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            Chapter One
   

         

         Elizabeth was standing beside the rail watching with an absorbed look on her face as the ship drew slowly into Cape Town harbour.

         In the way the memorable skyline of Manhattan comes upon you as you enter New York harbour, and lovely Malabar Hill proclaims Bombay, so Table Mountain provides a never-to-be-forgotten first impression of South Africa, and although Elizabeth had never seen New York, and she had certainly never been to India – this was, as a matter of fact, her first long journey outside her own country – she was prepared to believe that Table Mountain was the most impressive sight she would ever be permitted to witness.

         Rising, as it does, sheer out of the sea, its flat top so often covered with a snowy tablecloth of billowing cloud, its massive rock and thickly wooded slopes display a dozen different colours, and at its foot straggles one of the loveliest cities in the world. Because of the mountain planted so solidly and inescapably in its midst, Cape Town finds it impossible to be compact, and its suburbs follow the coastline for miles, running up and down the green foothills at the base of Table Mountain. This cluster of seaside dwellings, with the unbelievably blue sea piling on to the golden beaches, awakes a feeling of breathless astonishment in the heart of every traveller, and Elizabeth was such an unseasoned one that in her case the astonishment was enough to fix her rigidly to the side of the ship, clinging to the teak handrail with fingers that, despite the lovely warmth of the morning, were a little cold with awe.

         She thought of Devon and Cornwall, and the tiny coves and fishing villages she knew there. She thought of the golden width of sand on the north Cornish coast. But here all that was magnified a thousandfold, and her sensations as she gazed were a mixture of shivering excitement and impatience to be at last off the ship.

         Around her there was a good deal of bustle and movement. People who were disembarking were making last-minute frantic searches of their cabins in order to be sure that they had left none of their personal possessions behind, and there were the usual farewells being said and addresses exchanged.

         Elizabeth had made certain that all her possessions were securely stowed away in her baggage before breakfast that morning, and everything she had was ready to be shot through the Customs when the moment arrived. Owing to the fact that she was naturally almost painfully reserved she had not made so many friends during the voyage that it had taken her long to say goodbye to the few who sincerely wished to hear of her again, and now, in a crisp suit and little hat which sat well down on her soft gold hair – palest weddingring gold – she stood noticeably alone while others gushed and made wild promises around her.

         But all at once a voice beside her made her start and turn, clutching her large white handbag.

         “Journey’s end, Miss Ransome?” said the voice. It was quiet and cool, and to Elizabeth it mocked slightly, as did the dark eyes with the strange little golden lights in them when she lifted her own and met their regard. “They do sometimes end in lovers’ meetings, but I believe it’s your father you’re expecting to be met by, isn’t it?”

         Elizabeth nodded, unable to find her voice for a moment. Nigel Van Kane had addressed her on three separate occasions during the voyage, but she hardly felt that as a result of that they knew one another very well. He was a tall, spare, impeccably turned-out man in his middle thirties who looked well in a thin tussore suit – perhaps it was the contrast with his slightly swarthy skin, and his hair that was as sleek and black as an Indian’s – and because he had been invited by the captain to sit at his table, and had occupied one of the most exclusive cabins on A Deck, he had been very popular during the voyage.

         Certain seasoned travellers had obviously recognised him, and had vouched for him amongst the rest. There was the usual rich widow on board who had made a dead set at him, and quite a number of pretty girls had danced with him, and no doubt more than one of them had entertained secret hopes that the dances might lead to something else, for it was reported that he was one of the richest of the wine growers in the Cape Province area, and in addition he was that irresistibly attractive thing to an unmarried young woman, a bachelor who appeared unattached.

         Elizabeth, with whom he had never once danced – although that set her apart in a unique position, for if not the prettiest girl on board, she was certainly very attractive, and despite her aloofness she loved dancing, and did not offer rebuffs when politely requested to act as a partner – would not have described him as a handsome man. But there was something about him which even she, who had had little opportunity to get to know him, recognised as more forceful and vital than mere masculine good looks. Certainly more magnetic.

         For instance, if he was standing several paces away, and she had her back to him, she was almost certain to feel his presence, and to turn as if compelled as soon as she became aware of him – or she would have done so until today, when she was absorbed in the thought of going ashore.

