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Marika Vaughan was a little ashamed of feelingaogy. But for the
first time in her life she had not been outshonehby glittering
sisters. She, Marika, was the one who would goreeCe, the land of
ancient gods and eternal summer if she agreeddkobis Loukas's
strange proposal. Filled with the excitement oicpdtion, Marika
never stopped to wonder if the price might be tighh



CHAPTER ONE

SHE glanced through the window and her heart lurciidek man
beside her sat reading his newspaper and shedrfedher attention
on the unfamiliar letters. He spoke curtly, tellimgr to relax.

' can't.'

She hadn't realized she was clutching her seatubélt his hands
uncurled her fingers. He slid the belt off her knleer handkerchief
lay there with its clumsily embroidered initial.

‘How do you come to have a Greek name?’

'‘As you know, my father loved Greece.' His face wlase to hers,
dark and sinister. 'And the people.'

Her eyes were drawn to the window again. The coastiow, and the
sea. Clouds gathered swiftly.

‘Think of something else.' He returned to his neysp, and after
casting him a reproachful glance she looked ro&veryone acting

naturally, laughing, ordering drinks. Through thgposite window

she saw they were enveloped in cloud, sun-tinteslptane seemed
to hover, scarcely moving. She managed to sit bglelkcing at the

clock.

Could it be only a few hours since they had satimgi waiting to
see which of her sisters Mr. Loukas would take?

The twins had never looked more beautiful, or sgahtly groomed,
and as she glanced from one to the other Marikanwadiered how
Mr. Loukas could possibly make a choice.

Would he prefer Carol, with her long golden haid &ivid blue eyes?
Or would he choose Susan? Susan's fair hair wasstercof curls



framing a tiny heart-shaped face; she had an attosahle and the
poise and figure of a model.

Speculating on the question of whom she would rnthgs most,
Marika felt quite shocked to find that she did nate which of her
sisters went to live with Mr. Loukas and his famity the remote
village of Delphi in Greece, for she appeared teldtle in common
with either of them. For one thing, she was fouasrgeyounger than
they, and for another, the twins seemed to enjbthake pastimes
which Marika abhorred. They belonged to a smarbfegiay young
people who frequented country clubs and inns, vitnewvi all-night
parties and had expensive tastes in holidays arathed.
Consequently they spent all they earned and moseld® So for
Marika and her mother it was a hand-to-mouth emtstethat had
reached a climax just over three weeks ago. Heawilgebt, Mrs.
Vaughan had written to Mr. Loukas imploring hisghetlis reply had
caused much excitement and speculation in the \@ugbusehold,
for he had offered to relieve the strain on theili@mfinances by
giving one of the girls a home with him - 'For aipd not exceeding
two years'. This had seemed mystifying to Marikad ®avid, she
recollected, had been most sceptical about theenditdir, asserting
that Mr. Loukas must have some ulterior motiveHwr offer. Why,
for instance, should he insist on coming to England making his
own choice? Were he genuine it would not mattéinownhich of the
girls went over to live in Greece. And why bothehtive one of them
at all? It would be far simpler to pay off the dgbdr increase the
allowance.

However, as Marika herself was not involved, andhesher her
mother nor the twins appeared to find anything anwsth the
proposal, it was eagerly accepted.

Returning her attention to the twins for a moméfdrika wondered
if they had given serious thought to what was orestfor the one



chosen. True, Delphi was gay with tourists for gationg period of
the year, but the winter must be exceedingly beaklonely.

Her thoughts were interrupted as the door openedhan mother
entered, with a rustle of silk, and more than a bfrperfume. After
bestowing a glance of satisfaction and pride onttes, sitting

demurely on the couch, she was plainly disconcextedeing Marika
standing there by the open window.

‘Weren't you going out, dear?' she inquired anxyoarsd Marika had
to smile, not merely at her mother's lack of that,at the incongruity
of her own attire.

Her jeans were frayed at the bottoms and patchdaeatnees; the
collar of her shirt was also frayed, and the sleew#ied up merely to
hide the holes in the elbows. Several of her sasitlapbs had come
adrift at various times and Marika had stitchedrtheith different
coloured threads.

‘Don't worry," she laughed. 'I'll make myself searchen | see him
coming—' She broke off, her eyes dancing as shedhéze
unexpected but welcome whistle from the directibthe paddock.
'In fact, I'm off right now!" and like a flash sia@s gone, much to her
mother's relief.

She ran lightly down the drive, crossed the fodtpahd sped on to
the gate where David sat waiting.

'You've come!' she exclaimed gaily, tucking hercharto his. "You
said you wouldn't be able to make it. Didn't you tye job at the
filling station, after all?"

‘Part-time only. I'm having to share it with anatiseudent. He's on
duty now; I relieve him at five.'



They wandered down the lane, their fingers entwirseal Marika
wondered whether he were disappointed about thdHelnad hoped
to earn enough to go on holiday with a friend latgrtowards the end
of the vacation.

'Has the great benefactor arrived yet?' They hadhed the stile;
Marika bounded nimbly over it, then stepped asaeting for David
to follow.'No, he's not due till three." She glath@ David's watch.
'‘He should be arriving about now.' Perhaps he naded; perhaps
his decision was already made. 'One of the twingoisg to be
terribly disappointed." She fell into step besidm land his hand
found hers again.

‘That's life." He bounded troubled, she thoughtl aoped he hadn't
been working too hard. 'We have to learn to acdmatppointments -
they're usually only temporary.'

An odd note in his voice caused her te glance wpby but he
turned away, avoiding her eyes, and Marika rectdtbcthat
something quite intangible in his last letter hadsed her some slight
misgiving.

They had been brought up in the same village. Daattirescued her
once, from the school's bully. From then on sheregdrded him in

the light of a hero, and had tagged along in hikemahenever the
opportunity presented itself. As they grew olderikawas not at all

sure what she wanted from David, but he had giesraffection, and

always at the back of her mind there dwelt a vaantecipation of a

future both pleasant and secure.

Two terms at college had wrought a subtle chandggnmand she felt
oddly disturbed.

'‘What's he like?' David asked, guiding her towadigld path.



‘Tall and dark and grim, judging by the photograplagldy used to
show us - and quite old.'

'Old?' He seemed surprised. 'l hadn't that impoessiot from the
things you've said at various times. How old?"

'Oh. ..." She wrinkled her brow. 'I'm not very gaatdudging ages,
especially from photographs; besides, they werenakears ago.
He'll be more than thirty by now, | should think.'

'You call that old! You're such a baby, Rik!'

'You keep on calling me that,' she retorted, otasmpve note, and
then, tossing her head, 'In fact, | don't know wjwat see in me at all!"

‘Nor do I, he returned with the old, boyish grireknew and loved.
'It isn't your looks - and those clothes! You'leela street urchin.' He
laughed then, and Marika laughed with him, happy te could still
tease her in the old familiar way.

'I'm not really ugly, though, am | ?"
'‘Ugly? What gave you that idea ?'

'You once said it was Cinderella in reverse. Twaubéul sisters and
one ugly one.’

'l never did!" he emphatically denied, and thenl, did, | was only
joking. Here, let me have a look, there might hdeen an
Improvement since last time | was home.' Stoppmghe path, he
touched her face, noting the high cheekbones,anttdcery of blue
veins at her temples, showing through the palesparency of her
skin. "You have all the basic necessities," heegtatith a new-found
knowledge. 'Widely-spaced eyes - and those lastwsh ... the bud
Is coming along nicely; the warmth of love will oday bring forth
the flower.'



One day ... Marika swallowed a little lump in herdat. What was he
trying to convey? She said flatly,

'‘Can we go into the forest?'
‘It will be wet underfoot.' David frowned his objmn.
'l know, but it doesn't matter. | want the peace.'

‘Very well.' Because his conscience troubled hinpfetended not to
understand the reason for her dejection.

'Is all this business of Mr. Loukas getting you tGWw
She shook her head.

'I'm not involved.'

'It's an odd set-up, a Greek looking after your ayon
'Father invested in his business.'

'It's still odd; he's so young to have been yothdgs friend. He'd
only be about twenty-five when your father died.’

Marika remained silent. His voice held a hint ofiasity which, for
some obscure reason, she felt unwilling to satisfy.

It was, in fact, old Mr. Loukas who had been hénéas friend. They
had met while on holiday over thirty years ago, aftdough their
ways had parted after only three weeks' acquaiatatiey had
corresponded regularly, and when Mr. Loukas botghfirst hotel
Marika's father invested his small savings in itey§ now lived on the
dividend from this investment.



When old Mr. Loukas became ill with an incurablsedise and was
confined to his bed, his two sons took over the ageament of the
business and, consequently, the Vaughan finantesel@er son was
later killed in a road accident, leaving Nickolas dontrol of the

business, which now consisted of two hotels in Ath@nd others on
several of the islands, including Crete, RhodesGordu.

These details of the Loukas fortunes had been gwdvWarika by

Elaine, the sister of a school friend who had rédgeeturned from

Athens, after having taught for three years atAheerican school

there. She had made friends with some people githDatho had

been acquainted with the Loukases for many yedasnd=had also
passed on information regarding their private lig, this had been of
no interest to Marika, and she had not even bother@ass it on to
her family.

‘You're quiet, Rik." David's voice sounded fairdglyxious. 'What are
you thinking?'

‘Nothing important.' It was the first time, sheleeted, that she did
not wish to share with him all her innermost thaisgh

The corn grew low and green on one side of the, @att from the
hedgerow on the other side the scent of May blodsamy in the air.
High above them a lark sang for sheer joy, loud @melet and clear.
In spite of herself Marika's spirits rose; she flack her head and
her dark eyes met his in a challenge.

'I'll race you to the forest,' she cried. 'Coumt f&r my start!'

He watched her go, a brooding expression on hgs. fathe, yet too
thin, he mused, just as she was immature and yetftea wise.
Earnest and intense, yet too shy and timid fokthd of fun he was
just beginning to enjoy. She looked round, giving permission to
start, and with a sigh he followed, catching heagsphey reached the



barbed wire fence. He held it aloft for her to pasderneath, and she
in turn held it up for him. After strolling a liglway into the forest

they sat down on a newly-felled tree. The stilln@ssind them was

broken only by the rustle of leaves and the ocecasiocall of a bird.

'It makes you feel ... good. Clean and sort ofly.héler eyes held
wonderment, like a child straining to understaner ldmile was
sweet and faintly sad. 'Do you feel it, David?'

He did not, she knew. He bit his lip, feeling agaiof anger against
her because of his conscience. Yet, paradoxidadyyished he were
older and had the patience to wait for her. Buétean was the age of
excitement and experiment; he had no time to lingaiting for little
girls to grow up.

Seeing that he would not answer, Marika changedubgect to less
personal matters.

'l wonder if he's decided yet. Will it be Susan,ydo think?'

‘You're not a bit envious, are you?' He eyed haoaaly, glad of the
diversion. 'Wouldn't you like to go to Greece?'

She thought about this.

'Father used to talk such a lot about it," she muoeoh almost to
herself. 'l think it must be a very beautiful cayrit

'Yet you're not envious?' he said again.

'Of course not. Would you be?"Frankly, | would.uyshould have
stayed; he might have chosen you.'

She winced, and said in a bleak little voice,

"You would not care if | went away - so far away?"



'‘Not if you were to benefit. I'd miss you for a vehil suppose, but we
don't see much of each other now that I'm at cellégnd you'd have
a wonderful life, among all that wealth. Think betsunshine, too -
and no tax on all the things you want most to iere did you say
he lives? Somewhere near Athens?'

'‘Delphi; it's a hundred miles from Athens, so Easays.'

'‘Delphi of the Oracle - Sanctuary of the sun godol®." A rather
disgruntled note entered his voice. 'Lucky blightenichever one he
chooses!" He glanced at Marika again. Yes, youldhwave stayed -
you might have had a chance.’

Her lip quivered, but she turned away so that hmukshnot see.
Greece was like a place at the other end of thiéh earand David
didn't care if she went there.

Clouds began to gather, hiding the sun, and thestaiook on a
sombre, eerie aspect. With a little sigh she rasd,David, unable to
prevaricate any longer, said impatiently,

‘Marika, you don't love me.’

'l know my own mind," she said in a low voice, heven by the way
he used her name. He did that on the rare occasibas they had
quarrelled.

David shook his head emphatically.

You'll have dozens of boys before you settle far,@nd | shall have
lots of girls. That's how it is, and that's howiight to be.’

She stared at him in wonderment.

"You think it's right to have dozens?'



He made no answer and, blinking away the hurtfigkigrbehind her
eyes, she lifted her head proudly. She said it tivas they were
going, and his relief could be felt. The way baelersed long, so
long, and Marika felt her heart would break. Shaildo't cry, not
yet; all the way home she chatted, asking aboutdlisge work, and
when they came to say good-bye she waved gailyandd herself
to smile.

Immediately he became lost to sight her footstiggged. Mr. Lowe
passed in his car and waved to her. That only asae her misery,
for he didn't want her, either. She'd been workmigis nursery since
she left school last year, but his son had wisbeshter the business.
There wasn't enough work for two of them and Mahikd been out
of a job now for almost a month.

On turning the corner she saw a taxi standing det$ie house, with
the driver waiting patiently at the wheel.

So Mr. Loukas had not yet gone.

As there was no necessity for her to meet himeshered the house
quietly, crossed the tiny hall, and had begun tamh¢he stairs when
her mother appeared from the sitting-room, her elkelmeanour one
of urgency.

‘Marika, where have you been all this time! Combkeare at once; Mr.
Loukas wishes to see you - oh, dear, those clothbat will he
think!'

‘Me?' Frowning, Marika obeyed, though with unconega
reluctance.

Apparently something had gone wrong. Carol, tighgped with

anger, sat upright on the couch, while Susan, gresgion of bitter
disappointment marring her lovely face, left th@moas Marika
entered, slamming the door behind her. Marika'svifr@eepened.



Could it be that he wanted neither girl ? - thathael broken his
promise? If so, it was a most wicked thing to do.

He stood with his back to the empty fireplace, lsaddep in his
pockets, his height dominating the room. Marikacemt the tensed
muscles of his neck and the chin thrust firmly fard: The flint-like
expression and taut lips accentuated the arrogaed bf his dark
features, and she was reminded of a picture shaded of a Greek
god, chiselled in stone. Cold, forbidding and yahpelling.

Aware of his eyes upon her, she felt that everglsithing about her
was taken in in one sweeping look of surprise,istadte and - could
it be disappointment? His gaze travelled from best not too clean
after her walk in the forest, to her head. The wiad taken the shine
from her hair; it fell untidily on to her shouldewlthough conscious
of her unkempt appearance, she did not feel ungetturbed by it.
Under his prolonged unsmiling stare she was stdppen dressed
again, and after that there was a slight clearfrigobrow before he
said,

‘Well, miss, now that you have at last favoured wigh your
presence, perhaps you will tell me why you werkeate, with your
sisters, awaiting my arrival!' His English was diara, but his tones
were clipped, and almost menacingly quiet.

Marika could only stare. Was this how the Greekskspto their
women? Some eastern men had a superior statuknsive perhaps
the Greeks were among them. Aware that he waitedhvully for a

reply, she spread her hands in a simple, self-daping gesture.

'l didn't think you would need me.' The slight ss®n the last word
did not escape him, and his eyes flickered oddly his tone did not
change.

"Your mother informs me that you read my letter?'



‘Yes.'

‘You understood it?'

'Y-yes.'

'‘Perhaps you can tell me its contents?'

Marika stirred uncomfortably, embarrassed at bdirg centre of
interest.

'It was written to Mother, and said that you wesening over to take
one of her daughters back with you to Greece.'

‘Exactly. And are you not one of Mrs. Vaughan'sgiaers?' He eyed
her with stern inquiry and she inclined her head.

‘Marika did not mean any disrespect, Mr. Loukas'hother put in,
to Marika's intense relief. 'It was just that sheuight - we all thought
- that you would prefer one of the older girls.’

He ignored that.

'‘Why," he said softly, his eyes still on Marikay ¥bu think | sent the
money for each one of you to obtain a passporteh e added, on
an anxious but menacing note, 'l hope you have'one?

'Yes.' Her heart began to beat faster; she hadupgtosed, when she
obtained the passport, that she would be called tpase it.

'I'm relieved. When | give instructions | expecenmto be followed.
My instructions were that you should all be hereewharrived.'

Her face became hotter and hotter. She had neeervesl much
attention from her family, but neither had she bseljected to any



form of humiliation. The experience was new, and fiund herself
hating this arrogant foreigner with a black venom.

'‘As you have wasted a considerable amount of mg,tin@ went on,
glancing at his watch, 'l cannot allow you morenthalf an hour in
which to change and pack. We have a long journegalof us.'

Speechless for one astounded moment, Marika purtgarfto her
breast and stammered,

'M-me!'
He nodded. Apparently a refusal was the last thmgxpected.

'‘But, Mr. Loukas, one of the others would suit youch better—'
Mrs. Vaughan began, when she was curtly interrupted

'‘We have already gone into this. The others witl s1at me at all.
Marika is my choice.’

Wonderment, mingled with incredulity, spread slowler her face.
‘Marika is my choice.' He actually preferred heot Ehe first time in
her life she had not been outshone by her gligesisters, and some
vague exultation of which she felt half ashameaddied her whole
being. She forgot her hatred of a few moments &gothis was
flattery. It went to her head like a potent drugd although her lips
framed a polite refusal the words just would naheo

‘Marika is a mere child, not yet eighteen," her hmeotpersisted. 'It
would not be right for me to let her go with youh¥¥ would people
think?'

The glance he gave Mrs. Vaughan made her daughtaeble in her
shoes.

‘Madam, are you implying that Marika would not la¢esin my care?'



'Oh, no—'

'For your information, she will be far better prcied than she is here.
In my family young girls are not allowed to run @viinchaperoned.
My cousin defers to my authority in this, and Marikill be expected

to do the same!’

‘How unutterably dull!" interposed Carol, and swkepin the room.

'‘My letter to you included certain information abaooy family,' he
went on, ignoring the interruption, "but perhapsiymemory needs
refreshing.' But he directed his next words to MariYou will have
as your companion my cousin, Pitsa. She is Graglsgeaks English
and is about your age. She is an orphan and hebwith us since she
was twelve. You will like her, | am sure, and beeogood friends.'
He went on to mention Hilary, his sister-in-law, avtvas English,
and then there was his grandmother, who lived ciyseand who
preferred to be called Souphoula. 'A tyrant, | nagstfess, but if she
takes to you you will have found a staunch andesmdriend. My
father lives with us, but does not leave his bidd.turned again to
Mrs. Vaughan. '‘Before Marika came in | promisedt,tisaould |
decide to take her, | would settle these debt®oafg This | am now
willing to do.'

'‘But you also said that taking one of the girls Wddwelp us generally.
Taking Marika will scarcely help us at—' She braitein confusion.
' mean—'

‘You mean,' he cut in, his eyes narrowing perceptjvthat Marika
does not cost you very much.'

Marika gasped at his outspokenness. The man was/pbsrude!

Mrs. Vaughan admitted the truth of his statemématigh she went on
to add that it was Marika's own fault if she did have the same as
the others.



'We need not go into that,' he said curtly. '€ll you what I'll do. In
addition to clearing off these debts, | will peratiy increase your
allowance.'

Personally? Marika wondered if that meant he didaite complete
control of the business. However, she dismisset thaugh her
thoughts remained on the matter of the allowaneewls so anxious
for her to go with him that he would increase thieveance in
addition to clearing off the debts. So David hadrbaght; his offer
had not stemmed from generosity. Clearly there smmse specific
reason for his wanting one of the girls to livewtim - for wanting
herto live with him. Surely her mother would see tigh it., . but her
heart sank as she noticed the gleam in her eytbe abention of an
increased allowance.

'‘Well, in that case, it's all right with me. Marijkgou'd better go and
get ready.’

Marika stared unbelievingly for a moment. Did heother really
think she would go with this stranger? True, fdarigf moment she
had basked in his flattery, but at no time hadssh®usly thought of
going away with him.

'I'm not going,' she said quietly.

'You—?' Her mother gasped in disbelief. 'Of couysa're going!
Don't you realize how lucky you are? Your sistersuld give
anything to be in your shoes. Now come alonghélp you.'

'I'm not going," Marika said again, her face grdigudraining of
colour.- 'No one can make me - | won't go, Mothe&ron't!’

‘Marika, you selfish girl! How can you refuse! Doybu care about
any of us ?'

White as a sheet now, Marika made no reply. Nickskid, quietly,



'‘Madam, may | have a few minutes alone with yourgiaer?' His
words were a command; after a flustered hesitadlos. Vaughan
thankfully left the room.

He waited until the door had closed, then spokeh wstow
deliberation.

Your mother has no money invested in my business.’

The heavy ticking of the wall clock was the onlyusd in the

threatening silence that followed his words. Evieough their full

significance had not penetrated, Marika's heagdaihudding madly
against her ribs.

'‘We receive our cheque every month. My father pobay into the
firm, long ago... .’

'‘He withdrew his investment before he died.' Higcgavas pitiless,
his meaning now quite clear.

"You sent us money - for nothing?'

‘After your father died, your mother, believing tim®ney to be still
invested, wrote to my father. Realizing her strdits made her an
allowance. She remains in ignorance regardingrthesiment.’

'‘But why should you help us? It's five years siDegldy died.’

‘The Greeks take their friendships seriously,' dd,sand then, 'The
business was later taken over by my brother andeliysve

continued to pay your mother. Last year, after mother was killed
In an accident, | assumed .. . control. The paysauntinued
because my father wished it, but the decision igedy mine. | can
stop the allowance just whenever | please. | ttustake myself
clear?' There was a cruel, relentless quality ahoutthat seemed
almost inhuman; Marika felt trapped, looking roumd wild



desperation as if to seek some means of escapens¢igh trembled
piteously. She wanted her mother ... David ...d&ers. Who would
help her? She knew she was alone, and all hopeafiedor one
fleeting moment, she held his merciless gaze befiarecing away to
hide her despair. What this man wanted he woulek haet just on
this occasion, but always. Marika had never beesuse of anything
in her life.

'If I don't go with you my mother and sisters widve nothing?'

‘Nothing.' He replied without hesitation, yet Maxikensed his next
words were spoken in defence of his conduct. ‘Miyeiahas only a
short time to live - two years at most, but we khih will be
considerably less. | will go to any lengths to eashis peace of
mind.'

‘Your father?' Old Mr. Loukas who had been so goithiem, and of
whom her father spoke so highly. She recalled agawnd's assertion
that Mr. Loukas had some specific reason for Hisrphe had hinted
darkly at all that was sinister. The Greeks weréo#blooded,
unpredictable race. One could not trust them. Waaot something of
me ?' she asked at last.

Sighing impatiently, he glanced again at his watch.

'l intended explaining on the journey,' he saidt 'Berhaps there will
be time." He paused. 'lIf we miss our plane we dhalle to stay
overnight in London, that's all." And he beganetibtier, in his quiet,
clipped tones, exactly what he wanted of her, ammé&nwvhe had
finished Marika's heart was beating almost normalig the colour
had returned to her cheeks. For his request wasaohreasonable,
after all, considering the price he was willinggay should it be
granted.



‘And that is all | shall have to do? | must assuhe role of your
flancee until your father's death?'

‘That is correct. It will give him happiness whike lives and
tranquillity of mind at - at the end.' His voicedaene oddly tremulous
for a man with such vigorous personal characterMadka's head
jerked up in surprise. But she saw no change ieXpsession, could
detect no sign that any warmth of feeling lay hidteneath that cold
exterior.

'If | do agree, you will pay Mother's cheque - ihdigely, you said?'
'l shall pay it for the rest of her life.'

‘That is ... very generous of you,' she murmured,taen fell silent,
watching him through brooding eyes as he moved witght
impatience as though tired of standing. The lowgrsun cast
shadows into the room and across his taut feat8tesfrowned and
glanced away to the drive where daffodils splastiesr colour
among the weeds. Was it only two hours since sbegh&ckened to
David's call? - had sped in happiness to his gjtd&l to be there, if
only for a little while? David did not want her amyore. He had
found someone else - perhaps someone who was.frettyng from
the window, she again examined this dark straraget her eyes were
sad - sad, yet oddly grateful, too, as she saigmile, childish tones,

'If that's all you wanted, one of my sisters wohiye done just as
well. Why did you choose me?"

For the first time she saw a hint of a smile totighhard outline of his
mouth.

‘You happen to be - my father's kind of girl," he tokr krily, and
Marika once more spread her hands in a gestureepfedation
mingled with surprise.



*You mean your father would wish you to marry 4d ke me!’
He nodded briefly.

'You sisters are too much like Hilary. As long a8 presenting my
fiancee, she might as well be someone he will carsuitable. You
are the exact opposite of my sister-in-law.’

He had skimmed lightly over Hilary's character, blatrika, filling in
the gaps in his brief narrative with what she hadrtd from Elaine,
felt sure that it was Hilary's interest in othermkat had caused the
guarrel which had lead Andreas, her husband, toausof the house
and drive the car so recklessly along the dangemustain road.
Old Mr. Loukas had not spoken to Hilary since tday, for he
blamed her for the accident. He had continued &b dbout it and
dwell on it until, for no apparent reason - or Sokdlas asserted - he
became obsessed with the idea that Hilary now hegigds on
Nickolas, and that she would one day destroy himslas had
destroyed his brother. Nickolas had not said soivtauika gained the
impression that Mr. Loukas had actually accuseddmsof being too
friendly with Andreas's widow. As denials on thetpaf Nickolas
were ineffective in dispelling his father's illus®he decided that the
only remedy was to produce as his fiancee the &irgirl whom his
father would wish him to marry. She would live Irethouse, so as to
be on hand if ever reassurance became necessasyMadrika felt,
would be quite often, for according to Nickolas kbieg hours in bed
gave him time to think up 'all sorts of odd notipasid she surmised
these were almost always concerned with NickolasHitary.

Marika, examining her own position, had to admiattlshe was
neither wanted nor needed by anyone here, and as/temg

appeared to be over between her and David it dide®m to matter
very much where she lived, or with whom. She hakl power to
make someone happy, to bring peace of mind tocamah who lived
a long way off in a strange land of temples andsg&he knew her



father would have wished her to go, to repay in esoneasure his
friend's generosity over the allowance.

Despite the fact that she really had no alternatazika felt she was
not, after all, being coerced into acceptance isfrtian's offer.

She began to wonder, for a moment, if there coaldry foundation
for the old man's fears regarding Hilary and his, gben decided it
was not her concern and dismissed it from her mmdwell
fleetingly on the other people with whom she wolutd. All Greek
except Hilary. Life would be strange at first, ayet she knew no
gualms as she made up her mind. There was one thoggh, about
which she must be sure.

'l don't know anything of the rules - the codesyolr people
regarding engagements,' she began, almost willsxéabe to soften,
for speech was difficult under that cold and diststiare. But his
features remained taut and she went on, rathedlyimirhere would
not be anything binding in the engagement? - ngeaof your being
able to force me into—' She broke off, her coloising as she
endeavoured to re-phrase the question. 'You woelckmwant to
marry me ?'

She might have insulted him, the way his glancepsweer her in
arrogant surprise.

‘There is no danger, as you term it, of my wantmgiarry you.' His
tones held contempt and Marika felt ashamed otlmtines, wishing
she had changed. 'But make no mistake, widl be my fiancee.
Unless you live the part you'll give yourself awayvarn you, my
father is very astute, and, as | have said, | gollto any lengths to
ensure his happiness.’

Somewhere in those words lay a hidden threat, bujdve her no
time to analyse them. Taking her acceptance fartgda he reminded



her of the time, and of the delay already causeki®having to wait
for her to put in an appearance. Marika found henrséting him to
sit down, and promising she would be ready jusuaskly as sh€
could.

‘Shall | tell Mother?' she asked, turning at therdo

'If you wish," he said after a small hesitation.cdnnot see her
changing her mind.'

As Nickolas expected, they missed the flight heihgehded to take,
but managed to obtain seats on the plane leaviagfdhowing
morning.

The airport terrified her, but her companion did seem to notice.
Certainly he was not in the least concerned abeutdars. He carried
two suitcases, Marika's, and his own smaller onatihd carried a
large cardboard box, on the lid of which was pdntiee name of a
well- known multiple store.

'l s-suppose it must be s-safe - with all theseplgedlying,’ she
commented, in a trembling little voice. It amazext that everyone
could appear so calm and untroubled.

Nickolas stopped and glanced around.

‘There's a powder room over there,' he said athei@o and change.'
'‘Change - here?'

‘And what you have on you can leave behind.’

'You mean - leave my best dress and coat in thehere?'

'I'll get rid of this luggage, and | think we hatimme for coffee.' He
told her where to find him, adding, ‘Now hurry, atah't get lost.' He



strode away with the suitcases; she stood blinkiftgr him for a
moment, then turned and made her way in the dinedie had
indicated.

The habit of years could not be broken so eashg ®Ided her
clothes with care and put them in the box, secutieglid with the

string. Then she took a look at herself in the amirnConsidering

Nickolas had chosen the entire outfit, even tosthees, gloves and
bag, in about fifteen minutes, she thought it suiter very well.

She found him without difficulty; her clothes gaker a touch of
confidence and she smiled, inviting some comment han
appearance.

'‘What," he frowningly inquired, 'are you carryingat empty box
about with you for ?'

‘This?' Marika stood uncertainly by the table, @mss of the stout
little man close by, his coffee cup poised half wahis mouth, his
attention arrested. 'lt isn't empty."'

‘Not empty?’
'‘My other clothes are in it. You see, they're qgied really. ..."

'l told you to leave them behind." His tones wesevdred, but
sufficiently penetrating. ‘Now do as | bid you.'

'It's such a shame—

‘Marika,' he interrupted, ignoring the curious, esfant gaze of the
Interested spectator who now seemed to be tryirgtermine their
relationship, 'get rid of it!"

‘Yes, Mr. Loukas.' She sped away, with a suddenal&s giggle as
she visualized someone's finding the box.



CHAPTER TWO

THEY were still enveloped in cloud. For the last houckslas had
been absorbed in his paper, silent and withdravaeyThad a meal,
and towards the end of it his manner became Igagkand he began
to talk about his father. Finally, he again strdsbe need for caution,
reminding her that from now on she must remembecaib him
Nickolas.

‘It will be difficult at first," she said uneasilipecause | don't know
you very well.'

‘Then you had better begin practising,' he advistbuld you make
a slip all will be ruined.’

'l know,' she agreed, still with the same uneasinéope | won't
make a slip.'

'l hope so too - for both our sakes,' and, leahiegto reflect on that
cryptic remark, he again lapsed into silence.

