes.

Just as she knew that Neil had been there, sorsve too that Ross
had met him and had had dealings with him. She mdyeesd only
too well the wary look in his eyes whenever Naisne had been
mentioned.

At first she had wanted to penetrate the mysteuy als her love for
Ross had grown, she had allowed herself to forget Nt} allowed
herself to believe Ross. Was this what love didrte?

And now—now that she knew for certain that Neil madact been
here—what could she do? She could not leave thatsih as it was.
Her loyalty to Neil and the affection with whichesremembered him
were too great for that. If Neil was in troublesoime sort, which all
the facts seemed to indicate, she wanted to knowtab She wanted
to be able to help him. Just as he had always ti¢lpewhen she was
in trouble.

‘Never mind, Jin-Jin," was what he used to sayJifir-the pet name
he had used whenever she was in disgrace or unlwapmrvous or



frightened. Neil had been so much a part of hédbbbd. How could
she have forgotten him just because she had falllewe with Ross?

There remained the question—what was she to dofeMaas only
one answer, of course. She must go to see Ros®afrdnt him with
the letter. She must refuse to accept his vaguemesdemand to be
told the truth. Ross would try to fob her off. Pabty he would be
angry. But she would have to insist.

Sadly she told herself that it would be easier t@accept his anger
than it had been before, for she had nothing d¢elivse by provoking

it. Jenny realised that what had been between tesrsomething so
fragile that now it was shattered, it was as Hatl never existed at
all—at least, that was how Ross would see it.

Much as she dreaded the thought of confronting Blos&knew it was
something she must do. Now it was her loyalty ta W&ich must
come before anything else.

Tomorrow. She would go tomorrow. That would giver hiene to
rehearse in her mind what she would say. She hoped, little
confidence, that between now and tomorrow she ngatiter enough
strength to face Ross without breaking down.

Jenny slept very little that night. The words shéemded using
revolved ceaselessly in her mind. She was frigliteaied at the same
time sad, for she knew that once she had challeRgsg with her
knowledge—and challenge was what it was—he woulktbhe did
not trust him, and might not want to see her aganen this could not
deter her, she told herself sternly.

She pressed carefully next morning—navy slacksanodsp floral
shirt, open at the neck; hair brushed until it $hand just enough
make-up to bring out the golden sheen of her saseki skin. And



even as she chided herself for going to all thositite, she knew,
helplessly, that it was something she had to do.

‘You're quite certain you'll be all right?' she egkMrs Ramsden
when she had settled her in the garden, a forlope hising within
her that the older woman might need her, and tatntoment of
crisis could be postponed for just a little whid@der.

But no. ' I'll be fine," Mrs Ramsden smiled at Hem so glad you
have a chance to go out again. Go walking, my daad, enjoy
yourself.'

Enjoy! If Mrs Ramsden only knew what lay ahead @f.h



CHAPTER TEN

It was a lovely day. Wisps of cloud hung abovettighest peaks, and
the air was crisp and exhilarating, fragrant witle scent of wild
flowers. Normally Jenny would have drunk in to th# the beauty
all around her, but today her eyes travelled ordynfthe path before
her to the distant green of the forest. She whlfilvith a despairing
bleakness. Was she being unutterably stupid tt@utoyalty first,
and so cast aside the last chance of happinessheithan she loved?

She came at last to the jungle, and from therddofarest. With a
pounding heart she walked the last stretch to thtéage in the
clearing. It looked deserted. If Ross had been heyadog would

already be bounding up to her. She knocked at dloe, dbut as she
had anticipated, there was no reply. Well, she dadit. Itwould be

too easy just to walk back again, Ross often casok to the cottage
at about this time. Nothing would be lost in wagtiand if he did not
come shavould just have to try again another day.

It came to her all at once how tired she was.

Her foot was so much better now, but she stiltiteasily, and it had
been a long walk. Also, she had slept only fitfulne night before.
More than anything else, she had a craving forpaofuea.

Hesitantly she pushed open the door of the cotagewent inside.
As before, the room she was in was scrupulouslyarevery clean,
and once again it occurred to her that Ross wasyaself-sufficient
man. In the nook which served as a kitchenettesaivwthat the kettle
was filled with clean water. After hunting a few ments she found a
packet of matches and lit the gas-ring.

While she waited for the kettle to boil she strdllever to the
bookcase and looked at Ross's books. Taking oubohgo, Jenny
saw that they had been read often and, she guegsieenjoyment.



She saw many of her own favourites, but there vaése books on

forestry, on birds and on the habits of wild ansndlhere was even a
book on bush-' men paintings. She began to pagagh it, and the

replicas of the rock-paintings brought back intalvividness the last

wonderful day she had spent with Ross. Her eyes blerred as she
put the book back on its shelf.

When die heard the hissing of the kettle she weet o the gas-ring.
She found a cup and saucer, but could not findeheShe opened a
small cupboard which contained groceries, but didsee it. Where
did Ross keep it? Frowning, she glanced aroundelyes alighted on
a little chest of drawers. On it were a pipe, akbad a torch. Could
he possibly keep the tea here? It was unlikelgooirse, but perhaps
he had put it down unintentionally while he wasbusth his pipe.
Hardly thinking that she was invading another pe'ssprivacy, she
moved the notebook and the torch. She saw thedsawot there. And
then she heard something fall. With a metallickclime thing fell to
the ground behind the chest of drawers. It mussdraething that
Ross would miss. She must find it and put it back.

She dropped to her knees and bent her head betineatthest of

drawers. Screwing up her eyes, she searched uhatheess beneath
the chest of drawers, but she could see nothingn®te reached
forward, gently moving her hand over the grounddagi the chest.
At first she felt only the .floor, then her handithed something hard
and cold—something metal. She closed her fingensral the object

and got to her feet.

She looked at the thing she had picked up and fbersklf trembling
so that she had to put out a hand to the chestawieds’ to support
herself. It could not be—but it was! A medalliontkva picture of a
bear upon it. The medallion was smooth arounddiges as if it had
been held many times between a person's fingees.pidture was
almost obscured, but there remained enough of hidoto recognise
it.



With a beating heart she turned the medallion awelthere, as she
knew it would be, was the scratched letter ' Nil'medallion. Until
now, until the moment she had held it in her hasts,had forgotten
its existence. He had always carried it with him,mmatter where he
went. It had always held a special significancehfor. Standing there
In Ross's cottage, with her eyes closed and thali@din her hand,
Jenny could hear Neil saying, ' I'll always keeig,tin-Jin. It brings
me luck.'

Still trembling, she went back to the gas-ring. Mdhan ever now
she needed something warm to drink. Again she apéme little
grocery cupboard, and there, half hidden behindckgt of biscuits,
she saw the packet of tea. How silly of her to hawerlooked it the
first time.