         But apart from that first night, when she was leaving the dining saloon after dinner and he had stopped her and asked her if she was Elizabeth Ransome, and told her that he knew her father, their interchanges had been strictly limited. Others must have noticed that he didn’t actually avoid her, but he never seemed to have any time for her. It was true that he was much sought after himself, but there were moments when it would have been the merest form of politeness to drop down into a vacant chair beside her and ask her whether she was enjoying the voyage, or bring up the subject of her father which he had introduced himself.

         One night when a dance was in progress she was the only young woman of her generation sitting alone on the fringe of the dancers, and he was standing smoking a cigarette on the other side of the floor, but he still did not ask her to dance.

         She had felt the somewhat surprised looks of one or two of the older women as he passed close to her on his way to seek a breath of air on deck, and she had flushed slightly because all in a moment she had felt that there was something wrong with her. There must be something wrong. She was wearing her prettiest evening dress, a delicate white cotton printed with palest pink roses, which matched the banners of pink in her clear cheeks. But apparently he hadn’t even noticed that she looked conscious of her aloneness there on the edge of the floor, and if he had it had obviously left him quite unmoved.

         For the first time in her life she had felt as if she had received a deliberate snub.

         Sometimes in the dining saloon she had caught him watching her, and once when she was sitting reading on deck she had looked up to discover that he was observing her from a position near the rail, where he was all but surrounded by a bevy of beauty. But there had been nothing suggestive of friendliness or interest in his look, and it had even surprised her a little, because it had struck her as faintly hostile. And when he saw that she was looking back at him the hostility gave place to that odd look of mockery which could so easily have been imagined, but which nevertheless managed to distort his mouth slightly as he curtly inclined his head.

         Sometimes she wondered how much he knew about her and her life, and about the life of her father and mother. Did he know that her parents had been separated since she was twelve? And as she was now twenty-two that meant that she had not seen her father for ten years! Ten years during which they had corresponded, and he had never forgotten her birthdays, or omitted to send her a present at Christmas-time. Kay and Christine, her two elder sisters – the one a highly successful model, and the other becoming known for the exquisite miniatures she painted – had thought it all rather amusing and pathetic, because their little sister seemed determined to cling on to the fact that she had a father, even though he was not a very satisfactory one.

         And, as Mrs. Ransome pointed out to her friends, with that hurt look on her face that Elizabeth had grown up to recognise the instant it appeared, a father who preferred medical missions and disease-ridden corners of the globe, horrible insects and squalor, nature in the raw and impossible climatic conditions, to a very nice family of three daughters and a wife who, even after all her trials and troubles, still looked almost as young as the girl he had married, was hardly the sort of father one would call ideal!

         All her friends pitied Mrs. Ransome, and not one of them had a good word to spare for Dr. Ransome. There had been a time when she was still in her very early teens when this constant condemnation had irked Elizabeth, and it had even affected very slightly her feelings towards her mother, who looked nowadays like a somewhat faded copy of Kay when she was at her most glamorous. She had strongly suspected that her mother traded on that fragile Dresden china appearance of hers, her declared inability to “cope” with three great girls growing up around her, and only just a very small allowance …!

         Elizabeth had even suspected that the allowance was not so very small, either. Anyway, it had permitted them to live quite comfortably in a very nice house in one of the outer suburbs of London, where they had a good garden, good clothes, and all the essentials of life. And she and her sisters had been given quite reasonably good educations.

         But sometimes her father’s letters – which none of the others even bothered to read – had breathed, she thought, a kind of loneliness … He gave her few details of his actual daily life, but he painted her pictures of colour and warmth which charmed her. There must be magic in Africa, she thought, even in Central Africa. Then he wrote to her about Ghana, provided her with an address in Zaire, and moved southward to Rhodesia. After a period of illness – she did not know that it had been critical illness – he went farther south still, and it was from Cape Town that she began to receive letters. And finally it seemed that he had taken root on a little fruit farm where, from the almost contented tone of his correspondence, he was experiencing the satisfaction of living amongst growing things, and feeling much better in health.

         Elizabeth felt sometimes that she longed to see him, and she made up her mind that she would see him when her Aunt Jane died suddenly and left her two thousand pounds with which she could more or less do as she liked. She gave her mother two hundred pounds of this unexpected wealth, and split another two hundred equally between Kay and Christine, and with the remaining sixteen hundred she bought herself an outfit and a cruise ticket to South Africa.