His car was at the airport and, the customs fotraalover, they were
soon on their way, following the coast at firstlwihe islands of
Salamis and Aegina to their left, rising from a séaazzling blue.

Soon they were heading north into a landscape gifed, majestic
splendour that belongs to Greece alone. They clilmbemetimes

steeply, sometimes gently; they entered valleys @odsed wide
plains; they rolled through bare and arid land¢cped by a merciless
sun. Marika could only gasp, often audibly, atsheer wonder of it
all as the changing vistas unfolded in slow proces$efore her

spellbound gaze.

Nickolas drove in silence, his eyes on the roadadhéviarika
wondered if to him this long journey was tediousl éinng and she
welcomed his decision to stop at Levadia for rdfmesnt. They drank
Turkish coffee and iced water, but were soon oiir thhay again,



climbing steeply into the heady mountains. The iggsesnd browns”
and yellows folded darkly into the mountain slopsghe sun began
to set.

And then, looming ahead, dominating the landscapd its splendid
majesty, rose the mighty Parnassus, rugged, geawéring to the
sky.

Marika felt numbed, stupefied by the devastatinguite of the scene.
Here was a place remote from man - and even natisewas the
mysterious realm of the gods, though the godduattisered now. An
ache gripped her throat, the ache that comes Wiednurden of sheer
ecstasy no longer can be borne. She whisperedoaicta husky with
emotion,

‘It makes you want to cry.'

To her surprise he slowed down to a crawl, seeking place to stop.
Having found one, he brought the car to a stanastd they both got
out. Marika's eyes sought the road, the writhimgilpus ascent along
which Nickolas had brought her ... to the very biaf Paradise.

She stirred restlessly, conscious of a profoundeseat isolation.

Nickolas alone seemed real as they stood, sidelky goised above
the drifting sands of time, where past and futwell mo substance,
and dreams, desires and vain ambition melted imteality.

Nickolas broke the silence; he looked darker nod @most evil in
that unearthly violet half-light which follows inhé wake of a
lowering sun.

'If you think this beautiful, wait until you see Ipai itself,!

Delphi... the sacred domain of Apollo, whose fagotite ancient
Hellenes craved and whose wrath they feared.



‘Nothing could surpass this, surely!

‘Unbelievable as it may seem to you, it does. Tteeand setting of
the Sanctuary are quite beyond description.'

His tones were cool, dispassionate, as he went erglain that the
best times to visit the shrine were in the earlymmg, when the
guality of light was less intense and the landscayter, or at night
when the moon was full. He did not add to this, blatrika could

imagine what it must be like when everything wasked out in

silver, with gleaming Mount Parnassus guardingstn@ed precincts,
and she said on impulse, speaking his name witnobiarrassment,

'‘Will you take me, Nickolas? - and tell me all aba@'
His glance flickered in faint surprise before helsa

'‘Perhaps - though you can learn everything in &@alhour by going
along and tacking yourself on to one of the guides.

'‘Oh, no, | don't want to find out about it like thewould rather go
early in the morning, as you say, or late at ni@tie hesitated before
adding, in tones less confident, 'l would like ¢éarn about it from
you, when we're alone - without all those touristagan.'

Some hint of emotion crossed his face before h&kesgwer childish
anxiety as she awaited his response seemed to toocland his
mouth relaxed.

"Very well, | will take you.'
'‘Soon ?' she asked eagerly, regaining her confedenc

'‘Soon,' promised Nickolas gravely, and they walkesllence back to
the car.



The sun fell quickly and it was almost dark whelaat they entered
Delphi, a straggling village perched on rocky tees cut in the
mountainside. Passing through the single streey,dhove for a short
distance before Nickolas turned into a driveway arauight the car
to a halt before a low white building set amid flyw and trees.

Taking her suitcase from the car, he opened the witb a key and
led the way upstairs. Marika followed, rather ayaresively, for
there seemed to be no one elsein the house.

‘This is your room." Snapping on the light, he dtaside for her to
enter. She expressed her appreciation with a gtilgp. Everything
was new, and modern, from the furniture and catpdhe pretty
curtains fluttering from the window. -

'It's lovely!" she exclaimed, going further inteetloom as Nickolas
crossed over to the window and closed it.

'l had it re-furnished,' was all he said, thouglrikkalater learned that
it had been a sort of spare room, furnished witthalbits and pieces
that no one else wanted. 'There's a wonderful ¥iem here, but of

course you cannot see it tonight - you will haveasal that darkness
falls quickly here,' he added. 'The long eveningspaobably one of
the things you will miss, at least for a tune.'rdtirned his attention
to the view. 'Down below is the gorge of the Plessand right across
there the plain of Amphissa. Those lights you @mlzelow are from
the Bay of Itea in the Corinthian Gulf.' He paus&ffe are not

overlooked - but perhaps you would prefer the custalosed ?'

'Yes, please.’

‘That is your bathroom; I'm afraid it is rather ¢imlahad it built over
the garage so that you - or whoever came - would tizeir own.' He
spoke in the now familiar quiet tones, curt angmdid. But Marika
could detect a hint of anxiety as he added, 'l hapewill be happy



here. If there is anything else you want, let mevwnAnd now,
perhaps you would like to tidy up after the journeyt be as quick as
you can, for we must go in to Father. Come strdigime when you
are ready; | shall be in the room to your righyas come down.'

With that he left her, and she tried not to thifkh@ meeting with his
father, for it seemed impossible that she couldy gher part
convincingly. She marvelled that Nickolas remairgmd calm, so
unperturbed. Musing on this attitude of his whhe svashed her face
and brushed her hair, she found to her surprideathler fears were
subsiding. There was nothing to worry about; Niekolvould guide
her quite safely through the coming ordeal.

Nevertheless, she could not truthfully admit she éager for the
meeting and, after a glance in the mirror had fsadisher that she
looked fairly presentable, she crossed the room @mehed the
window again. The air fanned her cheeks, invignggtheady. The
black outline of the mountains, the shadowy expafgdain, and the
twinkling lights from far below in the little baywhich from this

distance appeared to be land-locked, gave her se s#fnunreality,

and with a sense of shock she realized all thahlaggened to her in
a little over twenty-four hours.

She sighed, wondering just how far from home she. Wae twins
would be preparing to go out; her mother, too, \tdag going out, for
there was a whist drive at the chapel hall everyr3thay evening.
And David .. . what would he be doing? He must krizywnow that
she had gone. Perhaps he already regretted hineingperhaps he
already missed her. She decided to write to hitey all, they had not
guarrelled, so there seemed no reason why they ldshoot
correspond.

Feeling almost light-hearted, she closed the windma left her
bedroom to go downstairs. Then, from somewherbéeftdr end of
the landing, she heard a crash, followed by a marise uttering



words she could not understand. But there seemaelao urgency in
them and, without stopping to think, Marika speshaglthe landing to
the room from which she thought the sounds had c@pening the
door cautiously, she then entered the room.

The man on the bed had obviously been reachingpimething from
the table and had knocked the tray on to the flébe jug and glass
were broken, and a wet patch spread over the cafjpet man,
however, was perfectly all right; he sat straightrubed and stared at
her.

'I'm sorry - | thought you needed help,' stammeviedika, bending
down to pick up the broken glass and put it ortittng She played for
time, trembling already as, too late, she regrdterdmpulsive action
in coming here. Without Nickolas's support she wdog bound to
blunder - disastrously.

'‘Who are you?' he demanded in excellent Englist,iarthe same
deep tones as those of his son, though he hadjla siccent that
Marika found rather attractive.

'I'm Marika." She straightened up, aware of an kgist suddenly
entering the man's eyes at the mention of her n@hestood looking
down at him for a moment through wide, frightengg< 'l - I've
come from England.'

‘That's obvious. But what are you doing here? Marjou say? Once
had a friend who called his daughter Marika.' Hemgtrating gaze
seared into her and for a while she could not spéhiw like
Nickolas! - with the same dark, forbidding counteceand piercing
eyes. But his hair was wispy and grey, and theslofehis face were
no longer firm. No evidence in his expression &f ¢fnave anxiety of
which Nickolas had spoken, but his hands gave maya\White and
frail, they clutched the bed cover, moving all timee as if providing
a release for some kind of inward torture.



‘Nickolas brought me,' she said at last. 'We'vegusved.'

‘Nickolas?' he frowned. 'He's back? Why hasn'tdenbn to see me ?
He always comes right away. Where is he now?' Amithout giving
her time to answer that he added, 'He threatengelttme a nurse, but
I'll not have one. Pitsa can look after me quitdve

'I'm not a nurse. I'm his - his—' Marika broke gfnic-stricken. She
had no idea of the way in which Nickolas proposee:tplain his
sudden engagement, but she knew he'd have somébldea
explanation ready.

If she told Mr. Loukas who she was, she must bpayesl for further
guestions, and these she could not answer. Hemgnése was to
flee from the room, remembering Nickolas's warrimaf if she were
to make one slip all would be lost. The old man megarded her
with some suspicion, which could only be expecsa®ing that she
just stood there, as if suddenly struck dumb.

'Yes,' he prompted at length. "You're his ... what?
Marika swallowed convulsively, and began once ntorgtammer.
‘Nickolas and | - that is, we—'

‘There you are, my love. | wondered where you lad@' Nickolas
slipped an arm about her shoulders and she sagigedeief. 'So
you have already introduced yourself?' and as Bbeksher head,
‘Father, may | present my fiancee?'

The silence could be felt; tense, profound. Thenadoh's lips moved
soundlessly. He seemed all at once to be verydrallhe leant back
against the pillows in an attitude of exhaustionwoTarge tears rolled
down his cheeks and fell on to the sheet. The sifjatman in tears
moved her deeply and she turned in the circle okdlas's arm, her
eyes imploring him to comfort his father.



Nickolas removed his arm and, taking one of thenadoh's hands, he
held it between his own.

'I'm sorry, Father. Has this been too much of a&kMhar you? Perhaps
you would like to rest, and we will come back ihtthe while?' His
voice was low and tender and there was an almaatcaoious change
in his expression as he looked down at the wasted. fShall | fix
your pillows for you ?'

'l will rest - in a moment." A certain strength ergd again into his
voice. 'Yes, | think | must.' He sighed deeplytlis true, Nickolas?
Are you and this - little one betrothed?’

'‘Quite true, Father. Marika and | are engaged todraed.' Those
calm tones had their effect. A subtle change cavee thhe old man's
face. 'Marika is to live with us from now on.' Nalks paused before
adding, with a smile, 'l rather think we can beesoiryour blessing.'

'‘My blessing. ..." His gaze became fixed on Marikhg met it
unflinchingly. 'Give me your hand, little one,' baid, and Marika
obeyed, feeling strangely drawn to this man who waslike
Nickolas. 'My son has chosen well - he is a lucksnmBut you,
Marika, you are lucky, too. Remember that alwaysd Aow you can
tell me, Nickolas, how this has come about? Whyehau heard of
Marika before?'

Marika listened, fascinated, as Nickolas in calnd a&aven tones
explained first who she was, and then went onlkoagher mother's
request for help.

'l decided to go to England and see her. | thinkwould approve of
that?'

'Indeed, yes. My dear friend's widow. | would nashkvher to be in
financial difficulties.’



'‘As you know, she has three daughters. Marikaasyttungest. We
met and—' He broke off, shrugging. ‘Well, that ws

'‘Love at first sight, eh?' The old man leant furthback into his
pillows with a tranquil smile on his lips. He re¢eal Marika's hand
and she put it to her cheek in a vague gesture afderment.
Remembering David's teasing comments on her plasmshe could
not help but be flattered by Mr. Loukas's assunmptio

‘Marika consented to become engaged to me,' Niskafant on,
ignoring his father's comment. 'l did not say amgho you. You see,
at first, Mrs. Vaughan was not happy at the ideMafika's coming
away with me.'

A gasp of incredulity almost escaped Marika at éxpert handling
of the affair. The most amazing thing was that Niak had not yet
told a lie.

‘Naturally. She is a mere child; her mother wowgdabxious.'

'She was,' agreed Nickolas smoothly. 'Extremelyausx However,
you can imagine that | was unwilling to have myn@iee living so far
away?'

'Of course.' The old man's tones were dry.

'So eventually Mrs. Vaughan was persuaded to dfiaka to come
and live with us.'

‘Most self-sacrificing of her," he commented, tagito rest his eyes
on Marika. 'It must have been a difficult choice f@u, too, my
child?'

A question, requiring an answer. The room becariie Mgarika's
expression was guarded but speech failed her. @idd bardly tell



the truth, and she was not prepared to lie. Nickoéame to her aid, as
she rather thought he would.

‘Marika did not have much choice. I'm afraid | amet her
shamefully,' he admitted, and again Marika gavénandible gasp.
Once more he had ready the most convincing reply. fether,

completely taken in, emitted a low chuckle and icenetd her to
beware of her fiance's tyranny, though he did gtosay that he felt
sure she would soon learn how to manage him withouth

difficulty at all.

Nickolas's face was expressionless, but noticiragyetipe hardness of
his eyes and the inflexible line of his jaw, Marikecided that anyone
attempting to manage a man like that was askingdaoble in plenty.

They talked for a few minutes longer, Mr. Loukakiag Marika

guestions about her home and family, questions amavered
without difficulty. She noted with extreme satidfan that his

demeanour had become one of complete tranquillis/;hands, so
thin and frail, lay on the bed cover, relaxed att. 3Vhatever

difficulties lay ahead, and Marika had an odd preithon that there
would be many, she was glad she had come, hapfe tdoing

something worthwhile by bringing peace to this mdno had been so
good to her family, and who had so little timeite]

He would have continued to ask questions, despieohvious
exhaustion, but Nickolas firmly brought the conatien to an end.

'‘Rest for a while, now," he said, and his fathexdséntly slid down
into the bed. 'Are you quite comfortable?’

‘Comfortable ... and happy. You have made me vappt this day,
Nickolas.' He looked up at his son, pausing befisenext words. 'l
have been very foolish, | think.'



'You have.' Nickolas fixed the bedclothes and glr@ned up. He and
Marika were at the door when the old man spoke iaet and
Nickolas turned.

‘Yes, Father, you're puzzled about something, wy@'s

You have not told me how long you've known Marikaresume you
did not become engaged on your first meeting?’

With a catch of her breath Marika saw, for thetfinsie, doubt in the
old man's eyes - doubt and even suspicion. Withwsitation
Nickolas replied. He smiled, resting his hand adbor knob, in an
attitude of complete unconcern.

"You will recall that | have made quite a number ef - business trips
lately. In fact, on several occasions you have damed about my
being away so much.'

‘You said you were buying two hotels, one in Patwad the other in
Crete—' His face cleared and a sudden twinkle edtérs eyes.
‘Nickolas, | think you have been - what do you $agrika ? - a black
horse ?'

'‘Dark horse,' she corrected with a laugh.

'‘Dark horse, yes. But | will forgive you, my soredause you have
brought this little one to make me happy.'

It was soon clear that Nickolas's gentleness dekté¥nd to Marika;
once outside the room she became profoundly awdnis wrath, and
on entering the sitting-room he rounded on her,atetimg to know
why she had acted contrary to his instructions.

‘Do you realize you almost ruined everything? Hambrine along a
moment later you certainly would have done so!



'l heard a crash, and then what sounded like afoalhelp,’ she
explained apologetically. 'What else could | do inuestigate?'

‘You could have ignored it! Father is always knogkthings over,
and he invariably chides himself for his clumsiness

'‘Well, | wasn't aware of that!" Marika was stuntpithe retort, even at
the risk of increasing his anger. '"You could haekpect me to know
what to do.’

Nickolas spoke very softly.

'| expected you to do as you were told. This istkin@l time that you
have disobeyed my instructions. Let me warn youmfribe start,
Marika, that when | say a thing | mean it. Youtid life much more
pleasant if you remember that and act accordinglgd without
giving her the chance to reply to that, even hasl slshed to, he
opened a jewel box which lay on the table and heidto choose one
of the rings it contained. Marika then knew a motr@nndecision.
She had not even thought about a ring, and sh&ateztichecked by
the rather frightening conviction that, once she placed his ring on
her finger she would be bound forever to this darit sinister Greek,
that he would hold her, imprisoned, never to knaedom again.

What a stupid notion! Marika gave herself a ligleake, recalling his
arrogant disdain when she'd ventured to ask ifdoédcforce her into

marriage. Nickolas no more wished to be bound tdhan she did to
him. No, some day the ring would be returned; shalevbe back in

England with her family, and Nickolas would onceiagoecome the
rather nebulous person from whom they received tieique once a
month.

He moved impatiently; Marika picked up one of thngys and tried it
on, glancing at him with considerably heightenetbauoas she did
so. His eyes glinted strangely . and she thought ddtected an



interest in her choice which seemed quite unnecgssader the
circumstances. She returned the ring to the boxchode another.

‘This one will do." She fingered it awkwardly, lieg sad and
thinking of David and of how she had vaguely expéaine day to be
wearing his ring.

‘Are you sure? That is the one you prefer?’
'‘N-no ... | like the solitaire, but it's too big.'

'‘We can soon have that put right. If you must waeang it might as
well be one you'll enjoy wearing.' He held outlmesd for the one she
had on; she passed it to him, taking the diamohthse, surprised at
his consideration, which seemed totally uncharatter 'l go into
Athens regularly, so will have it put right for yoln the meantime,
perhaps you will try to manage with it. My fathetlvexpect you to
be wearing a ring.'

‘Yes, of course.' It struck Marika that Nickolagihatended giving
her the ring before introducing her to his fatteard she sighed with
relief that the old man hadn't noticed its absefarealthough it could
easily have been explained away, she did not sepplickolas's
temper would have undergone any improvement duheagrocess.

He had ordered tea while she was upstairs, aradneaow, brought
in by an elderly woman dressed completely in bl&ike spoke to
Nickolas in Greek; he said something in returnjuding Marika's
name, and after she had put the tray on the thelevoman smiled at
Marika and said, in broken English,

'Welcome to Greece, Miss Marika.'

Marika coloured hotly at this form of address, murimg her thanks
in tones barely audible.



'‘Anna, the housekeeper,' Nickolas explained when lsd gone.
'‘Been with my family for many years; she doesn¢adp much
English." He began to pour the tea,

telling Marika to draw up a chair and sit down. Shestiffly, on the
edge of the chair, facing him.

The elegant shuttered room, its furnishings ands rdgstinctly
oriental in character; the silver tea-set and esitpieggshell china;
Nickolas, remote and cold, his face harsh in thepléight... all these
combined to give her a sense of inadequacy. Shgdekche - and
dismayed at the prospect of taking tea with Nickatawhat, she felt
sure, would be an atmosphere of silence and camistra

But, aware of her awkwardness, he spoke conversdiyoin tones
less clipped than those with which she had becamdifir. He told
more about his family, giving her a rough outlirfeéhee routine with
which she would be expected to conform.

Anna ran the house, with expert efficiency, althoublilary
sometimes supervised. However, Marika learned Klary's main
occupation was with the business; she helped Naskalgood deal,
and appeared to be an efficient and shrewd busuoesan. She
sometimes worked with Nickolas in the office, ameattive building
which Nickolas had had erected at the bottom ofgaelen. She
sometimes took over the management of a hoteldf ttanager
happened to be ill, or she could take the plackefeceptionist if the
need arose. In fact, she seemed to be invaluabiickolas, for
obviously she could turn her hand to anything.aPitas a favourite
with her cousin, and Marika suspected this was gwin her
tractability and obedience. She did almost evengor her Uncle
Stephanos and in addition helped her aged gran@matith whom
she took tea each afternoon.



Apart from commenting on her business acumen, Niskspoke

little of Hilary, though he did mention that shevae entered his
father's room. How Hilary could continue to liver&daunder those
conditions Marika did not know, and fell to wondweyiif there might

be something between her and Nickolas, after &kkrd seemed no
other reason why she should wish to remain in th@éhto which

Andreas had first brought her.

'‘Does she know that you intended bringing me baciaar - your
flancee?' Marika asked the question tentatively, ifcseemed an
impertinence to question him at all.

'l haven't seen her since | decided to producarecéie,' he said. 'She
Is at present in Corfu, taking the place of thepdionist, who is ill.’
His voice when he mentioned Hilary seemed alwaysaditain a
certain coolness, she thought. 'Like Father, shmell surprised.
Souphoula knows - she is my father's mother.' Het we to describe
Souphoula who, though nearly ninety years of ages,two proud and
independent to give up her home. Nickolas spokesofirandmother
with an underlying affection, but there was no dailat she had a
stiff, austere personality, and as Marika trietbton a mental picture
of these people with whom she must live, it seethatl Stephanos
and his niece were the only two whom she was guiriige.



CHAPTER THREE

A FORTNIGHT later Marika was sitting by the bed, reading t
Stephanos, when the sound of heavy breathing ®idhat he had
fallen asleep. She lowered her book on to herriecting on the
events of the past two weeks, and the ease witthvdiie had slipped
into the life here, adapting herself far more glyickan she would
ever have thought possible. Perhaps it was bectes®found such a
pleasant companion in Pitsa, or because Stephaubtaken her to
his heart, extending to her the kind of affectibe 8ad missed since
the death of her father. Or it could be owing te fifict that Nickolas
did not trouble her overmuch with his company. ldd Bpent a good
deal of time in Athens, on two occasions stayingroight, but often
he would start out very early in the morning antaime in time for
dinner. On those days when he remained at hontertesWas spent
either in his office or with his father. It was @lsustomary for him to
spend an hour or so with his father each evenitey dinner, and
Marika naturally went with him.

As was to be expected, she made several minor, siifasalthough
these passed unnoticed by Stephanos, they inwarablght her
darkling glances from Nickolas. She made an almweparable

blunder when one evening Stephanos decided to amessdy

relating some of the marriage customs of Greecéefdescribed the
ceremonies performed over the preparation of theriage bed

Marika, so embarrassed as to be forgetful of eliergtsave that her
engagement was only a sham, exclaimed impulsively,

'How awful! Thank goodness | shall never have totlgough all

that!" And in the silence following her words sreret not look up to
meet the amazement anddoubt that must surely hdeeed the old
man's eyes.

Nickolas laughed.



"Marika knows those customs survive only amongaibasants.'
'‘Knows? So soon... how can she?'

'‘She's a great reader, Father; surely you havadinrealized that?'
The old man's face cleared; he smiled faintly drahged the subject.

Marika sighed with relief, expecting to hear no e@bout her
mistake, but she soon guessed that even Nickolkhsek@erienced
some alarm for, once downstairs, he shook her@otighly that she
started to cry.

'Oh, Nickolas, don't! I'm sorry - it's with not begi properly engaged.’

‘That's your trouble!" he shot at her wrathfully{cu're for ever

conscious of pretence. Do you suppose you can gmromonths

pretendingwe're engaged! You andare engaged - get that firmly
fixed in your head and the rest will be easy!

‘But it's still acting a part,’ she protested, '@hdt's much more
difficult than you seem to think."'

'Rubbish! The ability to act has always been a wusmgreatest
asset!" The cynicism of that was clear, but Mam&hlained from
making any comment which, she felt sure, would amtyease his ill
humour.

Yet the lesson did her good. Fear of Nickolas, Gmlipwith her
anxiety about his father's peace of mind, spurexdda determined
effort at living the part as Nickolas had advisEdis she found easier
than anticipated, and for a short spell she baskeler fiance's
approval before again incurring his displeasure.



‘Try to show some slight measure of affectionsi@pped. 'Must you
sit there as if expecting to be beaten any momdat/2 | ever given
you reason to be afraid of me?"'

‘No. ..." she began, thinking of how he had shdiesrand then stood
over her, his face like thunder. Mechanically sineched her arms
where he had hurt them, leaving dark little bruigésch she kept
covered. 'No,' she repeated, because it was much coonfortable
not to argue with him.

'‘Well then, let me see you be a little more natural

Stephanos stirred in his slumber, jerking her bickhe present.
Closing her book, she put it on the table, thenlystéft the room,
closing the door noiselessly behind her.

Pitsa was in the sitting-room, her head bent ovewveater she was
knitting for Marika, but she glanced up with a duismile of
welcome as Marika entered.

'Is Uncle Stephanos sleeping?' Pitsa held up tm &f the sweater to
view the length.

‘Yes, but | expect he will waken shortly for higt&hall | get it?'

Marika sat on a low stool, facing Pitsa, and womdgmwhy those

brilliant dark eyes shadowed now and then asliécéhg some secret
unhappiness or disappointment. Pitsa had the saloarmg as her

cousin, but none of his arrogance. She was smadlldamty, and

seemed to occupy the whole of her time doing thingsthers. Her

attitude towards Nickolas was one of deference atnog almost to

humility; Marika felt she lacked spirit and wondeiéher cousin had
crushed any she might once have possessed.

'‘No; it's good of you to offer, but Uncle Stephahkas me to prepare
it, and take it up to him. He's a dear, but gets dddest notions
sometimes, and if | did not keep to the usual reubhie might just get



it into his head that he becomes a nuisance toShe.'spoke with a
slight accent which lent an added charm to heerdtbsky voice; she
also occasionally muddled her sentences, and tlask# found
equally attractive. 'The colour, it suits you, sRitvent on, holding the
knitting up against Marika. ‘Nickolas might thirtks too bright, but
he will give your way to you, because he is in love

In love? How little she knew! Marika felt a hypderi Pitsa was so
sweet and sincere that it seemed wicked to debeinévarika would
have liked to confide in her, but instead she nosettl something that
had puzzled her from the first.

‘You did not seem surprised when Nickolas introduo® as his
flancee - at least, not as surprised as | expgciedo be.'

Pitsa wound the knitting round her needles anckgtue ball of wool
on the end.

'l was surprised - very much, because Nickolasieasr been serious
with anyone before.'

'‘But you didn't show it; you didn't ask him all taestions | would
have asked had | been in your place.'

'‘Question Nickolas?' She sent Marika a glance otlskd reproof. 'l
would never take such a liberty. Nickolas's affa@se nothing to do
with me. No, | would not ask him intimate questidike that.’

'l cannot see that there would have been any hargour being
curious," Marika said reasonably, then decidedrap dhe subject,
lest Pitsa should expedter to explain. 'Have you never had
boy-friend, Pitsa?' she asked, thinking of David ammndering if he
would reply to her letter.



Pitsa's face clouded and her eyes darkened with Hhd of
unhappiness that had puzzled Marika on severalsamta She
appeared hesitant about replying.

'l did have one, but Nickolas made me give him up.'

'‘Why?' asked Marika, frowning, and again that Isilgnce as Pitsa
hesitated.

'He is - what do you say for it ? - a rake. Butmaildn't be if we were
married,' she added hastily. 'He has pillow frierlg all single men
do in Greece. | think it unfair of Nickolas, becausdaresaye has
had many pillow friends, too.'

'‘P-pillow friends?'

'l do not know what you say for them in Englandrhaps your men
do not have them, because | have heard they ar@ld6

Marika flushed at the casual way in which Pitsakspashe felt
surprised, too, for Pitsa seemed all innocence.

‘Nickolas has - pillow friends?' For one fleetingment she allowed
her imagination free rein. Nickolas, so grim andoidding. Who

could possibly want him for a pillow friend? Sheudbered visibly
and Pitsa hastened to reassure her.

'He had them - | should think - but he won't hahea now. You will

never need to have anxiety about Nickolas, so demnit upset you,
Marika. The Loukas men are traditionally faithf@he smiled, her
sadness gone, or hidden, and after putting the teweavay in a
drawer, she went out to the kitchen to preparaihele's tea.

Marika reflected for a while on what Pitsa had tdidr, and
remembering what Nickolas had said about her nioigbalowed to
go far without a chaperone, she wondered how Ragamanaged to



meet the young man in the first place. But it didequire much effort
to imagine Nickolas's reaction on discovering wivas going on.
Pitsa must have had a most unpleasant time. Yak#laad to agree
that Nickolas was right in putting an end to thiaiaf for it would not
be good for Pitsa to marry a man like that. Shekesl someone far
better. Marika thought once again about David anddered, with a
tightening of the muscles in her throat, if he hadpillow friends.
What did it matter if he had? What difference comilthake to her
now? And yet she knew that deep down inside, stelstrished the
hope that they would one day be together.

Half an hour later Pitsa reappeared. Stephanoalhaakt finished his
tea and had told Pitsa he could manage to remavé&dly himself.
Hesitating uncertainly for a moment, Pitsa theredsMarika if she
would care to accompany her to Souphoula's fotl teaver like
leaving you to take tea on your own,' she addeerhdps when
Nickolas is not so busy he will try and be at hanee.'

'He does have tea with me quite often. Thank youHe invitation,
Pitsa, but i'm afraid | have not made a hit withurygrandmother.’
Marika spoke with regret. 'l sometimes wonder i€ shslikes the
English.’

'It is her way; she is cold and stern, but shertmdsanything against
your people. Here in Greece we very much like thgligh." Pitsa
smiled - as most people smiled at you in Greeaight Marika.

She had been into the village several times witkaPialways there
had been the curious stares, the questions shBits#t, then the
inevitable smile of warmth and welcome for Mariladelf. Already
she had a great admiration for the Greeks. Thinkintdpe disasters
which had so often overtaken them, she marvellad ttiey could
have remained so inherently cheerful. Nickolas sekim many ways
the exception, being taller, for one thing. Few raba had seen were
as tall as he, and many were short and ratherystdikkolas also



lacked the warmth, the responsiveness of the agdéagek, but he
lacked, too, that innate curiosity which provedigzoncerting to the
average foreigner. On the one occasion when shevdratdred out
alone, Marika had not only been subjected to mugstoning - in

surprisingly good English - but had actually beenched and even
prodded. It would seem almost as if they were gryomdiscover what
she was made of!

Pitsa waited hopefully; Marika, deciding at lengthgo with her,
went upstairs to tidy her hair.

Mrs. Loukas lived about a quarter of a mile alohg toad, in the
direction of the village. She owned a small cottaphe end of a row.
Like all the houses in the village, it stood pextba its rocky terrace,
an atom in a world ftf endless space and towernags The sun,
dropping swiftly, cast into a strange brilliance timassive peaks of
the Phaedriades, truly 'The Shining Ones'. Fromst®ee a vague,
elusive mist blew in to hover across the olive-fada@ain of
Amphissa, and overhead the eagles planed and sdodbeir
shadows dark against the glowing heights.

The cottage, unimposing and sparsely furnished, glasmy and
cold, yet suited to perfection its owner. She sptight in a
high-backed chair, her full black gown touching tloer. In her lined
and sunken face only the eyes seemed alive, hpamicing, with all
the frigid hauteur so pronounced in the eyes ofgnandson.