And yet—perhaps she had been meant to overlookethePerhaps
something stronger than herself had induced hé&yaio around the
room so that she would find the medallion.

She slipped the medallion into the pocket of haclsd. Then she took
a tea-bag, placed it in the cup, took the kettbenfthe gas-ring and
poured the boiling water into the cup. She foundpean packet of
biscuits, and went to sit at,, the table. Slowly Slegan to sip the tea.
The warmth of the scalding liquid steadied her,ilueten the
trembling of her hands began to still.

What did the medallion mean? Neil had been herehadeactually
been in this cottage. That much was obvious. Hdivée here ? That
would account for the medallion which had somehtipped behind
the chest of drawers. But why was Ross so adarhahhe did not
know Neil? And where was Neil now?

So absorbed was she in her thoughts that she dtigeao the sounds
outside the cottage. She gave a startled exclamatieen the door
was flung open and a pile of fur hurled itself agaiher. A wet nose



nuzzled against her, and there was a series gfided little squeals
and barks.

‘Migs!" Jenny put her arm around the excited dafjlaoked over its
head into the eyes of the man who had enteredotiege.

'Ross!" She could feel that the colour had draiinech her cheeks.
She tried to get to her feet.

‘Jenny!" The eyes that had been puzzled and wahedtnowledge
that someone was in his cottage had filled witthsuarmth that she
felt weak at the knees. 'Jenny!" With one swifpdte was across the
room, had pulled the excited dog away from her, wad drawing
Jenny to her feet.

'Ross, you don't mind ... ?' Her voice was jerkihwierves.
'‘Mind!'

‘You weren't here, and . . . and | was so tired thndty, so ... so |
made myself some tea.* The colour that had left ¢citexeks had
surged back into them, and she was flushing bereathaze. For a
moment she could not think about Neil. The hapmrgse felt at
RoOss's nearness was too overpowering.

'‘My dear girl, I'm delighted! Let me look at yotlé held her away
from him, the colour in his eyes deepening. Thepuiked her close
to him, 'Don't you know that | take it as a com@imhthat you made
yourself at home here?'

‘You do?'
‘Yes,' he said quietly. '‘Because that's what itikhbe to you.'

'‘Oh!" She looked up at him, a little stunned, hatdisting herself to
interpret his words in the way she wanted so maaiot



'l thought after the other night ... Oh, but that/er now.' Suddenly
his lips were on hers, and she was kissing him deekbody aflame
with treacherous sensations. At last he stoppediaiioer back to her
chair.! I'm so glad you made the first start," &iel S Thatis why you
came, Jenny, isn't it? | was so jealous when |Aagrew Kissing you
that I...'

'He kissed me to make you jealous,’ she said.

'Did he?' Ross smiled suddenly. 'Fancy that! Ohnygebless you for
coming back!

'l...." The feelings he produced in her weregerpgowering that she
was tempted to say nothing of the reason for herig, to disregard
the medallion that burnt like a flame in her poclBett she knew with
sudden clarity that much as she wanted him, mushasvanted only
to feel his arms close about her once more, shid oot live with this
terrible doubt and suspicion. She knew that thetddcbe no secrecy
between her and the man she loved.

'Ross . . ." She pulled away from him. She coutdoear to be so near
to him if she was going to speak firmly and dispasstely. ' Ross, |
came because of a letter.'

‘A letter?' The sparkle had left his eyes, and as lwoking puzzled.
‘A letter from Mrs Ramsden's daughter.'

‘Oh!’

‘There was something in it . . . Ross, | have oyas something.’

‘All right, Jenny.' He moved away from her, toole thipe from his
chest of drawers and began to light it. 'l just édpis won't be
something we'll both regret—but ask.'



'Ross, Lynn is certain Neil Donaldson was seen.here
‘Jenny . . ." he began.

'I'm sorry, Ross, | know you don't like to talk atbdim, but | must.
Neil met some people called Stewart—I told you tivate before. He
talked to them. The Stewarts told Lynn about thegeting.'

‘The Drakensberg are a very long range of mountdioss observed
quietly.

‘That's what | had begun to think too. But Lynn..Lynn said the
Stewarts told her the name of the hotel they stayett's our hotel.
That was how Lynn got to know about it in the fipp&ice.'

It was very quiet in the room. Only the sound ofyMipanting broke
the stillness. Ross was very busy with his pipdasthe said’, These
people— Stewart, did you say was their name?—thagt rhave
made a mistake.'

'No.'
'There is no Neil Donaldson here.'

'Isn't it possible that Neil lived here before yol?' She was still
trying to provide him with a way out. ..

‘No, Jenny, | don't think it is." He was speakiegyquietly. ' | would
have known.'

So he did not want to admit it. There was an armwighin her as she
put her hand into her pocket and drew out the vpiene of metal. '
Ross,' she said, her eyes watching his face, e is this?'



At the sight of the medallion he looked visibly kba. For a moment
she thought he did not breathe- Only a moment, ieemad regained
his composure once more.

‘What about it?' he asked, giving it only a cursgiance. ' What is
that—a child's toy or something?'

‘This belongs to Neil.'

'‘How do you know ?' There was a bitterness indue that wrenched
at her heart. ' You haven't seen Neil for yearsd Anthing like
that—it's not unique. There must be hundreds oflairanes.’

‘Similar—yes. But not quite like this." She heldtit to him. ' You
see, it has an " N " scratched on to it. RosfRass, | know it's Neil's.
It's an inexpensive little thing, but it meant atm him. He carried it
with him always.'

'‘Where did you find it?' he asked.
'‘Behind your chest of drawers.'
‘What!" he said incredulously.

' think ... | think it may have been on the skigibehind the chest of
drawers, and then it dropped ... | found it onftber.'

'So,' he said in a tone she had never heard hirhafees. ' You came
to my cottage to pry.’

'No. No, Ross!"

‘You waited until | was out,' he went on relentlgsthen you came
and started going through my things.'

'Oh, no. It wasn't like that. | couldn't find theat. . . You see . . .



‘Well ?' He looked very deliberately at her cup.

'l looked in the grocery cupboard, and couldn'dfih' She was
speaking too quickly, the words tumbling over omether in her
nervousness. ' Oh, it was there, but | only saftérwards. | went up
to the chest of drawers, and then ... | must haweesh something. |
heard something fall . . . | bent down to see vithaas . . . and | found
the medallion.’

"You must have thought me a fool when | came inwaasd so happy
to find you.' His eyes had never looked so disdauinf

'Oh, no!’

‘Yes. | so very nearly said even more than | didu™ have thought
me even more foolish.' He took a slow deliberaté. pi\nd all the

time you didn't come for me at all. You only canecéuse of Neil
Donaldson.'

