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      CHAPTER 1

      
      
      
      
         ‘Despite Britain’s attempts, East Africa is still a dangerous land.
Perhaps that is part of its charm for so many of its visitors.’
         

         —The Traveler, Compiègne, France – May 1918

       [image: image]

     

      
      Jade del Cameron’s third and last run from poste de secours to the evacuation hospital began as dawn broke. She yawned, tired after a long night of driving. As her friend Beverly used
         to say with her typical British under-statement, ‘War’s deucedly inconvenient in the dark.’ Of course, that was the only time
         it was relatively safe to drive so close to the front and evacuate the wounded. Safe enough, that is, if the moon wasn’t up,
         and one drove with the lights out and managed to avoid the treacherous shell holes, unexploded grenades, and piles of rotting
         horses, or ‘smells,’ as they were called. The horizon before her glowed with a beautiful rosy pink gilded with tan gerine.
         A delicate golden yellow brushed the edges of the wispy clouds that flicked their tails in the sky like wild mustangs.
      

      
      Beautiful, thought Jade. Just like sunrise at her parents’ ranch in Cimarron, New Mexico, only she was hell and away from Cimarron.
         She was attached to the French army and went where the army went. At present, that meant Compiègne, the front lines, and evacuation
         duty. The latter required the driver to go alone on cratered roads to God only knew where, at all hours, in all conditions, and in a car that
         was generally not in any shape to handle the trip. Both Jade and Beverly considered themselves incredibly lucky.
      

      
      Jade studied the rough track ahead and replayed the night’s events in her mind as she drove. It began, as did most runs, when
         their supervisor, Second Lieutenant Loupie Lowther, met the women as they lined up by their trucks.
      

      
      ‘Same area as yesterday, ladies,’ Lieutenant Lowther announced. ‘Poste de triage. Remember to turn left at the first “smell.”’
      

      
      Jade had started to drive off when Miss Lowther motioned her and Beverly to wait, then came alongside their cars. ‘Are either
         of you ladies game for a new assignment? I need someone to go to poste de secours tonight.’
      

      
      ‘Ma’am?’ Jade asked.

      
      ‘I just received a follow-up message over the wireless. Seems they need an additional ambulance after yesterday’s shelling.
         African corps, but I can only spare one of you.’
      

      
      Beverly grinned and urged Miss Lowther to send Jade. ‘Did you know she has Moors among her ancestors?’

      
      ‘I do trust you and your flivver more than the others, Jade,’ said the commandant, addressing her Ford Model T by its slang
         name. ‘Might be rough, and you’re a better mechanic if there are problems, you know. I was asked to send my most trusted driver.’
      

      
      Jade nodded but said nothing. Her arms tingled in excitement. The poste de secours sat right behind the batteries, as close
         to the front lines as any ambulance driver ever got.
      

      
      ‘This is a bit of a sensitive situation as well, and I’m not certain all of the girls would understand,’ Lieutenant Lowther
         said.
      

      
      
      
      ‘I appreciate your trust, ma’am. I won’t ruin it.’

      
      ‘Very good. Don’t turn at the first “smell.” Drive another kilometer beyond. There should be a rather large tank that was
         shelled in the road. An orderly will be there watching for you.’ Their commandant patted Jade’s arm and smiled. ‘Good girl,
         Jade. I trust you’ll handle everything splendidly. You western Yanks have a way with situations like this.’
      

      
      Jade’s mind returned to the present and her load of wounded Africans. She’d heard of the African corps and knew the French
         treated their wounded at the same hospitals as the other French soldiers. She admired that blatant disregard of traditional
         color barriers. Having a darker complexion herself, she knew real or implied discrimination firsthand and detested it. Hell,
         she thought, Beverly was probably right about the Moorish ancestry. She glanced at the wounded black corporal of the Chasseurs
         d’Afrique sleeping next to her. Before Corporal Gideon had succumbed to exhaustion, he had explained his motives for fighting.
      

      
      ‘We are the front, mademoiselle. The Bosch, they are very afraid of the Chasseurs d’Afrique. And now I have proven my manhood. I
         can take a wife when I go home.’
      

      
      Strange idea, Jade thought, having to kill someone before you can get married. Jade mentally sorted through all the wounded she’d driven. Many were the Les Joyeux, convicts given a second chance at redemption
         and marked with a fleur-de-lis. To earn a Croix de Guerre medal carried a further reduction of sentence, so those men tended
         towards incredible recklessness. Jade understood why they fought, but she wondered what prompted a man to leave the warm climate of Africa for the harsh winters of Europe to fight
         in someone else’s war.
      

      
      She peered again at the sleeping African corporal. Surely no one had to travel that far just to find someone to slay. Then again, since they lived in French colonies, maybe they had no choice. Whatever their motives, they deserved care and
         comfort, and Jade did her best to avoid jarring ruts. Speed was essential, but so was the well-being of her passengers. The
         rule was twenty-five kilometers per hour maximum with a load.
      

      
      The first shell slammed into the ground about fifty yards from her, a 220, judging by the impact. The shock wave rocked her
         Model T ambulance and sprayed her face with gravel and mud. She heard a ping followed by a plop as something hard ricocheted
         off the top of her wobbly helmet and struck the dazed Somali corporal next to her. From her right, the French returned fire.
      

      
      No point in driving slowly now. Jade pushed the lever of her trusty old vehicle forward, and gave it the gas. Someone in the
         back screamed, a high-pitched, gut-knifing wail. Whether he screamed from terror, a rude awakening to pain, or both didn’t
         matter, as she couldn’t stop and tend to him now. Corporal Gideon groaned next to her, his eyes masked by swaths of bandages.
      

      
      Jade peered through the smoke and debris, searching for the bloated pile of horse carcasses. The ‘smell’ marked her final
         turn toward the evac hospital. Finally she spied the pile of rotting horses stacked to one side of a caisson a hundred yards
         ahead. Naturally white, they’d been dyed red while alive to make them less visible. Now their color ran and bleached them
         to a sickening pink.
      

      
      Another high-explosive shell exploded on impact to her right. ‘Damn!’ she swore. ‘They’re firing whizbangs.’ Jade felt a sudden
         longing for a good old, dependable howitzer shell. At least they had the decency to give you a little advance notice. She
         chanted her own personal fear-controlling mantra aloud.
      

      
      
      ‘I only occupy one tiny space. The shells have all the rest of France to hit.’

      
      Almost in answer to her words, a shell exploded directly in the road ahead. It landed far enough away to miss her, but close
         enough that she couldn’t avoid the crater at her current speed. Quickly she forced the wheel to the right to avoid the deepest
         part and felt the truck drop down on its left side with an agonizing shudder. A fresh scream exploded from the back.
      

      
      ‘Come on, flivver. Hold together now,’ she coaxed from the cab. She tried to climb out of the hole. The right front tire spun
         uselessly, spraying dirt. ‘Damn!’
      

      
      Jade jumped out of the cab and ducked low beside the truck, scuttling crablike around the ambulance as she searched for the
         problem. She found it. The right tire was hung up on some lump instead of making contact with what remained of the road. Probably a rock. Jade opened the wooden toolbox on the side.
      