Evincing no surprise at Marika's appearance, sb&esphn English
throughout the meal. When Marika would have gonésdlp Pitsa
with the dishes the old woman called her back.

'‘Come here, child,’ she ordered, and Marika moesttdntly towards
her. 'Why are you afraid of me?’

'I'm n-not," lied Marika, startled by the womanisiden interest.



Souphoula considered her for a long moment.

‘Give me your hands.' Marika obeyed, though wilbhatance. The
swollen knuckle bones, shining through the parchimskin,

nauseated her. '‘Never think me ungrateful. | déagt owe you a
great debt. My grandson - he blackmailed you. & tiot what you
would say in England?'

Marika smiled faintly at that.

‘Nickolas had been giving us money for years. Heeiyg¢hreatened
to stop the allowance unless | complied with higuest. That can
hardly be termed blackmail.'

The piercing eyes flickered strangely.

Tou consider his action justifiable?' The knottedgérs lightly
caressed the backs of Marika's hands. Marika sthoech at her, so
firm and erect, despite her great age. The blaek still flickered.

‘My father would have wished me to come,' said k&aguietly.

'l believe he would. My son often spoke of him, anmih deep
affection. He was a good man, | think." Her gazeab® intent. ‘It
must have been a wrench to leave your mother atels!'.

Unwilling to mention the lack of affection in hearhily, Marika said
nothing, but she felt the old woman would readdience. If she did,
she obviously had no desire to embarrass Marikasfie again
mentioned her gratitude. And then, releasing M&ikends, she
listened for a moment to the sounds coming from khiehen,

Satisfied that her granddaughter was fully occumatth her task,
Souphoula said, in tones devoid of emotion,



'You have probably already discovered that the lasek are not a
demonstrative family; nevertheless, our feelings \goy deep.
Nickolas is just as grateful to you as | am.’

A smile of amusement curved Marika's lips, and Hark eyes
twinkled. Nickolas had an odd way of showing hisatjude!
Marika's expression was not lost on Souphoulalaadiint of a smile
hovered on her own lips as she stated drily,

'So he's been bullying you already, though novssty, | gather. He
has a short temper, that one, which can be modeasgnt. Not a
Loukas trait, must have got it from his mother. D&t it disturb you,
child. Nickolas becomes dangerous only when hiseanig

suppressed.'

The entrance of Pitsa precluded any continuatioth@fsubject, but
Marika's eyes remained on the old woman's facanewag it in a
new light.

And she knew without any doubt that here was somete could
trust. The knowledge gave her confidence and aesehsecurity.
Hadn't Nickolas said that, should his grandmotikerher, she'd have
found a staunch and sincere friend? Marika knewnicisvely that
there was more than gratitude in those black eyesknowledge
brought a smile of satisfaction to her face, arelsdw to her surprise
an answering smile come swiftly to the older worsdip's.

Dinner, never a pleasant meal, took place that irgeim an
atmosphere of constraint.

Nickolas had heard that Pitsa had been seen taiiAgolphos, her
former boy-friend, in the village. They had met tlyance, Pitsa
asserted, frightened by the expression on hergsusaice. He clearly
believed her to be lying, and Marika thought so, for she recalled
the occasion.



Pitsa had suggested they go to the museum, but wWisnwere
almost there she made the excuse that she'd sarpeist to do.
Marika thought nothing of that until, over half laour later, Pitsa had
arrived at the museum looking extremely agitated auilty.
Moreover, she had nothing in her hand but her puidaough
puzzled at the time, Marika had quickly forgottée incident, for
Pitsa did not, of course, confide in her.

Even Marika felt herself trembling as she lookewbas at Nickolas.
He was concerned about protecting his cousin, beifelt his anger
to be out of all proportion. How could any harm &ota Pitsa simply
by her holding a conversation with Adolphos doweréhin the busy
village - in the middle of the day ?

The meal over, they all went upstairs to sit forwhile with
Stephanos, but Pitsa soon went to bed. Marika woale loved to
go to her, but as she usually remained until Niakdlimself left his
father, any departure from the routine would haved explained.

For some time after Pitsa left silence reignedhie toom as each
became absorbed in thought. The old man spoke first

‘Little one, | have decided while | am lying hefs. you will one day
marry my son | wish that you will begin to call fRather.'

Startled, Marika sought guidance from Nickolas. dlb&tephanos
Father would surely be carrying the deception &o f

‘Marika will certainly do as you wish," said Nickslcalmly. 'Isn't that
so, my love?"

'"Yes - of course.' A flush rose and on seeingdtdll man smiled.

'‘We embarrass you, | see. But you will not fingat difficult, my
child, for already there is an affection betweendas't you agree?’



Yes, she agreed. She had been profoundly awatdrofm the first,
for she never felt happier than when sitting by lhesl, talking, or
reading to him from one of the books she had browgth her. Most
of all, she enjoyed listening to his numerous talieancient Greece,
of the gods and the mythology. He described plabe&l read about
in a way that made them live, in a way that filkezt with a yearning
to go out and explore their wonders for herselbnfrhim she learned
that the road they had come along from Levadiadipl) was one of
the most romantic roads in all Greece. Nickolas p@idted out the
mighty barren slopes of Mount Parnassus, and @tdhe names of
other heights, but little else. He did not mentilbat they passed the
lonely crossroads where Oedipus had so tragic#diyn $is own
father, thus fulfilling the prophecy given by thea®le. He had told
her nothing of the ancient history and legend cotete with the
region, or even how Apollo came, first to the gufifCorinth, in the
form of a dolphin, and then to Delphi where, slaythe monster
Python, he snatched the Sanctuary from Ghea, thie gaddess, and
made himself god, of Parnassus and conductor ddthele.

The old man, with all the Greek's intense love isf dountry, had
expressed surprise that Nickolas had apparentiyntaé little interest
in his fiancee. Marika, aware of her mistake ineading the
omission, had tried to explain that Nickolas hadrbextremely tired
by the long journey, so could not be expected &b ife a talkative
mood. While partly agreeing with her, Stephanod afpeared
troubled by his son's lack of interest in her, esdly when he
discovered she had never been out of the villaag nlot, in fact, even
been to the archaeological site.

'He's so busy, and often doesn't get in till Id#grika had hastily
excused her fiance's conduct, for a frown had apgean the old
man's brow that gave her a feeling of guilt. 'l ganwith Pitsa, or by
myself, for that matter.'" Strange, she thought, hbweemed of
tremendous importance that Nickolas should accognpan on her
first visit to the shrine. She recalled the momesien, standing



beside him, enthralled by the infinite scene ofdong crags and
untamed heights, of olive groves and dark ravisikes had been filled
with that sense of isolation and timelessness.rmidmment would live

for ever in her memory, so indelibly had it beemprassed upon her
mind ... a moment she would have shared with noetse not even
David.

The desire to visit the ruins, surpassed only bgéon the Acropolis
in Athens, had at times been so strong that testréisbecame a
physical and mental strain.

Yet, for some reason which she could not possikyeen, she had to
wait until Nickolas fulfilled his promise and todler there himself.

Unaware now, as she sat by the bed, of her wistfolession, Marika
looked up in surprise when the old man mentioned it

‘You are not all contentment, my child, and thatesause Nickolas
has neglected you.' His eyes were anxious as heduo his son.
‘Marika tells me you have not once taken her oidk®as, and that is
neither thoughtful nor kind. Remember the littleeas a stranger
among us; you must not leave her to her own ressuike this.'

It had never occurred to Marika that the old mambddret over his
son's lack of interest in her; much less did sheeekhim to mention
it. But he had done so, and in a way which gavertipgession she'd
been complaining about her life's being dull. Thexhaps, would not
have troubled Nickolas in the least; what did tteubim was his
father's peace of mind had been disturbed. Thatksbw, he would
not have, and she trembled at the prospect ofdh@aishment to
come.

'I'm sorry, my dear.' Nickolas reached across thé &dd Marika
extended her hand, putting it into his. The getdtess, the gesture,
both so typical of the lover, contrasted sharplthvine look he gave



her. 'There have been several problems demandingttention
recently, but | think | can now take some daysioforder to show
you around. You must let me know where you wisgdo

The promise evidently satisfied his father, forlag back on the
pillows, contentment on his face.

"You must take her into Athens - isn't that wheya wish to go first,
my daughter?'

'l. . .." Flushing at the way he addressed her,fshesilent with
embarrassment. Her wide eyes travelled from Nickslanpassive
countenance to the tranquil face of the man orb#te and she felt
trapped. Although still glad she had come, she eapeed a sense of
deep foreboding which caused her to withdraw hedhand rub it
hard, as if to erase the touch of the strong brimgers that had so
firmly clasped it. Arrogance glinting, Nickolas whed her action,
but it escaped his father, who waited in placidrsse for an answer to
his question. 'If Nickolas will come with me to tkée | shall be
satisfied,’ she murmured, though all her anticgrgtiher childish
excitement at the prospect, had been quelled bkribe/ledge that
Nickolas would accompany her only to please hiedatWhy this
insistence that he should take her? she wonderath.ayvhat
difference could it make whether she went with hititsa or, as he
had at first suggested, on her own, tagging aloitiy avgroup, and a
guide ?

But that would mean crowds and movement. She'd tteecoaches
unload their tourists by the hundred, heard thessant chatter of
French, Italians, Germans,

Americans All had their guides; all appeared conte view the
most superlative, most incredibly beautiful ancisité in Greece in
an atmosphere of noise and confusion of tonguessnafpping
cameras and intolerable heat. She would nevet saethe first time



under those conditions. No, she must go afterinda had departed
- and, whatever the reason, she must go with Naskol

The old man had dozed, and silence crept into dwnr An

opportunity to escape, for tonight, anyway, hendels reprimand,
she thought as, softly, she asked him if she mgghto bed. He
nodded, but as she opened the door Stephanos \woke u

'‘Are you going, child?' he asked. "To bed?'
'Yes, if you don't mind. | feel tired."
Stephanos then said curiously,

'‘Don't you two kiss each other goodnight?'

‘Naturally, Father, when we have left you,' canmedhick and calm
response from Nickolas. 'We usually leave togethsryou know,
and therefore say our good- nights downstairstenided following
Marika, had you not wakened. As it is—' He pausestljong enough
to warn her. 'Come here, darling.. . .’

Hot colour flooded her cheeks. She watched, fasmihaas he
approached her from the other side of the bed; trerstopped,
waiting. The real command lay in his glance; Marikar heart
pounding, walked slowly towards him.

His embrace began gently enough, and the touchsdigs was a
mere caress. But, looking up into the dark andstniface, which
held all the pitiless arrogance of the sun god BlfnsdVarika
shuddered her revulsion.

An insult. . . and vengeance followed swiftly.

She could not move for a moment, when he releasedbht stared
up at him, bruised and shaken, her lips quiveriitgopsly. The



memory of David's boyish kisses brought tears tcelges. So gentle
they were, and timid. On her cheek or on her healy on her
mouth.

As Nickolas moved away she surprised the expressidms father's
face; with a gasp of horror she realized that, idedpis illness,
despite his growing affection for her, he had dbtuderived a
sadistic pleasure from his son's treatment of her.

Barbarians — both of them! Without another word #ed along to
her room and, slamming the door, turned the kekierock.

Flinging back the curtains, she opened the windaegvstood looking
out, over the sacred plain with its vast expanseligé trees, to the
distant twinkling lights of Itea. The breeze blealdcand cleansing
on her lips, but her body still trembled with thewnemotion that
engulfed her. Something had happened ... sometamifying. No
longer the desire to visit the shrine with Nickolts be alone with
him in the moonlight - or at any other time, foatimatter.

David's letter arrived a few days later. Nickokagurious expression
on his face, was examining the handwriting as Martame
downstairs. He handed it to her, noticing the blukith had become
familiar. His attitude towards her had changedhghgsince that
night when he had so brutally kissed her. The amog had
diminished, and he adopted an air of mocking amesénvhenever
the blush appeared. Marika, fully conscious thaplaged with her,
knew also that he enjoyed his game. Taking therlethe caressed it
almost lovingly; the only letter she'd receivednfrcengland, for
neither her mother nor her sisters had yet repiexhy of hers.

With a sinking heart she saw that Pitsa had alréadyher breakfast
and gone along to Souphoula's to do the tidyingNipkolas had



decided to have a few days' holiday and this wasdfitt of them.
Normally he had gone out before Marika came downshse rarely
had the ordeal of taking a meal alone with him.tiRgtthe letter
beside her plate, she poured the coffee. Nickahsorbed in his
newspaper, murmured a perfunctory 'thank you' aspslssed his
coffee to him before helping herself to rolls andtér.

At length he lowered his paper.
‘Aren't you going to read your letter?"

Wondering at his interest, she picked it up anttble envelope,
wishing he'd resume his reading. But he continuedvatch her
closely as she scanned the four large sheets,isgippuch until she
reached the end. And then, her face glowing, she the letter
through once more, carefully absorbing its welcaoatents, not
caring whether Nickolas watched her or not.

'‘May | ask who writes to give you so much pleasure?
‘From David," she answered naively. 'He's my bewpfii'
A momentary frown darkened his brow, then he ladghdright.

‘This must be the first time any girl has told hance that she's had a
letter from her boy-friend!

The laugh transformed his face. The firmness reeshiwithout the
arrogance, the amusement without the mockery. Songestirred
within her; she felt wary, afraid, and bewilderdicaaonce.

'‘We're not really engaged, though,' she pointed 'satit doesn't
matter.'

Nickolas cocked an eyebrow.



'l told you, my dear, to remember, always, thatase. While my
father lives you and | are inextricably bound tcleather."'

While his father lived. ... Marika frowned. Thereesned something
morally wrong in waiting for someone to die so thla¢ could be free
to live her own life.

'‘Can't he ever get better?' she asked on a nedoEss,

'No."' Nickolas hesitated, and then asked if sheldvoare to tell him
about her boy-friend.

Knowing full well his reason for changing the sudbjeshe talked at
some length about David, and when she had finidfieklolas had
learned all there was to learn about their relatgm

‘Do you really believe this boy is serious abouti3/che asked with
some amusement.

'l did at first, and then | didn't,' she admittdglt his letter is full of
apologies for what he said on the day | came awhglieved then
that it was all over; he likes me again now becégssays in his letter
that he missed me when I'd gone, and now he's\dised he'd rather
have me than all the girls at college.' Her eyemstbecause David
had never said anything like that before. Nicksldaehe sounded
strangely gentle as he said,

'‘As you know, my father could live for two years. this David
willing to wait that long?'

'‘He knows about your father. In any case, he has than two years
to do at college.

‘At the end of that time you will marry?' His voiseunded amused
again and he waited, curiously, for her reply.



'He hasn't asked me to marry him, but - yes, | etxpe shall marry
some day.'

‘You do not sound too sure,' he said and, takingruprnate silver
basket containing the bread rolls, held it outeén Mechanically, she
took a roll, but made no effort J;o eat it. 'Mageais a thing over
which you have to be very sure, my child, and yost young—' He
paused as if recalling some incident with regteh afraid | hadn't
realized just how young.' With a sigh which appdawgally out of

character, he picked up his paper Snd once moanieabsorbed in
it.

When, later, Anna came to clear away the dishegikislaaid she
would go upstairs and read to Stephanos as usual.

'‘We'll go into Athens tomorrow, and stay the nigkaid Nickolas.

'I'm sure you would like to do some shopping. Atteat we shall be
free to do our sightseeing.' For today, he wentherd potter about
the garden, spend some time with his father, asd ehtch up on
some letter writing. Marika could only stare. Nevad he been so
human, or spoken to her in those tones, and ahe¢ she realized
just how tired he looked.

'It was Father's idea,' she said apologeticallsufipose | must have
given him some reason for thinking | felt myselfgrezted, but it
wasn't intentional. | wouldn't expect you to giyeyour time for me.’

He made no immediate reply, for Anna had reappeaneddbegun
loading the tray again.

'Father is right,' he said when Anna had goneaviemeglected you.
While he might live for two years, it is most urdlig. It would be a
pity if you returned to England having seen stelitif Greece.'

He not only looked tired but sounded it, too, andrikha spoke on
Impulse, in the most natural, easy manner she Wadused to him.



'It doesn't matter, Nickolas; | can go some otheet You drive into
Athens and back so often, and it's too much. | dicather you stayed
around and took a good rest—' She broke off, bitweg lip as
Nickolas put in smoothly,

'l may have insisted on your acting as if we weidly engaged, but |
must also insist on your remembering where youlareny country
the women do not give the orders.’

Snubbed, Marika turned away, but before she reatheddoor
Nickolas informed her that, there being a full mothrey would visit
the ruins that evening. She turned, the colournihggler face.

'l don't want to go, after all, she told him ifosvvoice. 'At least, not
tonight. | can go with Pitsa.

A curious expression entered his eyes. He spokerrgently.
‘Come here.’

Marika shook her head.

Your father is waiting.'

'‘Come here, Marika.' But he went to her, made tugeso take her
hands, then changed his mind. "You have nothirfgan | shall not
hurt you.'

She brought her head up with a little start of sag

'l don't expect you will,' she returned, because seemed the polite
thing to say.

'l frightened you the other night—' For a brief sp#he familiar hard
light glinted, and his voice was cruel. 'Never ihgse again, Marika.'



'‘No. ..." Very close he came, and very strong lesird to step back.
But she checked it, having no wish to see again téraible fury
unleashed. 'I'm sorry - | didn't think we'd have.tokiss.'

‘Twice you insulted me. No woman has ever beforesicered my
touch unclean.’

So that was it - just hurt pride! It seemed notyord excuse his
conduct, but also to bring her unqualified relief.

'I'm sorry,' she repeated, thinking of what Pitad baid about pillow
friends, and wondering if he had had lots of wonte&ome day one
particular woman would be the last, and from thenhe would
follow the Loukas tradition. .. and remain forevaithful.



CHAPTER FOUR

THE moon floating in a stainless sky, the silveredkréace of the
Phaedriades and the valley of the Pleistus beythredmystic hush
enveloping the sacred precincts, all combinedye dlarika a sense
of timelessness, of eternality. To murmur, to bréek silence even
by the merest whisper, would seem like sacrilege.

Again she was poised in isolation, once more tha p&rapture
caught her throat. Surely no place in all eartheaven could surpass
this!

She looked up at the man beside her, his profilshhan the

moonlight, his shoulders erect. The thin lips weeeit; she

remembered their cruelty. He turned as if compdiletder prolonged
stare and she saw the deep lines about his mbwatiowering brow,

adding to the impression of intensity and powegodl himself! But

not the god Apollo, not the sun god. Hades, perhdpdes who had
dragged Persephone into the blackness of the Underw. to be his
bride.

The air, intoxicating and clear - even for Greet¢eok on a sudden
chill; she shivered, and Nickolas, in tones of ljrweiled authority,
told her to fasten her coat.

Standing amid the ruins of the holy shrine, ongbet proclaimed by
Zeus to be the Navel of the Earth, Marika founddifficulty in
understanding why the ancient Greeks came to rdgalghi as the
very centre of the world. For in the solemn gramaduhe landscape
lay a sense of the ultimate, as if from the fartlesremities of the
earth all roads must finally terminate in this saicplace.

She and Nickolas, on their way from the villaged bradden the path
of the suppliants of long ago, past the Kastaljjnng, gushing forth
from the deep ravine of the Phaedriades, alongahgh and rocky



Sacred Way, once lined with magnificent statuesarble, bronze
and gold, past the treasuries, in ancient timegibglwith riches
from every part of the known world. And they hadneoat last to the
Temple of Apollo, to the spot where the priestesting on the
divine tripod, announced the Oracle to all who caongeek advice.

They had spoken very little - though Nickolas hagblained to
Marika the original layout of the Sanctuary - asdlzey stood there,
In a setting of moon-pale heights, with all arotimeim the breathless
hush and haunting echoes of a distant past, neidesned inclined to
break the silence.

But at length Marika stirred restlessly, and Nigsoglanced down at
her once more.

Are you cold?' he asked softly. ‘Shall we go back?'

‘Not yet. .. .' Odd that, having become afraid eing alone with
Nickolas, she now wished this night could go ondwer, into the
mists of eternity. But there was a gentleness abnttonight that
disturbed her profoundly, that caused her heara¢e and her mind
to fumble with some strange intangible yearninge $tought of
David, and longed for a return to that uncomplidatdationship, to
be free of this magnetism which Nickolas had beguaxert upon
her.

After that first snub, he'd been almost eager tkem# to her for it,
and he'd been kind and attentive the whole dayy Ha¢ with his
father after lunch; Nickolas put an arm about Heutders as they
left the room. .Merely for effect, to satisfy thiel onan, yet his hands
were gentle on her shoulders and his smile heldnitalas, once
outside the room, he thanked her for the attergthad given his
father. He had then gone out to the garden; MaoKawed later
expecting him to be working, but he lay in a clzid seemed to be
fast asleep. She stood looking down at him, a bngpelxpression in



her eyes. For the first time she saw his face pose, and felt a
stirring of her senses, an obscure desire. ...

He had opened his eyes; smiled at her confusiorayAfnom the
cares and problems of his work he seemed a tatdfsrent person
as, patting the chair beside him, he had said,

'‘Get yourself some tan. You look out of place wftat pale skin.'

For the early part of the afternoon she had lagmethlistening to the
incessant chirping of the cicadas, and lulled atmoghe point of
sleep by the caressing warmth of the breeze. Naskbhd brought
out iced drinks, then insisted on her returningoog. She must
acquire a tan gradually, in readiness for the meat of the summer.

Aware that they no longer had the place to theneseMarika looked
round, surprised at the number of couples who Ippe@a@ed. Some
sat on the steps of the amphitheatre, as if awgitia performance of
one of the ancient Greek tragedies; others wandenaéssly among
the ruins, hand in hand, or arms entwined. Loveasheying
memories, in the world's most romantic setting.

Marika heard someone say knowledgably,

‘This is where the Pythia inhaled the vapours wiseht her into a
trance. She then re-told what Apollo had dictatelér.’

The spell had been broken; Marika sighed for iss Jdhen with a
smile at Nickolas she said, prosaically,

‘Do you really believe she could predict - or weadllia fraud?'
He opened his mouth to speak, then hesitated.

'l wonder what you wish me to say?' was the surmyisejoinder. 'l
believe | must not shatter your illusions.’



Marika laughed.

'Father has already done that. He maintains it ala®ne great
conspiracy - that the priests of Delphi had thpies everywhere. He
says that when the Pythia went into a trance hetemogs were
incoherent, and that the priests interpreted thersuit their own
ends.'

‘Well, that may or may not be true,’ said Nickold3ut great
confidence in the Delphic Oracle must have existed,the city
flourished in wealth and fame for many centuries.’

'‘Oh, many of the predictions did prove to be tiierodotus mentions
them, but he also refers to some which were not."

'‘Herodotus! Is that what you read ? Where did yeut§' he wanted
to know, staring down at her in surprise.

'‘From Souphoula; she has lots of books like that=nglish.'
'‘Ah, yes.' His face cleared. 'My grandfather'seaxilbn.’

'l want to learn as much about Greece as | candéfgo home,' she
said, and silence fell between them. Marika broksaying she found
it more satisfying and exciting to believe in trexacity of the Oracle.

'‘Most people do," he agreed. 'The game of makeeuaels often
satisfying, especially to the young.'

'l hope | shall never grow too old for the gamenaike- believe,' she
returned seriously, and a rather sardonic smileezlhis lips.

'l do not think you will, Marika, but sometimes tlgame of
make-believe can have very disappointing resulesn&nber that,
my dear.'



She felt somehow that he referred to her relatipnsith David, and
wished she hadn't told him about it, for he treatesb lightly. Her
friendships were not his affair ~certainly he hadright to deride
them.

More people had come on to the site. The templeshat remained
of it, seemed almost crowded, and Nickolas sugdesiey go back
home and come along another night.

They'd come often, she knew that instinctively, 4tk she wished to
prolong this first visit.

‘Can we stay ... just a little while?' she pleaa@thout much hope of
being indulged. 'lI'd like to go right up therethe top of the theatre.'

‘Very well." He smiled at her quick glance of sispr And, as they
began to climb up the seats of the vast amphithgatou had better
give me your hand, in case you slip.'

She put her hand in his, remembering how she anddCedways
strolled along like this and, unconsciously hegérs curled in the
most natural manner round those of Nickolas befitwehing hotly,
she realized what she had done. Her instinct wasittedraw her
hand altogether, but, with that savage reprisaligd and recent in
her mind, she kept her fingers where they were. Afer a little
while, stealing a sidelong glance, she surpriséitieer of emotion
on his face and at the same time felt the sligépaoasive pressure of
his touch.

Reaching the top, they turned to gaze down atdhd twisting and
snaking round the spurs and ridges of the moung&he. thought of
the journey from the airport, gasping as she redlizt was a mere
four weeks ago. It seemed ages since she hadngfaid, since she
had seen her mother and the twins, and David. .. .



Again that sense of timelessness, of massive catinspace. How
was Nickolas affected by it all? Had he becomessaluo this earthly
paradise that he took it for granted? Could heongér be intoxicated
by its grandeur?

Standing erect, head and shoulders above her, ed gzlently
across the barren, fretted landscape, dominatéuehyreat Parnassus
- sombre, mysterious guardian of this hallowed .spot

Marika, strangely content, knew that Nickolas wadensely
perceptive of all he saw; never would he becomeunmato the spell
woven countless ages ago by his pagan ancestorsy memain
unmoved by the overwhelming impact of the wild rsifescenery
and eagle crags of Parnassus.

And what of this sense of timelessness, of beingt,spended

between heaven and earth ? Did he experienceol, Rerhaps she
would never know. She could not imagine an occasiben she

could ask him about it.

'‘Can we sit down?' she whispered, and he merelgiethd

The temple, seen from this height, seemed more smgp more
awe-inspiring than ever. And that was strange,tsbaght, because
so little of the original structure remained.

With the sudden realization that Nickolas stillcheer hand, Marika
felt the strength and warmth of his clasp. She mmeceeslaxed and
completely at her ease.

'‘Long ago, before the dawn of time,” she murmursditly,
reverently, 'Zeus the king of heaven sent out tagies from opposite
ends of the earth. They met here. And so Zeus kedvaisacred stone,
the Omphalos, to show that this was the centréefaorld.’ A little
silence followed her words; she sensed a new, ahindelgence in



her fiance and added on a sudden, childish impUilsd, me about
Apollo, Nickolas.'

You sound extremely well-informed," he returnedldiPerhaps you
should tell me the story.’

Quite true, she was well-informed. What with Mr.ukas and Pitsa,
Souphoula and her books, it was impossible noetmime absorbed
in the history and mythology of this, the most fahoé all the ancient
Greek oracular sanctuaries. But she wished to theastory from

Nickolas, and she told him so. He hesitated and Marika felt she

could almost hear him say, 'This is your evening@oonce, | shall

indulge your every whim'.

His voice, now lacking the familiar clipped, shaedge, seemed
gradually to take on a gentleness which added tedmse of quiet
and ease. So well did he relate the story, so wdwdhe make the
events, that Marika forgot for a while her surroumgd, the

mountains and the moon, the people gathered beltheitemple, as
she followed Leto in her unhappy wanderings, seagcfor a haven
in which to bring forth her immortal children, Anes and Apollo.

Seduced by Zeus, and therefore hated by Hera, ifes keto fled
from one island to another, but with Hera's wrailgseatly feared,
she found herself repeatedly turned away. To adtketasufferings,
Leto was harassed by the Python, whom Hera hadsentsue her.
At last Zeus, in his pity, sent the sea god, Paseitb conduct Leto to
the island of Delos, where her twins were born.

Everything shone with Apollo's brilliance, which sleed all over the
island. So arrived the god of purity, whose first was to slay the
Python, leaving it to rot on the southern slop&lofint Parnassus.

‘That was the Greek manifestation of the power ightl over
darkness,' Marika interrupted impulsively. 'l thitik lovely!



Being the son of Zeus, Apollo knew the will of lfegher - 'l will tell
the people the right advice of Zeus' he promised,established the
Oracle at Delphi.

So rich did the city become that there were ‘feredtstatues’, and
even when three thousand were stolen the city wasdbmeans
depleted.

By the time Nickolas had finished his story Marikad again
returned to her surroundings, her concentrated ¢jaed on the
temple below. Apollo's most sacred domain!

‘Nickolas, wouldn't it be wonderful to turn bacletblock, just for a
few minutes, to see what it was all like!'

He smiled faintly and said,
‘Would you consult the Oracle?'

'Yes ... | suppose | would,' she returned withugla 'But what could
| ask it?'

'‘About your future, of course.' His smile deepeasche played the
game with her. "Towards the end, when theOraclarég decline,

people asked all sorts of frivolous questions asirfstance, "Whom
shall I marry? Whom shall | marry? Did she wantrtarry David?

Yes, that was what she wanted, and yet. . ..

Silence came between them; a chill entered theaadr Marika
shivered, genuinely cold this time. Releasing handy Nickolas
stood up, saying, with all his former curtness,

'‘We must go, otherwise it will be too late for avfeninutes with
Father. | promised him we would go in when we meal:’



'Pitsa, tell me about Andreas.' Marika stood ati®eiroom window
looking down at Nickolas and Hilary, standing tdgetby the car.
Nickolas held a duster, and every now and thendwddistop talking
and give the car a rub, though apparently withatliee energy or
interest.

To Marika's bitter disappointment Nickolas had bderced to

postpone their visit to Athens. The manager ohbil in Corfu had

been taken ill and Nickolas himself had gone ov¢ake charge until
his return. Nickolas was away a fortnight, and whencame back
Hilary was with him. She stood beside him now, afggeven in

shorts and a sun top. Marika, remembering thatdaskhad said her
sisters were like Hilary, noticed her fair beauhdahat poise and
confidence which seemed always to be so attrattiveen.

He stood smiling at Hilary and, with a little catofi her breath,
Marika knew that his eyes held affection.

It was a week since Nickolas had brought her h@nd,during that
time they had been so friendly, so companionalblat it seemed
iImpossible to believe there was nothing betweemtt@dd, thought
Marika, that Nickolas should be friendly with hénowing how
bitterly his father hated her.

What Nickolas had told Hilary about his engagenMatika did not
know. After a rather intense scrutiny Hilary hacpieed an attitude
of indifference towards her, treating her at tiraksost as if she were
an intruder.

Waiting for Pitsa's reply, Marika sensed the otfidls reluctance to
speak, and turned inquiringly.

‘Hilary's husband ?' began Pitsa, looking uncorafdet She had
come up to bring her uncle's tea, and Marika hdddther in to look



at some bright woollen bags she had ¢ bought irciAeaa, for her
sisters' birthday. 'He was killed in an accident."'