'‘But, Ross, | had to find him, don't you see?'

'‘But I'd already told you he wasn't there. Don'uyloelieve me,
Jenny? Don't you trust me?'

I love you. | trust you. I'd trust you with my ligut in this one thing |
don't know what to believe.

' trust you,' she said miserably.

‘You have a strange way of showing it. What is tbhsession about
Neil Donaldson?' He had come close to her, anddmnsls gripped her
arms tightly, hurting her. ' What does he meanow?y

'He's a boy | was fond of,' she said desperateknow he's here
somewhere, and | want to find him. Ross, let gmgfarms! You're
hurting me.'



'‘Not as much as | would like to." He dropped hensamand bit
savagely at his pipe. ' At last | understand n@mny. You're in love
with a boy you haven't laid eyes on for years.'

'It's not that,' she protested.

'Yes! You've convinced yourself of something. Ofeutnonsense.
Why, can't you fall in love with a proper man iredeof a ... a
phantom?"

| love you, she wanted to shout. But she only said, ' Yowisting
things, Ross.'

‘Am 1?'
‘All | ask is that you tell me about the medallion.

'l don't know how it got here," he said flatly. h&t's more, | couldn't
care less.' He had her arm again, and was propgédikn out of his
cottage. ' | want you to go now. Don't come baslereYou'll find
nothing here, Jenny.’

'Ross . . ."' she pleaded.
‘The cottage will be locked from now on.’

‘You make it sound as if I'm a thief,' she saishkthg back the tears.
"1 didn't think you'd mind me coming here, makieg because | was
thirsty ..

'If that's all you'd come for I'd have been the phagt man on
earth—you saw my reaction. But you came to pry. Slomk in here
when | was away —to try to find out something alibig man you're
S0 obsessed with. That's something | cannot telerat



'Ross . . ." she began, wondering what she coyltosappease him,
but he stood in the doorway, white through his g&nmmovable as a

piece of granite.
'Please go, Jenny!

‘All right." She pushed past him. The tears wegrbeng to fall. He
made no move to comfort her, or to check her legaviBhe was
stumbling through the clearing when the dog huttieelf out of the
cottage. Sensing her distress, it nuzzled agamstritbbling at her
hand. Bending down, Jenny buried her face in thenveaat, but then
she heard Ross calling. Migs stopped licking hae dog's head was
turned towards the cottage. 'Migs!" Again the comehang out, and
reluctantly the animal moved away from her and ldadks master.

It seemed a long way back to the hotel. Jennytsdiegged through
the forest and through die jungle. Once she stuinter a tangle of
roots and tore her hand on the rough bark of a Beenehow the
sight of the graze seemed so in keeping with haeigd mood of
despair that she did not even stop when she redbhexdream.

It was all over. Neil—Neil was somewhere here, ad been, and it
seemed unlikely now that she would find him.

And Ross. Ross thought of her as a spy, as an innengirl, obsessed
and neurotic. His parting words rang in her eaBon't come here
again.' No impulsive words - these, for she kneat e meant them.
Knew too that wild horses would not drag her backhe cottage in
the clearing.

All she could hope for now was that she could spledest of the
time in the Drakensberg without running into hinagg



CHAPTER ELEVEN

Soon after her return from the forest Jenny hattewrio the Forestry
Department, asking for information about Neil Datsain. So far, a
month later, there had been no reply, and Jennybggsning to
grow anxious. In just over a week they would beum@hg to

England, and she felt that if she did not find Neefore then she
would never find him.

It had become very important to her that she shfdthim. She had
ruined things with Ross. Jenny had never been foatle forest since
that terrible day, nor had Ross made any move tsvaer. The
friendly relationship with Andrew had ended tooeSVas lonely now
in the evenings, for since the night of the danndraw had begun to
spend more and more time with Ann.

At least as far as Neil was concerned she did raoit things to be
spoiled. It was not enough that Ross should telhieedid not know
him. The two men must have had a private feud guraent that she
knew nothing about. But if Neil was in these paft®e wanted to
know it, wanted to see him, to have a chat to refote going back to
England and making a new life for herself.

The old life was over, but it had been importarttéo. Neil had been
a part of that life. If she could just see him onume, it would be like
laying a ghost. She felt that she Could then sta&tv with nothing to
hold her back-—nothing except her longing for Ra@sy] that was
something she would have to learn to live with.

Jenny had been giving much thought to her futurkatef, and there
were several fields that she was considering. Sorastshe thought
she would become a teacher, and at other timesstthe idea of
nursing that appealed to her. But it was obviousd #he had no
vocation for either of these careers, she thougetuily, for then

there would be no * decision to make. As it wag stust come to a



decision soon. That she might get married was amteality she
hardly considered. There was only one man in thidwor her, and
Ross had made it clear what he thought of her.

She had been sitting in front of the open bric&gdlace in the lounge.
Although it was mid-morning it was so cold thatir@ had been lit.
Moodily Jenny got to her feet and crossed to thedawv and looked
out. Still raining. It had been raining for threayd now, a pouring,
chilling fain that swirled and eddied about theesreturning the
garden and the sandy paths into muddy quagmires.

If only the rain would end! Longingly she thouglittbe many days
of brilliant sunshine she had spent out of doooar&they would be
going back to England and more rain. She had lod&esard to
spending her last days in the Drakensberg acquaritagp that would
stay with her for a while, but the dismal scené that her eyes made
that hope seem forlorn. She turned from the win@dow made her
way back to the fire.

‘Jenny.' Mrs Ramsden came into the lounge just, e held out a
letter to her. ' Post for you.'

‘Thank you.' She took the envelope, her brow wimgkét sight of the
South African stamp. Who could be writing to her@r & wild
moment she thought of Ross, and with trembling bae tore open
the envelope. Then she saw the official letternéadias from the
Forestry Department.

Stifling her momentary disappointment, she begare&ol—only to
be confronted by even more disappointment. Neildddson was not
known to them. To their knowledge there was no deof that
name. If they could be of any further assistancédp she could
correspond with them again.

'‘Bad news?' She looked up to find Mrs Ramsden wagdher.



'I'm afraid so,' Jenny said dully.
'It's not . . .'—the woman hesitated, 'it's notrir®r Sundy?’

'‘Oh, no." Jenny found herself colouring. So Mrs Rdem had
wondered whether she would be hearing from Rodswasn't
expecting a letter from Ross.' No—it's from thedabry Department.
They've never heard of Neil.'

'‘Oh, Jenny, I'm sorry." Mrs Ramsden's kind browaselad filled
with concern. ' So there really must have beenstake.'

'It seems like it.'

