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About
this book

Jeffery, Janet and
Catherine spend their summer school holidays swimming and riding
horses in the foothills of the Drakensberg mountains of South
Africa. But then they have to deal with bullying teenagers who are
into witchcraft, poachers, and the strange guardian of a cave of
Bushman paintings. And just when it seems that things couldn’t
possibly get worse, the children stumble across a secret government
project that the police think they know far too much about.

 


 The Enchanted Grove is a sequel to Of
Wheels and Witches, which is about an earlier adventure of
Jeffery, Janet and Catherine and their friend Sipho. But each story
stands on its own, and they do not need to be read in any
particular order.
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 1 - An unfortunate
postcard

Jeffery Davidson looked
out of the classroom window. There was a fly buzzing inside the
window trying to get out, and the Latin teacher's droning voice was
just another background buzzing. Outside, the cumulus clouds of a
hot summer afternoon were growing into towering white castles. How
lovely it would be to plunge into their depths, or bounce down
their sides, or go forever into the blue depths of the sky
between.

The droning
changed pitch as one of the boys recited a declension, "Blum blum
blum blee blow blow blah blah blah blorum bliss bliss." Jeffery,
his mind far away, was barely conscious of the voice mechanically
reciting. Oh how blissful it would be to roll in the clouds.

"Davidson!" The
voice was no longer a drone, but sharp and urgent. Jeffery quickly
raised the flap of his desk and ducked behind it as the blackboard
duster thudded against it and dropped on the floor.

"What's the
second person singular of the second conjugation verb?"

Jeffery fought
to drag his mind back to the textbook.

"You won't find
inspiration in the clouds, Davidson. Pay attention."

* * *

It was near the
end of the summer term, and Jeffery, aged 11, was looking forward
to the Christmas holidays from his Johannesburg boarding school.
The bell rang, and the class was dismissed, and Jeffery walked over
to the dining hall with his friend Ronald Fox to get tea.

"What are you
going to do in the holidays, Jeff?" asked Ronald.

"I may be going
to stay on a farm in the Drakensberg mountains again, like I did
last July; what about you."

"We'll probably
go to Scottburgh on the Natal South Coast. We go there every year
and stay in the same hotel, so it's a bit boring, but my dad says
he just wants to sit on the beach and do nothing after a busy year
at work."

"At least your
dad will be with you," said Jeffery. "My folks are going overseas,
but my dad's going on business, and my mum spends her time looking
in shops so they say I'll just be bored if I go with them. So I'm
going to stay on a farm in the Drakensberg again."

"Didn't you
ride horses up there in the mountains? That must be fun."

"Yes," said
Jeffery. "In the July holidays it was winter, and sometimes there
was snow."

"What about
that girl you went riding with? Is she your girlfriend?"

"Not really.
There were two girls actually, Janet and Catherine. I stayed on
Catherine's aunt's farm, and Janet lived on the farm next door."
Jeffery felt embarrassed, because Janet Montgomery, the girl who
lived on a farm near to the one where he had stayed, had featured
quite a lot in his daydreams.

"Wow! Two
girlfriends!" said Ron.

"You'll
probably have twenty at the beach."

"And twenty
bigger boys," said Ron. "None of them will ever look at me."

The older boys
at the school boasted of their girlfriends every year when they
came back from the holidays. But Jeffery did not think of Janet as
a girlfriend, partly because, when he had last seen her, Janet was
no longer talking to him. And Catherine he thought of more as the
younger sister he had never had. He, Janet, and Catherine
Kopirovsky had got involved in helping another boy, Sipho Mdluli,
to warn his father of a plot by the Security Police to harm him,
and Sipho had fled the country with his father. Janet's father, a
local farmer, had political ambitions, and thought Janet's
association with Jeffery did not help them. But Jeffery did want to
see her again, very much.

* * *

The following
weekend Jeffery went home from boarding school. His mother
confirmed that they had arranged for him to spend the holidays with
Mrs Irene Sanderson at Eersteling Farm in the southern Drakensberg
foothills. That, of course, might give him a chance to see Janet
again. But would Janet want to see him? How could he find a way of
reminding her of his existence, without turning her against
him?

The answer came
to him when he went shopping with his mother on Saturday morning.
He wandered around a bookshop, looking at books and magazines while
she was standing in a queue in the bank. There was a rack of
postcards, and among the pictures of lions, elephants, and
bare-breasted black women festooned with beads was one of an
African wild cat baring its teeth and snarling at the camera.