         Her closest relatives thought this was merely a whim, but they didn’t really do anything to dissuade her. Perhaps they knew it wouldn’t be any use, for of the three children about whom he knew so little, Dr. Ransome’s youngest child was the most like him. She was the type to get the bit between her teeth and hang on to it. Not fierce or stubborn, but merely determined when it came to something which lay close to her heart.

         And now here she was at the end of her voyage, and the ship was making its stately progress into harbour. In a very short while now she would see her father, and a short while after that …

         When Nigel Van Kane spoke her name at her elbow she was so occupied with her thoughts that for a few moments she could only stare at him rather stupidly, and then she flushed and became selfconscious. Surely he didn’t think it necessary to say goodbye to her, she thought, when for more than a fortnight they had remained practically strangers?

         Then all at once she noticed that he had an open telegram in his hand – a lean brown hand which looked even browner by contrast with his immaculate shirt-cuff – and he was holding it out towards her. The smiling derisiveness on his eyes filled her with an inclination to shrink back against the rail.

         “I hope this isn’t going to be a tremendous disappointment to you,” he said, “but after all you are not to be met by your father. He can’t possibly manage it. But he has wired me and asked me to look after you in his stead, and I am to deliver you to him if you have no serious objections?’

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter Two
   

         

         The disappointment which descended on Elizabeth was so great that in the first few moments she felt like a child who was to be deprived of a treat to which it had looked forward for weeks. She said: “Oh, no!” involuntarily, and then clapped a hand to her lips as if the realisation that this might appear to him as rude struck her almost as keenly as her disappointment.

         “I’m afraid it’s ‘Oh, yes’!” he replied, looking down at her from his superior height and confusing her still more because the suspicion of a smile on his lips took on a distinctly bleak curve. “Unless, of course, you’d prefer to tell me to go about my own business, and feel confident of seeing yourself through the Customs, and so forth? You’re not likely to run into any language difficulties, and you’re not exactly an infant, so you can do as you wish. But please let me know what you do wish.”

         Elizabeth felt the hot colour rush up over her face and neck, and although he was still holding out the telegram she was so mesmerised by his look that she could only continue to gaze back at him fixedly, her grey eyes pleading with him for more information.

         “I’m afraid I—I don’t understand,” she stammered. “Is my father ill?”

         He tucked the telegram between two of her nerveless fingers, and recommended that she made herself familiar with its contents. The lines of type were inclined to blur before her eyes, especially in the bright sunshine, but even so she gathered this much: “… grateful if you would contact Elizabeth. Explain unable to meet. Feel sure can safely leave her to you …”

          
   

         “But—but why you?” Elizabeth managed to ask at last in bewilderment.

         “Why not me?” She was quite sure now that she had never seen such a hard and ruthless face before in her life, and there was also something slightly forbidding about it. The lips were thin and beautifully shaped, but they were also cruel and cynical, and his chin jutted noticeably, and had a rock-like pugnacity about it. And those strange dark eyes of his, with the little darting flames which leapt up and down and mocked and derided continually – they made her feel almost afraid. No wonder no woman had managed to secure him during this voyage – or at least, judging by the disappointed looks of the rich widow, and the pretty girls who had danced with him, and danced attendance on him, and who had had to say their farewells to him the night before, he had merely been amusing himself when there was no other amusement to be had, and was not even contrite about damaging a few hearts.

         “I—I didn’t know you knew my father well enough …”

         “But since I do, and since he considers me respectable enough to take charge of you, are you also prepared to take the risk?” There was a note of cold impatience in his voice this time which warned her that if she showed any further hesitation he was quite capable of turning on his heel and leaving her there on the deck, so she said quickly: “I’m sorry if I seem rather stupid, but I wasn’t expecting anything like this to happen. And I—I’ve been looking forward—” She broke off. “It’s very kind of you to be willing to be bothered with me.”

         “Not at all. But if we’re going ashore we’d better not waste any more time.” He touched her arm with the tips of his strong brown fingers and propelled her forward along the deck. “I suppose all your luggage is out of your cabin, and there’s nothing more to collect?”

         “No. I assembled everything. I—I don’t think I’ve left anything behind.”

         “You probably have,” he said, a little sneeringly, “even if it’s only a pocket handkerchief! Women are good at that sort of thing.”