      
      ‘I’m going to kill Beverly when I get back,’ she muttered to the tools. She imitated her friend’s British drawl. ‘Madame Commandant,
         send Jade to fetch the African soldiers. She’s so swarthy herself that they’ll feel more comfortable.’ My aunt Fanny, Jade thought. As if her coloring made her a better candidate to move African wounded. It was just another one of Beverly’s
         ideas of a joke. Almost funny, too, if it wasn’t for this accident. Her helmet, oversized to fit a thick roll of hair that
         she no longer had, slipped from her head and slapped her on the ear.
      

      
      Jade extracted the crowbar from the box. Then she slid on her belly around the side and began leveraging the ambulance off
         the rock.
      

      
      Only it wasn’t a rock. Rocks should be hard. This one wasn’t. The shell had landed on the ‘smell’ and spewed horseflesh everywhere. Jade set the crowbar at the rear of the horse
         meat and pushed the carcass forward. It worked. The slab of meat slid out from under the axle, and the truck dropped back
         down onto four wheels.
      

      
      Good! No broken axles. Then she saw the small black spot on the crowbar. ‘Blast it.’ Probably a crack in the oil pan. That’s it! Beverly owes me now. Best friend or not, she would pay. Maybe the next time Jade went on leave to visit David at the aerodrome, she’d tell on
         Bev to David’s friend, Lord Dunbury, whom Bev flirted with so shamelessly.
      

      
      With the crowbar, Jade dragged the horse remains out of her way and inspected the rest of the huge crater. It was steeper
         in front than behind and would be difficult to climb out of, at least going forward with her low gas tank. No way to go around
         the crater either without risking a puncture on shrapnel. While she pondered her options, she heard a sound that made her
         flesh crawl. Above her head in the ambulance, one of the shell-shocked wounded reacted to the shelling with insane laughter.
         It started out as a low, tentative giggle and soon swelled into high-pitched, rolling cackles.
      

      
      ‘Dear Lord, no,’ Jade murmured. A cold sweat erupted on her skin. Of all the horrible sounds along this hellish front, that
         hideous laughter was the one she could not deal with.
      

      
      The booming reverberations around her were deafening. Unfortunately they could not drown out the screams of terror from one
         passenger and the insane giggles from another. The giggling increased in intensity and volume. Jade shouted a few words of
         encouragement in French to the back as she climbed shivering into the cab. The corporal next to her was in a dead faint. ‘Lucky you,’ she whispered as another shell slammed to her left. She turned the ambulance
         around in the crater to take the steep side in reverse.
      

      
      Jade had started in the unit driving a Fiat, but after one week she’d decided she preferred the light maneuverability of the
         Model T. She also enjoyed being able to pilfer replacement parts from stranded Model Ts or rigging up make-do parts. The flivver
         was a rather accommodating vehicle for that sort of thing, and Jade took pride in the fact that it was as American as she
         was. Most drivers found the system of three foot pedals and a side lever maddening, which meant no one tried to pinch her
         car. But it had one problem. It could climb steep hills only in reverse.
      

      
      A Model T worked with a gravity-fed gas tank under the driver’s seat. If a climb was too steep when the vehicle was going
         forward, fuel didn’t reach the engine. Jade refused to risk that even on this short climb. She heard the T groan in protest
         and shouted encouragement. ‘Come on, sweetheart. If you fall apart now, Beverly won’t let me hear the end of it.’
      

      
      Slowly the durable machine heaved itself out of the crater. ‘Thataboy,’ she coaxed. ‘Show them what a Yank can do.’ Jade kept
         it in reverse until she found a level spot wide enough to turn in. Then she drove hell-bent for the second coming, as her
         father used to say. But no matter how fast she went, the maniacal laughter hung on behind her, like a dog with a can cruelly
         tied to its tail. It couldn’t be escaped. The creeping sensation crawled down her legs, and she felt them quiver.
      

      
      Jade tore down the rutted road, riding higher on the passenger side in the ruts. She sang ‘The Star-Spangled Banner’ at the
         top of her lungs to drown out the hideous whoops of laughter behind her. It didn’t help. Her shaking hands slipped from the steering wheel. The T lurched to the left.
         Jade clamped down harder on the wheel and brought the T back onto the road. She veered around a battered caisson and raced
         on towards the evacuation hospital. Another shell burst somewhere overhead. Shrapnel rained down to her right. The fringes
         of that shower pelted the top of the ambulance and her already loose helmet. The helmet slid off to one side.
      

      
      Jade took turns muttering curses towards herself for cutting off her hair, for the lice that had made her cut her hair, and
         for the clear night that had kept her from lowering the canvas canopy over the cab in the first place.
      

      
      On the plus side, the reverberation from the last shell had silenced the patients. In that welcome quiet, she heard the drone
         of an aircraft. Jade glanced up and saw rings within rings painted on the underside and knew it for one of theirs. Who was
         on the dawn reconnaissance run? Could it be David? The plane was a Sopwith Camel, and most of the experienced pilots preferred
         the Camel, with its agility in tight turns. She blew a kiss to the unknown pilot and pulled into evac as a bomb dropped in
         the center of the hospital base.
      

      
      Shouts of fear and disbelief emanated from the makeshift hospital. Jade ducked behind the ambulance, but not quickly enough.
         She felt a hot, stabbing pain bite into her left knee. A wetness trickled down her leg. Her hand brushed aside her skirt and
         automatically grabbed her knee. Warm, sticky blood coated her palm. She prodded the area with her fingers and felt a hard
         chunk of metal stab back.
      

      
      Jade bit back the pain and tugged. Her wet fingers slipped off the shrapnel. She wiped her hand on her skirt, placed her hand
         inside her shirtsleeve for a better grip, and pulled again. This time the chunk came out. Jade fumbled in her pocket for a handkerchief and tied it around her bleeding
         knee just above her boots. Then she limped around the back, opened the ambulance doors, and helped the orderlies move the
         wounded. Another bomb slammed and detonated in the road, just missing the hospital. Screams exploded around her as a rain
         of debris clogged the air. These aren’t whizbangs or howitzers. Who the blazes is firing on a hospital?
      

      
      Jade looked up through the dirty haze and spotted the second airplane and the black Iron Cross on its fuselage. The pilot
         banked and came about for another run on the hospital, and the Camel raced in immediately on the German’s tail. Jade cheered
         an instant before she caught sight of a black horse painted behind the propeller. David!
      

      
      Her grimy olive face lit up in a broad smile, and she shouted with the orderlies. ‘Vive l’Angleterre,’ they cried out. ‘Long live England.’ The planes sped away from the hospital towards the front lines, the Camel biting the
         backside of the German plane with its machine gun. From a distance they saw black smoke belch out of the enemy plane. Its
         engine sputtered, and the plane began a death spin towards the earth. The Camel pulled away and proceeded on to its original
         scouting mission along the front lines. Jade watched with pride as it flew off and wondered if she should think more seriously
         of David’s recent marriage proposal.
      