In their July
adventure, they had encountered some wild cats that behaved in very
strange ways, and Janet had been scratched by one, and was
convinced that it had been trying to kill her. A postcard of a cat
might remind her of the adventure, and those she shared it with.
Jeffery bought the card and some envelopes. He wrote on the back of
the postcard "I thought I saw a puddy tat, a-creeping up on me"-a
reference to a cartoon canary that always got the better of the
household cat. He put it in an envelope, and addressed it to Janet
Montgomery, Pineville, Natal, took it round the corner to the post
office and posted it.

* * *

Janet
Montgomery's mother returned from Pineville just before lunch the
following Saturday, bringing the post.

"Letter for
you, Janet," said Mrs Montgomery.

Janet opened
the envelope, and looked at the card. The cat snarled at her, its
fangs wanting to rip into her. She quickly turned it over, and saw
the writing on the back, then ran upstairs to her room. Her mother
called that it was nearly lunchtime, but Janet didn't want her to
see how upset she was. She looked again at the card, and at the
writing on the back. It had to be Jeffery Davidson trying to scare
her. She looked at the writing on the envelope, and the smudged
postmark. It was a South African stamp, so who else could be? No
one else in South Africa could know how scared she was of wild
cats.

She thought of
tearing it up, but changed her mind and pushed it into the bottom
of a drawer under some clothes, and went down to lunch.

"Had a letter
from your boyfriend?" asked Janet's older sister Alison.

"Shut up," said
Janet.

"What, he break
up with you then?"

"Shut up."

"Stop it, both
of you," said Mrs Montgomery.

Mr Montgomery
was going through his post, and he too seemed upset by one of the
letters he opened.

"They've given
the nomination to that bastard van Schalkwyk," he said. "You can't
trust the Nats. It just goes to show, blood is thicker than water.
They'll choose an Afrikaner over an English-speaker every
time."

Mr Montgomery
had been approached by the National Party, which governed South
Africa in 1964, to join it and become an election candidate. He was
a prominent farmer in the district, and they hoped that with his
connections he might get elected. Natal province was the only one
they did not control completely. Being a member of parliament and a
member of the government had been quite an appealing prospect, and
was the main reason why Mr Montgomery did not approve of his
children having too much to do with liberals like Irene Sanderson
of Eersteling farm down the road, and her house guests. Mrs
Sanderson was a widow who took in boarders, not so much for income
as for company. Most of them were city children who came for the
holidays to have the experience of living on a farm.

"I'm going to
resign from the party," Mr Montgomery announced to his family, and
after lunch went off to write his letter of resignation.

Janet went up
to her bedroom and shut the door. She took out the card and sat on
the bed looking at it. She had tried to forget about wild cats
since their adventure in the July holidays, but the postcard
brought it all back to her. Jeffery Davidson and Catherine
Kopirovsky had been staying with Mrs Sanderson at the farm down the
road, and they had gone riding together. They had been caught in a
sudden thunderstorm, and Catherine had been knocked out and half
drowned when she fell off her horse into a flooded river. Janet had
ridden off to get help, and had been chased by wild cats, one of
which had jumped up and scratched her and her horse.

Now she didn't
know what to think. Jeffery and the others had been convinced that
the cats were under the control of a witch, and their behaviour was
certainly abnormal. She was torn between wanting to talk to Jeffery
about it, and wanting the whole thing to go away. While Jeffery had
thought a lot about her over the last four months, she had thought
very little about him and the other children, and had tried to
forget them. The postcard made her both angry and afraid.

* * *

A few weeks
later, at the beginning of the Christmas holidays, Janet saw a grey
horse with its rider going up the road past their farm. She went up
to her bedroom and watched from the window. From there she could
see where the road curved up the hillside, and she waited till she
saw the horse appear, and then saw it turn off the road, and the
rider dismount next to some rocks. It was too far away to see who
the rider was, but Janet was sure that it was Jeffery Davidson. He
must be back for the school holidays, and he was up there, probably
trying to watch her.

She went
downstairs, out the back door and round the other side of the
house. She did not go into the paddock to get her horse Cherry,
because then the watcher on the hill could probably see her. She
ran into the mealie field, and worked her way down towards the road
lower down. It passed through some wattle trees, and Janet armed
herself with some clods of earth, and climbed one of the trees next
to the road, and waited for the rider to return.