‘Yes, | know. Was he like Nickolas?' She knew Pitsald not care
to talk about Nickolas's brother, yet Marika coulot contain her
curiosity.

'He was ... kinder than Nickolas,' came the hesrgoly. 'l think he
was too soft, too - what do you say? - lenienthwiltlary. In Greece
always it is the man who is the— Oh, dear,' shéeshmather wanly at
Marika. 'l do not speak your language very wdlhitk. In Greece the
man must always be the - big one ?'

‘The master?' suggested Marika, turning once neogaze down into
the garden.

‘That is it. But Hilary would not have that at all-Ritsa broke off, a
faint flush rising in her pallid cheeks; obviousdhe felt she had
already said too much.

Still Marika wished to pursue the matter, though klad no idea of
the reason. She explained to Pitsa that she wagmssession of
certain information regarding the Loukas familyilitg her about

Elaine, who had taught in Athens and had beendiyewith the

Pantelides family, who had since moved from Del@lfier learning

this Pitsa seemed more willing to talk about Andredno, though
resembling his brother in looks and build, compietacked his

strength of character. Pitsa's words were care@hibsen, but, owing
to her inability at times to find the appropriatethrod of explaining,
she revealed much more than was her intention.

Andreas had clearly been infatuated with Hilaryd lexen married
her against the advice of his family. Her extravenga her affairs
with other men and her growing contempt for heiblansl had at last
driven him to a state bordering on hysteria. Aféeparticularly



violent quarrel he had rushed out, got into the aad driven like a
madman on an icy, treacherous mountain road.

There was no doubt that Hilary, though indirectligs responsible
for her husband's death, just as Mr. Loukas hachtaiaed. Yet
Nickolas could adopt this friendly - no, more tifaendly - attitude
towards her! Had it been any other man Marika c@ddaps have
understood. But such apparent forgiveness seemembrgoary to
Nickolas's character, in fact, Marika would haveerbear less
surprised to learn that he had deliberately gorteobinis way to
punish Hilary for her treatment of his brother.

The pupils of Marika's eyes became intense andamdhe watched
Hilary laughingly take the duster from Nickolas and away at
some mark she had apparently discovered. Nickataslssmiling
and watching.

Marika, twisting the ring on her finger, reflectémr a moment on
Nickolas's reaction if she herself had snatchedyaha duster from
his hand like that.

‘They are very friendly," said Marika, though slaelit really meant
to speak her thoughts aloud.

‘Hilary and Nickolas?' Pitsa joined Marika at theaow. 'Yes, they
are,' she reluctantly admitted. 'l am sorry. ...’

Marika frowned in puzzlement.
'‘What for?'
'It hurts you, | think?'

'Of course—' She had begun to say 'of coursethety, pulled herself
up just in time. How difficult it was at times*t@member what was



expected of her. 'Yes, naturally | do not likeshe added, hoping she
looked suitably upset.

‘You are jealous?’

Unable to tell a barefaced untruth like that, Margearched quickly
for some convincing retort.

'‘No, just annoyed.’

'‘Annoyed ...?" Pitsa considered this. 'l do noteusind the English
sometimes. | would be very jealous if my man paidnsich attention
to another girl.'

Nickolas's attention towards Hilary was even ma@npunced than
usual at dinner that evening. With a shock Marilecalvered just
how charming he could be, how gentle and considerat

They had a guest, Kostos Matsoukis, a handsomek@ite@, despite

his youth, had recently been installed by Nicka@lasnanager of one
of the hotels in Athens. He was twenty-four, anda@fuiet, serious
disposition.

He talked a good deal to Pitsa and Marika, yetaliisntion often
strayed to Hilary. Marika had the strange convittioat he disliked
her intensely; she also felt that a peculiar ungeent ran beneath the
lighthearted banter that passed now and then batWNekolas and
his young employee.

Kostos left early, and Nickolas went to the doothwhim, telling
Marika to go up to Stephanos. But, noticing thas&had already
gone to bed, Marika went to her, for Pitsa hados&n happy during
the meal, and had slipped away without a word {@mae.

She looked paler than ever, sitting there on tlie $taring before her
unseeingly, a hand to her mouth, as if to stillttkenbling of her lips.



'Pitsa—' Marika sat down beside her, slipping am about her
shoulders. 'What is it? | can't bear to see yoe likis - is it
Adolphos?’

Pitsa nodded dumbly.
'He's gone away, to England.’
‘To England?' Marika blinked at her. "Whatever for?

'His friend went last year, and found some workondon. Now he
has asked Adolphos to join him - and - and he'gamnithout seeing
me to say good-bye!' To Marika's dismay, Pitsatdate tears.

'‘Don't, Pitsa, don't cry.' Marika's arm tightengtbw do you know
this?'

'We used to leave each other notes at the shogwbey my wool. |
had a note just before dinner. Katerina brougtpifor me.' She was
looking for a handkerchief; Marika gave her onetolang her in
silence as she dried her tears. How risky to exgphaotes like that!
She trembled to think what would have happened Ke#olas
discovered what was going on.

'‘Perhaps, in the end, it will all be for the bdsldrika said gently. 'l
know how you must be feeling just now, Pitsa, deat,| cannot help
thinking that Nickolas is a very good judge of dwer. I'm sure he
knows what is best for you.'

Pitsa looked round at her reproachfully.

'You chose your own husband, yet you think | shdwdde the one
Nickolas chooses. That is not at all fair, Marika.'



There seemed no answer to that. Marika felt hedpleise also felt
extremely anxious. Nickolas would want to know thason for this
delay.

‘The ways of your country are different,’ she padhbut, rather
lamely, whereupon Pitsa informed her that the agktams she had
read about existed only in the poorer, more bactwdiages.

'It is no longer usual for a girl in my position be so carefully
watched, so restricted!" But after that little auti Pitsa appeared
once more to become resigned, though she addgdaity, 'l shall
never marry, now - never!

When Marika reached Mr. Loukas's room the doordstgar, and she
could not help overhearing part of the conversation

'l should like to see her married to Kostos,' Nlakowas saying.
‘Though she still frets over that rake, Adolphos.’

So that was why he'd invited Kostos to dinner! Masuspected that,
from now on, they would be seeing him quite often.

Stephanos began to reply in Greek, then brokesdoffl@arika entered,
smiling a welcome.

‘There you are, little one. Sit down, my child.Vé&ry , quiet, gentle
manner had come over him during the past weeland. a subtle
change that brought a lump to Marika's throat.

Relieved that neither appeared to notice her laerghe sat down by
the bed, folding her hands in her lap. A book Ilaylee table; she read
the Greek title,Oedipus Tyrannuiand smiled faintly. Stephanos,
watching her, smiled, too, and asked how her Gnesekprogressing.



'‘She readedipusgn her own language,' he told Nickolas, 'but when
explained what she was missing, she plunges riglanid tackles
Greek!'

Marika flushed, then laughed at her fiance's ssepri

'l've learnt the alphabet, and about a dozen wotd&e spread her
hands. 'It is much easier to speak it than readnd that wasn't so
easy, either, she reflected, thinking of her dsityggles with Pitsa.

'‘Keep on, though,' advised Stephanos. 'Do somg elagt no matter
how little, for this is your country from now omayou will need to
know the language thoroughly.’

She met her fiance's gaze across the bed, recehengmessage.

"Yes, Father,' she returned obediently. 'l shafiticme to work very
hard on it.'

Nickolas's approval was conveyed by the meredtdtiof his eyes,

yet Marika felt a warmth envelop her, and she gawsft sigh of

contentment. But, once again, she did not long basler his favour.

It had never occurred to her, when she had tokhRibe felt annoyed
at her fiance's attention towards Hilary, that,fnend would become
so troubled as to mention it to Souphoula.

And Souphoula had later mentioned it to Nickolaswhen Marika
met him coming in the following day, she found le#frsubjected to
an icy and arrogant stare before he snapped,

'‘Come in here; | want to speak to you!
She followed, slowly, her brow creased in perplexit

'Is anything wrong?' she ventured nervously, trymghink of some
slip she had made with Stephanos.



He observed her with the same chill hauteur forhalenwithout
speaking. Faintly, from the regions of the kitcheame the strains of
Greek music being played on the radio. Even thamded ominous.

'Since when have you considered yourself in a jpostb express
annoyance at my actions?' he inquired, and hemfroiypuzzlement
deepened.

'l haven't - | don't know what you mean, Nickolas.'

'You told Pitsa that my interest in my sister-imtlannoyed you!'
The swift colour flooded Marika's cheeks.

'Pitsa told you?'

‘She told Souphoula. Pitsa seemed most conceronadjpset her!'

'l didn't mean to," she said unhappily. 'You setsaPasked me if |
were jealous, and as | couldn't truthfully say yesshe stopped,
aware that the footsteps she heard approachinghiieng's.

'l have told you before to remember where you axeckolas
returned, his voice dangerously quiet now. 'Evewaf were to be
married you would not question my right to act atehse.’

The footsteps came closer.
'l will explain later,' began Marika, and was imnadly interrupted.

‘Don't trouble to explain, just keep out of my ald he cautioned,
and left the room as Hilary came in.

Hilary glanced from Marika to the door, and backiagher violet
eyes flickering oddly. Sitting down, Marika tooknawspaper from
the couch beside her, trying to compose hersetimRihe first she



had been overwhelmed by this woman's confidencehdyycold
superiority. After a while she found herself scaignthe headlines,
seeing if she could spell out any of the words, tioat she knew the
alphabet. Hilary's voice, faintly sneering, cutster efforts.

‘You're not trying to convince me you are readingt?' she asked,
and Marika said nothing. Life had been so pleasafbre Hilary
came, despite Nickolas's rather frequent scoldiagd,Marika often
wished that Hilary would go back to her job in Atlseor to Rhodes -
or wherever else she might be needed. 'What's &teenwith Nick?'
Hilary went on, changing the subject. 'He seenteetm a foul mood.
Have you vexed him?'

Marika nodded as she folded the paper carefully@rdt back on
the couch.

‘Yes. He was angry about something | said.’

Hilary sat down, crossing one elegant leg over dtieer. Marika
looked past her to the ikon fixed to the wall abaeexquisitely
inlaid sideboard, on one end of which stood a hiedudlabaster
figure, replica of the 'Hermes of Praxiteles'.

'‘And now you've seen his temper, aren't you gladrganot going to
marry him ?"

Marika's lashes came down, veiling her expressihy, she
wondered, had that remark brought such a paindiitiiess to her
throat ?

‘You know about our engagement's being a sham?"

‘Nick and | are very great friends. | have alwayser in his
confidence.’



Yes, their relationship was such that she musnld@s confidence.
For a moment Marika thought it was no wonder Mrukas had
reached the conclusion that there was somethivgeleet them. But
then she remembered that, as Hilary had not béameal to enter his
room since her husband's death, he could never $emr her- and
Nickolas together. And no one in the house woultehgset the old
man by telling him.

Hilary again changed the subject, asking Marika Bberliked living
in Greece.

'It's wonderful!" Marika returned enthusiasticallylove being here.
And | think the people are wonderful, too!

‘The people?' Again that thinly-veiled sneer.nidfthe women dull,
and so drab, especially in the villages. Pitsa,ifigtance, totally
without character; and Souphoula— well, it's tinfee-s-' Hilary
stopped, amused, at Marika's darkening brow.

‘Pitsa is my friend,' she informed her quietly. fas Grandmother, |
have a great affection for her, too. | am prou#iriow that she likes
me.' Then she added deliberately, 'l hope she fmesa very long
time.'

'‘She probably will," said Hilary, shrugging. 'Shashgreat stamina.
How is the old boy upstairs, by the way?'

Odd, reflected Marika, that Nickolas did not keeiatry informed
about his father's condition.

'He is not very well, I'm afraid.’
'Of course he's not very well - hasn't been forgéa

What she really meant, then, was had his condidieteriorated?
Could it be that she and Nickolas would marry assas Stephanos



died? Somehow, Marika could not shake off the attrom that such
conduct would be quite contrary to Nickolas's chima

‘Sometimes,' said Marika evasively, 'he is muchebdhan others.’
Unconsciously, she gave a little sigh and her égds were sad.

‘Nickolas says he has taken a great liking to you.'

'l think he has." A faint smile touched her liM§e' have taken a liking
to each other. Mr. Loukas was such a good friemaytdather - and to
all of us.'

'So | believe, but they never saw each other farg/é

‘They never saw each other at all after that ficdiday. Father never
had the money to come back, and | suppose Stepheamalways
too busy to come and see us.'

'‘Seems odd that a friendship could survive unde sucumstances.'

‘You don't have to be with people to be their fdgnYou can be far,
far away, yet be with them in thought." Marika hadmeant to think
of David until she saw that flash in Hilary's eydisat flash of
curiosity.

'You have someone at home?' The voice was a pitrthe purr of a
Kitten, but that of a tiger, soft and menacing.

'l have a boy-friend,' she admitted. 'David.'

'S0 you are just as eager as | for—' She leftébeunsaid, amused by
the spark of reproach that kindled Marika's eyes.

'l am in no hurry to go home," and, excusing hérdédrika left the
room, and the house, to make her way through #shfrpure air to a
little cottage clinging precariously to the sidetttd mountain.



CHAPTER FIVE

'SOUPHOULA, why are all Greek taxi drivers called Yanni?' Marsat
on the cool, clean floor beside the bookcase, exaqits contents,
trying to decide which book she would borrow next.

‘They're not." Souphoula, erect on a high-backealrcher hands
folded, looked down at Marika in some surprise. &\pave you that
idea ?'

‘The other day | went into Arachova to buy somegHor the twins'
birthday. | wanted to go by bus, but Nickolas taidet a taxi. There
was a whole row of them - they had brought parmieourists up
from | tea - and | asked one man if he would taleewnhile his party
were visiting the site. He couldn't, but told meask his friend,
Yanni, further along the row. He hadn't time, eitred shouted to
another driver. His name was Yanni—' She turnebdpek in her
hand, a look of puzzlement on her face. 'l wasrtakdast - by the
fourth Yanni!'

The old woman smiled perceptively.

‘Tourists expect every Greek male to be called Ydmetause it is a
very common name here, so we always give the tsunbkat they
want.'

'l think that is silly,’ retorted Marika with disgu

'It's an easy name to remember, and the touristallyscall the
drivers by their Christian names immediately theghaning is over.
Did you bargain?' she asked, with a faint smile.

‘Yes, and he knocked me ten drachmae off,’ retuvieatka proudly.
'‘And then we made harmony,' she added, using aifanGreek
expression.



'‘Made harmony, did you?' Souphoula's tones wer€ldrgpe you sat
in the back of the taxi, my child.’

Getting up from the floor, a placid expression enface, Marika sat
on the stiff settee, taking care not to rest hexdhen the brilliant
white cover.

'Yes, | did. But the Greek people do not mean angtiwrong when
they touch you, Souphoula, because the women timoit, Her eyes
were serious, but she flushed a little at the olwhman's obvious
scepticism. 'Everybody pats you, and I'm sure theeif because they
like you.' Thinking of the beautiful sculpture, Nia felt the tactility
was bound to be inherent in a people who had pemtiwsuch
maghnificent works of art. 'l do not mind in theded they touch me.’

‘Then it's a good thing you're not really engageNitk," was the dry
comment from Souphoula, ‘otherwise you'd find yelins trouble. |
doubt very much whether he will ever marry, bitafdoes he'll make
a very jealous, possessive husband, I'm afraid.’

Suddenly restless, Marika rose and moved to the&avin drawing

apart the heavy curtains which shut out the sutilighvas July, and
everything shimmered under a heat haze. The blftgnmassif, the

vast unbroken sea of olives, the distant Bay . |ltéow remote the
tiny Cheshire village, the soft and undulating lafdhome!

How long before she returned ? Did she want tame?uAt times she
longed for David, yet fretted at the inevitability the death that
would release her. Already she loved this county itss people, yet
England somehow called.

And what of Nickolas? Often he repelled her; justoften he drew
her. She half turned, to stare unseeingly at tlessdr with its odd
assortment of bric-a-brac, sponges and shells,primgitive votive
offerings and ikons.



Her conflicting emotions held her, while Souphouktraight,

Immobile, looked on, her sunken face expressiortessher black
eyes watchful, mysterious, all- seeing. 'l shallehto go.' Marika's
thin face took on a sudden bleakness. 'l promisghldf | would read
to him before . tea." Yet she seemed reluctantdawd and the old
woman said quietly,

'Sit down and tell me all about it.’
Closing the curtains again, Marika turned.
‘About ... what?'

'You didn't come here to ask me about the taxiedsivor even to
borrow a book. Is it Hilary?"

'l -1 don't know what you mean.’

'You've been a different child since she appedbd.enjoys hurting
people. What has she done to you?' The hooded dgels,and
compelling, searched Marika's very soul. 'You cdmee to open
your heart; do it, child, and let us sort thing$!'ou

'l don't know why | came,' admitted Marika aftdoag, deliberating
silence. 'l only know that here | find ... peagestrange place to find
peace, she thought, looking round, in the rathendl half-light. The
round table in the corner, the austere high-badtexdrs in a row
along the wall. A streak of sunlight, escaping tigio a chink in the
curtains, only added to the impression of chill.

‘Come to me, my child.' Souphoula held out her hafatika took it

eagerly, recalling for a moment how its bony whites had at first
disgusted her. A stool lay close by and, reachorgtf Marika sat
down, her head against the billowing folds of Saupa's long black
skirt.



'l am so confused,' she murmured, relieved to etalspeak at last
'Life seems to have become so very complicatedd y&t why?
Nothing had changed. She would remain here urgilgs no longer
required, and then she would go home. That had teeriginal
arrangement, and that arrangement still stood.

'‘My, grandson .. . what are your feelings for hMarika?' The soft
and gentle words brought no start of surprise fhdanika. Pressing
her head closer into the folds of the old womaréssl she admitted
that she did not know, that at times he frightehed and yet she
knew instinctively that he would always exert s@strange influence
over her, that she would never be able to forget Wnd then she
leant away, looking up at Souphoula, her eyes dabhlem ever.

'Is he in love with Hilary?' she asked, and sawadldesyes narrow.
'‘Does he appear to be?"

'That is difficult to answer,' she confessed. 'diak seems to like her
very much.'

'So you're jealous of Hilary." Souphoula's voiagkton a harsh note.
‘She will enjoy that, my child. You must endeavtuhide it.'

'Oh, no! How could | be jealous? I'm not - not—'

'Yes,' prompted the old woman softly. "You are indbve with my

grandson ?' Silence reigned for a moment, Margaze fixed on the
ray of sunlight, picking out a threadbare patclcarpet. 'l think, my
child," the soft voice continued, 'that Nickolasosld not have
brought you.'

'l would not have it otherwise, Souphoula. My fatkeould have
wished me to come, to relieve Stephanos's mind.'



'l should not worry too much about Hilary,' said tid woman after a
while. 'Nickolas was extremely fond of his broth@espite his many
weaknesses. And,' she added with almost sinistédyedation, 'the
Loukases are not a forgiving family." The thin dedrhand softly
stroked Marika's head. Whatever happened, thouglatrikis]
however difficult life were to become, always shawd find comfort
here, always have someone on whose shoulders siek leg her
burden.

'l feel better now,' she smiled, standing up akdtpher book from
the couch. 'l must go; Stephanos will wonder wiesgt happened to
me.'

Two days later Nickolas announced his willingnessake Marika
into Athens for a short visit. Marika suspected @ither his father or
Souphoula had pressed him to do this, but the kenyd did not
detract from her pleasure. Her father had neved tf talking about
the city, and she herself had read about its wan@sipecially since
coming to Greece.

The idea of being alone with Nickolas, althoughudising, was yet
exciting, too. She remembered how, away from tihescaf his work,
he had been a different person.

Hilary, openly annoyed, suggested accompanying tlaeah Marika
waited breathlessly for his reply.

'‘We do not require a chaperone,’ he said curtbsitbes, there is work
for you to do.’

His attitude puzzled Marika. Whatever his feelirigs Hilary, he
seemed determined to make her work.

They set out just after lunch, in almost unbeardigat, the sun
blazing down from an incredibly blue sky. Nickolaslaxed, and
apparently in the mood to enjoy his holiday, stappeveral times so



that Marika could enjoy the view. He pointed owt thnely Triple

Way, where Oedipus killed his father, and madengéo stop than
previously at Levadia where they had refreshmenégsliitle cafe on
the banks of a stream. They saw the two streamgnieyne and
Lethe - Memory and Forgetfulness, and the cavererevdwelt the
Oracle of Trophonius, once almost as famous asoftiaelphi itself,

Nickolas pointed out Mount Helikon, sacred to Apddnd haunt of
the Muses.

They drove on through desolate mountain fastnessessed the
Plain of Thebes, descending all the time until, dayly evening,
Marika caught her first breathtaking view of thetRanon, outlined
against the violet-shaded backcloth of Mount Hyoreett

'Oh," she breathed ecstatically, 'l never thoughtver really see it!'
Nickolas glanced at her for a brief moment, a sisotiéening his lips.

'l have been neglectful,' he admitted, rather geiWle must see if we
can't make up for it during the next few days.'

Immediately on arrival at the hotel in Syntagma&equthey went up
to the suite of rooms which Nickolas had set agdédis own use.

Catching her breath at the luxury of the 'flat’,ria almost forgot
Nickolas's presence as she moved about, glanciagemery room.
And then she turned, guiltily, to see for the firste an odd smile of
amused indulgence on her fiance's lips.

'l shouldn't have done that,' she apologized.it&uso beautiful - I've
never ever been in a place like this before.'

"You will sleep here," he said, taking her suitca$e the bedroom.
'l find an empty guest room." On the bed wasame box, and
although Marika could not read what was printedhanlid, she knew
what it contained, for with a sudden flash of meyrgite saw herself



carrying a similar box on to the airport at Gatwitkhave had a few
dresses sent along - | think they're the correet'dne added, glancing
at her figure. 'You're about the same as Pits& &t what you like
and we'll send the rest back.'

‘Thank you." She smiled gratefully. "You're veryndkito me,
Nickolas.'

'l wonder if I've been kind?' He seemed to dweltloat for a while,
and then, rather more briskly, 'We'll dine hergh hotel, then | am
going to show you the Acropolis by night; the ligigt effects are so
spectacular that you will remember your first ingmien for a very
long time." And with that he left her, saying heultbreturn in about
an hour.

Marika examined the dresses, picked one out, tlaehahshower.
While revelling in the luxury, she could not hekpefing that her
sisters would be much more at homein this settngtanding before
the mirror, she was again reminded of David's tepsemarks about
her . plainness.

If her mouth were larger, and her nose not turrpeglute so much. ...
Screwing up the ends of her hair, she tried to im&agt 'short.
Perhaps she could have it cut some time, and styled

The dress she had chosen was of white embroideogtne
sleeveless, with a mandarin collar - and very shbet girls at Delphi
did not wear such short clothes, but she had seatyf mini-skirts
after entering Athens. With a shrug she fastenedzi. If Nickolas
did not approve he would soon tell her to change.

And he did regard the length rather critically. H@vmerely ordered
by telephone, he had not seen any of the dressiésamn.

‘Are they all that length?' he wanted to know, finavg.



'‘No,' Marika gave a little gesture of resignati@hall | change?'

Nickolas opened his mouth to say yes, then th@riorhote in her
voice penetrated. How little she had had, he thougimembering
those brilliant sisters of hers.

'l think that one will do - though you look like nakaughter,' he added
with a grimace.

'‘Oh, no!" she exclaimed quickly. "You look very ygutonight, and
very smart.’'

‘Thank you.' His dry tone made her blink at himentainly, hoping
his indulgent manner would not change.

Their table was reserved, a table for two, butaunsr had they sat
down than Nickolas was hailed from a table closeNbgrika could
not understand what had been said, nor the repig fdickolas, but
the smile of pleasure on his face was easily inédegl.

'‘Well join my friends.' he said, and they movedhe larger table.

The couple were Greek, Leonides and Niki Makrionides was the
captain of a cruise ship, now at anchor at Piré&ua thirty-six hour
stay. His home was in Corfu, but Niki had decidegbtn him when
the ship docked at Piraeus, and continued the wwyeath him.
Obviously the two men were delighted to see on¢hampand when
the Makrises learned who Marika was they fairlyrbed on her.

‘Nick to be married at last!" Niki, in true Gree&shion, reached
across the table to pat Marika's arm affectionatéyg had begun to
despair, for he would never even look at a woman!'

Glancing swiftly at Nickolas, Marika met an impassgaze. If he did
have all those pillow friends, he would naturallgek the fact a
secret, she supposed, and then another thougbk $ten. Some day



he would have to admit his engagement was brokehtheat, she felt,
would not please him at all.

'If | remember, Leon kept his freedom much longast'in Nickolas
suavely. 'Even your charms, Niki, did not tempt him

'How ungallant!" she pouted, though her dark epeghed. 'But |
caught him in the end!" She picked up her glaggirsg the wine
slowly. 'You all get caught in the end,' she went '8ut with you,
Nick, | think Marika has been very, very clever!

Marika helped herself to a roll, and broke it witembling fingers,
then picked up her soup spoon. Never had she fgle gso
embarrassed as this.

‘You are making her blush,' Leon admonished witlchngeverity.
‘Stop it!'

'‘English girls blush so easily - and yet it is -ath-?" She turned to
her husband, but he could not produce the worldeeit

'‘Enchanting," supplied Nickolas coolly. But Mar&agrowing
discomfort touched him and he added, ‘'Ignore tivse my dear,
their manners are appalling!'

They all laughed then, and the conversation bedasg personal,
though Niki wanted to know how Marika came to psssane of the
prettiest of Greek names.

‘My father was very fond of Greece,' she submitsadi)ing, ‘and the
people, too.'

'So he gave you a Greek name ? How very nice thst w

The dinner proved to be a most pleasant mealofulight chatter,
and soon Marika felt as if she had known this clagmaouple all her



life. The Greeks just took you to their hearts, tdrete you remained.
Surely no people in the world could be so frieralig sincere Leon,
incredibly handsome, was as tall as Nickolas, asdslender.
Immaculate in his uniform, his tanned skin cleat aght, and his jet
black hair brushed sleekly back from his forehdael,looked to
Marika exactly as the captain of a pleasure shipulsh look.
Romantic - and somehow quite out of reach.

She'd been trying to visualize the ship, Hadrososxamed after the
goddess of the dew, and to imagine life on boatemsuddenly the
trend of conversation between Nickolas and Leorefrated.

'‘We shall be back on Saturday morning. Of coursegan spare the
time, Nick.'

‘And you have the cabins?'

'Yes, | can arrange for two first class cabins.t®a number of
passengers have left us this time at Piaeus -dbeyou know. Not
everybody takes the full cruise.' He smiled at Mamnwho, by this
time, had begun to tremble, almost visibly, witlcieement - and
hope.

Nickolas seemed to be idly watching the wine in plass, its
changing colour as he moved it gently in the lighit he was in fact
considering, his dark eyes thoughtful. He glandddarika, smiling

faintly as he sensed her anticipation.

"'l think about it,' he agreed at length, 'and yeu know in the
morning.'

‘Do come,' urged Niki, aware of Marika's glowingpeassion. 'It
won't be new to you, Nick, but Marika would love do a little
island-hopping.’



"Yes, | believe she would. However, | really mustegit some
thought, for | hadn't meant to be away from Fatbemore than two
or three days.'

No. Marika had already thought of that, and herdsopad sunk
instantly. She felt selfish for even considering ithea.

Leon and Niki were visiting friends, and after agang to meet at
breakfast the following morning, Nickolas and Marset out to walk
to the high knoll from which Nickolas said they vidwiew the

illuminated monuments of the Acropolis.

Nickolas had said she would remember it for a lantge; Marika
knew she would remember it for ever.

The still, balmy air; the crescent moon reflectethe bay of Piraeus,
far below; Mount Lykabettus rising above Athenspvened by a
shining white chapel ... and the Acropolis, its pées subtly bathed in
lights of sheer magic - rose and gold and white.

This was how Marika first saw the Acropolis, thiasshow Nickolas
meant her to see it. She would always be gratefoii, grateful for a
most beautiful memory that nothing could ever efes® her mind.

Nickolas stood so close that she felt he must g@eaise the emotion
which engulfed her, an emotion that deprived hespafech, that hurt
so much she felt inexpressibly relieved when Niakolsaid
flippantly,

'‘Would you like my handkerchief?'
She laughed, then, and looked up at him, her egebright.

‘Nickolas... you know how | feel?' She shook headchas if to throw
off the spell. 'lt's so beautiful, | can hardly bé&h And she suddenly



realized that he must be passionately fond of ikys ensuring as he
did that she should first see it like this.

The haunting magic of the night, the softness dral warmth,

encompassed them both, and it seemed quite n&buarsickolas to

take her hand, to lead her gently to a little waopdeat, to pull her
down beside him, still clasping her hand in his.

For a long while they sat under the stars, sifentwords seemed out
of place. Then Nickolas, determined to make her sldl more
memorable, suggested they visit a night club.

They went to one of the more expensive tavernésariPlaka, where
they sat in a garden with vines for a roof, dragisinaand watched
the folk dancing until one in the morning.

Back in the hotel, in Nickolas's luxurious sittingem overlooking
the lighted square, Marika sank into a chair, whilekolas went into
the bedroom, to collect what he required for tlghhhiWhen he came
out she was almost asleep.

'‘Wake up, you mustn't fall asleep in the chair!

'‘No!" Startled, she came to, yawning. 'Thank youddovely day,
Nickolas. ..." Again she yawned. 'l think, aftdr #lat |amcut out for
the gay life.’

A soft laugh escaped him. He opened the door.

'l doubt it, my child. | doubt it very much.'

Marika awoke to the rattle of dishes close at hamdl the brilliant
sun streaming through the window. Getting out af,lshe put on a
dressing gown, combed her hair, then went to inyas.



Nickolas, sleeves rolled up, seemed to fill the titchen.Marika

noticed the two glasses of fruit juice already ba tray, the jar of
honey, the bottle of powdered coffee on the tablinb stove. He had
surprised her many times, but never so much as 8he had
wondered about the kitchen on seeing it last eggrfior Nickolas

seemed fhe last person to do anything for himeadfe especially as
he had merely to press a bell to receive immeditiention. He was
so absorbed that she had to give a slight cougbrdéfe turned, to
examine her face critically.

'So you're up. How do you feel ?'

'Fine."' She glanced again at the tray. '‘Aren't axgryg breakfast with
Leon and Niki?'

'l've just seen Leon; told him we'd be down latérought, somehow,
that you wouldn't be feeling up to it.'