      
      One of the orderlies hugged Jade and kissed her on both cheeks. When he would do more, she pushed him away with a laugh and
         limped back to her ambulance. She was just pulling out when an additional droning hum to her right arrested her attention.
         David had been spotted and challenged. The two planes flew by, chasing each other with the aerial agility of dragonflies and the ferocity of hawks.
      

      
      Jade shaded her eyes against the rising sun’s light and watched. The first plane was David’s Camel. The second was obviously
         German by the black cross on its tail, but she’d never seen one quite like it before. The Fokker E.III only had one wing.
         This one had two. She recalled David telling her the Germans had another Fokker called the D.VII. It was deadly.
      

      
      The Camel came around and fired on the Fokker’s tail, but the German pilot looped up and over, neatly avoiding the machine-gun
         fire. Now he was behind David and returned fire. David banked left and then right, trying to avoid the barrage of gunfire.
      

      
      Jade shouted encouragement. ‘Come on, David, shake him. Show him how a Camel really flies.’

      
      The two orderlies joined Jade by her ambulance and gaped openmouthed at the intense aerial joust. The new Fokker was fast
         and every bit as maneuverable as the Camel. It hung on to David’s tail like it was tethered.
      

      
      ‘Lose him in the sun,’ someone yelled, and Jade recognized her own voice.

      
      As if the pilot heard her, he plunged into a nosedive with the intent of leveling out nearly on the ground. Perhaps he hoped
         the rising sun would make him invisible to the pursuing Fokker. Perhaps he hoped the Fokker would follow and crash before
         pulling up out of the dive. Whatever his plan, his plane had other ideas.
      

      
      The Sopwith Camel, named for its humped fairing over the guns, often bit its owner just like a real camel. Its rotary engine
         carried a powerful torque. This increased its amazing agility, but that same torque put many novice pilots in a fatal spin
         at low speeds unless they compensated with right full rudder. David was no novice, but his damaged rudder didn’t respond adequately enough to counteract the gyroscopic effect
         of the engine. The plane rolled over in a ground loop and crashed on the starboard wing.
      

      
      Jade watched for a split second as the plane skidded along upside down across the field, leaving chunks of wood, fabric, and
         tubing behind it. Then, as if acting on instinct, she gunned her vehicle across the field towards the wreck. The Ford shuddered
         and protested as she pushed the vehicle to fifty kilometers an hour. Her helmet slid from her black hair. It hung on the back
         of her head by its strap and tugged at her throat as though trying to hold back any outcry.
      

      
      Jade skidded to a halt ten yards away and hit the ground in a dead run towards the wreckage. Panic and pure energy prevented
         her from feeling the pain in her damaged leg.
      

      
      ‘David!’ she screamed. With inhuman strength born of fear, she ripped away part of the plane and exposed the pilot. Jade fought
         back the rising taste of bile in her throat and worked to free him before the plane caught fire. Several orderlies raced down
         the field with a stretcher as she slid him out of the cockpit and onto the ground. There she probed gently for wounds.
      

      
      ‘Jade,’ he whispered. Blood dribbled from his mouth.

      
      ‘I’m here, David. Don’t talk.’ She unfastened his leather flight helmet and slid it off his brown curls, sticky with blood.
         She bound his head with his aviator’s scarf.
      

      
      With tremendous effort, David brought his shaking left hand over to his right, tugged a ring from his bloody finger, and pushed
         it into Jade’s hand. She heard him try to speak, a hoarse croaking sound, and bent forward to listen.
      

      
      ‘Find … my … brother. Mmmm-mi …’

      
      She stroked his head. ‘Hush.’

      
      
      The young pilot persisted. ‘Father’s death, suspic …’

      
      ‘David, you’re going to be all right. The orderlies are here. Just hold on. Please!’

      
      But already she spoke to a spiritless shell.

      
      Beverly tiptoed into the farmhouse basement as softly as her boots allowed. Jade hadn’t moved from her bunk.

      
      ‘I’m awake, Bev.’ Jade’s lusterless voice rang hollow in the dim room.

      
      ‘I brought you a cup of coffee, love.’ Beverly pushed the cup into Jade’s hand and heard the tin cup clink against the ring
         she was holding. She took it from Jade, sat beside her on the cot, and gazed at the beautiful green stone, almost the same
         color as Jade’s eyes. ‘Do you know where his brother is stationed?’ asked Beverly. ‘If not, I can write home and get help
         looking in the rosters for him.’
      

      
      Jade sighed once, a deep, soul-shuddering groan. ‘He doesn’t have a brother.’

   



      
      CHAPTER 2

      

      
      
      
         ‘Many travelers to Africa make the mistake of choosing their destination based on a preconceived notion of romance or adventure.
               This can lead to disappointments. Let the itinerary be a blank slate, and let the adventure write itself.’

       —The Traveler, London – February 1919

       [image: image]



      
      ‘Please tell Mrs Worthy I’m a friend of her late son.’ Jade stood in the entrance hall of an old London town house and waited impatiently
         for the butler to show her to a drawing room, a library, a study, or whatever room polite society used nowadays. She’d have
         been just as happy to settle for the kitchen if it meant sitting next to a warm fire and getting out of her wet coat. Unfortunately,
         the butler seemed reluctant to show her anything but the way out. She shifted her weight to her good leg and grimaced. Her
         wounded knee troubled her more today with the rain. Jade wondered if there was still a fragment of shrapnel stuck in there
         somewhere.
      

      
      ‘Do you have a card, miss?’ insisted the butler.

      
      ‘No. Please, tell her I was with David when he died.’

      
      ‘Very good, miss.’ The butler tipped his head, probably as much of a bow as he felt this lowly American female deserved, and
         left her in the entryway.
      

      
      David had rarely discussed his family, so Jade didn’t know much beyond the fact that his father had died a few years ago in East Africa. She glanced around for clues to the Worthy family. None jumped out at her. The hall’s sparse appointments
         included little beyond the requisite umbrella stand and a low table and crystal bowl for leaving calling cards.
      

      
      Several cards waited in the bowl. Madam must not have been receiving this morning. She fingered through them. A Mrs Hartford and a Mrs Nattington had called. There was also a card from a Mr Jacobs of Smith,
         Wetherby, and Harrison.
      

      
      Her ears caught the soft sound of a closing door. She quickly released the cards and returned to her original place. If Mrs
         Worthy wasn’t receiving earlier this morning, chances were she wouldn’t see her now. Jade wondered if she should have done
         a bit of name dropping and mentioned her friend Beverly Heathington, lately engaged to Lord Dunbury. The butler returned.
      

      
      ‘Madam will see you in the library, miss.’ The man inspected her brown wool coat and her prewar broad-brimmed hat with its
         faded green ribbon band. ‘Your wraps, miss.’
      

      
      Jade removed the hat first and handed it to the elderly man. His eyes widened for a brief instant in shock at the sight of
         her bobbed hair before he regained mastery over his face. He left her alone again to hang up her coat before returning to
         conduct her to a sitting room.
      