When she heard
the horse she stood with her back to the tree-trunk, trying to keep
out of sight. She waited for the horse to pass, and the rider was
definitely Jeffery Davidson, wearing a checked short-sleeved shirt
and blue jeans, and riding Mrs Sanderson's horse Silver. She hurled
one clod and then another, then dropped down to sit astride the
branch. The first clod hit Jeffery at the back of the neck, and the
second hit Silver on the rump, making him jump. Jeffery struggled
to control the horse for a moment, then looked around. His blue
eyes met Janet's from under a fringe of straw-coloured hair.

"Meow," she
said, and laughed.

Jeffery blushed
and turned away. He dug his heels into Silver, who took off down
the road, went round a bend, and was gone from sight. Janet sat in
the tree, swinging her legs, for a little while longer, and then
walked slowly back to the house, up the driveway this time.

* * *

After lunch,
Jeffery went to his bedroom and read a book. But he couldn't
concentrate on what he was reading. After reading one paragraph
three times he gave up, and went outside. He walked across the yard
to the paddock, and called the other horse, Beauty. She looked at
him, tossed her head, and trotted away to the far corner of the
paddock. She thinks I want to ride her, thought Jeffery, and she
doesn't feel like going out. She stood in the corner, facing half
away from him, her head looking round, watching him approach. As he
got nearer she wheeled around, and tried to run past him beside the
fence. He stepped that way, and she turned, and began to go the
other way. Usually it had been easier to catch her, because
Catherine was with him. He stepped the other way, and she stopped
again, looking back at him, so he would have to approach her from
behind, making it easier for her to run away from him. But this
time she let him approach, and he put his hand in her mane, and
rubbed her ears. She tossed her head, snorted, then stood still
again. He stroked her velvet muzzle, tracing her nostril with his
finger. Then put his cheek against hers, and held her head,
stroking her nose. He could smell the salty dried sweat in the
lines where the bridle had been. Jeffery stood like that for a long
time, and Beauty stood quite still.

"I love you,
Beauty," he whispered.

People hurt
you, he thought, but horses are kind. He looked up, at the line of
the mountains, with the afternoon cumulus clouds coming over them
like soft pillows. The sun was already moving down in the west, and
the mountains were dark, he could see no detail. But what was it
like over the mountains? What would he see if he went to the top?
What kind of land was there? Would there be more hills? Could he go
for a ride up there, just with Beauty?

A picture
formed in his mind, going over the top of the mountain ridge, and
seeing another mountain ridge beyond, and beyond that another,
going on for ever, an empty land with nobody there.

* * *

"What's on the
other side of the mountains?" asked Jeffery at supper.

"Basutoland,"
said Mrs Sanderson.

"What's it
like? Is it like this side?"

"A little," she
replied. "It doesn't drop down suddenly, as if the mountain range
was on its own. It's a sort of plateau, with hills and
valleys."

"Could I ride
up there?"

"Not in a day,
or at least not if you wanted to get back the same day. People do
sometimes ride up there, but they go on camping trips, for several
days at a time. And there are only a few places where horses can
get over the mountain."

Jeffery was
silent, and after a while Mrs Sanderson said, "Would you like to go
up there?"

"Maybe," said
Jeffery, non-committal.

"Perhaps we
could arrange a day trip in a Land Rover," said Mrs Sanderson. "The
Sani Pass is not far from here. It's the only direct road from
Natal to Basutoland. Catherine is coming next week, and when she's
here I'll try to arrange a trip for us. There's someone up there
who wants to buy my bull calf."

Jeffery still
said nothing, but looked at his soup bowl, not eating. He didn't
want to go with other people, or in a Land Rover. He wanted to ride
and ride, and never stop. People, he thought, let you down. They
are cruel and nasty. Horses may sometimes turn their back on you
and walk away if they don't want to go out, but they aren't nasty
about it. He pictured an empty land, where a hill was followed by
another hill, going on for ever, with not another person in sight,
just himself and his horse.

* * *

A couple of
days later Janet saw Jeffery in Pineville village. She was with her
mother and they were just going in to the general dealer's store,
when Jeffery came out with Mrs Sanderson. Jeffery saw Janet and
turned away, and stood with his back to her, pretending to look in
the shop window, while Mrs Sanderson and her mother greeted one
another.

"Why didn't you
talk to Jeffery Davidson?" her mother asked, as they drove
home.

"He didn't want
to talk to me."

"I wonder why,
I thought he was rather fond of you."