How considerate! And yet, at the same time, howonnerned he
appeared at seeing her standing there, in herféeatievith sleep still
pricking her eyes, making her blink too much.

Pillow friends. .. . Naturally he would not wishetthotel staff to
know, and naturally he would give them breakfast. .

The idea hurt, in a way that puzzled her, and a®hacrossed her
face.

‘Are you sure you feel all right?' and then, inily, 'Two glasses of
wine only in future. You're not used to it.'

Her face cleared and she laughed, watching him thihcoffee jar,
and the spoon.

'l felt dizzy once or twice. It was lovely - likéokting, and | didn't
care what happened. It wadeautifulfeeling, Nickolas!'



'l hope you made the most of it, for you won't feled that again!
Now, go and get dressed; breakfast's nearly ready.’

They had almost finished the meal when he askedf lske would
like to see one or two of the islands. She put dbemcup with a jerk
and her eyes sparkled, but she said anxiously,

‘Can we leave Father for so long?'

'‘We would be away four days. | think it would maken happy to

know | was at last taking some interest in your &dbrief space he
looked troubled. 'He has made some odd remarHg,latethough. ...’
He tailed off, frowning as if at an unpleasant tiemion. 'He mustn't
ever guess, Marika— Have you noticed any doubtamfanner?’

'‘No, we talk about the future a lot. I'm sure hertiaany idea that
we're not really engaged.’

'‘Could be my imagination, | suppose.' Nickolas pduher some
more coffee. 'l think we will take that trip, ahé same. As | said
before, you should see all you can while you h&aeedpportunity.'

He went on to say that Kostos could go up to Delalkie some books
which Stephanos wanted, and fetch Souphoula tdetayfew days.

'‘She will enjoy that, and Father cannot be lonath wis mother and
Pitsa there to keep him entertained.’

As Nickolas had obviously made up his mind to jbegon's ship,
Marika now found it impossible to curb her exciterme

'How many islands will we see? How long do we staye? Is it a big
ship?' Her eyes shone but, noticing the growingsament on his
face, she flushed and added, more soberly, 'Wiltime with Leon
and Nikki ?'

'‘We shall, | expect, sit at their table.’



Again Marika's eyes shone.

'‘Dining with the captain! It's like a fairy tale.o't | have a lot to tell
them when | get home!'

Silence dropped. Nickolas pushed a little bowl taigeher and she
helped herself to sugar. She noticed a muscle nmaws neck, and a
sudden tightness appear about his mouth. Her ovaattlielt dry.
Nickolas said unexpectedly,

‘Are_you looking forward to going home, my child?'
Marika stirred her coffee, her brow furrowed in dou

'l don't know,' she admitted, trying to bring irfticus the narrow
village street, the dark mass of the forest sprepdiway in the
background, and the stately Norman church and reediann. 'l
shall always want to come back.’

‘Naturally; Greece has stolen your heart, it alwdgyss. But with you
the call will be stronger, for you have lived witl, intimately. My
family love you and, | think, you love them. Is timat so ?'

‘Yes, | think your family are wonderful." She fsllent, sipping her
coffee. "Greece has stolen your heart". ... Indeddd, but. ... She
recalled that merciless embrace, that brutal kisd, her own scared
awakening. Her eyes flickered, met her fiance'& dad penetrating
gaze, and a vivid flush rose to her cheeks. Allfgsion, she

stammered, 'Are you waiting for me? I've finishedvn shall | help

you with the dishes?'

They were to board the ship at about six that exgmlickolas stated.
In the meantime, they would spend the morning skginhg,

including a visit to the Acropolis, and discussetahow they would
spend the afternoon. He intended leaving the chuamg a taxi, and
Marika felt pleased that he was having a comple&ange, even from



driving. He went off to give Kostos his instructgrtelling Marika to
wait for him in the hotel entrance. But she wertsmle, intending to
have a look round. Immediately she found hersgbir@gched by a
taxi driver, smiling, and speaking in excellent ksty

"You want a taxi?'

She smiled and shook her head, but then wondefdatkblas had
perhaps not yet arranged for their taxi.

'l don't know. Will you wait a little while?'
‘You have a friend? Your friend comes with you?'

‘Yes.' Her smile deepened as several other drygpsoached. She
felt in no way self-conscious, for she and Pitdgrotchatted to the
taxi men at Delphi.

'‘What part of England do you come from?' the firster was asking,
when his friend interrupted.

'l am from your country. Alexandras of Swansea!'
Marika's smile broadened. She'd been teased likddfore.

‘You've been in the Merchant Navy. That is why yeubeen to
Swansea.'

‘The lady knows that you tell the one big lie, Alekhe man was
stocky, with toughened skin and a grin that sptedds dark eyes. 'l,
now, | have been long time in the Merchant Nago to Liverpool -
you have been there?'

'l live not very far from there.’



'l go there for nineteen days—' He broke off, laisef creasing with
mock agony. 'It rain, and it rain, andatin! For nineteen whole days
it rain!’

Marika burst out laughing, and the men all joined i

‘That is an exaggeration; it never rains for niaptelays, even in
Liverpool!

‘And in Swansea it rain,' put in Alex. 'How do yibee with all that
rain!’

'Here it rain for two-three months, and then.Thé stocky driver
looked heavenwards, at the dazzling blue sky, ette and there the
merest wisp of stratus cloud. 'We have it finewagis it is fine.'

Yes, indeed. The glorious sunshine, the certaihtyne weather. The
outdoor cafes everywhere, and no one dreamindgisfganything in
at night.

'‘No wonder you are all so happy,’” she murmuredh waitquick
backward glance. Nickolas seemed to be takingyaleag time.

'‘Happy? Yes.' Alex, taking a few drachmae frompguosket, rattled
the coins in his hand. 'Poor, we are, but—' he,gamed skywards,
'‘we are always happy because of the sun!'

Marika thought of all the people she knew at hoohé¢heir hurry and
rush - striving for what ? Money ... everythingshalays seemed to
hinge on the race for money, the desire to go betian one's
neighbour. She felt ashamed, and humble, and filifd admiration
all at once.

'l think | must go and look for my friend,' shedait last 'But wait,
won't you? We might require your taxi.'



Yanni will wait for you all the day!" he returnedltantly.

'Is your name really Yanni?' she wanted to knoveiry him with
sudden severity.

He looked hurt, turned to his friends for confirroat
'l am Yanni? Yes.' They all nodded, obviously padzl

'I'm sorry," she said hastily, and made to re-ethehotel, but Yanni
took hold of her arm.

'You want my taxi for the whole day?'
'‘Perhaps, but | will let you know in a few minutes.

'It will be so hot in Athens this afternoon, anftblve an idea.' Yanni's
arm slipped in friendly fashion round her shoulddrsvill take you
and your friend to—'

Marika felt the arm removed, saw the other taxi meft away.

'l wish, Yanni,' said Nickolas in acid tones, 'tgau would confine
your persuasive endeavours to words!

Yanni gasped in astonishment.

'‘Mr. Loukas!" He glanced from Nickolas to Marikadaback again.
‘You have found a lady friend - at last!'

No mistaking the meaning of that remark. Marika geivarm glow
inside her, but the happy smile faded as she loakednto her
fiance's austere countenance.

'‘What is this idea you have for this afternoonRedsNickolas, and
Yanni shrugged, obviously disappointed.



‘You have your car, Mr. Loukas.’

'‘We shall hire your taxi. | am not driving toddyg said, the coldness
leaving his tones. 'We want to see the city befoneh, while it is
comparatively cool. Tell us what you have in miodIlater on ?'

‘Yesterday it was a hundred and ten in Athens htdb Yanni turned
to Marika, gesturing as if to wipe the perspiratfoom his brow. 'l
will take you this afternoon to Cape Sounion. Welfa quiet bay and
you and Mr. Loukas make swimming. How is that!'

‘Lovely!" exclaimed Marika impulsively. 'Can we that, Nickolas? |

would like to make swimming!" Although her easy wé¢he Greek

expression brought a faint smile to Nickolas's fdig eyes retained
their censure.

An excellent idea,' he told Yanni, opening thed@or. "You can take
us to the shops first, then you can give us thalusur.'

Nickolas bought her a swim-suit and a beach rdie she asked if
they could go into the souvenir shop; she wisheoup some small
gifts to send home. She bought delicately embremeioths and
mats for her mother and the twins, and a silverrk&y for David.

She toyed with a silver ring for a while, debatorgwhether or not to
get it for herself. Souphoula had insisted on gjJuier money to buy
something for her own use, and Marika wanted toemsake that she
bought something durable. The price had been dcbpgeeral times,
as the shopkeeper endeavoured to make a sale.aMawidd not

bring herself to bargain with him after that.

"'l have it,' she said, and put it on. It was ttanade, a 'seal’ ring,
with the head of Zeus encircled by laurel leav@s.you like it?' She
smiled up at Nickolas, who nodded, his glance anamest.



'l haven't seen you wearing a watch,' he said.sDbat mean you
don't possess one?"'

'l left it at home - in England.' She did not abdttit was one Susan
had given her, or that it was broken.

'l must get you one,' he promised. 'We may findestimg nice on the
ship.'

Leaving the taxi to make its way to the officialtramce to the
Acropolis, where Yanni was to wait for them, Nicksland Marika
climbed up through the old streets of the Plakacheng a great wall
which completely hid the buildings above. Their waltowed the

contours of the wall, bringing them out to the haot the Propylaea.

They had met few people, for most of the tourisime by coach and
were dropped by the hundreds on the terrace jugiithe steps of
the Propylaea. Here were to be found the numerediars with their

miscellany of postcards, local handicrafts, spongesl ‘alabaster'
models of the buildings of the Acropolis.

Marika had expected to approach the great rock tlosdirection,
for Pitsa had described it to her, but once agaskdas had wished
her first impression to be the most favourable, aghin she
experienced that sense of gratitude, while atdhgestime wondering
why he should take so much trouble.

As they mounted the steps, however, there wascapeg) the mass
of tourists, speaking a dozen languages, snappidtpses cameras,
following obediently in the wake of their perspgirhoarse-throated
guides.

But to Marika, coming through the massive gatewdy tlte

Propylaea, nothing could mar her first prospecttlog ancient
buildings, especially the Parthenon, the mightydiento the goddess
Athena. The original radiant white Pentelic mariel weathered to



a warm golden ochre which gave an added beautigetdotiilding
which was universally acclaimed the most perfeetngxe of Doric
architecture in the world.

They walked in the temple, and Nickolas recountenhes of the
history of the sacred rock. He told her how Athand Poseidon had
vied for the patronage of the city, so strategycplaced, protected as
it was by a half- circle of mountains. Poseidonthwirue male
arrogance, had thrust his trident at the rocksgong forth a warlike
steed, symbol of aggression, but the clever Athgualdess of
wisdom, brought forth an olive tree, symbol of peathe gods of
Olympus had decided in her favour and the city masamed after
her.

Marika, with loving hands, touched the fluted cotyrand although
Nickolas appeared merely amused, she knew he waseal. Like all
Greeks, he possessed greatpride in his heritage.

They then went to the Erechtheum, with its famo&orch of the
Caryatids, where the actual contest between Athedahe sea god
had taken place. Here the olive tree grew, andtmsobuilding fell
the olive-wood statue of Athena, after its desdemin heaven. In
contrast to the noble Parthenon, the Erechtheum gvaseful,
delicate, built in the lonic style like the enchagtlittle Temple of
Athena Nike, standing on a projecting shelf clasthe Propylaea.

Nickolas, with that new patience and gentlenesghviharika found

far more disturbing than his former arrogance,rtbtiseem to mind
how long she stared, or stood amid the ruins idlgaching of a

distant glorious past. He answered every questigpounded on the
orders of architecture, told her of the endlessswaf the Turkish

occupation, and still she thirsted for more.



'Itis time to go,' he insisted at last. 'We shalhe again, many times.'
Something in the way he said that made her glap@piickly, but he
revealed no emotion.

It was almost noon; the heat felt blistering, ahd teflection of
sunlight thrown back from the marble ruins becarnmeding when
caught from certain angles. Reluctantly Marika adréhey should
leave.

Merging with the throng, they made their way to vehthe coaches
and taxis were parked, awaiting the return of tgbtseers. Spotting
them, Yanni waved. Marika, a smile spreading, wagaily back -
then wished she hadn't, for her action remindedkd&s of
something he had to say.

'‘What do you mean by allowing Yanni to pat and yaw?'

'He didn't— What a horrid word!" Marika turned hé&ead
indignantly, the colour rushing to her face. 'Heaver dream of - of
pawing!'

‘Do you think | don't know my own people?’

‘Then you must understand they don't mean anyttshg pointed out
reasonably. 'lt's merely a gesture of affectiahirik it's rather nice.'

'Indeed.' His tones were frigid. "You surprise Mayika!' And then,
'l will not have Yanni - or anyone else - fondlipgu - whether you
enjoy it or not!'



CHAPTER SIX

His words remained with Marika for a very long timikerough the
drive back to the hotel, through lunch, and theelto Cape Sounion.

She had seen Nickolas in many moods during the qasgtle of
months; he had been arrogant, sinister, amusedigewt. He had
many times been impatient of her slips made wigpB&anos; had
been indifferent, often to the point of forgettinger presence
altogether ... but not once had he displayed thpérious, possessive
attitude of this morning.

7 will not have Yanni... fondling you.'

The words were somehow linked with those of Soufghdbhe had
said it was a good thing Marika was not really eygghto Nickolas,
otherwise she'd find herself in trouble.

He could not be eould not be— Marika found it almost impossible
to form the word ‘jealous’ even vaguely in her mind

She wondered if he really were in love with HilaBhe knew he had
an affection for her; it had been apparent in lgssein his manner
and in the way he paid her little attentions.

Nickolas, it seemed, had forgotten all about theseds which
Marika found so troublesome, for he chatted toover lunch, and on
the way to Sounion he several times included Yamnithe
conversation. They stopped at a little cafe foragiments, drinking
ouzoand taking thenezehat usually went with it. Then they walkec
up to the ruins of the Temple of Poseidon, and lfatend a deserted
bay which they managed to keep to themselves fonreist of the
afternoon.

Nickolas and Yanni walked away, chatting, while Marchanged in
the car, then she waited, sitting on the warm sajngtil Nickolas,



having changed, came to join her. They swam togédheome time,
and then Nickolas went far out, as if wishing tahme. Marika felt a
strange content and joy that he could relax like, florget his work,
and even the sadness of his father's health fdrila.w

After playing about on her own she came out of weger - and
because those words again intruded, she pickedmpsach coat and
wrapped it around her before joining Yanni, who vgéfing on a
rocky ledge, playing with worry beads and lookindgagudly out to
sea.

She sat down opposite to him, watching his fingeth the beads.
That inherent tactility could be discerned in evergvement.

'‘Don't you ever get bored, Yanni?' she asked aftehile, for he still
gazed out to sea, as if his thoughts were far away.

‘Bored ? No, why should | get bored ?'

'‘Bringing tourists out every day. Surely you muse tof it
sometimes.'

'l am lucky. The visitors like to come to the s&ad | come to the sea,
also. And | sit here like this, and get paid for ipaid for doing
nothing!

'‘But do you get well paid?' she wanted to knowmd&an, people
always bargain with you, knock down your price.’

‘The pay is good.' Yanni grinned broadly. 'We ltkebargain, you
know, just as much as they. Sometimes it gets teldeaand
sometimes people want too much knocked off, and the are
insulted.' He looked grave, and rather painedaiAgrice we want -
and always the English give us a fair price, beedhsy very much
like to make harmony. In Greece we think the Eingdise very good.'



Marika felt warm at hearing this, and happy. THeafon in her eyes
was not particularly for Yanni, but for all the @ks she had met. She
did not know it was . still in her eyes as Nickatasne up, but she did
know that as she looked up at- him, smiling, hisa@yes flickered
oddly before he said, in the gentlest tones heelvad used to her,

'‘Come and make swimming with me for another fewutgsa - and
then we must go.'

But when they came out of the water they joined Wawho had
found a sandy part of the beach, and sat for aewhdrying
themselves in the sun.

'‘Everything is so vivid, so beautifully clear," steemarked, her eyes
moving slowly from the waves, frothing gently atrHeet, to the
countless islands that had not been visible frognaher place she
had visited.

‘At Sounion it is always like this," Nickolas tolter. 'The air is
exceptionally clear, and that, combined with théi&nce of the sun,
brings out the colours of the sea, and of the land.

A few hours later they were on the deck of Ha- drososwatching

the sun falling quickly behind Salamis. Here agdhmre colours
charmed her, delicate gold changing to a deep asiethathing the
island in that magical, almost supernatural lighick she had first
noticed on entering Athens.

The deck was crowded, for it was the height of¢bason; all were
dressed for dinner, all awaiting the summons tadiseaurant.

The meal was a gay affair, with lights and laugltsd the babble of
many tongues. Someone had a birthday; a- cake aa®d the
length of the dining-room with the orchestra follog, playing
‘Happy Birthday'. Everyone clapped and cheeredinas the cake
was presented.



Marika tasted her first caviar, drank her first mipagne." She
became fascinated by the large, deep- throated iBamemwoman,
flashing incredible diamonds, by the French githvéeveral beaux in
tow, by the English lady who sighed nostalgically,

‘This food! What | would give for a plate of bacand eggs!
Leon and Niki teased her about not eating.

'I'm too excited,' she confessed naively. 'l havarer been on a ship
before.'

Niki gazed at her curiously, then looked at Nickola

'l guess you haven't seen much at all. Nick telghat you had never
been far from your little village?'

'l hadn't. But I've seen ever such a lot since ogrnto Greece. | never
thought I'd be as lucky as this." She smiled akdlas who, after
allowing his eyes to rest reflectively on her fomament, smiled in
return.

‘You're so appreciative, my dear. You make medeék guilty.'

After dinner they danced, watched a fancy dresspetition, then
danced again. Marika felt scared when Leon askedidheéance,
because everyone's eyes invariably followed thel$@me captain
whenever he stepped on to the floor. Fortunatelyag so crowded
that any mistakes she made passed unnoticed.

And owing to the lack of space Nickolas had sevarss to pull her

close in order to avoid colliding with other coupl&he felt his heart
strongly beating against her cheek; his nearnessnhe too

disturbing and she sighed with relief when he said,

This heat's overpowering; let us see what it's dikeside.’



They went on deck, but even there the air remastiddand soft as
down. Nickolas stopped by the rail and they stoadingg over the
side as the vessel skimmed gracefully over the wikvaves. The
moon shed little light, but the Aegean's placidexstshone with a
strange lambency, as if possessed of some innee fof light

harvested from the super brilliance of the day. tBgad a million
stars hung in a velvet sky with the crescent mampended in their
midst. With magic all around her, and the headysagon of being
poised on the brink of eternity, Marika's heart kseewith gratitude
for these memories that Nickolas had given herulsipely she laid
a hand upon his arm and murmured, in tones asegastihe night,

‘Efaristo poll.'
A star shot across the sky and dropped over thefritme world.

‘Do not thank me," he returned. 'l happen to beyamg this, too.' And
his hand covered hers, enclosing it in a way tleat fier pulses
racing. She said, in the haste of confusion,

'‘But you have been before, many times - and theidgnand the
noise - | shouldn't have thought they would appesbu.’

He listened for a moment to the sound of musictifhgaout to them
from the open windows of the night club.

'It depends on the company.' He spoke with infiggatleness, and at
the same time his clasp on her hand tightened imsunticipation of
its sudden withdrawal. Marika, contained in a pduleemotion,
could not trust herself to speak. Fleetingly sfoaight of David, and
the quiet pleasure of holding his hand. But thighis was sheer
ecstasy!

How long they stood there she did not know. SheNic&olas were
detached from time. It had no meaning in this entdgarealm where
heaven seemed to beckon, just a dream away.



And in that silent interlude they each beheld théht- and each was
conscious of a momentary fear.

The ship anchored off Delos, and they reachedstaed by launch.
Nickolas asked if she wished to go along with thiedg; Marika
shook her head and they waited until the crowddrdted away.

With the new happiness that had entered into harikd's eyes took
on an added brightness, and her cheeks glowed easrshingly
informed him that he was to be her guide.

He had last been there in the spring, when flovgeesv in wild
profusion among the sacred ruins.

'‘We must come in the spring some day,' he saide quaiturally, as if
there were now no possibility of her leaving Greece

He took her hand as they strolled amid the ruin8padllo's temple,
and his sister's sanctuary. They walked along tbed3sional Way,
with the famous row of marble lions gazing downnira small
terrace above, climbed steps to the summit of M@ymithos, from
where they could see the surrounding circle ohid$agems in indigo
sea.

The sun blazed down on the tiny, barren islande @acholy, so filled
with the purity of Apollo, whose birthplace it wabkat no one was
permitted to be bom or to die there. Later, thoaghering a mere
two square miles, it became an important cento®ofmerce, and the
lovely villas built by the wealthy merchants andchkers provided
some of the most fascinating monuments. Still lrigith painted
stucco, their floors were paved with delicate mosaafter which the
houses were often named. In the House of the Masks the masks
of five actors, and an elaborate mosaic of Dionyglisg a panther.
In the house of Dionysus the handsome god of ecstae a tiger.



There were many others, the House of the TridaetHouse of the
Dolphins, and several archaic temples to be viditfdre they at last
left the island and returned to the ship for lunch.

The afternoon was spent on Mykonos, the fairy-islend of sandy
hills floating on a sea of deepest blue, of glistgrwhite houses and
churches and windmills. The only colour allowed wasdoors and
shutters, and on the roofs and cupolas of the blegrcThese made a
vivid contrast to the dazzling whiteness, and th@bitants also grew
numerous flowers in pots, hibiscus and oleand@iasking scarlet
and pink on to the whitewashed walls and shiningoheasteps.

The following day they landed by small launch aal8kthe port of
Patmos, and long before they sailed away Marikavkiieat, no
matter how much of Greece she was fated to seeritifetime, this
would always remain her dream island.

Volcanic and arid, with rugged coves and deep snlet still
possessed that softness and warmth, that sublielgyopf peace and
remoteness which she had encountered where evevesiielLike a
priceless jewel it rested on a bed of blue velwah that incredible
Grecian sky as a cover.

After stopping in the square for refreshments, thwnt with the
throng to climb up to the Byzantine monastery baiuer the spot
where St. John was reputed to have written the Bddkevelations.
Most people went by donkey, but Nickolas and Mapkeferred to
walk. On the way along the rocky ascent they wepr@ached by a
charming Greek child, dark, with a clear skin atidttee classical
features of a young goddess. Smiling, she held @latver to Marika.

'‘Will you have my flower?' The child could not haveen more than
four or five, yet she spoke in English, with a bdaldeep-toned
accent.



‘Thank you very much!" Marika, thrilled, took thewer from her
hand and put it in the buttonhole of her blouséchiag the pleasure
sparkle in the child's eyefaristo.'

Nickolas had his hand in his pocket. The child ghtdok the
drachmae offered.

‘Efaristo,'she said, and was off like a shot into the dooyw{aa low,
whitewashed house a few yards ahead.

'‘She was begging?'

'‘Afraid so." Nickolas glanced at Marika in some apment.
‘Disappointed?’

Marika hesitated, fingering the fragrant petals.

'‘No, I don't think so. Only the Greeks could bég lihat - with such
dignity.’'

He laughed then, and his voice was almost tender.
'l do believe you'd forgive us anything!

‘Yes, | believe | would.' She saw the child reappe#h a flower in
her hand, and smiled faintly to herself.

'l shall remember that," said Nickolas, and althobg tones were
light she sensed a depth of meaning in the words.

They had reached a small roadside cafe; througbgbe door came
the strains of Greek folk music played bguzoukiand a guitar.
Marika had to stop and watch for a moment the three leaping and
bending with amazing grace and agility. They appeato be
workmen, or local inhabitants who, having gone itite cafe for
refreshments, had taken the floor merely as a siver



The 'orchestra’ were sitting along one wall; oléather-beaten men
with deeply lined faces and the inevitable hint fmour and
goodwill in their eyes. The guitarist beckonedterh to come inside,
speaking in Greek. Nickolas replied, then took Mas arm and they
continued on their way up to the monastery.

Marika began to speak, trying to hide her disappeemt, but
Nickolas interrupted her.

'l promised we would call in on our way back,' h&ls'We shall then
know how much time we have. Mustn't keep the shaging.'

The cafe was crowded with visitors when they camerdagain, and
they could not find seats. The guitarist, recogmgzihem, called to
Marika to choose some music.

With a questioning glance at Nickolas, who noddde, went over to
the old man, asking for, 'Never on Sunday'. He ethispoke to the
others, and they began to play.

Almost immediately several young Greek girls andhrget up to
dance, laughingly indicating their wish for sometud visitors to join
in.

'l can't do it,' said Marika hastily as one girhlgbed her arm.

‘They are willing to teach you,' Nickolas informieer as he, too, was
dragged into the circle.

They danced with arms entwined; the visitors albdenaistakes at
first, but no one cared. Never had Marika felt ag,gs0 completely
abandoned. Everyone laughed, and hummed the tusang the
words. Over and over the tune was played; eventusitkolas

managed to put himself next to Marika.

'‘We must go,' he warned. 'The ship sails at orleakc



'‘Can't we stay just a little while longer?' For anad, intoxicated
moment she wished the ship would sail without themshed they
could stay here like this for ever.

'‘No, I'm afraid not.' His voice held a note of @Xibility, and with a
little sigh of resignation, Marika left the circlef dancers and
followed him to the door.

®Kali andamosi!'called the young men and girls, waving gaily, @hil
continuing the dance.

'Kali adamos]' returned Nickolas, while Marika added, rathe
bleakly,

'‘Good-bye.'

'‘Au revoir,'corrected Nickolas softly as they stepped intdotfiéant
sunshine. 'We shall come back, my dear.'

'‘Will we, Nickolas?' She looked up as they hurraddng her eyes
pleading, almost desperate. '"Will we ever come pbadgak/ou think ?'

'Haven't | said so? Certainly we shall come backhyntimes.'
Despite his apparent confidence, he seemed unsufagt, Marika
had the strange impression that he was not vegyahwut anything.

But the feeling soon passed, for he took her haadause the path
was rough and stony; two Orthodox priests, on thay to the

monastery, smiled faintly. A greeting passed betw#em and

Nickolas, and then their lips moved silently, amiblessing.

Nickolas and Marika continued on their way, meetimgn with laden
donkeys, women selling exquisite embroidery setooutough stalls
by the roadside, their brown skins toughened andkéed by the
merciless sun.



‘Do you want anything?' asked Nickolas, slowing ddws hitherto
rapid pace.

‘I would like a souvenir, if we have time.'

He bought her an embroidered cloth, conversing g smiling
woman first. Had he bargained? She hoped not; akerfy of these
people hurt her.

'‘How do they live?' she wanted to know, for obvligulere would be
times when the island was without tourists, andc&g anything
grew on that parched and stony land.

'‘Mainly by sponge-fishing. The men dive for theide seemed
faintly amused. "You worry too much about peopleeyre happy
with the sea and sky and God's sunshine—' He passszting her
away from some fallen boulders strewn across pah. 'The Greeks
may be poor, my dear, but they have their valugst;riyou have no
need to pity them.’

Yes, they had their values right. Not for them finge striving, the
greed and soul-destroying lust for something befieey were in fact
to be envied, for they knew the true meaning oteotment.

Despite Nickolas's haste, they were the last todothee launch. As it
moved from the quay, making for the gleaming wkh& anchored
just off the island, Marika looked back, a sad Angering regret in
her heart.

Would they ever return? Nickolas had said they @pahd yet....
Something had happened to her during the past #a,dand she
suspected Nickolas felt differently, too, but tsyshe would, Marika
could not visualize a future with him, could notlgh&omparing
herself with Hilary whp was so beautiful, so coefil and, perhaps
more important, a clever and efficient businesswanho doubt at



all that Nickolas relied on her a good deal, intfélcought Marika
with a tiny sigh, he would probably be lost withdtr.

The afternoon was spent on deck, under a blazing Marika had
acquired a beautiful tan - she looked almost likireek herself, Niki
had laughingly told her when, after lunch, she gdirthem for a
while. She had had her hair done during the momihile Nickolas
and Marika were exploring Patmos and, noticing ladtractive it
looked, Marika said,

'l think | will have mine cut. Must | make an appnent?'
‘Yes; she's rather busy, but I'll see you're fitted
Nicholas, lying in a deck chair, apparently doziogened his eyes.

*Your hair suits you very well as it is,' he saldedly, and closed his
eyes again, as if considering the matter settled.

'Oh. ..." Marika appeared faintly surprised. 'Ppshdut I've decided
to have it short. And | might have it permed dditt just to make it
curl up at the ends.’

Her fiance's eyes opened very wide at that; Ni&k&d from him to
Marika, and waited. Having known Nickolas a longei she knew
what that expression portended.

'‘Perhaps you did not understand me. | said yourshi#s you as it is.’

Marika blinked at him, and flushed slightly, corme of Niki's
amusement.

‘You mean you don't want me to have it cut?'

'He means,' laughed Niki, ‘that he won't allow y@have it cut,' and,
as a slight frown crossed Marika's brow,



‘This is something you will have to get used tonDgou know that
in Greece, when the bride, during the marriageisernpromises to
obey, the bridegroom stamps heavily on her toesrtond her of his
superiority?' She was laughing, and Nickolas hifrsstmed a good
deal amused as he watched Marika's colour deepen.

‘Those antiquated customs exist now only in theotenvillages -
Pitsa told me!" she retorted. 'lf Nickolas stampedmy toes I'd—'
She broke off, in utter confusion.

'You would stamp on mine?' responded Nickolas, H&ergin his
eyes. 'In that case, | had better take care, hi&in't

Perhaps that was merely for Niki's benefit; perttagpwas teasing her
- or it could have been something of both. Bubiadded to Marika's
embarrassment that, taking pity on her, Nickoldgctantly left his
chair and suggested they take a dip in the pool.

There remained to them two more idyllic days. Oae finst, they
visited Rhodes, the 'island of roses', where tta/dameal in one of
the tavernasby the sea, strolled along the famous 'Streethef t
Knights', and visited the valley of the butterflidhey stood on one
of the little rustic bridges and looked down intetgorge as the
butterflies, disturbed by the visitors, showered #ir with a deep
crimson gold. They wandered into the Turkish towith its markets
and fountains, its slender minarets and mosque utd¢irS8an the
Magnificent.

And on their last day they visited Crete, and tata&e of Minos at
Knossos, with its beautiful frescoes, still brigliter three thousand
years. Here began Europe's first civilization; hene terrible
monster, the Minotaur, was born to the wife of KMopos, and later
slain by Theseus, legendary Prince of Athens.