      
      ‘This way, if you please, miss.’ He led the way down the corridor to a side room. ‘In here, miss. Madam will be down momentarily.’

      
      He left her standing alone on a lovely paisley Persian carpet worked in autumnal colors. Floor-to-ceiling walnut shelves covered
         three of the walls. Books primarily filled the shelves, but a large quartz geode prevented Birds of the British Isles from getting too familiar with a section of British poets. On the opposite wall, an elephant carved from bloodred jasper
         held back Shakespeare’s histories. No novels or anything remotely improper. Jade heard a door close somewhere down the hall.
      

      
      She glanced expectantly towards the door and spied a portrait of David’s father, Gil Worthy. Jade took in the family resemblance
         of oval face, hazel eyes, and brown curly hair. Mr Worthy had posed in a smoking jacket, his hands crossed in front to reveal
         gold cuff links. One bore a G and the other a W. Above the portrait hung the motto ‘To Be Truly Worthy.’
      

      
      Underneath the portrait stood a small glass-fronted barrister bookcase. Jade recognized many of the works: Burton’s Wanderings in West Africa from Liverpool to Fernando Po; Andersson’s Lake Ngami and The Okavango River; Cameron’s Across Africa; and James’ The Wild Tribes of the Soudan, to name a few. She looked in vain for Mills’ The English in Africa, or Lord Cranworth’s A Colony in the Making. It seemed that none of the titles were more recent than the late 1880s. The books sat alongside an exotic necklace of whitened
         bones and yellowed teeth. The teeth, long and pointed, came from a carnivore and a large one at that. Jade had bent down for
         a closer look when the butler coughed softly and announced Mrs Worthy’s arrival.
      

      
      Jade straightened at once to meet the woman who might have become her mother-in-law, had events and her own feelings taken
         a different turn. Mrs Gil Worthy was a slender woman of medium height and delicate facial features with light brown hair pulled
         back in a French roll. She wore an ankle-length black silk dress with elbow-length kimono sleeves. A high-waisted satin belt
         threaded through the sides of the gown, leaving it to hang loosely in back like a robe. A necklace of jet beads draped her white throat.
      

      
      Fashionable mourning, observed Jade. It seemed Mrs Worthy had enough money to maintain appearances with the latest in haute couture.
      

      
      Jade extended her hand, but Mrs Worthy kept hers clasped in front of her. Jade took the hint and dropped her own. ‘Mrs Worthy.
         Please accept my condolences on the loss of David.’
      

      
      ‘Thank you, Miss del Cameron.’ With a graceful sweeping gesture, the widow indicated a golden brown wingback chair next to
         a low table. ‘Please sit down.’ Mrs Worthy perched herself on the edge of a matching walnut brown chair and conveyed the impression
         that she didn’t intend to occupy it very long, so there was no point in getting comfortable. The butler returned with a silver
         tea service and set the tray on the low table without a word.
      

      
      ‘You may go, Winston,’ ordered Mrs Worthy. Winston bowed and left the room, shutting the door behind him. Mrs Worthy poured
         tea into a delicate Wedgwood cup. ‘Milk or lemon?’
      

      
      ‘Neither, thank you,’ replied Jade. She loathed tea. The only thing that made it remotely palatable was a thick dose of honey,
         and she didn’t see any on the tray. Not even any sugar. Mrs Worthy handed the cup and saucer across to Jade, who received
         it with as gracious and as insincere a smile as the one on Mrs Worthy’s face. She waited until the hostess had poured another
         cup before tasting hers. Dreadful. 
      

      
      ‘How is your tea, Miss del Cameron?’

      
      ‘Fine. Thank you.’

      
      Mrs Worthy replaced her own cup on the tray and folded her lily white hands in her lap. ‘You knew my son.’ There was no warmth or encouragement in her statement.
      

      
      Now it begins, thought Jade. She set her own cup on the tray and steeled herself. ‘Yes. I drove an ambulance in France.’
      

      
      ‘But you’re an American?’

      
      ‘Yes, ma’am. I am.’ She watched David’s mother take in her dark olive complexion and saw the hint of a question in her eyes.
         Jade waited.
      

      
      ‘I do believe David mentioned knowing an … American person,’ Mrs Worthy said, her tone cold. ‘It was very good of you,
         I’m sure, to do your bit.’
      

      
      Jade despised that phrase as much as tea, so she decided to get to the point. ‘I was with David when he died. I pulled him
         out of the wreckage.’ She watched the woman maintain tight control over her outward demeanor. It would be a lot easier, Jade
         thought, to feel some sympathy for this woman if she acted as if she had a heart.
      

      
      ‘I’m certain you did all you could for him.’

      
      ‘No, ma’am, but I intend to. David made a last request of me. I’m here to carry it out.’ Jade debated getting the ring out
         of her cloth bag, but her every mental alarm cautioned against it. It was not meant for the mother anyway. ‘He told me to
         find his brother.’
      

      
      Mrs Worthy was well schooled in hiding her emotions, but in the lengthy silence that followed, Jade detected a few traces
         of feeling. The woman’s eyes widened for an instant; then the tiny lines around her lips lengthened a fraction as they tightened.
         It wasn’t astonishment or disbelief Jade read behind those fleeting facial twitches. It was fear. What is she afraid of? Jade wondered. Exposure? Scandal? Here was a widow who recently lost her only son. Or had she?
      

      
      The moment passed. The woman froze into an emotional iceberg again. ‘You are wasting your time. David was an only child.’
      

      
      ‘He didn’t seem to think so.’

      
      ‘Miss del Cameron,’ the woman said in a tone used to instruct an ignorant child of her proper place, ‘I was told David suffered
         a dreadful head wound in his crash. It is obvious he was delusional at the time of his death. He has no brother.’ She rose
         gracefully from her seat.
      

      
      Jade stood as well. All the polite smiles were gone, packed back into cold storage. Jade struggled inwardly to retain any
         shred of sympathetic feeling for this ice queen. ‘I apologize if I was indelicate.’
      

      
      Mrs Worthy sniffed. ‘An American trait. I’ll forgive you for it.’ She walked to the door and tugged on a tasseled cord. ‘Thank
         you for your aid to my son. Perhaps I can offer you some remuneration?’
      

      
      Jade squelched her rising anger at the blatant insult and reached for the doorknob before Winston arrived. ‘That won’t be
         necessary. I was only doing my bit. The French gave me a Croix de Guerre, and David gave me his trust. That’s reward enough.’ She yanked open the door just
         as the butler gripped the other side and almost pulled the old man into the room. ‘My hat and coat if you please, Winston,’
         she said authoritatively.
      

      
      Winston, not yet recovered from his less than graceful entrance, said, ‘Yes, miss,’ and hurried off to fetch the garments.
         Jade marched down the hall and took a last stand by the card table. She glanced down at the crystal bowl, and a devious smile
         grew as she pocketed a card.
      

      
      Winston arrived with her coat and hat and held her coat for her as she slipped her arms into the sleeves. Stepping out into
         the damp February air, she hailed a taxi, climbed into the backseat, and massaged her sore knee.
      