"Anyway Dad
doesn't want me to talk to him."

"I don't think
he'll mind now that he's dropped his political ambitions. Perhaps
you could go down and invite him to come for a swim this afternoon.
It's going to be a hot day, and it'll give you someone to play with
in the holidays."

Grown-ups are
funny, thought Janet. One day they don't want you to play with
someone, and the next they want you to invite them for a swim. And
then there was the postcard, which she still felt a bit cross
about. But she'd got her own back for that, and Jeffery was closer
to her age. Her sister was older, and her friends were all in high
school, and Janet was a little scared of them sometimes.

* * *

After lunch
Janet put a bridle on her horse Cherry, and rode down the road to
Eersteling farm. It was quite a short ride, and she rode bareback.
It was hot, and she was wearing shorts, but if she wore shorts with
a saddle the stirrup leathers pinched her legs. Also, she thought
riding bareback showed a superior standard of horsemanship. She was
no longer angry with Jeffery for sending the postcard, if indeed it
was he who sent it. Her anger had been satisfied when she hit him
with the clod. She was more curious now, and wanted to know why he
had sent the card.

She rode up the
drive to the farmhouse, and knocked on the kitchen door. Mrs
Sanderson opened the door.

"Oh, hello
Janet, come in, I suppose you've come to see Jeffery."

She called
Jeffery, who came from his room, and stood in the doorway. He saw
Janet, and then looked away.

"Come and have
a swim up at our place."

Jeffery looked
at her, and then looked away again.

"Go and have a
swim," said Mrs Sanderson. "It's a hot day. You can ride Beauty up
there, she could do with the exercise."

Jeffery was
torn between wanting to go with Janet, and wanting to have nothing
to do with her ever again. In the end he thought that trying to
explain to Mrs Sanderson why he didn't want to go without sounding
petulant and childish would be more difficult. He went to catch
Beauty, the bay mare, in the paddock, and put on the saddle and
bridle.

After four
months of not riding horses, he was feeling a bit stiff after his
first ride of the holidays. He was also not sure how to deal with
the real Janet after four months of having her in his imagination.
The real Janet no longer fitted with his mental picture of her. She
had more freckles than he remembered, which was not surprising,
since she had been out in the summer sun. She was chubbier, and her
curly red hair had been cut short, so that it no longer looked like
a halo with the light behind it. She looked altogether more human
and less angelic than the idealised Janet of his daydreams. Since
she had thrown the clods of earth at him and laughed at him, the
attraction he had felt for her had changed to something like an
aversion. He no longer wanted to see her.

* * *

They rode up
the road in silence. Most of the way Beauty hung behind, and so
Jeffery watched Janet up ahead. Once she was on her horse Cherry, a
glimmer of the attraction returned. She seemed to be so at one with
the horse, especially when she was riding bareback. And Cherry was
a beautiful horse. By the time they got to the farm, Jeffery was in
an emotional turmoil again, attraction alternating with aversion.
He left Beauty in the paddock with Cherry, and followed Janet into
the house. She pointed to a downstairs bathroom. "You can put your
cozzie on in there."

* * *

As he walked
across the thick green springy kikuyu grass to the irregularly
shaped swimming pool, Jeffery noticed that the insides of Janet's
legs were dirty from riding bareback and in shorts. The black marks
had a thin edge of salt from Cherry's sweat. Janet ran to the pool
and dived in, and swam quickly backwards and forwards across the
pool. Jeffery followed her, and swam across underwater, and then
back again. For a while they continued to swim separately, Janet
practising a racing crawl, while Jeffery was trying to see how far
he could swim underwater without coming up for breath.

Eventually,
tired from their exertions, they were standing at the shallow end
of the pool. Janet splashed him, and he splashed her back, and soon
they were having a splashing fight, and then chased each other
round the pool a few times, laughing. Finally they lay on their
towels in the sun. Jeffery found the tension had gone. He was no
longer mad at Janet for throwing the sand clod. They could be
friends again.

* * *

Jeffery looked
at the four pink scars that could still be seen on Janet's side,
where the wild cat had scratched her. He traced one with his
finger, and said "Sorry, Janet."

"You're
tickling me," she said, and grinned. "Why did you send me that
postcard?"

"I don't know.
I just saw it in the shop and it seemed like a good idea."

"It scared me,
you know."

"I didn't think
anything could scare you."

"Those cats
that chased me did scare me. And they scratched me."