‘My dear,' the older woman stretched out a hartdeairl, ' | know
you're disappointed, and yet ... | don't know whwyt | still think
you'll find him one day. Not here, of course, batnewhere.'

'l don't think so. Not now.' Jenny was about to s@ye, then as she
thought better Of it, she stopped. She could id¥iiess Ramsden that
her main thought at this moment was not Neil buRo§s. Neil . . .
Neil had been away from her for a long time. Somg, gerhaps, as
Mrs Ramsden had said, they might meet again, thawgh after
reading this letter, she did not think so.

It was her desire to find Neil that had destroyslrelationship with
the man she loved. An obsession, Ross had call€aditid it be that
Ross really had been speaking the truth when helisathimed any
knowledge of Neil? But no—even now, she could nomwvince

herself that his wariness at any mention of Neil fi@en just a
product of her imagination. Just as the medalliad mot been
iImagined. That had belonged to Neil—there couladdoubt about
that. Jenny thought of the Stewarts, who had beam®rain that this
was where they had seen him. She believed thaththeéyn fact met
him. But they were wrong in thinking Neil was adster. In the same
way all Jenny's thoughts and deductions obviouaty/lteen wrong.



Possibilities crowded her mind. Neil had alwayseld\the outdoor
life. Perhaps he had come to these mountains émhicg holiday,
and while he was here he had met up with the Stewerhaps for
some reason he had had occasion to visit Ross&geadh the forest,
and had dropped the medallion. Then again, it chakke dropped
from his pocket, been picked up by the dog, or deRoss himself,
and been brought into the cottage. Ross would haea unaware to
whom it belonged. Even if he had seen it, he wbalde attached no
importance to it, for it looked like nothing morkah the child's
treasure it was meant to be. It would have siganfce for nobody but
Neil.

Of these two possibilities she was inclined to favihe former, for
that would explain Ross's attitude. Could it bet fRass had come
across Neil in the forests, become friendly withhhand then caught
him out in some type of bad behaviour? It did reetrs likely, for this
would not be in character with the boy she remesthdout perhaps
she was behaving like a mother who can believeimptii of her
child. After all, it was so many years since shd last seen Neil. If
somethinghad happened between the two men, something that I
angered or antagonised Ross, this might accoutigaeluctance to
talk about Neil. It would also account for his éittess when she
persisted in her efforts to find him. She knew nbat he had been
speaking the truth when he had said Neil was rotester.

‘Sorry to be going back home soon?' Mrs Rams- gensds broke
into her thoughts.

‘A little." She smiled at the older woman. ' Thouginouldn't be. It's
time | got my life organised.’

'‘But you have enjoyed it here?'

'So much.'



'l just thought. . . the last few days . . . peswgapu were beginning to
get a little bored,’ Mrs Ramsden said hesitantly.

'‘Oh, no.' Jenny was remorseful. ' Perhaps it'srdinme that's been
making me grouchy. These mountains —they're sotifelal don't
think | could ever get tired of them."

'‘Perhaps the sun will shine again soon,' said Misftlen hopefully.

'‘Oh, I hope so! | want to get out ... to walk." Andspeak to Ross. Just
once more. Just to know that when she left thesentams it would
be with the knowledge that there was no bitterbesseen them. She
wanted Ross to know that she did not distrust &he did not allow
herself to hope for more than that.

It rained again the next day, and the next, buherthird day Jenny
woke to see the sun filtering through the curtaamg] when she slid
out of bed and ran to the window she could seehentains for the
first time in days. Only the highest peaks weratetdted by cloud.
But the mist would lift from the peaks, for therrdnad stopped.

Jenny dressed quickly and went into the garden. fldveer beds
were muddy, and small pools of water still lay gpdessions in the
paths, but already the sun was beginning to drygtiass, and the
sandy drive that led up to the hotel looked ag Wwould soon be
negotiable once more. Along with the special srttedl seemed to
linger when the rain had ended, there was an afreshness and
newness that was intoxicating.

By the time Jenny met Mrs Ramsden for breakfastxsiseravenous.
' | can see you've been making the most of the mgrnrhe older
woman smiled, looking at the glowing cheeks andishi eyes.’
We'll be able to enjoy the sun today.'

'l want to go out walking after breakfast,' Jenoid ther.



‘Do you think it's wise?'

'‘Oh, yes, I'm sure the rain is over." Jenny glantedugh the
dining-room window at the cloudless blue sky Hihk I'll go as soon
as I've settled you in the garden.'.

Now that the weather had cleared Jenny was gripptbda strange
impatience. Time was running out.. Mountain weatbeuld be
unpredictable. There could quite easily be anotagry spell. And
she wanted to see Ross just once before theyolelrigland.

'I'll be all right,' she smiled at Mrs Ramsderknhbw how to take care
of myself.'

After breakfast Jenny settled Mrs Ramsden in haaluseat in the
garden. She was already on the path that led tfotest when, on an
iImpulse, she returned to the hotel, went backedtimgalow, looked
in the mirror, and then opened the wardrobe. Slstdted a few
moments before taking out the shirt and trousezdsld worn on that
second, wonderful outing with Ross. She had brubleedhair earlier
that morning, but now she brushed it again, tilhiing loose and
swinging about her face. Then she started out again

It was a lovely day, and though Jenny was tenshk wanflicting
emotions, she could not help enjoying being oudairs again. For
days the mountains had been hidden by a shroutbod @nd rain.
Now even the highest peaks were clear as the ngpmist lifted.
The veld, often brown and a little drab, was fluskath a delicate
green and studded with wild flowers that danced swdyed in the
breeze. Even the smell was different. She had enbiicin the hotel
garden earlier that morning, but here in the vieldhas even more
apparent. The rain had settled the dust of the,lbasdh the air was
pervaded with the lovely odour of growing things.



Jenny stopped when she came to the water. She éeomb
accustomed to crossing streams and thought nottitadking off her
shoes and stepping from boulder to boulder, evetingahrough the
water whenever it was necessary. But the rain fuaded the stream
into a fast-flowing river, a rushing torrent whiolerflowed on to
either side of its banks and was several inchdsehithan the rocks.

She surveyed the scene in dismay. The water lose@ry fast and
strong. Could she make it? Her dismay was compalinole
nervousness and vanity. If she crossed this rikrervgould have to
roll up her slacks as far as they would go, ang Wieuld get creased,
perhaps wet. She would look bedraggled when Rogshea—and
she had so much wanted to look her best.

But there was no alternative. After rolling herciia to her knees,
Jenny began, very cautiously, to cross the rivee Water was even
faster and deeper than she had imagined. Thereaveasl moment
when she stood on a slippery boulder and thoughiwstuld fall. She
flung out her arms and managed to save herselfnbutwvithout

soaking her clothes.