         Elizabeth remained silent, but she was quite sure that even if she had left a diamond-studded wrist watch behind in her cabin she would never have found the courage to request permission to return for it while that compelling touch was on her arm.

         But despite the terseness of his speech, and the feeling which he communicated that he was deriving no pleasure from having her under his wing, the speed with which they got through the Customs and won free from all the last-minute entanglements of the voyage to hail a taxi and leave the dock area behind them was considerably greater than that which Elizabeth would have achieved alone. And the sensation of confidence which having a man at her elbow who could order the disposition of the luggage, and give instructions concerning an hotel to the taxi-man, imparted to her was sufficient to counteract the sensation of obligation which she had been certain would be intolerable at first, and she found herself uttering grateful thanks when at last they were inside the taxi.

         “I wouldn’t have known quite what to do or where to go,” she confessed, “if my father hadn’t sent that telegram. In fact, I should have felt very lost. But I still can’t see very clearly why you should have to put yourself out to look after me, Mr. Van Kane.”

         He ignored the last part of her speech.

         “Naturally your father would not allow a young woman of your age to arrive in a strange country without making some arrangements for her to be met,” he said, in a quiet but incisive drawl, “if he couldn’t be at the docks himself. I’ve known Dr. Ransome for a number of years, and whatever happened he wouldn’t have failed you.”

         Elizabeth felt about twelve, instead of twenty-two, but she was aware that a great many people thought she did not look nearly her age, and the light coating of tan she had acquired during the voyage, the youthful simplicity of her linen suit, in a delicate shade of cool lime-green which emphasised the light gold of her hair, probably made her look younger still.

         “And you happened to be making the voyage in the Star of the South at the same time as myself. That was strange,” she observed, stealing a sideways glance at him. “For me it was also convenient.”

         “Fate taking a hand in your affairs!” he remarked, without so much as a smile curving his lips, or even a hint of irony in his eyes.

          
   

         “But it doesn’t strike me as particularly strange that we should be travelling in the same ship, for even a South African does sometimes visit England, and naturally he has to return.”

         “Y—yes,” she stammered rather awkwardly, “of course.”

         But she could have added that what did strike her as strange was the fact that, while they were travelling in the same ship, he had deliberately gone out of his way to avoid her—although he apparently thought well of her father!—and now that she was more or less thrust on him he expected her to accept it as natural. That and his ill-concealed impatience, and his tendency to be almost rude at times!

         She lay back against the seat and looked out of the window at Cape Town as they sped through it, after leaving the docks behind them. They were moving quickly along Adderley Street, which runs straight from the docks to the more dignified corners of the great city, and is the spine from which the ribs of the city spring. In the warm air everything seemed to shimmer, including the pink bricks of the House of Representatives, and the foliage of the oak trees which all but surrounded it. The colourful crowds on the pavements dazzled her eyes, and the sun was so golden, falling from a width of blue sky such as she had never seen before in her life, that it almost hurt her eyes.

         “Of course, I suppose I could have hired a car to take me out to my father,” she said suddenly, just before they drew up outside the hotel. “It’s only a distance of fourteen or fifteen miles or so, according to his letters. And that would have been the obvious thing to do.”

         “But on the whole I’m rather glad things turned out this way,” Nigel Van Kane surprised her considerably by replying rather bluntly, and then a coal-black porter in a dazzling white uniform had fallen upon their joint luggage, and the impressive façade of an extremely dignified hotel was looming up right in front of them.

         Elizabeth looked hesitatingly at the front of the hotel, and at the sight of her new suitcases being carried inside it she felt concerned at the cost which this might result in. But Van Kane took her arm again almost peremptorily, and within a few moments they were inside the foyer, and she was standing before a reception desk, while her companion addressed a few words to the obsequious clerk who was standing behind it.

         After the blinding glare outside, the hum of the traffic, and the babel of various noises, the dimness and the silence which prevailed in this handsomely equipped entrance to an old-established hotel of the five-star variety reminded Elizabeth of the dimness and silence of a church. But she was glad of the coolness and the quiet, and when her companion turned to her, and looked her up and down for a moment, she wondered whether there was anything wrong with her appearance which was at odds with the excessive dignity of such surroundings.

         But he merely said quietly: “I’ve booked you a room, so you can go upstairs and have a wash and titivate yourself if you want to. I’ve some business which I must attend to before lunch, but I’ll be back in good time, so perhaps you’ll wait for me down below here?”