      
      
      ‘Where to, miss?’ asked the driver.

      
      She consulted the business card in her hand. ‘Twenty-six Willowbrook Street.’

      
      On Willowbrook Street, which had no willows to speak of, Jade located the firm of Smith, Wetherby, and Harrison. Mr Jacobs,
         a solicitor for the firm, received her with warm smiles, polite bows, and an offer of tea. She accepted the first two with
         gratitude and declined the latter.
      

      
      ‘Thank you for taking the time to see me so quickly, Mr Jacobs.’

      
      ‘My pleasure, Miss del Cameron. I am most intrigued as to how I may help you with regards to Mr David Worthy.’

      
      Jade settled herself more comfortably in the soft leather chair. ‘David was a friend of mine.’ She paused to see if he understood.
         Judging by the twinkle in his brown eyes, she decided he felt he did. Jade wondered if she did. She and David had been close friends with a mutual interest in planes. When she had turned down David’s marriage proposal,
         he vowed to win her with feats of daring. One of those feats had killed him. Now guilt, as much as affection, drove her. ‘I
         was with him at the time of his death, and he entrusted me with an important request.’
      

      
      ‘His last request,’ breathed Mr Jacobs as though he were about to hear the most sacred secret.

      
      ‘I saw your calling card on Mrs Worthy’s hall table. I assume you are her solicitor.’

      
      ‘Her late husband’s actually.’

      
      Jade considered this tidbit of information. ‘She won’t assist me. Quite adamant about it actually. I’m hoping you will.’

      
      ‘If I can, miss. What was his request?’

      
      ‘He asked me … no, he told me to find his brother. He had never spoken of a brother before then. But despite his mother’s claims, David was not delusional before he died. What
         he did took clear presence of mind. The short of it is, I believe him and I intend to find his brother. I’m hoping you’ll
         help me.’
      

      
      Mr Jacobs chewed thoughtfully on his lower lip. ‘You said that what he did took clear presence of mind. Just what, may I ask, did he do?’
      

      
      Jade responded by opening her pocketbook. She pulled out a bundle wrapped in soft gray flannel and unwrapped it. ‘He pulled
         this ring off his finger and put it in my hand. I believe he meant either for me to give it to his brother or for it to be
         a clue in finding him.’ She handed the ring to Mr Jacobs, who took it reverently.
      

      
      ‘Yes,’ he said softly. ‘David inherited this from his father when he came of age.’ Mr Jacobs rose from his seat and crossed
         to a large safe in the corner of his office. There he bent his tall, spare frame and carefully worked the combination while
         he attempted to hide the dial, not an easy task considering he was built like a beanpole. Jade discreetly looked to the other
         wall lined with legal books until she heard the safe door clang shut.
      

      
      ‘I think you will find this a most interesting problem,’ he said. Mr Jacobs held a small teak box in his slender hands. He
         placed it on the edge of his desk next to Jade.
      

      
      ‘Open it, Miss del Cameron.’

      
      Jade obeyed. Nestled inside on a small silk pillow sat an exact replica of David’s ring. ‘I don’t understand.’

      
      Mr Jacobs reached into his coat pocket and smiled as he held up Jade’s identical ring. ‘This,’ he said, nodding to the one
         in his hand, ‘is the ring you handed me. You now hold its counterpart.’
      

      
      ‘The ring for the brother,’ guessed Jade.

      
      
      ‘Exactly! Mr Gil Worthy had two of them made, one for each of his sons.’ He handed Jade’s ring back to her.

      
      ‘If I’m guessing correctly, this other son is not Mrs Worthy’s.’ Mr Jacobs nodded. ‘But you know about him and you’ll take
         care of the situation?’
      

      
      This time Mr Jacobs shook his head. ‘Would that I could, Miss del Cameron, but it’s not something I can do from behind the
         desk, and I don’t know the entire story myself.’ He shifted in his chair. ‘I am going to take you into my confidence, Miss
         del Cameron. I feel I may do that because you and I share a common duty. In fact, the more I think of it, the more I see that
         you are the solution to my own dilemma. Allow me to explain.’ Mr Jacobs settled back in his chair, tented his fingers together, and took on the aura of
         a storyteller.
      

      
      ‘Mr Gil Worthy decided long ago that his fortune lay in Africa. He wanted to start up a farm, sisal perhaps or coffee. He
         was very keen on it and tried to get his family to go with him. David was only a little tyke, four or perhaps five at the
         time, and Mrs Worthy wouldn’t have it. She insisted on staying behind until her husband managed to make a suitable home for
         them.’
      

      
      He paused and cleared his throat. ‘I sincerely doubt she ever intended to leave London at all. Well, to make a long story
         brief, Mr Worthy was away for over four years. I believe he tried several ventures, but unfortunately, he contracted malaria
         and came home without realizing his fortune. Then six years ago, he approached me with that ring and a larger strongbox to
         be opened after his death only by David or his other son. Said he’d give me the particulars later. I gather he didn’t know
         himself exactly where to look. That is where the second problem begins.
      

      
      ‘You see, Mr Gil Worthy took it into his head at the start of 1915 to go to Africa and find this son. He took with him a sealed packet for the lad explaining everything. But instead of finding his son, Mr Gil died in Africa under evil
         circumstances.’
      

      
      ‘Evil circumstances?’ asked Jade.

      
      ‘Yes, Miss del Cameron. Gil Worthy mailed that sealed packet back to me unopened. He said in a brief letter that he feared
         he was in some danger and didn’t want the information to fall into the wrong hands.’
      

      
      ‘May I see that letter?’ Jade asked. Mr Jacobs extracted it from a file and handed it to her.

      
      
         
         
            
            
               January 28, 1915

            

            
            Jacobs: 
            

            
         

         
         This infernal war makes it difficult to get anywhere. Trying to get out of Nairobi and make my way back to Tsavo to pick up
               old trails. Going to look for an old Boer I met there. I’m sending the packet back to you for safekeeping. I think someone
               is following me, and if something should happen to me, give the packet to David and tell him to continue the search. Don’t
               give it to my wife, Olivia. Must go. I’m sending this to the post by way of a Kikuyu lad I trust. 
         

         
         
            
            Gil

            
         

         
      

      
      Jade handed the letter back to Mr Jacobs, who continued his narrative.

      
      ‘Of course David had already joined the Royal Flying Corps and left for the war by then. Then we received news that Mr Gil
         Worthy was found dead in his hotel in Nairobi.’
      

      
      So that’s what David meant when he said, ‘My father’s death, suspic …’ ‘Isn’t Mrs Worthy at least concerned about her husband’s death?’ she asked.
      

      
      ‘She insists his health was bad and won’t hear anything else.’

      
      
      ‘And David never opened the strongbox?’

      
      ‘He had no opportunity. It would appear that Mr Worthy told him something of this situation since he mentioned the existence
         of a brother to you. Did he have any letters in his possession?’
      

      
      ‘Not that I was able to see,’ Jade replied. ‘All his personal effects were sent home to his mother. She’s probably burned
         anything regarding another son. Can’t you open the packet?’
      