At last she reached the other side. She breathegglydas she rolled
down her slacks once more. They were wet and aleasal she
wondered ruefully whether they would have driedthy time she
saw Ross.

Presently Jenny came to the jungle. She enterédithasilent world,

and the smell hit her with a shock. There was & matour of damp

and mouldering vegetation that was sickening. $aésed that here
the sun, which at best could penetrate only wedkipugh the

tangled mass of vegetation, would take much lorigegffect the

drying process that was already going on elsewhere.

The path through the jungle was slippery and vengady, and there
were patches where Jenny found the going reallycdif. Before



long the soles of her shoes became so cloggedmaith that each
step was a struggle. Here and there she came tpmipes which
were impassable, and which she had to skirt by mgllver the
tangles of roots and moss. Even this was morecditfthan she had
expected, and it was not long before her slacke wewered with
mud and burrs and a peculiar weed with short slhiagon-like

needles which clung tenaciously to her clothes.

As the going became more and more difficult, sodsrouragement
grew. Mrs Ramsden had been right when she hadextiier to wait
a few days. There was still some way to go. Shehkl turn back?
She was about to retrace her steps when she remenhiaw little
time she had left. Soon they would be going badkrtgland. It could
rain again. Or Mrs Ramsden could have a relap$eioiiiness, and
then Jenny would be unable to leave her. If thapbaed there might
not be another chance to see Ross.

There was nothing for it. She had got this far ahe would go on.

Once, briefly, the thought came to her that shehtrbg doing all this

In vain. Ross might not be at the cottage whengsit¢here. But she
had had the foresight to bring with her a pencd aaper. Even if

Ross was not there, she could leave a note, exggamuch as it was
possible to put on to paper, and hope that he waurdtk to see her to
say goodbye.

She was almost through the jungle when she canumd bend and
stopped, her heart sinking. Before her in the patha patch of mud
which was worse than all the others she had enecenhtIt was a
horrible slithery-looking quagmire, and Jenny knatwonce that it
would be impossible to walk through the squishysnéshe stepped
into it she would be bogged down completely. Stakdal to each
side of it. The alternatives were not much moreaative. On the
right side of the path loomed the jungle at itsckkst and most
iImpenetrable. On the left, admittedly, there weapgybetween the



trees, but she could see that she would get seidtahd torn in the
tangled mass of hanging roots and twisting thomaybhes.

She could not stay where she was, so she choseftisede, bent to
part the undergrowth, and took a step into it. fdet sank in a soft
mass of vegetable matter and she shuddered. Afteoraent she
followed resolutely with the other foot, then pudheer way further.
Each step was a mammoth undertaking. She pusheguied at
roots and matted bark, and crawled beneath lichadsterns while
hanging branches tickled her neck and tore at &wer &rms.

Once she stood on something smooth and coiled Estice and
froze. There came into her mirdpicture of the mamba which had
slept behind the rock in the forest. For a moméstwas transfixed
with fear, not daring to look down, not knowing whdo put her
other foot. At last she forced herself to turn bges downwards to
see what she was standing on. It was not a sndledniled spongy
mass of roots. She breathed a sigh of relief, agrat glowly on.

Inch by inch she worked her way through the jungjlee stretch of
mud in the path before her had seemed no more @haatter of
yards, but a few yards in the tangled undergrowdh kike something
she had read about in adventure stories aboutrtiezéon.

She stopped once to rest, and looked down atdélcksshnd shirt that
had been so smart and spruce that morning. Byrtiseshe got out of
the jungle her clothes would not even be fit foagebag. What a fool
she had been to venture into the jungle when dvieytvas still wet!
In a day or two, when the sun had dried the pagwsould have been
able to make her way through with ease.

At least she would not return the way she had costee-had made
up her mind about that. If Ross was not at theagetshe would wait
until he arrived. He would have to take her backm hotel by car,
using the motor road on the far side of the forest.



Jenny was nearly back at the path when it happ&texihad gripped
a curtain of fern fronds, pulled them to one saleg pushed a foot
through the gap. Finding that she could not q@geh the ground on
the other side, she supported one foot on a toed tpulled herself
up, then jumped through to the other side. For ememd she thought
she was plunging into nothingness, then her faahlei ground. She
reached out to grasp the branch of a tree, butiémaying matter
came away in her hands. She slipped and fell.

For a moment she was winded. Then she tried ttodedr feet—and
could not. In falling she had turned her foot. #sathe foot that had
been hurt before and which had only recently healith a
tremendous effort of will she tried to force hefgel stand, but the
pain was so intense that she moaned and fell back.

She could not stand, could not walk. She couldereh hop, for she
had nothing with which to support herself. Withraudder she sank
back against the rotting mass. She tried to movddw so that it

would be comfortable—anything to ease the throbipiaig that was
almost unbearable. She tried to console herseff thi2 thought that
perhaps ira little while she would feel better, then she mightable

to get to her feet again. She could not just lexeh

Now that she was in one position, without movirte told of the
jungle hit her. She felt the cold and the damp hdgaseep through
her body. Her bones ached. She began to wonderthpingle was
like at night.

Night! At the thought she had an uncontrollabledittrembling.
Lying here in the daytime was bad enough, but rigtite jungle was
something not to be thought of. And yet, much &es tsied not to
think about it, images, each more gruesome thameig crowded
her mind. Night would come early in the dim worldlee jungle, and
she could not be here when it did. Somehow she brisescued
before then.



She tried to turn her mind to other things. Shei¢/ of England, but
the village and the cottage seemed unreal, asyftihd existed a long
time ago and in another world. Her mind turned tes Mamsden.
How worried she would be when Jenny did not retditmere was
something reassuring in that thought. Of course, Ramsden would
not worry immediately. When Jenny was not at thelHor lunch her
friend would probably think she had taken advantagthe lovely
weather and decided to make a day of it. It wo@drbthe evening,
when darkness fell and still Jenny was not backi lirs Ramsden
would begin to worry in earnest. She would talldtalrew, and they
would discuss ways of finding her.

Would they think of looking for her in the jungleJenny had not
taken the precaution of saying where she was gdngn if they

thought of trying this route, they would find it possible to walk
through the undergrowth in the dark. Next mornatglie latest, they
would come this way. Search parties would go oudiifierent

directions. At least one group of people must cahig way. She
would hear them coming and would shout to them, targt would

find her. But before the morning came a night mjtimgle...

Ross... Ross might not be far away. She had besvsaithrough the
jungle when she had slipped. But Ross did not knadvat had
happened. There was no reason why he should lodiefo

It grew colder, and the pain in her foot becameseodenny's eyes
began to close. Crazy images began to surge thitweigmind. Once

she opened her eyes, and jerked herself back suhmundings. She
wondered if she was delirious. Perhaps this wagisiila bad dream
from which she would waken with a shock of relief.