         “Oh, but—” Elizabeth began. She wanted to protest that it was hardly necessary to book a room if they were leaving before it would be possible to occupy it for a night. But, as if he read her thoughts, and gathered that she was shrinking from the prospect of incurring expense, he said with a cold, almost a sarcastic curl to his lips which brought a hot blush to her cheeks and made her feel almost as if she was blushing all over: “Don’t worry about the room! Your father will make himself responsible for that.”

         Elizabeth turned silently away from him and moved in the direction of the lift gates, which were being held open for her by a smartly uniformed liftboy. She felt in that moment that under no circumstances could she ever possibly like this man who seemed to be taking a kind of keen delight in making her feel small and rather awkward, and who obviously had an extraordinarily poor opinion of her.

         But why, she asked herself, why …? When he knew next to nothing about her!

          
   

         Upstairs in the luxurious bedroom which had been reserved for her, with its plush carpet and its mirrors, she was glad of the opportunity to do what had been suggested, however, and after a refreshing wash and a re-application of make-up she felt better, and more able to do battle – if battle was going to be demanded of her during lunch!

         She was not looking forward to that lunch with Nigel Van Kane. She wondered what it was about him that made her father obviously trust him enough – and have sufficient confidence in him to be sure that a favour would not be ignored – to wish him to take temporary charge of his daughter, and she wished in her innermost heart that almost anyone else had been selected to execute the trust. Although it was true that it took all kinds to make a world, and that people did sometimes improve on acquaintance, she felt that a world peopled by hard, resistant types like the swarthy-featured Van Kane, with his mocking dark eyes, would be a very unpleasant world indeed; and as to his improving on acquaintance—!

         Well, that was something she could not envisage ever coming to pass.

         It was true that he had been popular on the boat, but possibly the atmosphere of a liner, and careless souls determined to have a good time and see only the best side of everyone, had worked a miracle. Or, possibly, it was only he and she who were mutually antagonistic to one another, and in that case they would remain antagonistic, which made the thought of the lunch room more like a shadow than ever.

         He was waiting for her when she descended to the ground floor of the hotel, and he looked very tall and commanding in his faultlessly tailored light silk suit. A man with something about him, she had to admit, which might cause some people to turn and look after him if they passed him in the street. But to her it was his arrogance which was the most noticeable thing about him – that and his quiet, somewhat forbidding air of strength and determination, which stamped an implacable look on his features.

         Elizabeth had added an extra touch of lipstick to her lips, and because the heat and the excitement of landing had made her look rather more pale than usual, their soft shape was particularly noticeable. Her eyes were innocent of any sort of attempt to improve their dove-like greyness, and the fine gold eyebrows which swept above repeated the light dusting of gold at the tips of her eyelashes.

         In the V-shaped neck of the cool lime suit the creamy base of her rounded throat was embellished by a tiny gold cross, which depended from a neat row of seed pearls. Otherwise she wore no adornment of any kind, and her slim fingers and wrists were innocent of either rings or bracelets, although the fingers were particularly well kept, the oval nails pink like the inside of a shell.

         Nigel Van Kane’s eyes were on her when, having been bowed to a table by an attentive waiter, they sat down facing one another. For an instant, she thought, there was a glimmer of something like puzzlement in the eyes with the little gold lights in them as they studied her, but if there was it vanished so rapidly that she became sure she had made a mistake. He picked up a menu and passed it to her.

         “Order what you want,” he said. “The food here is quite good.”

         Elizabeth could believe that. The dining room was positively sumptuous, and the menu, when she looked at it, bewildered her by offering her a diversity of dishes she knew nothing about. In the end she followed Van Kane’s example and chose an iced soup, cold turkey and salad, and an apple flan with meringue.

         It was towards the end of the meal that the man opposite her said suddenly: “How old were you when you last saw your father?”

         “I was twelve.” She looked up at him with wide, surprised eyes.

         A cold, cynical expression settled round his mouth.

         “That’s not much of an age, is it? And children soon forget.”

         “But I wasn’t a child, and I haven’t forgotten!” There was indignation in her voice.

         “Haven’t you?”

         “No.”

         “Then possibly your mother and your sisters have forgotten? Possibly they are no longer interested in the possession of a husband, or a father?”

