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      The old schooner’s sails flapped, as she reached toward the little cove on the leeward side of the island. Lady Samantha Cavendish squinted beneath her broad-brimmed hat, but all she could see was white sand and palm trees, and above that the tall single peak that had first drawn them across the wide ocean.

      Below her, in the cabin, Walter was sulking.

      It was because of Major Thomas, a missionary, and the time she had lavished on him in Hawaii. Walter had disliked him on sight, and Lady Samantha had, if the truth be known, not found him particularly palatable. But with his help they had obtained this schooner to replace the one wrecked upon a reef, and so could continue their Pacific adventure.

      Walter, she decided, had become entirely too proprietal about her.

      “Do come up, Walter,” she called. “We have now sailed all the way around the island and it looks uninhabited.”

      After a moment she heard his steps on the gangway and his head appeared. His dark hair had grown too long, so that he held it back with a piece of ribbon like a pirate. His eyes, also dark, inspected the white beach before them.

      “Should we lower the dinghy?” she asked, although she had already decided to do so. But Walter responded well to being asked things and she had missed his conversation.

      “They could be hiding in the jungle, waiting for us to land,” he said with a hint of cockney. There was something about his voice that always gave her a warm feeling inside, as if he were a little piece of London.

      “I think we should explore,” she replied, and called out to the captain to lower the small boat.

      Walter made a sound of annoyance; she ignored it. “At least let’s take some of the sailors for protection,” he said. Then, an afterthought, “My lady.”

      “Why should I take them when I have you?” she replied blithely. “You’ll have the rifle of course, that should do the trick.”

      She stood up, straightening out her wrinkled cotton skirts and her white blouse, the least clothing an English lady could get away with in this tropical climate. Her skin had begun to turn a warm golden brown, and her hair too had lightened from dark brown to a fairer colour that rather suited her. She felt very well, better than she ever had. She might be thirty-five years old, but Lady Samantha was sure she was healthier now than she had been at twenty-five, when she was at home in London.

      For over five years now, she and Walter had travelled extensively on many continents. Lady Samantha was one of those late Victorian ladies who had thrown aside convention for the sake of adventure and was known as a New Woman. At home people sniggered about her at dinner parties and said she was a batty old maid. She didn’t care. She had never cared. Samantha had always wanted to be different and to see things that no other English lady had ever seen, and when her father had died and left her a reasonable annuity, she had set her plan in motion.

      Walter had been one of her father’s footmen, but she had known at once by his intelligent gaze and capable hands that he would make the perfect manservant cum bodyguard on her travels. And he had seemed to be always there when she needed him—picking up her handkerchief when she dropped it on the way out of the door, replacing her fork when she dropped it at dinner, removing a moth from her shoulder when she had been out in the garden in the evening.

      Walter had listened to her proposal and agreed at once, and he had proved to be a wonderful and faithful companion—really she had had few complaints. He had certainly come in useful in some of the more isolated countries they had visited, was very good at organising bearers, and had learned to make a very fierce face if people needed to be frightened off.

      Lady Samantha clambered down the rungs of the rope ladder. The boat dipped as she settled herself, and then Walter was there, taking up the oars, his sleeves rolled up, the rifle slung across his back. He was very tanned, she noticed, as he rowed towards the white sandy shore. This life really seemed to suit him. He hadn’t liked Tibet or the Russian Steppes, and he shivered and grumbled all the way down the Khyber Pass.

      The shore was coming closer, and although she peered into the edges of the thick jungle, she could still see nothing but green shadows. Walter beached the boat and climbed out, hauling it further up, so that her skirts and shoes would remain dry when she landed.

      Walter was thoughtful like that.

      The sun was reflected so brightly off the white sand that her eyes hurt. Samantha glanced about her, but there was nothing and no one. A simple and yet beautiful paradise. She sat down in the sand and began to remove her shoes and stockings. When she glanced up, she caught Walter watching her with an amused expression, almost as if she were something more than his employer.

      He took the shoes from her, and then turned the stockings in the right way, laying them neatly side by side.

      She thought about making an issue of it, but instead she said mildly, “I want to feel the sand between my toes.”

      He bowed his head. “As my lady wishes.”

      She knew he only said that to annoy her, but the sand did feel pleasant, warm and grainy as it squished up between her bare toes, and she let it pass. She even closed her eyes to better experience it, and when she opened them Walter was still watching her, his gaze dark and soft. She opened her mouth to ask him what he was thinking, and then there was a shout and a blood-curdling scream, and several natives ran from the jungle waving spears.
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      Walter reached for his gun, taking up his position in front of her, but Samantha placed a hand on his arm, urging caution. “It could just be high spirits,” she said. “Let’s not provoke them.”

      The natives had now come to a halt before them, and they looked a fearsome group, with their hair twisted about shells and pieces of bone and their faces marked with raised scars and tattoos. They wore belts of plaited vines and a small cloth pouch to cover their genitals.

      Samantha had seen men wear less, but she found it was never a pleasant experience, so she kept her gaze above their necks.

      “We mean no harm,” she said loudly, and they stopped yelling. “We are visitors from England.”

      The natives glanced at each other, and then one of them gave a tentative grin. “England? Cricket and Queen Victoria?”

      Samantha smiled and nodded in relief. “Yes, yes, cricket and Her Majesty were both born in England. Quite correct.”

      One of the men reached out to touch her skirt, but Walter pushed his hand away, the fierce expression in his eyes. The atmosphere turned nasty again. Samantha pulled at his sleeve. “You’re making it worse,” she hissed.

      The leader had been conferring with his men, and now he said in a mixture of missionary English and his native tongue, “You come with us.”

      “Thank you very much, but we really need to return to our boat.”

      “You come with us.”

      It wasn’t a request then, it was an order. Samantha gave Walter a desperate look, and he rolled his eyes. “I told you,” he said, and seemed to derive great pleasure from being right.

      “I’m glad you’re happy then,” she said coolly. “Perhaps they can put it on your headstone.”

      He didn’t answer her, as just at that moment they were surrounded by the natives and led away.

      The village was at the base of the single peak, a small place of huts and fires and women and children. The children were playing and laughing, and only stopped when they caught sight of the strangers. Samantha was pleased to see them all so healthy and happy, surely that boded well?

      Walter didn’t think so. “They probably dine on English travellers,” he said grimly.

      The chief informed them that they were to stay in their woven front hut until he let them out. Clothing had been supplied, he added, smirking at their current dress. Then he ushered them inside and the woven door was fastened shut.

      Samantha stood a moment, accustoming herself to the place. It was quite bare apart from some piles of fronds, and the floor was sand. Life here was simple and frugal. Walter had sat down in the corner. They had taken his rifle from him and he wasn’t happy about it, but he hadn’t argued much after they waved their spears at him.

      “This is your fault,” he said. “You always do exactly
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