It grew colder still, but after a while Jenny diotmind so much any
more. In her half dreaming, half waking state hecaimfort mattered
less and less. She no longer knew what was realwdrad was
imagined. There was Andrew. He was smiling at heerahe



Scrabble board. And there was Ross. He was cartyangup the
rocks to see the rock paintings. And there wasg—€lRoss's dog?
The dog was nibbling her hand, nuzzling against tngng to move
her with the pushing movements of its head anpatgs.

And then the image of the dog superseded all therstand the feel
of the nibbling became irritating, and she openaddyes and moved
her hand to push the dog away. The dog stood bésidemaking
little mewing barks, trying to nudge her to hertfee

The dog was real! It had found her! Jenny was dooscnow.

Painfully she managed to wrench a shoe from hey &mel thrust it
between the dog's jaws. 'Take it to him," she ghspetch him. Fetch
him! Bring him here.'

The dog must have understood, for after a momeetsed its frantic
movements. For a long moment it stood beside Jepamting
heavily. Then it bounded away through the tangleeers.

It was so cold, and the pain was a numb throblhiaghad become a
part of her. Come, Ross. Come. | don't know howhrlooger | can
stand it here. Please, Ross. Please come!

And then, mercifully, the cold and the pain begadissolve, and she
was no longer aware of her surroundings. At ongestshe was
vaguely aware of something pushing her, pulling IS¢rong arms

held her. There were barks and yaps and soothimgsivénd then

even these images dissolved.



CHAPTER TWELVE

Jenny was lying in a bed. She felt drowsy and auntend was filled

with a lovely sense of lethargy. Her head did not any more, but it

felt heavy, and she could not open her eyes. Vagied remembered
slipping, hurting her foot, lying in the cold andrdp. Now she was
warm, and so comfortable. A blanket had been plaesdly about

her, and something seemed to be wrapped arourfddter

She became aware that there was a person in thewdb her. She
tried to open her eyes, but it was too much of feorte so she just
went on lying quite still. There was movement iea tbom. She heard
quiet footsteps, and a drawer closed, then somstupped beside
her and put a gentle hand to her cheek. A kiskf Bg a butterfly,
touched her forehead. Mother? No, it could not l¢hdr. Was it that
nice lady, Mrs Ramsden?

Her head cleared a little more. Blurred images weggnning to float
before her eyes. Remember . .. remember . .. Waothhappened . . .
? She tried to move her leg and felt a stab of.[&te lay quite still,
then tried again. Once more the stab of pain.

The person beside her moved. ' Jenny . . ." tav@sn's voice, soft
and full of concern. 'Jin-Jin. Jin-Jin . . . Cauywear me? Oh, Jenny,
Jenny darling, open your eyes. Tell me you'reigititr Please, Jenny.'
He was silent a while, then, when she did not nedpdJin-Jin!
Jin-Jin, can you hear me?"'

Memory flooding her. So many memories. Jin-Ji@nly one person
called her Jin-Jin—Neil. Neil, for whom she had mémoking. Neil
had found her.

Confused. Everything was so confused. She had losdimg for
Neil, but Neil was not here. The dog. There hadchleedog . . . She



had told the dog to find Ross. Ross whom she loBed.Neil had
found her. Neil was with her now.

‘Jenny . . . Jenny, my darling, can you hear mea&del, Jenny. Jin-Jin,
open your eyes.'

Open her eyes. She must open her eyes. The vaideciea so full of
love. For him—she must do it for him. For Neil. Sioaild not see his
face behind her closed lids, the face of the boy Wwhd been her
childhood. With a tremendous effort her eyes openedslowly . . .
slowly. The light in the room blurred the face thahg over her. And
then the blurring cleared, and the remembered datke boy who
was Neil dissolved into the beloved face of the nvap was Ross.

'Ross .. '

‘Jenny!" He was bending over her, his eyes warmcamderned. '
Jenny, you're all right?'

‘Yes.' She moved her leg and then winced with p&h, Ross, I'm so
sore. | hurt all over . . .

‘No wonder! Presently, when you're a little strangeu'll tell me all
about it.'

'Yes. Ross, it was Migs . . . Migs found me.'

‘Thank God for Migs," he said soberly. ' Migs caméhe cottage and
pawed at the door. She raised a terrible row,cgorle outside. | was
about to get angry, and then—I saw your shoe imtarth.'

‘The Shoe ... | gave her my shoe . . .

‘You were unconscious when | found you.' He pausedrching her
face. 'Thank goodness for that, because you'd baffered even



more if you'd been awake. Jenny . . . Jenny, wieakwou doing
there in the jungle?’

'l came to see you. | couldn't walk along the p@tie mud . . .
‘You should have waited till the path was dry.’

'l had to come. | had to tell you . . .’

‘Tell me what?' His eyes were curiously alert now.

‘That I'd been wrong about . . . about Neil’

'l see.’

'‘And then, just now ... | thought . . ." She fdkst. A fire burnt in the
hearth, casting long shadows over the room, andatehed Ross's
face, the craggy lines and the crevices thrown meleef by the
flickering light. ' | couldn't have been dreamii®pss, you are Neil,
aren't you?'

He did not answer, but turned away from her abyy@hd she
thought she saw his jaw stiffen.

He took his pipe from his pocket, and began totfi# bowl with

tobacco. At last the stem of the pipe was betwéehds and he took
a puff. When he turned back to her his musclesrelked. ' Yes,
Jenny," he said, sitting down beside her bed dadgder hand in his.
"I'm Neil.'

'Oh, Ross!" The name came out quite naturally,slredknew it was
the one she would always use. 'Ross, why?'

'It's a long story." He was smiling now, and se@gthis eyes she
realised that they at least were the eyes she rberech Strange that



she had never seen it before. Perhaps it washatseverything else
about him had changed so much.

'l know you're full of questions, Jenny,' he saidnd now, at last, |
feel | can answer them.'

‘You'll tell me why you pretended that. . . ?'

‘Everything,' he interrupted her gently. ' Buttfirsvant to get some
warm food into you.'

'I'm not hungry,' she protested quickly, feelinge ould wait no
longer to hear what he had to say.

'Of course you are. You're always hungry— remembée?topped
smiling and said more seriously,’ You were in tinggje a long time,
Jenny. You were cold and wet when | brought yowehand you've
had nothing to eat since breakfast. You must beista'

'‘What time is it?' she asked as he brought a bbaih over to her
bed, and began to feed her.

‘After eight,' he said briefly.

'‘But then it must be dark! Mrs Ramsden!" Her halaivfto her
mouth." | must get back to the hotel.’