"Have you seen
any wild cats since then?"

"No, but
something killed some chickens a few weeks ago. It could have been
a wild cat, but my dad said it's more likely to have been a
jackal."

"They scared me
too. I was just sad that we had done so many things together and
couldn't talk about it afterwards. I suppose I sent it because I
wanted to talk about it."

"Well, we can
talk about it now."

"Yes, we can.
But Catherine's coming back for the holidays too. Let's wait till
she gets here and talk about it then. Auntie Irene's going down to
Durban to fetch her at the airport on Monday. Why don't you come
with?"

"I'll ask my
Mum."

* * *

Just then they
heard some other voices coming from the house.

"Janet's got
her boyfriend back," said her sister Alison to Brian and Michelle
Harvey, and Barry Hartley, who were coming across the lawn with
her. They were all in their teens, and Alison and Brian were
holding hands. Barry laughed, a not very friendly laugh, and
flicked Jeffery with his towel as he passed. The towel flicked his
thigh and stung.

"The little
creep is back, I see," said Barry as they walked on to the
pool.







 2 - Police and
poachers

The following Monday
Jeffery and Janet went to Durban in Mrs Sanderson's old station
wagon, sitting in the front seat. They went through Netherby,
Impendle and Edendale to Pietermaritzburg, and then down the
highway to Durban. The hills were summer green, and Jeffery spent
most of the journey looking out of the window at them. Janet
glanced at him occasionally.

"What are you
looking at?" she asked.

"The
scenery."

"It's just
hills and grass and trees."

"Yes, but you
see it every day, I only see it on holidays like this."

* * *

Catherine came
off the plane, looking pale from an English winter. The children
asked Mrs Sanderson if they could go back to Pineville down the
South Coast, retracing the route of their adventure the previous
winter, when they had ridden on the narrow-gauge railway to the
coast. So they went down the coast to Park Rynie, and then turned
inland past Umzinto, and up to Highflats, Ixopo and Donnybrook,
pointing out various scenes of their journey to Mrs Sanderson.

Catherine had
celebrated her tenth birthday a couple of weeks earlier, but even
more important, as a Russian, it was her name day, the day of her
patron saint Catherine the martyr. She gave them news of Sipho
Mdluli and his father. Sipho's father had a scholarship to study at
the university, and Janet, Catherine and Jeffery had helped him to
join his father.

"Sipho's
beginning to talk like an English boy now," said Catherine.

"All posh?"
said Jeffery.

"Not very,"
said Catherine. "He just talks a lot more than when he was with us
here."

"I expect
that's because he's learnt more English," said Mrs Sanderson. "When
he was here he spoke Zulu at home and at school, and probably felt
shy talking English with you lot."

* * *

Catherine had
brought some parcels from Sipho and his father, to be taken to
Sipho's grandfather, Elijah Mdluli. Mrs Sanderson turned off on to
a farm road before they reached Pineville, and drove a long way
along a narrow and bumpy track. They came over the crest of a hill,
and there on a bare and rocky hillside were rows of bell tents.
They stopped at one of them, and next to it was a half-built wattle
and daub house. Mdluli was working on it, and stopped to greet
them, and invited them to tea, which they drank sitting on boxes
and crates outside the tent.

Mdluli and his
neighbours had been forced to move from the farm where he lived
when the children had last seen him. They had moved at the end of
winter, when the grass had been burnt, so there was no grass for
thatching and no grazing for the cattle. They also had far smaller
pieces of land in the new place, and so had been forced to get rid
of many of their cattle. There was not enough land for him to make
his living as a farmer any more, and the place was far from
anywhere where he could try to find a job.

"When I've
built my house my wife will look after it," he said to Mrs
Sanderson in Zulu. "Ill try to find a job in town."

They drove up
to Janet's house to leave her there, and Mrs Sanderson went in to
talk to Janet's father.

"Mr Montgomery
said we could use his Land Rover," said Mrs Sanderson, as they were
going back down the hill to Eersteling. "One day we'll go and you
can have a picnic on top of the Sani Pass. I have to go there
anyway, as there is a man who wants to buy one of my calves."

* * *

On Wednesday
the children went for a long ride, south and west of Janet's place.
It was a place Jeffery and Catherine had not seen before. They rode
through the paddocks and fields on the Montgomerys' farm, where
there were no roads, but just gates in the fences. Four times they
had to stop and dismount to open the gates.