'‘What a lot we've done!' said Marika as, afterrth&st dinner on
board, they left the dancers and strolled on tloik.défeel I've been
away from Delphi for weeks!

'Have you enjoyed it all?" The gentleness in higetbhad become
familiar, but Marika caught her breath on hearindhey paused by
the rail and she turned to him, her eyes wide affid Iser lips parted
in a smile.

''ve had a wonderful time; I'll never, never fargé

'‘Nor shall I." His voice held a hint of regret, iadie wished their
holiday could have lasted a while longer. 'l hapg,dear, that | have
in some small measure made up for my inexcusalgecteof you.'

Small measure! Fingering the watch on her wrishkihg of her
luxurious cabin, and the shore trips they had takéarika felt
tempted to thank him again, but she refrained.

This holiday was just a more elaborate examplehefhospitality

found everywhere in Greece. Already she knew enalgiut the

Greeks to be sure that Nickolas would not appregedtitude on her
part. His regret at what he called his neglectwvesyg sincere; what he
had done for her both assuaged his conscience aral lgm that

self-fulfilment which requires no other reward.

Several couples came out on deck, escaping froraxbessive heat
of the ballroom, but it was an airless night, wsttarcely a ripple on
the sea, and Marika felt that the only comfortgideece would be in
the pool. On nights like this the air-conditionihglped, but the
cabins were almost unbearably hot, and Marika kitevif she went
to bed she wouldn't sleep. Nickolas seemed to hheesame
conviction, for he suggested they go up on to tpedeck, and sit
down for a while.



They sat there a long while, speaking little, louthe softness of the
night the sense of companionship grew steadily.ildarecalled

Elaine's saying that wonderful things happeneddo yn Greece.
Well, something very wonderful had happened toHad something
wonderful happened to Nickolas? She felt sure d, hend the

knowledge set her wondering, with an almost ecs&tpectation,

when, and how, he would tell her about it.

It was two in the morning before Nicholas said, hwitbvious
reluctance, that it was time they were in theirded

Back on the lower deck, they paused for a momenthieyrail,
watching the lights of another cruise ship awathendistance.

'It's like something out of fairyland," Marika sardther huskily, and
then, 'Nothing seem=al!’

‘Nothing?' Gently he took her face between his Banuaining it up, to
kiss her soft, quivering lips. 'Nothing except thisHe kissed her
again, exulting as, after the first timid hesitantyer lips grew
responsive under his own and he knew the sweetojoyheir

freshness and warmth.



CHAPTER SEVEN

MARIKA was shocked by the change in Stephanos. She lsyotbe:
bed for a long moment, unable to speak. More flestmed to have
wasted away from his cheeks, his eyes were paerdkier, and one
hand lay tightly clenched on the bed cover.

Ah, my daughter. ..His voice was slurred and sd¢areedible.
'‘Where is Nickolas?'

'He's bringing in the luggage; he won't be longe Sat down on the
bed, took up his hand and placed it against her. fac

'‘We shouldn't have left you, Father. How do youZee
Stephanos did not answer that and she wonderednat heard.
‘You look well, little one. Tell me all about itwhat have you seen?'

'So many things.' Even in her sadness the memgaies her eyes a
sparkle, and her voice an animation that brougFdiat smile of
satisfaction to the old man's thin, colourless.lipshens first - oh,
Athens!'

‘Do not try to expound,' he said, letting his firggearess her cheek.
'‘Others, more gifted, have failed.’

‘Then the islands. Kostos told you about us goirnilp Wweon, of
course?'

He nodded weakly.
‘The meeting was most opportune. Which islandg/didsee?'

She told him all that had happened, pausing nowtlaed, anxious
lest she should tire him. But he seemed avid fall@ccount of what



they had done, and when she had finished speakengidhed

contentedly, and as his hand again came to retsteded it lay there
lightly, and unclenched. Marika frowned, recalldgkolas's remark
about noticing some element of doubt in his fagh@anner. Right at
the beginning Nickolas had stressed the need fer bad warned her
that his father, despite his iliness, was stilyvacute.

‘Nickolas has made you happy, my little one.' Tiieroan smiled,
though his words came with an effort. Marika's héarched; she
knew he was dreadfully ill. 'There is love in yoeyes now,' he
observed, looking at her intently. 'That was nobsfore you went
away—' Marika made as if to protest, willing toeatipt a convincing
lie, but the old man found the strength to lift hand. Yet he did not
immediately continue; he stared past her, appedaonige lost in
thought.“l do not know what has been happening, but it sebats
everything is all right now.’

So he had suspected, in spite of their caution'ibdagropped her
hands to her lap, clasping them together so helédimat notice their
trembling. With a gasp of relief she heard the dgmen, and turned
to cast Nickolas a warning glance which only semeepuzzle him.

His father lay with closed eyes, but roused himaed moved his
head on the pillow as Nickolas crossed the floorstood by the bed,
staring down at the waxen face intently.

'Father. ..." He drew up a chair and sat down bkettid bed facing
Marika. 'You seem rather tired. What have you bdemg?' He
glanced at the pile of books on the table. Too nmeelding wearies
you; you mustn't do it.'

'I shan't have to now.' He looked with affectiohatrika, who smiled
warmly in return. 'The little one will do it for e

‘Yes, indeed, | will,' she promised, 'just wheney@u wish me to.’



'Has the doctor been today?' asked Nickolas, snmgptihe
bedclothes with an apparently careless gesture.

The ghost of a smile touched the old man's lips.
'He has, yes. But what can the doctor do, my son?"

Nickolas flinched; he looked across at Marika, $ewfighting tears
that threatened.

'‘What did he say?'

‘What could he say? He has long since given updrio hoax me.’
His eyes narrowed, searching his son's face ipteéhtinay be done
for, Nickolas, but my brain's still active.'

'Indeed it is," Nickolas calmly agreed. 'Dr. Mounds would not be
SO unwise as to try to deceive you ... nor woulgbae else who was
acquainted with your almost uncanny—' He frownehrehing for
the English word, and casting an inquiring glande Marika.
‘Omniscience - is that right, darling?’

Marika nodded, her eyes tender, her face softlwiglg.

The old man's lids came down; he smiled fainthyhibmself, as if
enjoying some secret joke. Then he said strangely,

'‘Queer how things turn out sometimes.' His headetlirinto the

pillow; he seemed exhausted. 'My only regret i$ tlshall not live to

see you married. Nickolas, there is a glass of mitaze on the table.
Give it to me, please, and tell Pitsa | do not wishtea - I'll have

something later.’'

Nickolas had to ease his father's head from tHevpilsupporting it
with his arm. Marika blinked swiftly as she watcteoh put the glass
to the old man's lips. Stephanos had been morectqaaible of doing



little things like that for himself before they weaway. How
different he had become - and in less than a week.

‘Nickolas—'- She turned to him and looked up ints face
searchingly. 'Is he - will he...?'

A flicker of emotion crossed his face as, with mite gentleness, he
drew her closer to him.

'‘Could be a few weeks, | suppose,' he returnedigitrdight lips. 'But,
my dear, we must be prepared to lose him any tione'n

Marika wept on his breast; he held her in sileiig face caressing
her hair. At last she pulled away, found a handkefand dried her
eyes.

‘You grew to love him too much,' Nickolas said gadt is always
dangerous to love like that - you become so vulbsierep pain.' They
had reached the top of the stairs. Marika stoppeckamine his face
again, wondering why her heartbeats should havekgoned so
madly. His warning referred to her affection fos father, and yet she
felt there was a far deeper and more significargmmg to his words.
Perhaps it was imagination.ntustbe imagination, she told herself in
sudden fear, and because she felt so overwroughtietars came
again.

'‘What is it, my little one? Is it something elsesides Father?' He
impelled her towards his bedroom. '‘Come in here t@fidme all
about it. In any case,' he added with a forcedesnybu cannot go
downstairs looking like this; they'll be wanting koaow what I've
been doing to you.' Closing the door, he turnedtwend; his anxiety
was plain - and so was his tenderness.

'I'm so silly—' She managed to smile through hardeThe stupidest
notion came into my head.’



'‘What stupid notion?' Nickolas took the wet littiall from her hand,
held it gingerly for a moment, then put it on aich®rawing a

handkerchief from his pocket he dried her eyes) Kiesed her gently
on the lips. "Tell me about this stupid notion.’

With all her fears so quickly dispelled, she glahag at him

sheepishly. Her eyes were wide, and still glistgnimer lips softly

parted. Love had brought a delicate beauty to hidish features,

though she had no idea why Nickolas caught histhras he looked
at her, waiting for her to speak. His hands ondaee arms trembled
slightly, though their touch remained infinitelyrgke.

‘Everything is all right now,' she murmured. 'ltfefrightened for a
moment, but only because | was so upset about IFathe

'‘Death is frightening to the very young. But- Fathas been resigned
for some time. Undoubtedly he will welcome it." kintas gazed
down at her steadily. "'The important thing is tmatlast months have
been made happy, thanks to you, Marika. You ha#idd your role
most successfully.'

He had obviously misunderstood the reason for &ar, fand she let
that pass, but his comment on her 'success' redhihde of his
father's doubts.

'He had guessed that all was not as it appeabedddmitted. 'It must
have been something | did - but he is quite hampy, rand satisfied
that we are - that | am. ..." Marika tailed offyghing hotly. 'He had
just mentioned it before you came in. | tried tanvgou, but | don't
think you understood my glance.'

A slight frown appeared on Nickolas's dark brow.4éemed faintly
troubled.

'Mentioned what ?'



'He said he didn't know what had been happeningthat he knew
everything was all right now." She paused, watchmg frown
deepen, and realized she had not, after all, cdslpl®st her fear of
him. 'He's quite happy, Nickolas, truly,' she adoeldaste.

'Yes,' agreed Nickolas, diverted for the moment Hor still
heightened colour. 'You have managed to dispeldmuypts he may
have had.' He slid his fingers through her haieeping it back from
her face as if to examine her expression more lglo'$@ather could
not possibly suspSfct anything now." Marika blinkedl him,
conscious of the warmth of his hand on her temgial recalling
Stephanos's comment about the love in her eyesh@&idlace really
reflect all that was in her heart? - Was that wihtkolas had meant
just now? She did not mind if he knew how shedblbut him, but -
Oh,whenwould he set her mind at rest by telling her affieelings,
too! His hand dropped and the frown reappearedwvétd on to say
that his father, having begun to suspect somethiad probably been
worrying while they were away, and that could hawatributed to
his worsening condition. '‘On the other hand,' h&inoed in a voice
faintly tender, 'if we hadn't gone away you wouldré looking so
happy, and it is your obvious happiness that hiakisdears at rest...
once and for all, let us hope.'

There were others who noticed Marika's new-foungplreess, and
reacted to it in very different ways.

Souphoula had not yet gone back to her cottageshadand Hilary

were talking in the sitting-room when Nickolas aMi@rika came

down. Marika had, on entering the house, merelyppdpher head
round the door in greeting, then sped upstaire® Stephanos, so
neither woman had noticed the glow in her cheekh®rsparkle in

her eyes.

Somehow, Souphoula had managed to find a high-daaakost
uncomfortable-looking chair, and she sat on itceamd unsmiling,



her hands clasped together. She wore the usudladk skirt, and
from beneath the black cowl a stray wisp of haimgd the numerous
lines of her brow. Pitsa had once said that SouphHmew the secret
of the Evil Eye, and indeed she looked fearsometamible, and yet
so very wise. She watched as Marika sat down omall sofa,

making room so that Nickolas could sit beside hé&eiwished. No
flicker of expression touched Souphoula's face,Hartblack eyes
seemed to penetrate Marika's very soul.

Your holiday has done you good, child," she obskrieough her
eyes flickered strangely as her grandson crosgebthm and took a
seat next to Hilary. 'You must come and see me tmwo | wish to
know all about it.’

‘Yes, | will," Marika promised happily. 'We had anderful time, but
| missed you all. Where's Pitsa?'

'‘Preparing her uncle's tea.' She paused. '"Youhaik noticed your
father's condition?' she added, casting a glanbkciblas.

He merely nodded, and continued his conversatitim kilary.

'Stephanos doesn't want tea.' Marika stood upeyes clouding in
faint puzzlement at her fiance's behaviour. 'tland tell Pitsa - it's
no use her getting it ready only to be wasted.'

‘Uncle Stephanos is very ill,' Pitsa said when kamgave her the
message. 'He does not eat much at all now." Aftétle reflective

silence Pitsa added, more brightly, 'You look |lgydllarika. What

have you done to yourself?'

‘Nothing at all, but we've had such a marvelloosetiPitsa. | adore
your country!’

‘Your country, too,' was the quick reminder. 'Businot Greece that
gives you this beauty. You have had a romantic tntle Nickolas ?'



Marika nodded, her eyes dreamy. She had to swallbtile lump in
her throat before she could speak.

‘Yes, Pitsa, it was romantic - the sea and the simg the islands. ...'
She added to herself, '... and Nickolas, so diffierso tender and
kind." She felt happy that she no longer had tenecher friend; it
had hurt Marika to do so, and had hurt her everertwmthink of their
parting.

Anna was at the other end of the room, prepariegté¢a tray. She
never spoke much, always seeming to be immersedernown
thoughts, but she, too, remarked on Marika's chdhagpearance.

'You look very well, miss. The sea gives you goedlth - every time
the sea is good for the health.'

Marika smiled at this, thanking her. She and Ritslped to carry in
the tea things and set them out on the table. Naskiorought up a
coffee table and Pitsa put his and Hilary's te¢hah pouring out for
them and passing the scones, which Hilary had naadkthe typical
sweet pastries that Pitsa had bought from thegalleonfectioner's.
Souphoula never took tea, but she drank sevesattips of Turkish
coffee, which Marika carried to her, for she netedirher chair.

After tea Souphoula asked Nickolas to drive her éioRitsa had
already gone upstairs to spend half an hour withuhele, so Marika
found herself alone with Hilary.

The older girl had merely nodded in reply to Maiskguick greeting,
and had scarcely spoken to her since. But the g&asbe cast at
Marika could scarcely be ignored. From the firstrikia had sensed
her dislike, but those glances portrayed sometfangleeper. They
had come at intervals, during her conversation Wittkolas; Marika
could not even guess at the reason for them, bedrik Hilary and
Nickolas had kept their voices so low that no olse & the room



could hear what they said. Marika had felt a sraakie of jealousy,
especially as his eyes still held the old affecterine talked to Hilary,
his head very close to hers.

Languidly, Hilary relaxed in her chair, staringhaarika from under
thick, curling lashes.

'‘As Souphoula, in her great wisdom remarked, yaliday has done
you good." Always that half-sneer, thought Marikend then
wondered if she were being uncharitable.

'l do feel better for the holiday,' was all shels#iinking of Pitsa and
Stephanos upstairs, and wishing she had been gqunmkgh to join
them before Souphoula and Nickolas went out.

'l suppose you were quite thrilled with the shigfter never having
been anywhere before?’

‘The sailing was enjoyable," Marika replied, detesd not to enter
into details. Those hours on deck were far too ipuscto be
discussed with anyone - except Nickolas himselbfick, he must
have been frightfully bored!

'He didn't appear to be bored," retorted Marik&aitoss of her head.
'In fact, I'm sure he thoroughly enjoyed every nnyust as | did.'

The colour fused Hilary's cheeks, so slowly thatvds scarcely
noticeable; Marika sensed, rather than saw, hezrang

‘Naturally he wouldn't let you see his boredong' drawled, daintily
tapping a manicured finger on the arm of her chégu should know
something about Greek ways by now. However fed igg Was he'd
have the good manners not to show it.'

'l don't believe he was in any way bored - or fgdas you say,’
returned Marika with conviction. 'Nickolas is nbetsort of person to



have gone had he not expected to enjoy it. Leanc#ptain, is his
friend, and as they hadn't seen each other for soneethey were
delighted at being able to spend a few days togéthe

'‘Are you saying that Leon went everywhere with you?

'Of course not, but we were with him for meals, anthe night club
- his wife was there, too.'

'‘My, you have been living it up! Hilary's laugh Itheno mirth.
‘Hob-nobbing with the captain and his wife. No wengou come
back starry-eyed!

The sneer was plain this time; Hilary made no ¢fforhide it, and
she gave a laugh of mocking amusement now whichgbhtothe

colour rising to Marika's face. As always when $tend herself
alone with Hilary, she searched for an excuse taps Finding
none, she leant back in her chair with a small sifhesignation.
Perhaps Nickolas would not be long; she hoped hest drop

Souphoula at the cottage and come away, but thaugtdre likely

that he would remain for a while discussing hihéats changed
condition.

Suddenly aware that Hilary's narrowed gaze waslfowher watch,
Marika's colour deepened, and she began to fitgeewatch with a
little nervous gesture, waiting for Hilary's comrheNickolas had
bought it on the ship. He'd been so particular algmiting her
something 'really nice' that he had rejected ewvary/the girl brought
out. It wasn't until she produced this one - thesinexpensive watch
in the shop - that Marika herself had been condulde asked if she
liked it. She did, of course, but felt troubled ptiee price. Waving
her timid objection aside Nickolas paid for it thesnd then and,
taking her out on deck, put it on her wrist. Mari@aked at it now.
Small and dainty, with a delicate ribbon band dfiga was the sort
of present a man buys for the woman he loves.



No wonder Hilary stared in surprise, knowing as dltethat their
engagement was all a sham!

'Did ... Nick buy you that?' The words seemed tokehher, and the
hand resting on the arm of the chair trembled #iigh

'Yes—' For some reason Marika felt guilty; the othiel was clearly

hurt, and again Marika began to wonder what sod cflationship
had existed between her and Nickolas. 'He realiredn't one, and -
and bought me this." Although she ended on a nbtapology

Hilary's expression changed; she stared at Marikaapen hostility,

but any retort she intended to make was left ungstidhat moment
the door opened, and Nickolas walked in, bringingjgin of relief

from Marika. The tension in the atmosphere could passibly

escape him, and Marika watched his expression wfthyuite

knowing what to expect. To her astonishment his dgrame wary
as, flicking from one to the other, they finallynoca to rest on
Marika's flushed face.

'‘Come,' he said smoothly, 'we'll sit with Father éowhile before
dinner." And without another glance at Hilary hewogd the door for
Marika to pass through before him.

'‘What were you and Hilary talking about?' he askagharently
without much interest.

'It was - that is - Hilary remarked on my watch.'

He looked down at it, frowning strangely. Thenfiaise cleared, and
when they entered the bedroom a few moments laegrm rested
tenderly across her shoulders.

Everyone seemed unusually quiet at dinner thatiegehlilary was
clearly in a state of suppressed anger; Nickolpsaed to be sorting



something out in his mind with precise care, angaRinever very
talkative, seemed also to be occupied with her tvghts. When
the meal was over Marika and Nickolas went as atway

Stephanos's room, but the old man had scant intardeeir presence
and Nickolas insisted on his settling down fornight. After making

him comfortable, they left him and returned to #i#ing-room.

Hilary and Pitsa had books on their laps; Pitsa vemsling, but
Hilary's gaze remained fixed. Still angry, conclddelarika, but

bored, dreadfully bored, too.

'‘Can we go for a walk?' she turned to Nickolas]iami'l'd like to go
to the Sanctuary again.' In a vague, expectanto$avay she felt he
would choose that sacred spot to tell her of his.lo

'‘Not tonight, Marika. | have some work to do.' Heided her glance
of surprise, adding deliberately, 'In any case yaust be tired. |
suggest you have an early night.'

No suggestion, but an order - gentle but definite.

There was no reason why she should be tired. Tmag,had been on
deck until two this morning, and then driven upfrBiraeus after the
ship docked at nine o'cloek. They arrived in Delpéfore tea and
since then she had done nothing but sit around. vt really
surprised Marika was the assertion that he had teodo. Maybe he
had, but it couldn't be that urgent, for he hadbe#ling to remain
with his father all the evening as usual.

For a moment she considered arguing - or rathesupding, but on
noticing the inflexible lines of his mouth, shereahed.

‘Very well, Nickolas,' she said flatly. Her 'googimt' embraced them
all; only Pitsa replied, and Marika went out andtapgs, a strange
little access of fear tugging at her heart.



Flinging wide the window, she stood gazing out othex familiar
landscape. It all seemed shadowy tonight, and swesnn than ever.
The rock faces of Parnassus merged indistinctlly thié sky, and the
deeply-incised valley of the Pleistus took on thepext of a
bottomless chasm, mysterious, destructive. But ttten valley
opened out on to the sacred plain of Amphissa, hathreat expanse
of olive groves. In the far distance shone the @Gufforinth, and the
little Bay of Itea with its curve of twinkling lighs.

Marika felt she would never tire of the scene,vith every change
of time, in every shade of light, its grandeur atsd impression
changed, too. One moment, the sense of divine rdsse of being
drawn into the holy realm of the gods and ancieitscthe next, the
illusion of drifting through space, or being anakrin a void of
timelessness.

Startled into reality, she became aware of voiceke garden below.
Nickolas and Hilary....

Instinctively, she made to step back, into the eiaekl room, but her
legs became suddenly weak.

'—dear Hilary, please don't fuss!
'‘But the girl's in love with you!'
‘Can | help that?'

Both spoke in whispers, but in the exceptionaliiaf the air every
word was audible to Marika, standing there in ilense of her room.

"You must have flirted with her, Nick. You mightwasll admit it!' He
did not admit it, neither did he deny it. 'Are yguite sure your own
heart wasn't affected,in the process!

'Don't be ridiculous!



A terrible pain throbbed in Marika's head. She'ujiat nothing could
wound more than that scornful exclamation, butisn't yet heard
all.

‘Then why did you buy her that watch?'

'It was a compensation present—' His voice dropgpedow that
Marika had difficulty in hearing his next wordsatn deeply grateful
for what she has done for Father.'

Compensation present. ... The lovely watch shedtagpted from

him so happily, that she intended to cherish fardwecause of the
tenderness in his eyes as he fastened it abowuirfstr And it hadn't

been tenderness at all, but gratitude.

She glanced down, as if compelled by some invidsibtee. Tears
blurred her vision, but she saw that they stoodeclogether, under
the trees, by a little rustic garden seat. Hilatyrees of relief floated
up to her, like a soft purr in the silence.

'Is that all? | felt so jealous, Nick.'

Then you were very silly, my dear.'

'‘Perhaps, but you have never said you love merraeteallysaidit.’
‘Are words necessary between you and me?'

A soft laugh answered him; Marika's lips quiveregantrollably as
she moved away, her tortured mind seeing them nosach other's
arms. Quietly she closed the curtains, but nowimelow, lest they
should guess she had heard.

Even in her misery she could not blame Nickolagds not his fault
she'd mistaken gratitude for love. Her own stupgidiverwhelmed



her; how could she have ever imagined anyone likkdias would
fall in love with her?

He .was grateful ... and he pitied her. She redale sadness, the
regret in his voice when he had told her it wasgéaous to love too
much— No wonder that terrible fear had flooded dver; it must
have been instinct. Well, she didn't want his phg; would soon
realize she didn't need it because he'd neveresdeve again. When
David had hurt her she had managed to laugh, anmkaap
light-hearted - to hide her pain. She could do #ugtin....

That other had been a mere scratch, this was adyaieep and
enduring.

As was to be expected, sleep eluded her, and Hlogvfiog morning,

Sunday, she came downstairs looking not only tirethody, but

mentally fatigued. Nickolas, alone at the breakfabte, glanced up,
and his smile immediately changed to an expressionleepest
anxiety.

'‘What is it, child ? Are you ill ?'

Marika sat down, clenching her hands to stop ttreimbling. No
doubt at all about his concern, but she wisheddum'hh commented
on her appearance; it only proved the difficultycoincealing her
unhappiness.

'l didn't sleep very well.' She smiled at him aedpled herself to rolls
and jam. The food would probably choke her, butistended to eat
it, because if she didn't she was quite sure hddwvant to know
why. And if he continued to show this anxiety sheud burst into
tears and tell him everything. That would embartass to such a
degree that their relationship would become alraobearable.

‘You don't look as if you've slept at all,' he alveel, examining her
face closely. 'Perhaps | should have taken youadtdtr;, all.'



'‘But you had - work to attend to.' Marika madeilicher coffee cup,
but he did it for her.

'‘What | had to do could have waited a while," Harreed, frowning.
‘We will go for a walk this morning, and after ldmgou shall go up
and have a siesta.’

'l promised to go and see Souphoula today.' Thimess in her voice
did not escape him; his brow contracted in puzzieme

'‘We shall both go then - before lunch. | am deteediyou shall rest
this afternoon.' The quiet emphasis,, the implaathat he would
brook no argument, would have thrilled her a -fewrs ago; but she
felt a hurtful lump in her throat and could notteafall, finish her

breakfast.

Souphoula wanted to know all about their holidagd avarika,
contriving to hide her unhappiness, managed te@uoie enthusiasm
into the account, though she did wonder if anythoauld be
successfully hidden from those mysterious, watcejids. Nickolas,
who had been strangely quiet during the short w@llsouphoula's
cottage, seemed in some odd way relieved as hendidtto her
talking, and occasionally laughing at some incidbat had amused
her at the time.

But she never mentioned staying out on deck umtilib the morning
and, strangely, she made no reference to the t#tfe at Patmos,
either.

After leaving the cottage Nickolas insisted on ngkher for a short
walk as there was still an hour to go before lufidtey took the path’
into the hills beyond the Kastalian Spring, inte tmagic of the
eagle-haunted crags of Pamassus. They spoke Mé#aka was no
longer thrilled by the spectacular beauty of thedkcape; Nickolas,



though putting her silence down to the fact that Ishdn't slept, was
again becoming puzzled.

'‘We must make the trip to the summit one day,' dd, 10ping to
arouse some response in her. 'lt takes two daysrandight, and we
shall have to take everything with ils, as themeisher food nor water
to be had on top.'

She turned then, to look up at him, her eyes varl dnd wide. For
she knew after August the path to the summit oh&ssus could be
obliterated by snow ... and she also knew that dw@dwnot leave his
father now for two days and a night, at least, moless it was
absolutely necessary.

As it happened, it did become necessary for Nicktde away from
home for a few days. He was needed at the hot€lorfu, as the
manager was again taken ill. Having consulted tbetat, who
assured him that there was no immediate dangerigofather
Nickolas asked Marika if she would like to accompaim.

'l shall be busy, of course, and Corfu is not ohigh® most attractive
of the Greek islands, but I'm sure you will enjoyand | shall try to
take you out once or twice.'

‘Thank you, Nickolas, but | don't want to leavelteatagain so soon.’
Her lashes came down, hiding her expression.Kihid of you to ask
me, though.'

'‘Marika, what is the matter with you!" Nickolas sded as if his
patience had been stretched almost beyond endurdratehe kept
his temper only by the greatest effort.

‘Nothing at all." She looked up in feigned surpriseping her voice
did not reveal that its lightness was forced. 'h'‘tl&now why you
should ask.'



He glanced at her sharply, his eyes glinting.

'‘Don't you, Marika ?' And then, persuasively, 'Wbd&l back in a
couple of days; | think | can arrange a temporaplacement for
Kinias, and if so, we shall be back by the dayratienorrow.'

Marika shook her head. Obviously he considered thigood

opportunity to show her a little more of Greecer-Hadn't he said it
would be a shame for her to return to England withwaving seen
something of his country? But she could not expgeaself to more
pain.

'I'll stay with Stephanos, if you don't mind.'

He stiffened visibly; he regarded her in frigidesite for a while and
she was reminded of the old almost- forgotten anocg before he
said shortly,

"Very well, it's as you wish!'

David's letter arrived the day after Nickolas read. Marika read it
twice, then went out to see Nickolas in the offide.sat with sleeves
rolled up, his back framed against the window, \wlopened on to a
wide verandah. Trees, faintly stirring, gave weleoshade from the
brilliant sun, and threw moving shadows acrossitsk, littered with

papers and ledgers and glossy brochures.

‘Can | come in, Nickolas?' She stood by the ddue,létter in her
hand, and spoke with forced gaiety. 'IH not keep gaminute. It's
about David.'

He had smiled on her entry, and his eyes flickevetd a curious
expectancy. Now they glinted coldly.



'Sit down, Marika.' As he leant back in his chaishadow caught his
face; it became sinister, pitiless. Marika sat dowetermined to
retain her pose.

'He wants to come and see me. He's been workird) chaing the
vacation and saved half the fare, so his parents imade up the rest.'
Unconsciously, she waved the letter; the icy staeame more
intense, but she managed to keep her eyes dandimgxcitement.
'He cannot afford a hotel, so—' No mistaking hipression. She
began to fold the letter and return it to its eopel

‘The fare can scarcely do him much good if he h&sa'money for
accommodation." His voice was quieter than expeaed she
glanced up again, hopefully.

'He— | wondered if he might stay here. .. ? Hersgyleaded, though
his expression daunted her. The letter had coneedikanswer to a
prayer, acted as a soothing balm to her injuredkpfor David was so
keen to see her that he had worked every day dtlmmgacation in
order-to save the fare, or part of it. He now wehe spend the last
two weeks with her in Delphi. 'l thought perhaps ymuld allow me
to have a guest, Nickolas. He would be here fartight.’

'‘Do..you realty want this - David to come here?abiked, and Marika
had the odd impression that, despite his frigiceeat, he was in
some way hurt...What a stupid notion! She shookfit of

‘Yes, Nickolas.' Marika allowed excitement to ertter eyes again. 'It
would be lovely to have him. We used to be so hdpggther - and
we'll have so much to tell each other!

The familiar chirping of cicadas intruded into tbag silence, and as
Nickolas sat watching Marika the coldness graduafiyhis face. He
astonished her by shaking his head in bewilderrefare saying, in
the same quiet tones,



'Is it so important to you, Marika, that you shos&k him again?'

For a moment she watched his hand resting idlyherdesk, brown
and strong. She had known its strength ... andniderness. Her eyes
misted over.

'It's terribly important - please let him come.'eSlooked at him
imploringly, tears on her lashes. 'Please sayNe&polas,please!

'‘Don't beg like that," he returned angrily. 'There need!
Then he can come?’

"Il think about it.'

'He asked me to let him know right away.'

There followed a long moment of considerationekmed to Marika
that he had a sudden idea, and that whatever ittWaped the scales
in her favour.

'He can come on one condition,' Nickolas agredasat 'That is, that
when you go about you take Pitsa and Kostos with'yo

She blinked at him.
'‘Kostos? Is he coming here?'