'Impossible,' he said cheerfully, spooning the sgaptly between
her lips. ' Not till tomorrow, and then only if theads are dry.’

'You mean—I'm to spend the night here with you® sisked
uncertainly.

‘That's right." He laughed at her expression orfdes. ' Completely
unchaperoned.’



'Oh . . ." She should not feel the way she did altpaspecially now
that she knew he was Neil. And yet he was not Mlwas not the
boy she remembered. He was Ross. Ross, who bykabtom touch
could set her pulses beating and the blood raaitgr veins.

'Since you've taken my bed I'll be sleeping .th&be followed the
line of his finger and saw that he had made himseifakeshift bed
by the fire.

‘But . . . Ross, Mrs Ramsden will be worried. Shsdlve search
parties out after me.’

'‘Everything's been taken care of. You see, Jentgn't have my car
here. The road through the forest is strictly a-wieather one,
Impassable after the rains we've been having. Myscat the bottom
of the mountain.'

‘Oh!’

‘And if you're considering the wheelbarrow—Iet neenmnd you of
the quagmires you walked through.’

'I've been an idiot, haven't I?' she said remotlsefivirs Ramsden
told me to wait till things dried up. Ross, does skally know where
| am?'

'‘Really," he assured her. 'After | got you into med made you
comfortable, | sent down a message with one oitbh@dcutters who
lives in a little house not far from here. He cabaek an hour ago
with a note.’

'Then she's not worried?'

'l don't suppose she's happy about the situatigrshe's not worried.’



'I'm glad." They were silent for a while. There wssmething
inexplicably cosy about the atmosphere in the gettathe leaping
firelight, the neat clean room. Ross sitting beside bed, spooning
the warm soup into her mouth. Migs squatting atféét, watching
them both with undisguised delight.

She ought to be happy—happier than die now wasthale weeks
she had been searching for Neil, and now at lasthsk found him.
But it was Neil of her childhood for whom she hagkb searching. It
was Ross, a mature man, she had found—and fallemerwith. And
though she was happy they could be together, haweefly, she
knew with every fibre of her being that she wanteare than this.
Ross was fond of her—not at all strange now thatkstew who he
was—»but she guessed that affection to be no marettie feeling of
a very good friend. And she . . . she wanted sp rerch more.

‘You were going to tell me why you came to see hesaid at last.
'Oh, no,' said Jenny. 'You have a lot of explainmgo.'
'l know that. But | want you to talk first.'

She wanted to resist him, but there was a genttesty in his voice
before which she had to yield. 'l wanted to see, ypeak to you.
We're going back to England in a few days, andulai@t go without
telling you I'd been wrong.'

‘Wrong about what?'
‘About . . .' She paused. 'But, Ross, it soundslisonow.’
'l don't think so.’

‘But now . . . now that | know who you are . . sfent on.



'If it will make things easier, don't think of me &leil. Just for the
telling.'

‘Well,' she said trying to organise her thouglytsy kept saying there
was no Neil Donaldson—that there was no forestethlay name.

After a while | began to think that must be truef then—then |

found the medallion.'

‘My precious dear!" He laughed softly. "Wiaahock it was when you
produced it.'

'‘Couldn’t you have told me then?'

'‘No. | wasn't ready for it. You'll understand euwérgg when |
explain, Jenny.'

‘But you were so angry.'

'‘Partly to cover up for my shock. But also | washappy to see you,
and then | thought you'd just come to pry.'

'‘But | hadn't. | found it by accident.’
'l know that now. And then, Jenny, what happenedh

'l couldn't just leave things as they were,' shdaxed, 'l wrote to the
Forestry Department asking about Neil, and | rezeia letter from
them saying they'd never heard about him.’

‘And that had you puzzled.' He was grinning.

'Yes. | realised I'd misjudged you. | knew the nmigala was Neil's,
but | also knew he was not a forester. | begahittktup all sorts of
ways the medallion could have got into your cottagéhought
perhaps Neil had done something awful . . .’



'l made you do a lot of thinking,' he grinned.

'Yes, Ross, you did. | began to think I'd got theole thing terribly
muddled. | wanted to come and tell you. And nowow it seems |
didn't have it muddled at all.'

'No.' There was a trace of amusement in his voi¢eu never were
muddle-headed, Jenny.'

'Ross, why are you making me do all this talkirsfj@ asked.

'‘Because | wanted to be certain why you came. kedato be clear
about your motives. Oh, | know," a sheen of dewiir# his eyes,
'my own motives are so suspect that I've an awtubf cheek.'

'You have,' she said spiritedly.

'l had a reason for doing it this way. And | wantede certain that
the reason you came today was because you didstatsd me.'

'I've never done that,’ she said steadily.

'‘No,' he said a little wonderingly, ' | realise ttimaw. | just hope it's
not too late . . . that | haven't made you too phéte sucked on his
pipe. 'All right, Jenny, my explanation is long osge. I'll give it to
you now.' He looked thoughtfully into the fire wiishe waited with
bated breath.

'l think | should begin at the time when Mother anelft the village.
Were you too young to realise the cloud my fathas wnder?'

‘No,' she told him. ' I only know there was a ttial

‘How much do you remember?’



'l know it was awful.' She remembered the convesatthat stopped
whenever she came near. The way people would lolNki§ as if he
too had done something wrong. The hushed, delightedpers.
Neil's unhappiness. Only Jenny's "parents had nmaxe Neil
unwelcome, but had gone on treating him as a friehdidn't really
understand what happened,' she said now. Thougpdrents had
been kind, they had never discussed the affair wéh perhaps
because they had thought her too young to undekstannever
believed it was true,' she added.

'Oh, it was true, all of it." He was quiet a longé. Seeing the pain in
his eyes, she knew it still affected him, and rearhwent out to him.
She longed to put out her hand to stroke his Wéth the old Neil she

would not have thought twice about doing it, bus tvas not Neil.

This was Ross.

‘It was all true,' he said again presently. ' Mytimeo discovered the
whole thing only when it was in the newspapers.. Staod by him
right through the trial. But afterwards . .. Afteamds, as you know,
we went away. We couldn't have stayed.'

‘Why couldn't you have?'

'‘Because village life didn't permit it. Too manyopé who pointed
fingers, who thought we were tainted with the s&md of tar.'

‘Where did you go?' she asked.

‘To London for a while. London is so big. Nobodysa@oncerned
about us. Nobody cared. And then ... my father.dieéver saw him
again after the trial.’

'‘Oh, Ross!" Then her hand did go out to him. Hexsefylled with
tears.



He took her hand in his, smoothing the fingers lgeabsently. ' It
doesn't hurt any more. One day Mother met a manva&tegood to
us. It didn't seem to matter to him what my fathed done. He asked
my mother to marry him.' He paused, then said, outlexpression,
'His name was Terence Sundy.’