      
      Mr Jacobs shook his head slowly. ‘The instructions were explicit – only David or this other son. My hands are tied.’

      
      Jade fidgeted with frustration. ‘Is there at least a name for this other child?’

      
      ‘Abel. At least that’s what Mr Worthy wrote on the packet. But beyond assuming he still lives somewhere in Kenya with his
         mother, I have no knowledge of his exact whereabouts.’ Mr Jacobs shifted his long legs under the desk. ‘Miss del Cameron,
         to be perfectly frank, your visit is a godsend. I need to find this boy, or rather, this young man, and I truly want to bring
         Mr Worthy’s tormentor to justice. If someone caused his death, then it’s murder plain and simple.’
      

      
      ‘And you want me to help?’

      
      ‘Yes.’ Mr Jacobs warmed to the subject. ‘You’re bright. You certainly are no stranger to travel or difficult conditions, judging
         by your wartime contributions. You knew David. You appear to have a passion for fulfilling his dying request…. ’ He leaned
         across the desk with a hopeful, pleading smile on his angular face. ‘In short, you are perfect for the job.’
      

      
      Jade stroked the ring that David had entrusted to her and carefully rewrapped it in the square of gray flannel. ‘Just so I
         understand you, sir. You want to hire me to go to British East Africa to look for a young man of nineteen to twenty-some years, whom no one has seen or heard of before and who may not even live there anymore, to give him his lost
         father’s legacy. And you want me to investigate Mr Worthy’s possible murder?’
      

      
      Mr Jacobs clapped his hands together. ‘Yes, that about sums it up. Shouldn’t be difficult. How many Abels can there be in
         the colonies?’
      

      
      How many indeed. For all Jade knew, every Tom, Dick, and Harry was named Abel. David died trying to prove himself to me. I owe it to him. 
      

      
      ‘I was about to begin a job as a writer and photographer for The Traveler magazine,’ she added almost to herself. ‘I could request the colonies for an assignment and use it as a cover.’
      

      
      ‘That’s the ticket, Miss del Cameron,’ said Mr Jacobs enthusiastically. ‘Then you’ll do it for me?’

      
      Jade tucked the ring in her bag and rose. ‘I’ll do it for David.’

   



      
      CHAPTER 3

      

      
      
      
         ‘Nairobi is a thriving colonial town, planted by early colonists such as Lord Delamere and cultivated by goods from Mombasa
               via the Ugandan Railway, sometimes referred to as the “lunatic line.” Among the many modern comforts are electric lighting
               and shops featuring such amenities as exotic foods and modern fashions. Any traveler to Nairobi will also be delighted to
               experience the luxury and comfort of the Norfolk Hotel, affectionately known as the House of Lords.’

         —The Traveler, Nairobi – June 1919

      [image: image]

      

      
      Heat waves shifted in transparent rippling ribbons as Jade stepped off the stifling, noisy train onto the equally hot and far
         more raucous Nairobi station platform. It was late afternoon, and she had no idea whether the thrice-weekly train was on time.
         Probably not, considering that in addition to the numerous water stops, a herd of wildebeest had blocked the tracks for three-quarters
         of an hour. Another delay had occurred near Voi, when some young British bucks spotted a lion and insisted on wanting a bit
         of sport. The lion didn’t and vacated the area as soon as the train halted.
      

      
      Jade emerged into Babel, where not only a cacophony of sounds vied for her attention, but sights and smells as well. Sunburned
         whites in European dress or bush clothing greeted one another in the king’s English. An occasional Boer spoke in Afrikaans.
         Turbaned Sikh sentries shooed begging children away in thickly accented Swahili, while African women held up various goods
         and loudly expostulated their wares’ merits in more exotic tongues.
      

      
      
      The African women had beautiful coffee-colored faces with clean features glistening under shaven heads flattened by years
         of carrying heavy loads on their backs held by head straps. Some wore strapless dresses of colorful calico wrapped above their
         breasts in swirls of crimson, turquoise, and ochre. Others sported animal-skin garments. All jingled with multitudes of bangles
         and copper wire as they waved bananas, sweet potatoes, exotic fruits, and live, squawking chickens in the air.
      

      
      A young African warrior strolled by clothed in a robe of red cloth tied togalike over one shoulder. His plaited hair hung
         in strands dyed with ochre, and a large wooden, beaded block plugged an immense hole in one distended earlobe. A breeze fluttered
         his robe and exposed, along with his natural assets, a hunting knife hanging from a beaded belt around his bare waist. The
         man walked with liquid grace and a selfconscious air in front of the women, as though he knew he was beautiful to see and
         was bored by their admiration.
      

      
      Most of the European men wore bush-style clothing with multipocketed khaki shirts. Broad-brimmed felt hats lined in red protected
         their heads from the equatorial sun’s strong rays. Jade considered them the African equivalent of the cowboy – men who wrangled
         coffee, horses, and an occasional antelope instead of hay, steers, and elk.
      

      
      The aroma of dust, foodstuffs, locomotive grease, and human bodies in various states of cleanliness mingled freely with the
         scent of grasses and wild animals that wafted in from the plains. Jade inhaled deeply. After the stench of war, the sooty
         air of London, and the close smell of hot machinery and moldy leather seats in the train, this smelled like perfume. She brushed
         a coating of red dust from her waltz-length brown linen traveling suit and stepped forward.
      

      
      
      A loud explosive bang popped a few yards away. Jade immediately ducked and waited for the falling shrapnel. None fell. She
         rose, feeling a little foolish at her reaction to a backfiring car.
      

      
      ‘Memsabu, memsabu.’ An African boy waved to her from the far end of the platform and pushed his way through the crowd. ‘You
         are Memsabu del Cameron,’ he stated. ‘I am here. I take you to the hotel.’
      

      
      The boy stood about one foot shorter than Jade. She examined his smooth features together with his height and reckoned him
         to be around ten or eleven years old. He wore a uniform of the universal khaki complete with knee-length shorts and sandals.
         Black eyes sparkled intelligently back at her.
      

      
      ‘Thank you,’ she said. ‘And you are?’

      
      ‘I am here. I take you and your bags to the hotel,’ he repeated as though reciting a memorized piece.

      
      ‘Yes, and I thank you, but what is your name?’

      
      The youth looked bewildered by the question, as though no one had ever found his name worth knowing before. Perhaps, thought
         Jade, they hadn’t.
      

      
      ‘I am Jelani,’ he said shyly. ‘Please, your bags, memsabu?’

      
      Jade turned towards the train as a rail worker handed her luggage down from the car. ‘Ah, here they are, Jelani. Just these
         two. I can carry the other and my rifle myself.’ Jade picked up a leather satchel containing her precious Graflex camera,
         shouldered her rifle, and waited. ‘Are you certain you don’t need another boy to help, Jelani?’ she asked.
      