         This was so true that Elizabeth could only stare down at the slice of flan that was placed in front of her, and she felt an almost painful embarrassment, because however much she might wish to do so she could not deny such an accusation as this. Why, her mother openly boasted to her friends that since her marriage had proved rather pointless she had decided to forget all about it!

         “What made you decide to come out to Africa?” Van Kane inquired abruptly.

         Elizabeth explained about the legacy and her desire to see her father again – this was said almost defensively in view of what she knew her closest relatives felt – and although the cold look stayed round his mouth she thought that his eyes grew more amused.

         “A little flutter, eh? A taste of the world before you settle down and marry someone nice and dependable in England! No doubt your mother will see to it that you marry wisely and well when the time comes in view of her own unfortunate experience! But what I would like to know, if you won’t think me impertinent for wishing for some enlightenment on this head, is what would you have done if no one had left you a legacy? Would you have made any attempt at all to come out here and see your father, or would you have decided that the wisest thing would be to forget about him altogether? Oh, I know that you’ve written to him at quite regular intervals throughout all these years”—surveying her strangely— “but you probably thought it was romantic to correspond with a father who was living in a place like Africa, even though he had to cope with all sorts of filthy diseases and things like that that you wouldn’t want to come into close contact with – naturally …”

         His quiet drawl made her stare back at him with the sudden feeling that the hostility she had sensed – the contempt, even – was now much nearer the surface, and she said quietly: “I would have come out to him much sooner if I had been able to afford the passage money.”

         An inscrutable smile chased itself across his lips.

         “Perhaps you thought that being your father he should send you your passage money?”

         “I have no idea whether he could afford it.”

         “No?” One of his dark eyebrows lifted itself slightly above its fellow. “No idea whether he’s prosperous or otherwise?”

         Elizabeth shook her head.

         “He has never discussed his affairs in letters, and all that I know is that he seems to be quite happy now that he’s fruit farming, and that the farm itself is called Groote Kloof, which means Great Valley. It doesn’t matter to me whether he’s prosperous or not, but I see no reason why he shouldn’t be reasonably prosperous. For his sake I hope that he is.”

         “Very filial, I’m sure.” There seemed to be a dark sparkle of humour in his eyes, and he summoned the waiter and ordered him to bring their coffee. “But your mother’s interest in your father’s financial concerns must be considerably greater than your own. She probably enquires into them occasionally?” he suggested.

         “I don’t think she has ever done so,” Elizabeth told him, and this time both of Nigel Van Kane’s eyebrows shot upwards.

         “Then that almost certainly explains something,” he said.

         Elizabeth had a vague feeling at heart which was not a pleasant one, for ever since the meal had started and he had begun his determined questioning she had begun to be aware of something – she was not quite sure what it was – but it weighed upon her like apprehension. And, in any case, what was all this to do with Nigel Van Kane, and what right had he to question her at all? She ignored the liqueur he had ordered for her, which was glowing like green fire at her elbow, and looked at him across the table, her grey eyes wide and perturbed and suddenly almost challenging.

         “You seem to know a lot about my father and his affairs,” she said. “You even know that I’ve written to him quite regularly for a number of years. Perhaps you also know”—she paused—“why it was that he couldn’t meet me today?”

         An annoyingly cool smile answered her.

         “I have had no direct communication with him since I left England.”

         “Apart from the telegram you received today?”

         “Apart from that telegram.”

         “But you—you did hear from him before you left England?”

         “Well?” he suggested, over the glowing end of a cigarette he had just lighted.

         “Was he—was he well when you heard from him last?”

         “As well as he has been since his Central African days.”

         “Then he’s not particularly fit nowadays? Is that what you mean?” Her voice was anxious, and her eyes were anxious, but all that he offered her by way of reassurance as he answered was contained in a curt: “Dr. Ransome’s health has not been good for years now, but as you’ve managed to survive quite well without making exhaustive inquiries concerning it for the same number of years I wouldn’t allow myself to become agitated about it now if I were you. In an hour or so you will see him and be able to decide for yourself whether his condition is what you imagined it to be. And in the meantime, if you’ll occupy yourself in the lounge – having tea or something – I’ll pick you up about four o’clock and drive you out to Groote Kloof which – as you so knowledgeably informed me – means Great Valley!”

         With a mocking, humiliating smile he rose and accompanied her back to the lounge, and then she watched his tall figure disappearing arrogantly through the swing doors in the direction of the foyer.
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