'‘Oh!" Things were beginning to be a little clearer.

‘Terence adopted me. He was wonderful to us botb'dVideen
wanting to make a new life, and it was so muchezasith a new
name. It was soon after Mother and Terence gotiethtinat | began
to be called Ross. Ross was my grandfather's name.’

'I never knew that,' she murmured.

'‘No. So you see, JennyainRoss Sundy. Rightly or wrongly, it's the
way | think of myself.'

'l understand. But you've changed, Ross. | digcbgnise you. Even
now—now that | know who you are—I find it hard telieve. Just the
eyes—those are the same. But | didn't realisetik mow.'

'‘We were in a car crash,’ Ross said matter-ofyfattMother and
Terence were killed.'

'‘Oh, Ross!" Again her hand went out to him.

'l was badly hurt. | was in hospital for months.efén was plastic
surgery. It's no wonder you didn't recognise me&/as so changed
after it all.’

‘Your scar?' she queried.

‘That happened in the forest—a falling tree. So see, Jenny, my
face has changed so much it would have been evamgst if you
had known me.'



‘But the Stewarts,' she pointed out. 'They knew'you

‘No, they didn't. | spoke tthem.l met them one day in the forest
Naturally they didn't know me, but | was so glacgséz people from
home that | blurted out who | was. You should haeen their
astonishment!'

'Ross . . ." She struggled with the emotions thatred within her. '
That first day, when you met me in the forest'd.deen so much
closer to you than Les and Sandra. Why didn't gdurte?’

'l haven't got round to telling you the reason ttoait yet,' he said
softly, ' but I will.'

'Did you know me ?' she asked.

‘The moment you lifted your head.' He stroked laerch' When | saw
those violet eyes looking into mine | knew I'd foumy Jenny.’

'l haven't changed, then ?"

‘Yes, you've changed.' He touched her face, hgefmtracing the
skin beneath the eyes and around the mouth. ' Tdreseew, Jenny.
And these. These are lines put into your face Bf gnd work. Oh,
yes, Jenny, you've changed. When | knew you yoe \adittle girl.
Now you've become a woman. But the eyes . . . ©Onby person |
know has eyes that look like violets with the déN an them.’

'Oh, Ross!" Tears stung her lids. When he spole thiks it made
things only worse, made the imminent parting evenendifficult.

‘Don't cry,' he said.

'I'm not crying.' She took the hanky he held out¢o and dabbed at
her eyes. ' Why didn't you tell me who you were1étill haven't



told me. If | hadn't heard you talking just now, emhyou thought |
was asleep, | might never have known.'

'l didn't tell you,' he said very slowly, 'becausdidn't want it to
happen that way.'

'l don't know what you're talking about,’ she sailewilderment.

'‘Don't you, Jenny?' He began to stroke her hanithagehat first day,

when | saw you in the forest, | was so shocked lthad behind my

new name and appearance. | needed time to thiydoate what |

was feeling. And then . . . then | decided to letlanegs as they were
for the time being.’

'‘But why?'

'‘Because, Jenny, whatever you were going to feeh& it had to be
for me—Ross Sundy—not for Neil Donaldson.'

'‘But, Ross, yoware Neil Donaldson. RosandNeil. You're both.’

‘Not to you, Jenny. Neil Donaldson is the boy ymew when you
were a child. Ross is a grown man, a differentgeedtogether.'

'l think | understand . . . vaguely.' Her eyes wamnaing, trying to
grasp the implication of what she thought he wgisdrto say.

"You came here looking for Neil—for a boy you'dy#d with when

you were little. | thought, Jenny, that if you knevhho | was, you

might grow to . . . to care for me. And then | wabakver have known
if your feelings were not just a continuation oé thray you'd felt for

the boy you remembered.’

‘How could you not have known, Ross?' she whispered



‘You were so adamant that you must find him." Hegleed and
sucked on his pipe. 'The way | keep saying " himt"s as if | have a
split personality. But | had to be sure, Jenny. ¢aunsee that?'

'l wish I'd known,' she sighed.

'‘No. You see, my darling, in your grief and lonebs | thought you
were turning to someone who was just a memory| avahted more
than that.'

‘But it wasn't like that,' she protested. ' | jkisew Neil was here, and
| wanted to find him. | felt there was some mystang | wanted to
clear it up.'

'l never managed to convince you on that scorelAlid
‘At times you nearly did,' she confessed.

'‘Really? And then there was Andrew. | saw the way ganced with
him, kissed him . . '

'He kissed me. He was trying to make you jealodsiny said
earnestly.

'You said that once before.'
'It was true. Besides,' she countered with spwtiat about Ann?'
'What has Ann to do with this?'

'‘She wasn't happy that | was seeing you,' Jenrdy caiefully. ' |
thought perhaps . . .'

'‘Ann is a pretty girl," Ross said matter-of-factlit.can be lonely here
in the mountains. We spent quite a bit of time tbge—it was only
natural! But she meant no more to me than a pléasampanion.



'l see.'

'l don't think we need worry about Ann.' He chudklé-rom what |
hear she's taken up with your old swain. AndrelMsis some time at
the hotel. They'll be quite happy to spend it thget

'Yes, but Ross . . ." there was still one thing tharried her, ‘why
could you tell me now who you are? What changed—twhade
things different?’

‘You told me certain things,' he said without exsgren.
‘What things?'

‘Jenny," he grinned wickedly, ' has anyone everyol that you talk
in your sleep?’

'l do?' She clapped a hand over her mouth in coretien. 'Have |
been talking?'

‘You have, Jin-Jin.'
‘What did | say?'

'I'll tell you some time."'
'‘Now?' she pleaded.
‘No.'

‘When, then?"

'How about," he began teasingly, but with a lookigieyes that made
her heart skip a bit, ' on our wedding day?'



'Oh, Ross . . . Ross!" The tears were falling newwebent down and
put his arms around her. 'I'm going away. | mukse tslrs Ramsden
back to England? One of the reasons | came wasytgaodbye.'

You'll come back?' He was holding her tightly.
‘Do you really want me to?' she whispered agaiisstiest.

'l love you, Jin-Jin." He was nuzzling his mouttaiagt her face. ' |
loved you when you were small. | fell in love wibu when | saw
you in the forest.'

'Oh, Ross!" She felt as if the happiness was altoostnuch to bear.

‘Jenny.' He kissed her then, strongly and pas®bnahe way she
had always dreamed he would. "You'll come back? Won't be too
lonely here?"

'l could never be lonely with you, my darling, weeer in the world
we might be." Roswiasher world. Ross and the mountains and tf
forest and the rivers. What more could any girl t#an