      
      He shook his head vigorously. Then he hefted a large leather case and nodded his head towards a small wooden rickshaw. ‘This
         way, memsabu.’ He began to drag the trunk behind him by one handle until Jade took hold of the other. Together, they wended through the noisy throng, past open coaches dripping with people, their friends, and their baggage;
         a few old private motorcars; and an official-looking coach with a uniformed guard.
      

      
      ‘Just call me Jade,’ she said. ‘Careful with this trunk,’ she added. ‘It has bottles in it.’ She hoped she’d packed her limited
         supply of photo developers carefully enough. ‘How did you know I was here?’
      

      
      Jelani shrugged under the burden. ‘I am told, bring Memsabu Jade del Cameron to the hotel. Where else would you be?’ Together,
         they placed the luggage in the back of the rickshaw. Jelani indicated that she should climb up into the seat. Then the boy
         positioned himself between the two long poles in front. Jade hesitated, one foot on the floorboard, the other in the street.
      

      
      ‘Wait a minute,’ she said. ‘You’re going to pull me?’
      

      
      ‘Yes, Memsabu Jade,’ he said with a puzzled look on his face. ‘I pull. You ride.’

      
      Jade saw several other Europeans being pulled in rickshaws by African and Indian men of varying ages, mostly young lads. Customary
         or not, using fellow humans, especially children, as beasts of burden caused revulsion in her. She put her bag and Winchester
         on the floor next to her other luggage and stepped down.
      

      
      ‘If you don’t mind, Jelani, I have been sitting too long in that cramped railcar. I need to walk. You may pull my luggage.
         I would like to practice my Swahili with you.’
      

      
      Jelani’s face twitched in initial shock, which quickly dissolved into amusement. ‘Memsabu speaks English funny,’ he volunteered.

      
      ‘Yes. I am an American, Jelani. I am trying to learn Swahili. Will you help me practice?’ Jelani nodded vigorously, and Jade
         suspected he really wanted to hear how badly she would pronounce that language as well. Considering she only had the boat trip over to study out of an evangelical
         mission language guide, Jade thought with amusement that the topics would be as humorous as her pronunciation. After all,
         how often would sentences like ‘Quick, there is a baboon in the bathroom’ and ‘The drunken Englishman is sick’ come into use?
         She decided to start simply with Jambo, habari? – Hello, how are you? – and build from there.
      

      
      Jelani proved to be a patient tutor, responding to her questions and prompting her with polite questions of his own. Jade,
         for her part, spent a good deal of time asking in Swahili ‘how do you say’ followed by an English word. Jelani patiently answered
         and corrected her mispronunciations. She inquired about his name, and the boy proudly answered that it meant strong. Jade
         smiled to herself as she recalled Corporal Gideon puffing up as he explained that his name meant great warrior. Did all African
         mothers name their sons ‘warrior’ or ‘strong’? Probably, she decided. After all, where names held meaning, why risk a male
         child’s future prowess with a weak name?
      

      
      Shops made of galvanized tin lined the straight, mile-long dirt street to the Norfolk Hotel. Colorful banners masked the shops’
         shabby appearances as the shopkeepers displayed pots, fabrics, and other wares under the iron awnings. A heady aroma of spices
         wafted from one unstable-looking structure, and Jade thought she detected the delicious scent of coffee among other smells.
      

      
      She asked Jelani about several of the items and had increased her basic vocabulary considerably by the time they approached
         the fence delineating the hotel grounds. The magnificent two-story stone hotel and its wide, sweeping double veranda arrested
         her attention. After the unstable appearances of the street shops, this edifice announced itself with a solidity that spoke volumes for British determination
         to graft a permanent part of the empire here.
      

      
      A half dozen whites lounged in the lower veranda’s shade and sipped beverages from tall glasses. Jade observed their startled
         faces staring at her. Glass tumblers hung motionless in their hands. A middle-aged woman in a flowered hat turned to her mustached
         companion and whispered a few words. At first Jade thought it was because of her dusty attire, then realized it was because
         she was walking and conversing familiarly with the young African. Pompous bastards, she thought, and proceeded to ignore them.
      

      
      ‘Jelani, thank you for the most interesting lesson.’ Jade reached into a skirt pocket for a few rupees she kept for tips and
         handed him several. He took them with a gracious bow and proceeded to gather her satchels from the rickshaw, calling another
         boy to help with the trunk.
      

      
      ‘Please, memsabu. You go in now,’ he said softly. His speech had returned to its original formality. Jade hoped she hadn’t
         caused him trouble. She hoisted the bag with her camera in one hand, her rifle in the other, and preceded him into the cool
         building. As she passed the lounging colonists, she overheard two men in a heated discussion.
      

      
      ‘I tell you, we need to go on a hunt and clean out all the damn hyenas. I heard they’ve started hunting the natives.’

      
      ‘You’ll never clean out the hyenas,’ replied a young man. ‘There are too many of them. What if they do take a native or two?
         I’d rather they eat natives than my cattle.’
      

      
      Jade was about to turn and show the last speaker a piece of her fist when a cheerful voice called from behind the lobby counter,
         ‘Miss del Cameron. So glad you arrived safely.’
      

      
      
      ‘Thank you,’ replied Jade. She set her satchel on the floor and propped her rifle against the lobby desk. ‘I’m surprised to
         be addressed by name before ever introducing myself.’ She looked at the short balding man with an expectant smile.
      

      
      ‘Your magazine, The Traveler, arranged for your room,’ he began by way of an explanation. ‘We knew when your boat arrived in Mombasa, and …’ He flourished
         a hand in the air like a magician about to make the invisible visible. ‘Your solicitor, Mr Jacobs, also requested a motorcar.
         I’m doing my best to secure one for you, but at present …’ He shrugged.
      

      
      ‘That’s all right,’ said Jade, wondering how she was going to get around without it. ‘Then I must have been the only guest
         you were expecting?’ she asked with a hint of incredulity.
      

      
      The man’s round face turned a shade pinker. ‘Well, no, Miss del Cameron. But I must own that you look exactly like the description
         given in Lord Dunbury’s letter, and he was quite insistent that we take the very best care of you.’
      

      
      Jade smiled. Beverly, you’ve been a busy girl. Everything became crystal clear to her now: the lad with the rickshaw, the expectant and highly solicitous hotel keeper.
         Bev must have wheedled her fiancé into sending a personal endorsement to the hotel. In fact, if she knew Beverly, the dear
         girl probably wrote the letter herself and simply had Avery Dunbury sign it. Jade thought of the personal letter of introduction
         from Lord Dunbury in her bag. They were taking no chances of her receiving a cold shoulder among the Nairobi elite.
      

      
      ‘I should think this red dust made everyone virtually unrecognizable,’ Jade said. ‘Every time someone opened a window on the
         train, it swooped in on us.’
      

      
      
      ‘A nice hot bath in your room will take care of you. Not every room has a bath attached, but for you …’ He smiled broadly
         and waved his hands as though he conjured a private bath out of thin air. ‘And we can have your traveling costume cleaned
         and pressed for you as well. Just leave it hanging outside your door. The boy will see to it.’ The manager looked towards
         the far wall, where Jelani had melted into the shadows. ‘N’ja, come here!’ Both his voice and his fingers snapped. Jelani and the second boy sprang forward with her bags. ‘Take Miss del
         Cameron’s trunk to her room. And, miss,’ he called after Jade, ‘I’ll have tea sent up shortly.’
      