'He has a holiday due to him, and | have invited to spend it with
us. It wasn't to be until next month, when thingsdme quieter, but |
can bring it forward. Hilary can take over whileigdere.'

Hilary. ... He could send her away for a fortnighthout the least
sign of regret? Marika knew why he wished to thiKwegtos and Pitsa
together, but she failed to make sense of hisid#itegarding Hilary.
Still, he was at liberty to go into Athens just wieger he wished, and



Marika concluded he would be doing so quite oftanrdy the two
weeks she was there.

She agreed to Nickolas's suggestion and was gieemigsion to
send the message to David. But she was also steminded of her
obligation to his father. He must not be neglectdidkolas would
expect her to go in as usual after dinner eachiegeand also to read
to him whenever he asked her to do so. On no atcowst
Stephanos think that David was anything more thiiead.

Marika smiled bitterly as she left the office andntvupstairs for the
money to send the message. David was no more tfreend, never
could be, but it gave her a strange satisfactidintiw that Nickolas
thought differently.



CHAPTER EIGHT
'RIK, you've changed!
'In three months? - so have you, but never mintimieall the news!'

To her surprise Marika had found herself lookingwiard with
genuine eagerness to David's visit, and on hivarshe'd been
actually excited. Perhaps it was because he regesshome, and the
sublimely uncomplicated past where life's only pealis sprung
from the shortage of money.

David had driven up from the airport by taxi, baatroduced to
Nickolas and his family, eaten his lunch, and nbgytwere alone for
the first time, sitting together on a hammock qgraged terrace under
the welcome shade of the trees.

'‘Don't know where to begin. Lots of things haverbleappening and -
oh, I've letters from your mum and the twins, heytre still in my
case. Will they do later?'

She nodded.

‘Start with the births. What did Mrs. Collins have?
‘A boy, Stephen.’

‘She wanted a boy; is he nice?'

David laughed.

‘New-borns look vile to me - yes, | suppose heitge.hHe paused.
'‘Now who's next? There's another Hardy annual - kreew it was
coming, of course?' Marika nodded again. 'lIt'srtka §orleen. Where
do they get the names!



‘The boys will be disappointed,’ grinned Marikehéy hoped for a
draw, but it's five-three." She put her head on side, counting
mentally. "That's right, they have eight now.'

‘Now for the other news. Mr. Coombes has left thst pffice, and
we've got a funny old spinster who won't open thercbnce she's
closed; she says if people can't remember what wWeayt before
closing time then they can do without.'

'‘How miserable! We've always gone to Mr. Goombsisle door.'
Taking a handkerchief from his pocket, David moppisdorow.
‘This heat! Is it always so hot?'

'It was cooler when | first came. The spring's wenfal, David, and
the flowers, they're heavenly!

'I'll strip off in a few minutes.' He eyed her tarth envy. "You look
like a native. How far does it go?' he added, laugh

Marika flushed and thought again how much he hahgéd since
going to college.

'‘Would you like a cool drink?' she asked awkwardiggd again he
laughed.

'l don't suppose you sunbathe in a dress. Have yokini?'
'l wear shorts and a sun-top."'
David's eyes roved admiringly.

'You've filled out; should look cute in a bikini.y haven't you got
one? Does he keep you short of cash?"



'‘Nickolas is most generous.' Frowning, she deliledrastressed the
first word. 'l have more than enough.’

‘Then why don't you buy one?' He eyed her curiouBhere was a
slight pause and then,

'l don't think Nickolas would approve.'

‘What's it got to do with him? We'll buy one whea go to the shops,’
he declared emphatically. 'Didn't thildkd Pluto would be such a
stick-in-the-mud.'

Marika's frown deepened for a moment, and therretea
‘Tell me about the spinney. Did they get plannieghussion?'
'‘No. Discovered the ground was liable to subsidénce
'‘Good; we don't want any building there.'

'‘But we've a financier putting some of his thousandto the
Gallimores' cottage. You knew it was sold?’

‘It was up for sale, yes.’

‘Three garages, patio, the lot. A few more like mmving in and
bang goes our old-world charm for ever.'

'‘Happens everywhere,' put in Marika sadly, thinkofgthe lovely
sixteenth-century cottage being transformed ingleaming white
villa. Her eyes wandered to the surrounding langisc&he saw it at
dawn in all its wild majesty, and again when thereaching dusk
cast lengthy violet shadows, giving it a fairy-talechantment. She
saw the great massif silhouetted against a suksetos under a
star-paved canopy when the twin peaks of the Pleskl, bathed in
a mist of silver, stood guard over the sun-god®Wwad domain. No



one would ever build here. .. . 'They do not bundParadise,' she
murmured, almost to herself.

'Is that how you think of it?' David scanned therscappreciatively.
‘You're right, too. This is a marvellous place. Yeulucky, RIk,
having all this for nothing.'

'l suppose | am." Something in her voice made hiamag at her
curiously.

‘Tell me about yourself. What has been happeningt®' He leant
back in order to watch her changing expressionafilp. "You're not
the same, Rik.'

Ignoring the last remark, she told him of her Ifere which was
really one of strict routine. She talked of Stemsnof Pitsa and
Souphoula. She spoke little of Nickolas, and memib nothing
about their recent holiday.

'‘We will go and see Souphoula tomorrow. She doegeioout much
- comes to see Father, of course, but has to wélitNickolas can
fetch her.'

'‘Father?' Again that curious glance. 'Why do yoll lsian that? |
heard you do so at lunch time."He asked me tobélieves | shall
marry Nickolas, as you already know.'

‘And Souphoula... ? | heard you call her Grandmdthe
She shrugged.

‘Just drifted into it, but mostly we call her Soopla.' She paused
reflectively. 'They're wonderful people, David. dve them all,
Father, and Grandmother and Pitsa. ..." Marikalewal hard and a
faint sadness entered her eyes.



'Hmm ... the only one you don't seem to love is Nidk." She
frowned at that, but made no comment. 'l certagidy't blame you
for that. He fits to perfection my idea of Hadesmbelf." He leant
forward, laughing. '‘Watch he doesn't drag you it abyss!" He
laughed more loudly and dropped a hand on to hee kn

Yes, people changed, she mused, rather sadly. Aaga David
would never have made such a personal gesturew&hebout to
remove his hand when her attention became diveftckolas,
emerging from the office, stopped in his track# asable to believe
his eyes. For the merest second they rested ordBawand before
moving to Marika's flushed countenance. His lightiened and he
went indoors.

'‘What's wrong with him?' David watched his retmegtfigure for a
moment. 'Anyone would think you're really engaged!

Although trembling slightly, Marika had to smile.

Had they been really engaged Nickolas would noehaslked off
like that!

Wiping his brow again, David announced his intemtd changing,
and got up from the hammock.

'I'll bring your letters down first, then you caa teading them.’

'You can find your room all right, can't you? - ashoh't «se all the
space, David. You're sharing it with Kostos; h@ldriving in time
for dinner.’

As she read her mother's letter Marika's heartbgaitkened, and
when David came down again, clad only in shorts samtals, she
asked him about her mother's activities.



'Oh, yes; new fitted carpets, new furniture — gasinknows what
they haven't got. Started buying just after yotl [edused quite a stir,
as you can imagine, with everyone wondering howsa® doing it,
especially as Susan has thrown up her job again.'

'‘Susan out of work?' Marika blinked in puzzlemé&aten with Susan
working they can't afford all these things.'

'‘Getting a car next week; been ordered some time.'
Marika shook her head; she wondered why she trehdue
'l can't understand it Whebasthe money come from?"'

'Stuff's all on the never-never,' he explained.uYmum eventually
told mine.' He hesitated. 'You said in one of ytaiters that Nick
increased your allowance.'

‘That money was so that they could be more coniftatanot to
encourage them to become further in debt.’

Again a hesitation. He felt reluctant to discusshspersonal matters
but her distress troubled him.

"Your mother confided in Mum that Mr. Loukas haddpaff some
debts as part of the bargain. Well, it seems taespects he'll do the
same again - at least, that's how Mum has sortadt.it

'He won't, | know he won't - why should he?' Heaittheactually
thumped now, almost painfully against her ribsséme inexplicable
way she felt this would give Nickolas an added hwicher. Just how
it would affect her she did not know, but there trius some reason
for her sudden fears.

'l must write at once. These things must be seck.lddickolas will
not pay any more money; it isn't fair to ask him.’



David knew he'd have had to produce the letter gome but he felt
sorry he hadn't waited a while.

'‘Don't let it spoil our day, Rik. I'm sure everytgi" will be all right.
Your mother will probably be able to keep up thgmants. Cheer
up. | wish | hadn't given you the letter.’

‘Do you really think she'll be able to pay, Davidfon't know how
much Nickolas sends. ..." Her eyes brightenebwiite and tell her
she can't have the car. Do you imagine it will beight, then?'

He did not, but the pleading couldn't be ignoredamy case, he had
no wish for the holiday to be spoiled by Marikaomttnued anxiety.

'I'm sure of it," he replied, a lightness in higoeo "Your mother was
probably not serious. You know how women talk, aral a little. |

shouldn't expect she really means to ask for moo@ey Don't

worry, Rik, Carol's working, so they're probablyitgucomfortably

off.'

This calmed Marika, who decided to write to her Ingotat once. As
David said, they would probably be able to paytiierother things so
long as they did not have the car.

Hilary came out of the house a few minutes lated, &ter nodding to
them, went into the office. Nickolas had orderg¢axato take her into
Athens and it was expected to arrive at two o'clétlary's bag stood
in the hall doorway, packed and ready. The offiserctlosed behind
Hilary; Marika wondered what they were doing, ahtha same time
thought it odd that Nickolas was not driving heoiAthens himself.
True, it was late to begin "a return journey, Inare had been nothing
to prevent his starting out after breakfast. In eage, he could have
stayed the night

'l don't like that one.' David cut into her thougitts she in love with
Hades?'



‘David, | wish you wouldn't call him these names!'
Anger made her voice rise. 'Please stop it!"

He stared, taken aback by the vehemence of hersword
"You're quite touchy about him, aren't you?'

Marika ignored that.

'Yes, she is in love with him," she returned witing exasperation,
looking along the drive as the taxi turned in & ¢fateway.

David pulled a wry face.

‘The sort of bloke some women will fall for! Stilhe continued

musingly as the taxi drew to a standstill and Niakoand Hilary

came from the office, 'l daresay he has all theds® of experience,
and that, | believe, is a most attractive assatnman.’

Marika could find nothing to say to that, and thetched in silence
as Hilary's suitcase was put in the car and Nickafter some final
comment to the driver, closed the door. Hilary what@ him as the
taxi reached the gate; Nickolas waved back and téemned to the
office.

‘She might be in love with him,' commented Davicistrange tone,
'but is he in love with her?"

Swallowing the pain in her throat, Marika managedsay quite
calmly,

‘Yes. He's very much in love with her.' David's gjdecame fixed
upon her and she changed the subject, puttingcaddightness into
her voice. "You've told me all the news from honmy tell me about
college.’



'‘College, or the girls?' he grinned.

'‘Both." The girls didn't trouble her any more.

‘Lots of work; first-year exams—'

'Oh, yes. How did you go on ?'

'‘Passed. Don't ask me how - we all thought weld fai

'‘Nonsense! You always worked hard. And look how warked to
get here. Was it at the garage?'

'‘No." He shook his head grimly. 'On the new by-passd, was it
tough! But the money was good, and when Mum and [wachised
to make up the fare if | earnedhalf it was an addedntive. Then
yesterday along comes Aunt Josie with ten poundssfpending
money.’

‘Aunt Josie was always good to you. She enjoysgiand she only
has her pension. | must buy her a present whenoveeig- probably
in Athens.'

'Yes.' David grabbed her hand, his face eager, sliitce a child
waiting for a birthday to arrive. How young, thoadWarika, and
suddenly Nickolas appeared quite old. 'We mustlgogs; you shall
show me around!

She explained about Stephanos, and about Pits&a@stds. David
fell in with the suggestion readily.

‘The more the merrier,' he said, and she smiledlyai

No desire to be alone with her, no disappointmerthair having
company all the time. Marika felt overwhelminghliesed by the
knowledge.



They talked through the entire afternoon, takirgrttea outside, and
for a few hours they drifted back into the old telaship. But it did
not take Marika long to realize that nothing hadraed, that David
had no affection for her whatever. Several timesédn forgotten to
be tactful, and she knew that he enjoyed himseiiemsely with the
girls at college. At last she rose from the hamma# stood by the
verandah, leaning against a slender support.

‘Why did you come, David?' she asked quietly.

‘Why do you think?' David held a glass of iced watehis lips and
kept his eyes averted. 'To see you, of coursetinguhe glass down
he went to her, taking her hand and curling higdns round it in the
way she had once found so pleasant. 'As | saidyitetters, you're
worth all the girls at college, Rik. But you'rellsé baby—' His grip
tightened. 'I'll waken you before | leave.'

The faint smile reappeared. She was no longer g, lzsbhe called
her, and as for the awakening. . .. He was too late

‘You wouldn't have spoken to me like that a year,'aghe told him
regretfully, and a frown creased his brow.

‘You have to grow up, Rik. | was only a kid therauyshould grow
up; it's much more fun!

Marika stirred restlessly, and pulled her hand fiom

'l have grown up - and I'm not so sure about itegpenore... fun.

'l believe you have, too!" He stared wonderinglye Seemed taller,
standing there by the post, one brown arm encgatinand her hair
gleaming against its vivid whiteness. He saw a heauty in her
face, a beauty enhanced by sadness and a stramgd gearning.

Her eyes were wide and dreamy, as if searchingdone elusive
haven that drifted out of reach.



He glanced back towards the office and his eyearhe@erceptive.

'‘Why have you come?' asked Marika again, bringelggaze to his.
‘Don't prevaricate, David. The truth can't hurt'me.

'‘No, | realize that.' For a while he hesitatedualf of guilt upon his
cheeks. 'l couldn't miss the opportunity of a chéatday,' he

admitted baldly. 'All | had to find was half theréa You know |

always wanted to travel; well, this seemed a gdwhce to start ...
I'm sorry | used you, Rik...."

Her gaze remained with him; she rested her chegksighe support,
feeling its intense heat and the roughness ofrftap@aint.

'You haven't used me. It's Nickolas you've used.’

'He can afford it." His voice sounded sulky, sheutfht and once
more realized how young he was. 'Are you mad wigh Rik ?'

A slight shake of her head answered him. Strangsig, neither
blamed nor condemned him. There were others whédd@myve done
the same, she felt sure.

'l could ask whyyou let mecome,' David commented in a sudde
attempt to lessen his guilt. 'l once said you didwe me. It was true
then, but you didn't agree; do you agree now?'

For a moment she looked startled, then noddeddwsat.h

*Yes, you were right,'she admitted. 'As for youstfguestion, | don't
really know why | wanted you to come. Perhaps 1 feleeded an
ally; someone who would give me support—' She flwnde her
hands. 'l don't know!

'How did it come about? He's not the type I'd expea to fall for.'



Marika evinced no surprise, but she wondered howaaeguessed.
'‘Does it show in my face?'

'l think you're managing to hide it," was the cortif reply. "You
revealed it in other ways, though. Hating my callmm names, for
one thing." He paused in thought. '‘Are you surs he'love with
Hilary?'

'I heard him tell her so - at least, when she askexdif he loved her
he said words were unnecessary between them.'

David shrugged, and then,
‘You little idiot, Rik! Why did you let yourself?'
‘Can one prevent it? It just happened.’

'Sit down and tell me all about it.' Taking her iahe led her back to
the hammock. 'As long as we now understand onehanete can
speak plainly. It does you good to open up. Did koeow how he felt
about Hilary before you let yourself in for all $hmisery ?'

'He seemed to have some sort of feeling for hiee,'avned, sitting
down again. 'But it really happened when we wenhaliday...'

When she had finished speaking David's foreheadonessed in a
frown.

'l don't like the fellow, but he doesn't strike agthe type who would
deliberately flirt with a kid - an older womanj ydsdon't think he'd
give a damn for her feelings because he'd expedbherow all the
rules ... but you. Did he actually admit to fligimvith you?'

Marika wrinkled her brow, trying to recall what hdmken said
between Nickolas and Hilary that night in the gatde



'‘She accused him of - flirting with me, and he didieny it, but |
don't think he admitted it, either." She starethatopen door of the
office, a brooding expression on her face. 'It didaem to me like -
like flirting. He was just kind, and sort of - gént

'Did he kiss you?'
Her lips trembled.
'l thought it was because he loved me.'

"You don't know much, do you? I've kissed dozergrtd, but | don't
love them— I'm sorry, Rik!"

'It's all right." She managed to smile. 'This isibpg things for us. I'll
get over itin time.'

'‘Nothing so sure. | know exactly how you feel; béeough it several
times lately. Felt like throwing myself in the riydout it passes in a
couple of weeks.' He paused. 'With you, Rik, it&iypride that's
hurt, too. You talked just now of support. Whatym want me to
do?'

'l can't imagine what | expected you to do,’ sipied vaguely. 'l just
felt it would restore my self-respect if Nickolasutd be made to
think someone . .. cared.’

‘It would restore your self-respect a jolly sighiaker if he could be
made to thinkyoucared - for someone else.' Marika said nothing, &
stared at him wonderingly, and he went on, 'Are yore you hadn't
that in mind? Use me, Rik, by all means; it wilkeany conscience -
yes, honestly, | did feel some sense of guilt atgigou.But now you
can use me | feel much better about it." He toakhlaed, curling his
fingers round it in the old familiar way. 'That'6i&t you want, isn't it?
- to make him believe he's made one big mistaled;ytbu don't love
him at all?'



‘That's what | want. Yes, David, you're right.' f@ve her pride fully
restored, to disillusion Nickolas completely; yske knew now that
David had pointed it out that her one desire wasald up her head
again, to convey to Nickolas that his pity was wdsiecause she hac
no need of it.

'‘We'll have to indulge in a little flirting ourseds, just for effect. Do
you mind?' He grinned at her, but she saw witrefehat his eyes
were serious.

'l don't mind what | do so long as | can conving@ he's made a
mistake.'

Dinner was a lively meal that evening. David andtos took to each
other from the start and they talked and laughdaok.aEven Pitsa
smiled more, seeming happier than she'd been llongtime. She
wore a bright blue dress instead of her usual bdaigkey, and had a
matching ribbon in her hair and a touch of rougéencheeks. She's
pretty, thought Marika, and wondered if Kostos vabnbtice it, too.
Looking from one to the other, she could not hedelihg that
Nickolas was right. If the marriage had to be ageah then Pitsa and
Kostos were most admirably suited.

Nickolas also looked from Pitsa to Kostos, ancelyiss flickered with
satisfaction.

After dinner Marika and Nickolas went as usual apStephanos's
room. The others intended going into the villagejoin in Delphi's
night life.

'David wants to see the cafes, to dromkzoand listen tdouzouki,'
Kostos said. 'See you later.'



Nickolas's eyes were hard as they went upstaidsfarthe most part
remained that way, softening only when his fatbekéd at him. This
was not often, for Stephanos lay very still thaeraag, his eyes
half-closed most of the time.

Watching Nickolas, Marika wished they could retuto the
relationship that existed before the holiday. Despis scoldings,
and even his occasional indifference, life had lo& whole been
pleasant. Now he had adopted this cold and distititide towards
her, but as her own coolness was responsible, chiel scarcely
blame him. But it made her position more diffictian ever, and
tonight she felt her nerves becoming tensed bgttieal of having to
sit and pretend that she and Nickolas were in love.

To her dismay the old man noticed the differendeen and asked if
she were tired. He seemed faintly perturbed andhabiened to say,

'No, Father, I'm not in the least tired."

'l have Nickolas, my dear,' he went on, ignoring teply, 'so you
must not feel obliged to sit here entertaining &hroan, not if you
don't feel up to it."' He searched her face agaihhean heart fluttered.
How precarious her position! Stephanos seemedss nathing. 'Are
you sure you wouldn't prefer to go to bed?'

Looking swiftly at Nickolas, she saw the challenger lashes came
down, masking her expression.

'‘No, Father,' she replied with faint emphasis. réther stay for a
while.'

A sardonic smile touched her fiance's mouth; he deaed her to
seize the opportunity of escape, but although laeag threatened,
she was left with the impression that he wouldhaste inflicted such
cruelty on her a second time.



‘Then | must admit I'm glad.' The sunken face becarare tranquil.
‘Tell me about this friend of yours. How long haae known him ?*

'We went to the same school, but he's more thaaaagider than I.'
‘Seems a nice boy, and studious. Has he a girlefe
Her eyes flickered as she caught Nickolas's glance.

'He has dozens, or so he maintains,' she laugimeddher fiance's
brows rose, as if he thought she lied. If he hadaaly begun to
suspect she was David's one and only girl-friemdmsich to the
good.

*You miss your friends, | am sure,’ said Stephataog] it must be
pleasant for you to have this young visitor. | veagay from my
country once, and all the time | longed to be b&xn't you ever feel
the same?’

'l adore Greece,' she responded, but althoughyleergtowed she felt
her nerves becoming tensed again. '‘And | love yeaple." Would

he notice the evasion? Marika dared not look akdlas. For the first
time she began to wonder how long this difficulsion would last.

Frowning quiltily at her thoughts, she watched Stamws as, in an
abstract sort of way, he smoothed away an imagioggse in the
bed-cover, his thin pale hand rather unsteady. \Wiathe thinking?

‘This boy's coming has not unsettled you?' he aekiedl, glancing
up under his white brows. 'You do not feel you vabe happier at
home ?'

Marika felt the colour drain from her cheeks. WHyosld he be
talking like this? Once again she was reminded afkdlas's

warning, of the need for caution. The old man'g faark against the
pillow, remained tranquil, composed, and yet....



She had never expected the deception to be easwithuNickolas
ever there as a prop, she had managed tolerably Wel now
withheld his support, deliberately, it seemed toriklg as if
intentionally making things difficult for her ...upishing her for
something.

Her eyes pleaded for help. Perhaps that softemaddri perhaps his
father's comfort was, as always, his chief concewhatever the
reason, he came to her assistance without hesitatio

'‘What a thing to ask, Father! Marika loves me - hlaye her. How
could she be happier back in England!" Reachingsacthe bed, he
took her hand in his, holding it firmly, yet withsérange gentleness
that brought a quiver to her lips. And the tondnisfvoice when he
said he loved her! Could all this be feigned? THkghed through
her mind several incidents that had puzzled harekasperation at
her coolness; his suggestion that they should ctorthe summit of
Parnassus - knowing it could not take place undlgpring; his wish
that she should accompany him to Corfu. She'd coled it was
merely to show her more of his country; now, shenitaso sure.

The conversation she had overheard seemed to toee sf its
importance; in a vague sort of way she felt thevald be some
explanation for it. Dare she ask him about it? Beiog aware of the
movement of his thumb across the back of her hatrelglanced up to
surprise an expression she had seen only wheneoship. And
suddenly all her love was released, freed fronréstraint of the past
few days. Her eyes shone as she tightened heogrips hand. He
appeared to be startled, and especially so whesastigin a voice of
tender emotion,

‘Nickolas is right, Father, | couldn't be happywahgre without him
now." And she added, with a shaky, self-conscidgtie laugh, 'My
heart's in Greece, so | really have to stay.'



Some time later they made Stephanos comfortabliéonight, then
left him. Outside the room, with the door closedriMa said timidly,

‘Nickolas, may | talk to you?'

'Yes,' was his grim reply. 'l think it is time yand | had a talk,
Marika.'

As they reached the bottom of the stairs David careezing in from
the garden.

'Rik, there you are, sweetheart!" he exclaimederafin instant's
hesitation. 'Duty finished? Then come on out, dgtlithere's a
wonderful moon - just the night for lovers!" He lgbad her hand with
a quick, possessive gesture. 'You don't mind, Mulas? We've had
a long separation, so there's a lot to make up!

Nickolas's dark eyes swept over him arrogantly.

'‘Why should | mind?' And, with a glance of contenaptMarika,
‘Before you go | must congratulate you onyour agtinwas superb.’
A slight pause followed before he added, slowlyipadeately, 'l hope
mine was as convincing.'

For the next ten days Marika saw Nickolas only aahtimes and
during the-hour or so which they spent each evewitig Stephanos.
For the rest of the time Nickolas appeared to lsy buthe office, and
to Marika's surprise he did not once go into Athéhgery other day
he fetched Souphoula and took her back later. Sorasthe would
sit alone in the garden, in the fresh, cool nightaa take a short stroll
before going to bed. The idea of his being unhapay absurd, yet it
lingered in her mind. One night, unable to sleég, Isad opened the
window and stood looking out across the plain &ligphts of the bay.
Then she saw Nickolas, on the verandah, standij,eso tall and



straight and seeming to be deep in thought. Hoevdigod he looked!
Remote, unapproachable, and yet, in spite of tmgression she
ached to go to him, but the next moment desoldlomded over her
in the knowledge that he did not wish for her compand never
would do so.

For the two couples it had been a busy ten daggjbfseeing, for as
Kostos had his car, they had managed to get ahtluease. They'd
explored the wild country in and around Delphi, dhen ventured
further afield. They visited Levadia, saunteringlenthe trees, had
lunch in a little cafe where they ate small porsi@flamb on skewers
and drank Turkish coffee. David grimaced; Marikia toim it was an

acquired taste but most refreshing once you weegl tig it. She

herself had hated it~at first, for it was thickdarery sweet, but now
she drank it like a native.

"'l drink water,' David said, after another atf@rto acquire the taste.
'It's more like syrup than coffee.'

Theyspent half a day in Arachoviine charming Par- nassan village,
where Kostos took them to visit some friends of. thiater they
strolled among the tourist shops and David boughtespresents for
his mother and his sister. Marika bought a handemad for herself
and another to send home, for David agreed toitake

On another occasion they made the fourteen-mileng@u to
Amphissa. Kostos, an expert driver, negotiatechtireerous hairpin
bends with a skill that brought gasps of admirafram David, and
caused Pitsa to look at him with an altogether ki of interest.

The road to Amphissa traversed the olive countith ws welcome
shade and charming admixture of colours - soft gy green and
silver.



They stopped at the lovely little village of Khiisawvatching the men
bringing their donkeys down to the well. The wonsame to fill their
pitchers, then carried them away on their heads.

‘Do the women really do all the work?' David wantedknow, his
eyes following one old woman struggling along uritierburden.

'In the villages, yes,' said Pitsa unconcernedifze' men just sit
around in the tavernas all day and gossip.'

‘Well, it seems all wrong to me!' returned Davithose men ought to
be ashamed of themselves!'

'‘Here the man is— Oh, always | cannot find the ward,sometimes
| cannot,' laughed Pitsa. 'Here the man is alwapsisor - not like in
your country, David.'

In Amphissa they visited the Frankish castle andra, and then
went on to Itea.

The following day they went into Athens, but thabyed to be
exhausting, for Nickolas would not allow them taysbvernight.
David managed to do a little shopping after thé tasthe Acropolis,
and among other things he bought Marika a thin galagle. It cost
only a hundred and eighty drachmae, but it was pestty.

She wore it in place of the watch.

As the Athens trip had been so gruelling, espacfall Kostos, they
all decided to have a quiet day in the garden leefdanning any
more excursions.

'Why do they mess about with those beads?' Dastining on an air
bed, clad only in shorts, had his eyes fixed ontgsvho sat on the
opposite side of the terrace, his chair very ctodeitsa's.



'‘Worry beads? All the men have them. They're suggbde be a
substitute for smoking.'

‘They smoke as well." David's eyes narrowed. 'Thati erotic
movement.'

'‘Erotic?' Marika blinked at him.

'‘Didn't you know that the Greeks are the most an®mace in the
world?'

'‘What about the Italians, and the French?' shetegkodefending the
people she had come to love.

'‘No, the Greeks. It has recently been discovekgel.grinned up at
her. '"You wouldn't do at all for old Nick, you kndwe stopped,
contrite, as he saw her expression. 'Sorry; jyshdrto make you
snap out of it." He changed the subject. 'Did yoavk Kostos once
had a crush on Hilary ?'

Her eyes opened wide.

'‘No. Did he tell you?' Marika slid off the hammoakd took
possession of the air bed lying close to DaviHs's much too young
for her.’

'He knows that now.' David glanced across at theerotouple.
Marika followed his gaze. Kostos had his head ctod@itsa's cheek;
he seemed to be saying something she liked to feeashe smiled,
then blushed enchant- ingly. 'Kostos and | haveimecquite good
friends; perhaps you've noticed? Well, last niglet Wwas in a
confiding mood - in fact, we were still talking thiree this morning.
Apparently when Nick installed him as manager atAthens hotel
Hilary was there, in charge, had been for a cooplemonths while
Nick was finding a suitable" replacement for theghvho'd left. She
stayed on to show him the routine. The affair wagpessing nicely



until old Nick gets wind of it - then off he takéslary and starts
courting her himself!'

‘You mean ... that Nickolas only decided he watigdry after—? |
don't believe it! That sort of dog-in- the-mangé#itade would be
totally foreign to his nature!

‘That wasn't the reason. Hilary owns half the besssti

'‘She has her husband's share?' So that was whipskesuch an
interest in the business.

'‘Correct. So Nick decides to keep the money in fdmaily. She
dropped Kostos immediately she found that Nick wdrier. Went
for the bigger prize, of course. Nick brought heag from the hotel,
and they worked all day in the office here. | ledive rest to your
imagination.'

Worked all day in the office. Somehow Stephanostrhase got to
know; that was how his fears had originated.

She shook her head in bewilderment.
'l can't imagine Nickolas marrying for money.'

' must admit | can't, either. But much less candgine his tolerating
another man interfering in the business. Besidesn fwhat you
heard, he's now in love with her, sO can havedike @and eat it, so to
speak.'

Yes, she mused, the whole arrangement appearesl gatisfactory
from every angle. Then another thought occurrdteto

'‘What does Kostos think about our engagement? dsmidnow it's
a sham.’



‘Surprised him, naturally, but his attitude nowmse&o be one of

satisfaction, as he believes she's lost both ohtl&ays it serves her
right. And he's now overwhelmingly grateful to Nad&s, for what he

terms his "escape”, though he admits to feeling taéter at first.'

Marika brooded on what she had heard. Kostos wafldourse,
soon know that his first assumption was correce &t bitterly
disappointed in Nickolas for, al-though he now ldvdilary, his
original reason for wish ing to marry her had beemtirely
mercenary.

A merry little laugh rang out, breaking into heotights and she
glanced swiftly across to the terrace where KoatakPitsa sat.

'Did Kostos say anything about him and Pitsa?astked curiously.