"No more gates
now," said Janet, after the last one, and they rode freely over the
hillsides, then going down to cross little streams surrounded by
bushy ferns. After about an hour, they came over the shoulder of a
hill, and Janet pointed down to the left, where they could see a
house, half hidden among wattle trees.

"That's where
Brian and Michelle live," she said.

"Let's keep
away from there," said Jeffery.

* * *

They moved away
upwards, towards the mountains, and then came to a pine forest.
They rode under the trees, into a quiet world. The ground was
covered by soft pine needles, which muffled the sound of the
horses' hooves, and the children spoke to each other in whispers.
The trees were all in rows, so that it looked as though there were
long passages going across the hills, as each row gave way to the
next one. Then they came to a road, little more than a muddy rutted
track. Janet told them that the foresters used it. They went along
it a little way, to cross a stream, then left it on the other side,
and rode up the hill between the trees again.

"Who does the
forest belong to?" asked Jeffery.

"The
government," said Janet. "It's all government land, from the farms
to the top of the mountains."

Over the next
hill they stopped, surprised. There was a clearing, where a place
had been levelled in the hillside, next to one of the forest
tracks. Men in camouflage uniforms were loading heavy sacks on to a
lorry, and taking them from a pile. There were two other piles,
covered with tarpaulins. Two men in civilian clothes were standing
by the cab of the lorry, talking to the driver, who was in
uniform.

"That's Brian
and Michelle's father," whispered Janet.

"Who?" asked
Jeffery.

"The one on
this side, talking to the driver. And the other one talking to him
is Barry's father."

Janet turned
Cherry around, and turned back over the crest of the hill,
signalling the others to follow. The horses made no sound in the
soft pine needles underfoot. Janet led them up to the right,
towards the mountains.

"I don't think
we should let them see us," said Janet. "We'll just go round
them."

* * *

They rode up
above the line of trees, and then turned south-west again, along a
narrow path that followed the contour of the hills. The line of
trees followed a contour below them, and beyond the trees they
occasionally caught glimpses of the Harveys' farmhouse. Beyond that
they could see Pineville, and, on the road leading out of it, a
column of dust following a car heading towards Himeville and
Underberg. They could just see Himeville in the distance. They went
round the shoulder of the hill, and came to a narrow stream,
tumbling over the rocks. They stopped to let the horses drink, and
drank themselves. The water was cold and refreshing. They ate
sandwiches they had brought with them. Above them, a hawk circled,
then sailed back and forth on the air currents.

"It looks like
it's watching us," said Catherine.

"No, more
likely a mouse," said Janet. "There are lots of mice here.
Look."

She got up, and
separated some of the thick grass on the hillside, and under it was
a little track, a miniature version of the path they had ridden
along.

"Imbiba
trails," said Janet. "They are field mice, with four black stripes
down their backs. You can catch them with jam tins and pumpkin pips
and make them into pets."

"Jam tins and
pumpkin pips?" said Jeffery. "How do you do that?"

Janet explained
that a pumpkin pip would be attached to a piece of wire at the
bottom of the tin, which was put on the trail. When the imbiba
tried to pull the pip off the wire, it released a catch, and the
lid, pulled by elastic bands, would snap closed, trapping the
imbiba inside.

"What do you do
with it then?" asked Jeffery.

"You take it
home and fill the basin in the bathroom with water, and drop it in.
It swims around and gets tired and then when it's nearly drowning
you pull it out and dry it in a towel and hold it, and then it
won't bite you because it thinks you've saved it."

"That's cruel,"
said Catherine. "How would you like to be half drowned?"

* * *

Janet didn't
answer, because they heard a vehicle approaching. They looked
around, and saw a Land Rover coming round the hill on the far side
of the stream, tilted over at an angle because of the steepness of
the hill slope. It turned to face downstream, and stopped. A man
got out of the passenger side, and walked over to them. He was
wearing a fawn-coloured safari suit, and was bald, and heavily
built. He had a blond moustache, and a red and scowling face. There
were dark sweat stains round the armpits of the safari suit.

"What are you
kids doing here?" he yelled.

"Just riding,"
said Janet.

"Well you can't
ride here. This land is government property and you are
trespassing. Go back where you came from, and don't let me catch
you here again or I'll give you a hiding."

"But I've
ridden here lots of times," said Janet. "Nobody said we
couldn't."

"I'm saying you
can't," shouted the man. "Go on. Get your horses and get out of
here, and don't let me catch you here again."
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