      
      Jade halted in her tracks. ‘No! No tea please, if you don’t mind.’ She added more gently, ‘You wouldn’t by any chance have
         some coffee, would you?’
      

      
      ‘Yes, Miss del Cameron. Coffee it is. Lots of coffee growers in the colony.’ He smiled. ‘I forgot you are a Yank, what with
         your London solicitor also sending letters of credit. So many people looking after you,’ he added.
      

      
      Jade pondered the various groups looking out for her. Mr Jacobs’ influence might get her financial credit, but it wouldn’t
         get her far with the tightly knit colonial set. It appeared Beverly and her fiancé knew that as well. Suddenly Jade remembered
         that Gil Worthy had supposedly been found dead in his rooms here.
      

      
      ‘Tell me, sir. Do you recall a Mr Gil Worthy? I believe he visited in January 1915 and passed away suddenly in this hotel.’

      
      The manager’s eyes opened wide in horror. ‘Merciful heavens! I recall no such thing. But,’ he added, ‘I shall make inquiries
         concerning him if you wish.’
      

      
      ‘Perhaps I could check the register?’ asked Jade.

      
      ‘Later, Miss del Cameron. That year is in the safe with the others.’

      
      
      Disappointed, Jade took her key and followed the boys up the stairs to her room. She wasn’t sure what she had expected, but
         her preconceived notions certainly didn’t include the beautifully crafted oak four-poster bed, the matching lion-footed chairs
         upholstered in warm golden velvet, and the large French doors that exited onto the upper terrace. Letters from lords had their
         advantage, since she couldn’t imagine the magazine’s request for a room would have warranted one this richly appointed. Jade
         saw with pleasure that the room also had electric lights.
      

      
      Jelani waited for further instructions, which Jade gave in her best Swahili regarding filling the bath and then later bringing
         coffee and a light meal. He responded with minimal giggles and a few gentle corrections as, once again, Jelani became the
         relaxed, friendly boy of before. Jade felt they’d get on famously, as Bev was so fond of saying.
      

      
      Jade washed the red dust of the Athi Plains from her slender body and short black hair, and put on her ambulance corps trousers
         and a white blouse. The only thing missing from her uniform was the overskirt. She signaled that she’d finished her bath by
         hanging her soiled traveling suit outside the door. Jelani appeared in a few minutes with a quarter of a cooked chicken, bread,
         an orange, and a pot of that blessed coffee.
      

      
      ‘Oh, thank you, Jelani.’ Jade poured a cup of precious black nectar, sipped it, and sighed. ‘You don’t know how much I’ve
         missed coffee.’
      

      
      ‘Memsabu not like tea?’ he asked innocently in English.

      Jade made a sour face and stuck out her tongue. Jelani laughed. ‘No,’
         she answered. ‘Memsabu does not like tea.’ She finished the first cup, picked up a chicken breast, and retired to a wingback easy chair and footstool. ‘What
         is your tribe, Jelani?’
      

      
      
      ‘Kikuyu,’ he answered.

      
      She offered him a seat and a chicken leg. He refused both. ‘Do you live here?’

      
      ‘I live with the others,’ he said, leaving Jade to wonder where the staff stayed. ‘But in a year I will return to my village
         and become a warrior.’
      

      
      Jade nodded, her mouth full of chicken. ‘I’m sure,’ she said, swallowing, ‘that you will be a fine warrior. You must be very
         strong already, carrying everyone’s bags and pulling people in rickshaws.’ She leaned forward and poured another cup of coffee.
         ‘And who will you fight when you are a warrior?’
      

      
      Jelani’s face turned stony. ‘The laibon.’
      

      
      Jade paused in midsip and peered over the cup rim. ‘And what is a laibon?’
      

      
      ‘He is a …’ The boy paused as he searched for an English word to explain. Jade took another swallow while she gave him
         time to think. When he spoke, he spat the word as though it were poisoned. ‘Witch!’
      

      
      Jade nearly choked on the coffee. Her sudden coughing worried Jelani. He shifted from one foot to the other in hesitation
         over what to do. Finally Jade managed to set her cup down and regained her voice. ‘A witch?’ The boy couldn’t be serious. Then she saw his young face transformed by a mixture of fear and loathing. ‘Who is this laibon? What does he do?’
      

      
      Jelani hesitated before answering. ‘He sends his beasts to kill us, but it is not good to talk of him.’ He pointed to her
         chest. ‘Already he stopped your air.’
      

      
      ‘My cough? No, Jelani. I swallowed the coffee wrong, that’s all.’ She could see his skeptical frown. He probably believed
         some witch made her choke just because of his unwitting comment. Jelani fidgeted some more, impatient to leave. Jade handed him a few more coins, thanked him again, and allowed him to return to his other duties. She watched
         him take down her soiled traveling dress before he shut the door and left her alone with her thoughts.
      

      
      For several months, she’d avoided idle times like this. Immediately after leaving the Hackett-Lowther ambulance unit, she
         returned to London to tie up some loose ends in her language studies at Winsor College. Too restless to stay in one place,
         she took a Christmas trip home to her parents’ New Mexico ranch and occupied it with hiking, hunting, and ranch chores. She
         went out of her way to pack every moment of every day with something useful to occupy her mind so she didn’t have to think
         about the front and David’s death. Especially David’s death. It wasn’t until New Year’s Eve when the crisis came to the forefront.
      

      
      Her father’s foreman and ranch hands had sequestered some Roman candles to shoot off in celebration. Jade was in the living
         room of the big stone house with her parents when the explosions began. New Mexico suddenly dissolved into the French front
         lines. After first hitting the floor behind the chair, she raced out into the night, searching for her ambulance. Later that
         night, she woke screaming from a nightmare in which she carried David’s bloody body across fields of broken airplanes.
      

      
      That was when her father suggested it was time to put David to rest, and the only way to get rid of the burden was to carry
         out his last request. He convinced her she didn’t know everything about David, including any illegitimate siblings tucked
         away somewhere. He also said she needed independence, so he contacted an old editor friend who decided that her language skills
         and adventuresome nature made her ideal to write travel articles for his magazine. Jade went back to London in February and began the search for David’s brother.
      

      
      Together, Jade and Mr Jacobs had surmised a few key points: the second son was four or more years younger than David and was
         sired in East Africa during Gil’s first trip. The name on the packet hinted that the young man’s name was Abel, and since
         Gil wanted to pick up a trail in Tsavo, the son might still live there. Now here she was in Nairobi with the second ring and
         the sealed packet tucked away with her clothes. As far as she knew, she was still a thousand miles away from a conclusion,
         but she’d made her resolve, and that was the first step towards the end and her own recovery. The chicken bone dropped from
         her hand onto the carpeted floor as Jade slipped into an uneasy sleep filled with diving planes and wild hyenas with eyes
         glowing like the stone in David’s ring.
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