‘Thinks she's marvellous - but surely you've nakidés because of
Pitsa that he's so grateful to Nick for breakinghiggromance with
Hilary. His only concern is that Nick won't giveshgonsent. In fact,
he can't even pluck up enough courage to askshessared that he
won't be accepted as her husband.’

'He wants to marry her? - oh, I'm so happy for ke couldn't have
anyone nicer than Kostos, and as for Nickolas's&atr—' She had to
laugh to herself over that. But the laugh dieden throat. Nickolas

stood glaring down at her, lying - she suddenlyized - much too

close to David because she had feared they migbwvddeard. .

'Father is ready for you to read to him," he saiig.i'Perhaps you will
be good enough to put some clothes on and go to him

'Yes.' She got swiftly to her feet, reaching favrap. After putting it
round her she went into the house, wishing she '‘hé&sinDavid

persuade her to buy the bikini— Why should she edrat Nickolas
thought of her? she asked herself, with an impatess of her head.



Nevertheless, when she returned to the garden Somdater, she
wore her shorts and a sleeveless blouse.

The following day Nickolas asked Kostos if he wolilke to stay on
for another week.

'Yes,' he said, his eager glance straying to Pigmse own eyes
began to glow. 'But—'

‘The» that's settled.' Nickolas turned to DavidoviHabout you -
would you care to stay a little while longer?'

Marika's eyes became perceptive. Kostos still haghthered the
courage to speak to Nickolas about Pitsa, so hdwiag given more
time. What puzzled her was her fiance's unconceilmegg away
from Hilary for so long.

"Very much,’ David was saying. 'College doesn'topmtil the

middle of September - but | can't take advantaggoaf hospitality

any longer.' He sounded quite genuine, thought MaiGreece had
done something to him; he'd become more seriouse mmature.

Nevertheless it was clear from his expressionhiadioped Nickolas
would press him.

'‘We shall be pleased to have you,' was all he &at,despite the
sardonic smile, Marika felt his dislike of David svaot so great as his
manner would imply.

A few days later Pitsa came to Marika in her bedrpber face
positively shining with happiness, and Marika waredewhy she had
ever thought the Greek girl lacked personality.

‘You'll never guess, Marika, never!'



'‘Won't I?' Marika had to laugh. 'It's written alley your face!'

Pitsa blushed, then moved her head to bring itrbefioe mirror,

tidying a stray lock of hair. So unlike Pitsa - whadn't seemed to
care at all about her appearance. Marika's glaneearbe

affectionate; she hoped Pitsa would stay that faaythe majority of

Greek girls appeared to neglect their looks aftarriage. She had
already learned that to a Greek woman marriage th@supreme
objective; once having attained it, she seemedite berself up

entirely to the tasks of looking after her husband bringing up a
family.

'‘Kostos wants to marry me, and Nickolas has giveednsent. I'm so
happy, Marika - so very much | am happy!" She satrdon the bed.
'‘Who would have thought Kostos would want to mang/?'

'‘Kostos is a very lucky man," returned Marika, dfitba's blush
deepened. 'Will Nickolas allow you to be alone nosife added
curiously.

‘Not now - more than ever,' Pitsa said with a goejand then, her
eyes twinkling, 'David and Kostos have arrangedufoto go off on
our own tomorrow. We shall all drive to Naupactas,we said, but
then you and David will bathe while we go off irethar for a little
while. You do not mind?' she added in sudden ddubgour country
it is nothing for an engaged girl to be alone vatiother man ?'

'‘No,' replied Marika with a tiny sigh. "'There woudd no harm in it at
all.’

Pitsa regarded her strangely.

'l think Nickolas must be adapting himself to youays, for at one
time he would not have let you go about with Ddikd this. | would
expect him to be very jealous and possessive.'



Marika could find nothing to say to this and sharued the subject,
but a moment later Pitsa was saying, regretfully,

'l have been very stupid and obstinate. | see hatvNickolas must
have been so anxious that Adolphos and | would steaelves.’

‘Steal yourselves?'

'If a boy and girl fall in love against the wish&fstheir parents, they
sometimes run away together. We say they havenstbemselves,
and it brings dreadful disgrace on their familiBst Nickolas need
not have been afraid; | would never do thatgfamily.'

When Pitsa had gone Marika watched from the windaw her join
Kostos in the garden blow. Pitsa had not cEfed\fwlphos in a way
that mattered and again Marika appreciated Niclolssdom in
putting a stop to the affair. Allowed her own w&ytsa must surely
have spoiled her life. Marika turned into the rodfwerything had
come out so right for Pitsa and Kostos ... andNickolas and Hilary.



CHAPTER NINE

IT was arranged that Kostos should take David tattport before
returning to the hotel. They were to start out irdrately after lunch,
so they spent the morning wandering round thegalla&nding up in
the museum. Marika had been several times, butdDawiy once.
Marika was content to stand admiring the bronzeustaf the
Charioteer while the others took David off to shisw more of the
treasures. But within a few minutes he had joineddgain.

‘Let them be alone for a while," he said. 'l cantlerstand Nickolas;
I'd have thought he'd be more enlightened. | dmilieve they'd even
kissed one another until we went to Naupactus.'

'In the remote villages couples are never aloneafomoment until
after the wedding,' she told him. And added, 'Ttiey're locked in
the house together for three days and nights.’

‘That sounds rather attractive,’ he grinned, bubrate became
serious. 'Is that right - they're never left alohé&ll to see how they
manage to fall in love under such conditions.'

Marika wondered if they did fall in love, and itwtk her that Pitsa
and Kostos were probably much more fortunate thamtajority of
couples.

They turned their attention to the statue, acclditebe the most
perfect piece of sculpture in existence, and ateming at it for a long
while David said, in a rather awed voice,

'l didn't realize it the first time | saw it, butsi marvellous! Gosh, Rik,
you are lucky to be able to come in here just whienthe fancy takes
you!'



'l know. | often pay my ten drachmae just to stamdland admire it.'
She glanced around; saw the attendant. 'He's wagtcme,' she
laughed. 'He knows | can't resist touching it.'

After a while the others returned, and when Koshesrd the
conversation he said it was a pity David had nenbable to see-the
Hermes for, in a different way, it was just as edibly beautiful as
the Charioteer. David at once bemoaned the fatht#id been unable
to visit Olympia, where the Hermes was the mostdiasnexhibit in
the museum.

‘You'll be coming back, though, often,' assertedstiis, ‘and you
must spend some time with Pitsa and me. It's etsgget about from
Athens. | promise we'll take you to Olympia the téaxe you come.
After Delphi you may be rather disappointed in i, though.
There is no setting in all Greece as dramatic atte here.'

Leaving the Charioteer at last, they went againview the
magnificent friezes and pediments from the vartoegsures that had
existed on the site of the Sanctuary. Pitsa, hgreds gone, answered
all David's questions, and as Marika watched himthlought again
how mature, how serious he had become. They wanelisig before
the famous winged Naxian Sphinx; David, watchintsdintently,
seemed avid for information. It was the Sphinx,\she saying in that
sweet, husky voice, who sat on the wall of Thelsbsa)lenging all
who wished to enter the city to solve the riddteur foot, two foot,
three foot'. Only Oedipus solved it.

‘Man it was,' Pitsa smiled. 'A baby walks on faegtf a young man on
two, and an old person with the aid of a stick." -'

But solving the puzzle helped in Oedipus' dowrftal] after entering
the city of Thebes, he married Jocasta, his owmaroPitsa went on
to relate a little of the king's tragic life, dugithe whole of which he



was mercilessly pursued by the gods. He found patilzest only in
death on the sacred hill of Colonos.

David regarded Pitsa in a new light, bringing apdiégsh of pleasure
to her cheeks. Kostos took her arm and led hehfiaway to look at
something else.

David grimaced.
‘Jealous,' he laughed.

'Pitsa will be delighted. I'm so thrilled for hédavid. She doesn't
appear to have had much pleasure in her life oatl.’

He stared after her.
You know, Rik, | wouldn't mind a Greek girl mysélf

‘You're incorrigible!" she laughed as they, tooyewon to another
room.

On the way out they stopped at the top of the stairadmire the
Navel of the Earth, the Omphalos, which had beemowed from
Apollo's temple.

‘This is not the original,’ explained Pitsa. 'Thenkns made it, but it's
an exact copy. Apollo, the god of wisdom, sat om @mphalos to
announce his advice to the suppliants - througl®ttaele, of course.’

'‘God of wisdom?' David looked puzzled. 'l thougatwas the god of
light, of the sun ?'

'‘Of wisdom, too. He gave us that famous maxim, "Krbyself"; it
was written above his temple.’



On their way back the two girls nodded and smilexksal times to

the villagers, and Pitsa spoke in Greek to a mingiastride a mule.
His wife trudged behind him, hot and tired. Davidwned heavily

but said nothing until, a few moments later, heiggot a woman

tending goats on a distant hillside. She wore th@blblack garments
and the sun blazed mercilessly down on her.

‘The women here are no more than possessions! &, Hopstos,
you're not going to treat Pitsa like that!'

‘A woman here is always subordinate to her husbaed,esponded
calmly. 'l do not think Pitsa would wish it to béherwise. But that
does not mean we treat our women callously, asappear to think.'

'l don't know what else it is - the women doingthé work, and the
men just sitting around doing nothing! You donl d¢acallous for a
man to ride while his wife walks behind - obviouslhausted ?'

Even Marika had to laugh at his indignation. Shesélé had become
used to seeing the women working and the men idiiaugh at first
she'd been just as appalled as David.

‘Do not worry, my friend," laughed Kostos. 'l lovésa and so shall
work for her. We will be living in Athens, and tleeit is different. Do
not scowl so, David!

Pitsa turned to David, smiling placidly.

‘The Greek husband is always the master,' shehtoid 'For me, |
expect it, but for Marika it will be difficult atrflst because in England
you have the equality.'

David cast Marika a sideways glance; clearly hesmred her
fortunate not to be marrying Nickolas.



They arrived back at the house a little early fanch, and after
tidying herself Marika came down to find David atorn the
sitting-room. He seemed serious - and much oldan tivhen he
arrived.

'l shall never feel the same, Rik.' He made roonmé& on the couch.
'‘Everything you said in your letters was right. 9iplace does
something to you.'

Yes,' she agreed, sitting down beside him, her egtgg on the very
beautiful ikon fixed above a shelf on which stoed tprimitive
votive offerings, crude clay figures such as achmlight model
almost at its first attempt. They had come frorarali in Cyprus and
were over four thousand years old. 'Yes, it do@sesdhingto you.'

'l shall spend less on the girls," he stated enngdit 'I'm going to
save hard so that | can come back next year.'

Next year. ...

'l shall be home by then,' and, without warning,téars rolled slowly
down her cheeks. Producing a handkerchief, Davyghibéo dry her
tears.

‘Don't cry, Rik. You'll come back, too.'
Marika grabbed the handkerchief and rubbed her legek

‘Do | look as if I've been crying?' she asked utigegetting up to
glance through the mirror. 'Yes, | do. | can't gaa lunch like this!

'‘No, well— Can't you put some make-up on?' Davakéd vague.

They heard the muted sound of the gong. Marikaediitard again,
shaking her head.



'‘We'll have to go. Nickolas hates you to be latenfieals.'

Nickolas subjected her to an intense scrutiny, tieare her no further
attention throughout the meal.

After lunch Marika and David went over to the offic

'l just want to thank you, Mr. Loukas.' David spokith a sincerity
that pleased Marika, as he went on to say whatalerdul holiday he
had had. 'l do thank you,' he said again.

‘That's all right; you have in fact done me a ssviNickolas paused.
'As for Marika, she appears to have derived a denable amount of
enjoyment from your visit. Isn't that so?'

She did not reply immediately, for David had sliggen arm about
her shoulders. She wished he hadn't, for it wakbnger necessary.
Nickolas had seen enough during the past three sueedtisillusion

him completely. His attitude gave every indicatittrat he now
believed her to be in love with David.

‘Yes, | have enjoyed David's visit," assented Maguietly, realizing
that both men were awaiting an answer.

'‘Kostos tells me you are hoping to return next yeldickolas spoke
in tones of cool courtesy which lacked any readnest.

'If | can save enough.' David looked rueful. diii-cult when you've
only the vacations - and even then there may netbegh jobs to go
round.'

Nickolas agreed about the difficulty, and they feilto casual
conversation until Kostos, having been to fill uphapetrol, came to
say he was ready to go.



Marika viewed the departing car with a mixture elief and regret.
She went up and read to Stephanos, who seemeddirauiet, and
no matter how Marika tried, she could not quellregivings which
persisted throughout the afternoon.

The sun was beginning to set when, feeling restiasd anxious
about Stephanos, she left the house and walkedysttmwn the road
towards Souphoula's cottage. The houses, precbhriqaesched
among the heights, were bathed in a golden radidhedandscape
became softer and yet more mysterious in that garmixture of
light and shadow falling on the sun's rapid descent

A sense of depression marred her usual pleastine fiamiliar scene.
Her thoughts, uncontrolled, flitted from one thitgganother; each
added to her unhappiness.

How would Pitsa react to the broken engagementBdfitdoubt it

would be a disappointment to her, for the two gise now devoted
friends. But she had Kostos and Marika hoped tlmatigdvhelp her not
to feel too unhappy. A deep sigh escaped Marikanaaring the
cottage, she visualized Souphoula sitting themajgstt, grotesque
almost, in her sombre black, her eyes watchfulpatietrating. Yet
how she had grown to love her! For there was ngtlsmperficial

about Souphoula; she was deep, and sincere.

Nickolas had certainly spoken the truth when hed saiwas
dangerous to love too much. She'd left herself ep@ain that would
not heal for a very long time. And what of Greeceso soft and
warm? The country had claimed her, made her app@rtThe white
house clinging to the hillside, the garden witleiland oleanders and
hibiscus, with shady plane trees and vine-drapdubuas; the
enchantment of shining mountains and eagle crdgsjve groves
and the shrine so long abandoned. With all these h&d lived
intimately; she'd achieved a sense of belongingd,ewen begun to



take the overwhelming hospitality and friendline$she Greeks for
granted.

To leave, without hope of ever returning, was alnmgre than she
could bear.

Souphoula sat in the dimly-lit room, a waxen sta&uect and stiff. A
mere flicker of her eyes expressed a welcome.

'Is Pitsa not with you?' she murmured as Marikadeatn on the
couch.

‘She'll be along soon. | came on ahead.’
'"Why?'

Marika plucked absently at a button of her blolss,eyes very dark
and uncertain.

'l don't know." So difficult to explain the comfahe derived from
these moments alone with Souphoula. 'lI've beenngdd Father.
Souphoula, he's gravely ill.'

‘Stephanos has been gravely ill for a long while,cmld. We are all
resigned.' Her eyes were devoid of expressiona$t mard to estimate
the extent of her sorrow. Did she suffer as deapliickolas? Which
was the more heartbreaking, for a mother to losste - or for a son
to lose his father? Her own sense of loss wouldreat, she knew,
and a sudden access of pain became reflected gabker

Souphoula regarded her in silence for a long moment
‘Your young friend has gone ?'

‘Yes.'" Marika nodded. David had said good-bye tapBoula the
previous evening. "They went directly after lunch.'



'Is Hilary back?' A soft and curious inflection hedtered the old
woman's voice, which caused Marika to send heragpsplance of
puzzlement.

'‘She's expected to be back before dinner.’

'So Pitsa and Kostos are to be married. That shelilel’e Nickolas
of some of his worries.'

Some ...? Marika frowned and stared at Souphoula in tl
semi-darkness wondering why, after inquiring aleuary, she had
so abruptly changed the subject. There was pearepyet at the
same time obscurity in her manner. What lay behhmabke dark,
inscrutable eyes?

Pitsa often spoke in awesome tones when referrimgher
grandmother's great wisdom. Souphoula, she maedaiknew
everything that you felt or thought, everythingttiagent on around
her. The old woman's eyes still penetrated, thahghest of her face
was a mask. Yes, Marika could believe that vetieléscaped her,
and she felt no surprise at hearing her say,

‘Do you wish to talk about it?" The voice was saftd faintly
persuasive; Marika gave a little sigh and for a mpnthesitated, not
knowing how to answer. Souphoula added, "You mag lcanvinced
Nick that you're in love with that boy, but you leait convinced me.'

That did startle Marika, for, on her instructioBsyvid had acted with
supreme caution. Their intention had been to misMigkolas - and
no one else.

"You will not tell Nickolas?' she said urgently.

'It's no business of mine; but | would like to knedvat went wrong.
You were happy when you returned from your holiday.



Happy.... A bitter smile curved Marika's lips. Heappiness had
merely been a prelude to this incurable ache oéryis

'l thought Nickolas loved me," she submitted, 'bghould have
known better.'

The black eyes flickered in puzzlement.
'He-doesn't love you?'

Marika shook her head and went on to repeat wieahat overheard.
Receiving this without any show of concern, Souphoemarked
drily,

'You didn't have to listen.'

'l couldn't help myself,' confessed Marika, theocwlrising in her
cheeks.

'Pity. There's rarely anything to be gained fromesaropping.'

Marika couldn't agree. Far better to learn of Nlekts feelings that
way than to suffer the humiliation of revealing Hheve and then
learning the truth.

'S0 your reaction was to convince him that you d¢doe David?' For
the first time Marika saw a flicker of amusementhe old woman's
expression. 'l suppose Nick believes you intenuaory the boy?"

'l hope so,' came the fervent response. SouphdatXsof concern
hurt deeply. Marika hadn't expected any outwardpldis of
sympathy, but she had expected to be aware ofatepce.

‘The young seem to revel in complicating theirdiveaid Souphoula
enigmatically. 'Age certainly has its compensatioiifie amused
expression lingered, increasing Marika's indigmatiand yet there



was something besides amusement in those piergiag & they
searched her face narrowly before Souphoula addestrangely
gentle tones, 'l once told you not to worry too mabout Hilary... .
And | meant it.'

Marika stared blankly. What could Souphoula me8efdre she had
time to ask for an explanation, Pitsa entered thedubject had to be
dropped.

With the familiar glow of happiness on her faces®itnnounced that
the wedding would take place in October, and skie<arstos were to
have Nickolas's apartment at the hotel. Marikaednm surprise.

'But won't he need it?'

'l don't suppose, when he is married, that hewtsh to sleep away
from his wife," Pitsa laughed in a slightly teassmt of way and,
catching Souphoula's eyes,Marika flushed hotly.cKblias now

conducts most of his business from here, which i&hmmore

convenient, for he used to get so dreadfully tired.

After tea Pitsa asked Souphoula if she could sh@nikd her ‘dowry'
- or part of it.

‘Certainly, child., Perhaps it would be betteraluytook your things
home now.'

‘It will be just as easy to move them from herés&said, opening
one of the large drawers and taking out some deaaand-woven
blankets. The great chest stood along one walhefroom, and
Marika had often wondered what the drawers conthifi¢ickolas
says he will take them for me." She drew out molankets,
embroidered sheets and pillow-cases, bed-coversnaagses of
underwear, all hand-made and wrapped in linen gsogection
against dust and dirt.



‘Where did you get it all?' gasped Marika. 'These'snuch!

‘Mother did some, and my aunts. Souphoula has mmad¢, though.'
Pitsa sat on the floor and pulled out another draggually crammed
with bedding and covers.

'‘When a female child is born all her relations hagaking things for
herprika,’ Souphoula explained.

'‘As soon as she is born?'
Souphoula nodded.

'‘She must also take to her husband land and m&uwyl. presume
Kostos will have extra money instead of land. keédom that a girl
can find a husband unless she has this dowry gthauthe towns
people are becoming more enlightened. Kostos maywsh for
anything at all,' she added, though with some doubt

On the way home Pitsa talked excitedly about thddivey, saying
that Kostos was coming for the weekend, when he Nickolas
would fix the exact date.

Hilapy had arrived, and she and Nickolas were éenaffice when the
two girls passed on their way through the gardendiAner they

talked all the time, mainly about business, butréhgas an

underlying affection both in Nickolas's manner &mnglvoice. Hilary

later congratulated Pitsa on her engagement, lautealy spoke to
Marika, for her attention was mainly with Nickol&he openly made
play with her eyes until even Pitsa noticed and @asnxious glance
at her friend. But Marika kept her eyes lowered,aadthe first

opportunity, excused herself and went upstairgépl&nos.

"You would m-marry me, knowing how | feel abouDavid?' White
to the lips, Marika faced Nickolas across his desthe office. He,
too, seemed pale beneath the tan, but his facealidlie merciless



arrogance of that first meeting, his voice thakorable quality that
had once before convinced her of the futility ajlanent.

'l am not interested in your feelings,' he returmaty, 'but | am
concerned with my father's happiness. We shall beied just as
soon as it can be arranged.’

'You can't make me. ..." To her own ears her viaicked conviction.

She remembered thinking that what this man wanée@duld have,

and a sudden desolation swept over her. And yetjraaing all other

emotions, was the staggering knowledge that Nickslave for his

father outweighed his love for Hilary. She tried tead his

expression, to discover the extent of his sacrifoce all she saw was
a harsh, impassive countenance and a mouth setateemined line.

'l won't marry you, Nickolas,' she said, with afodfto appear calm,
but as his jaw tightened she added desperatelyh8avould never

give her consent.'

"Your mother already has—' He tapped a letter lginghe desk. ‘At a
price.’

'‘She wrote to you ...? You've paid her debts?'stued at the letter
for a long moment. It seemed to have a fascindboimer. ‘Mother
doesn't even know whether or not | want to marny!yo

'l expect she took that for granted, otherwise dusth hardly be
asking for her consent.’

A faintly bitter smile curved her lips. Nickolas svan expert at the art
of dissembling; she could imagine how easily hetheohad been
misled.

'‘We made a pact,' she reminded him quietly, 'and yaying my
mother's debts cannot make any difference tohave fulfilled my
part, and even if I've made a few minor slips thatithing to do with
our bargain. You can't now introduce new condititansuit your own



ends.' Again she contrived to appear calm as siwel siefore him,
her hands resting on the desk. She had come awaggrom the
‘street urchin' that David had so often teasingljed her. Not only
had she matured, but she'd acquired a speciabdgland grace, and
a beauty, unpretentious, yet nevertheless very real

‘You are entirely responsible for what's happetiedas no minor
slip, as you term it, that resulted in his guess$h@gtruth.’

The sun sent a brilliant ray of light across thekjé&ickolas moved
to draw the curtain and when he turned he remastoese to her - too
close for comfort.

'‘Why me? What have | done?' The desire to put sdis&nce
between them was almost irresistible, but she wddenly reminded
of what Souphoula had once said about his becodangerous only
when his anger was suppressed.

And his anger was well under control at present.

‘Don't you know what you have done?' He grippedwréest; David's

bangle cut into her flesh. 'This! In Greece a wormaes not discard
her fiance's present — replace it with another sagift! | warned

you from the first that extreme caution was neagsstiyou choose
to flaunt my advice then you will take the conseues.’

‘Father did not mention anything to me, at leastMarika put a
trembling hand to her mouth. 'He asked me who bbiighyes, |
remember now.' She looked up at Nickolas fearfully.

‘And you told him.' He released her hand; she rdidmothingly at
the mark on her wrist. "You actually told him ti2stvid had bought it
for you.'



'l didn't stop to think, she confessed, her voiaeely audible. 'He
didn't pursue it, though; he just let the mattepdand - and | thought
no more about it.'

‘He did; plenty. He asked me what was wrong thatpy@ferred it to
the watch | bought you, and he mentioned sevetalddrs you had
made at various times.' His eyes were narrowectalutlly accusing.
'You knew how precarious the position, knew he'd izspicions on
and off practically from the beginning, yet you eak risk like that.
We've managed until now to allay his suspicionad bbelieve we
could have continued to do so had you kept up youpretence of
loving me. As it is, only positive action will sige. We shall have to
marry.'

The coolness of him! - as if he had no feelingllafioa Hilary.

'Did Father actually say that he - he knew whathad done?' she
managed to ask, after a long silence.

‘Not in so many words," and, as he saw a flickérogie appear, 'Make
no mistake; he is fully aware that he's been deckliv

"Then he knows we are not - not in love with onether, so what
good will it do for us to marry?’

Nickolas did not reply immediately. Moving overttee window, he
stood with his back to it, arms folded, his whotétade one of
superiority; he seemed to assume the rather nanthalr of the
victor, as if her surrender was already completarikéh felt the
colour return to her face... angry colour.

‘As you know,' he said in cool and even toneshi&tat one concern is
to keep Hilary and me apart. Being aware of my giew marriage he
will be satisfied, once you and | are married, thate could never be
any possibility of my marrying Hilary. No doubt heould have
preferred a - love match, but he has a very gféatteon for you and



he will be quite content to see us married.' Hespdu'One thing |
wish to make clear. If | force this marriage onyeu

‘You can't force it on me, Nickolas! We made a cacttand I've kept
to it—'

‘You have not, otherwise we shouldn't be in thisifpan.'

‘You didn't stipulate that if | made a mistake lulMbhave to marry
you.'

'l warned you, more than once, that | would go g Engths to
ensure my father's happiness. As | was sayindoifte you into this,
it will end there. Had it been that you married midingly. ..." It
seemed for a moment that all arrogance left himtaatlhe spoke to
himself, as if forgetting her presence. And Marsigav him again as
she had seen him on the ship, with a great tensem@sing every
harsh line from his face, but even as the teacked her eyes and an
ache of longing enveloped her she saw the arrogatem and the
hard light come back into his gaze. 'l shall fano¢hing else on you,
Marika, you need have no fear of that.'

She flushed, and her eyes became very dark. Goutthra like
Nickolas live a life like that? Or did he mean &ek his ... ? Perhaps
he'd have only one pillow friend - Hilary.

He hadn't actually said he would stop her motheosmey if she

refused to marry him, but she knew he was capdhi®iog so. On

the other hand, she had done as he had origirgtlydaand, despite
the failure of his plan, she felt he might be |lehiand continue the
allowance. But, whatever his intention, she did se¢ why she
should sacrifice her life, either for her mothar far Stephanos. To
live with a man she dearly loved and to know héhegicared for, nor
wanted her, was something she was not willing tuen» He could

not expect it, none of them could.



'l won't marry you,' she said again, though shelted inwardly. 'l
can't ruin my life, even for Father." She wondevdd/ that name
came so easily to her lips under the present cistamses - and she
wondered why, despite her resolve, she still fiedtid.

'Ruin your life?' he exclaimed so harshly that sl an involuntary
step backwards. "You're convinced that you and daxe suited, but
he is not right for you in any way at all!"

She made no comment. The pretence of loving Daattigroved a

strain from the start, and it was no longer neagstakeep it up.

Nickolas showed only complete indifference to leslihgs. Looking

up, she saw the inflexible set of his mouth, arat #inister, almost
evil quality that contrasted with the otherwiseacleontours of his
face. Still acutely aware of the strength of hismdwation, she became
filled with an urgent desire to make him realizeviies human, to
strip from him that godlike attribute of invincitty.

'I'l never marry you, never! You can't make mad gou know it. I'm
going home, do you hear? - right away!'

'‘Going home?' Nickolas regarded her coolly, and@hder lip in
frustration. He would never give her the moneyHer fare, and she
did not see how else she could obtain it.

‘You can keep me here until it suits you to letgoé she agreed in
guieter, more controlled tones, 'but you can'téare to marry you,
Nickolas.'

A dark flush rose under the tan; she sensed afrgsttation, and a
deep unhappiness as he regarded her in sileneenfement before,
turning abruptly, he left her standing there, angith herself and

everyone concerned for the sudden weight of dhalt bppressed her.

Hadn't she triumphed? - brought him crashing doremfhis lofty
pedestal ? This was the only time he had not hadat word, the



only time he'd been taught that he couldn't dictétter people's lives.
Why, then, this complete lack of satisfaction? Whigis
overwhelming sense of guilt,? Marika put her fatdér hands and
wept - wept bitterly for no reason that she cowdéiree.

A little while later, feeling more composed, shé tbe office and
walked slowly across the garden towards the dB8eeiphoula would
give her comfort— Marika stopped abruptly, puttiagirembling
hand to her mouth. How could she face her now?sbelknow what
had happened? Did those piercing black eyes refleet same
unhappiness that had appeared in those of her gparadshort time
ago ? With a sinking heart Marika retraced hersteq entered the
house. Reaching the top of the stairs, she glasload) the landing to
the door at the end and hesitated. Then, going@t@¥wn room, she
took off the bangle and fastened Nickolas's watcher wrist.

Stephanos lay very still, his eyes scarcely moamylarika sat down
on the bed. She had thought that Nickolas's unhappiwas great,
but this surpassed anything she had ever known.r&adled his
kindness, his generosity over the years, her fathéfiection for him.
She thought of Souphoula, of Pitsa, and the onpontant thing was
that these people whom she loved should not shifemy action of
hers. Of her own life and future she dared notkthiad Nickolas
married her for love she knew he would have addpitedelf in some
measure to her own ideas, have treated her asuah egtending to
her the respect which she would naturally givene. But how would
he treat her now? Would she be regarded in the dgimeas the
majority of wives in Greece - as a possession? d&helt for a
moment on the menial tasks of the bedroom, whicéneRitsa
expected to perform, when the wife took each gatnfiemm her
husband as he undressed, and folded it neatlyfollbeving morning
she had to stand there, in an attitude of seryilityd pass him his
clothes one by one. These tasks she would of chespared, but
what of her everyday life? Unable to dwell on tlesgbility of long
years of subjugation, she dismissed those tergfthoughts and



smiled down at Stephanos, praying that she mighhacrally and
with conviction.

'Has - Nickolas told you the news, Father?' Sheecstmaight to the
point, fearing a delay would result in her courtegkéng her. 'We're to
be married - just as soon as it can be arranged.'

The pale eyes flickered, then became fixed. It wasemendous
effort for her to meet that gaze without flinchidmgt somehow she
managed it.

‘Nickolas has been talking to you ? What sortlobla has he on you,
child, that he forces you to do these things? Whydu come here
in the first place?'

Marika's heart pounded; she had expected her dds& made easier
by the fact that Stephanos had not actually addkit®wing of their
deception. But now he had admitted it - and whenvehis alone with
him. Never had she needed her fiance's help marertbw, but she
could not see his coming again so soon after thedmfortable visit
of only an hour ago.

She could not lie, and she was no dissembler liickd\as, so she
told him the truth, omitting nothing except whatdhmad overheard
between Nickolas and Hilary that night when theyavstanding
together in the garden. When she had finished stseamazed to see
the relief on his face and a contented smile apaleaut his lips.

'It is gratifying to know of this abounding love ragn has for me,' he
sighed, making a feeble effort to sit up. Marikaganstantly, easing
him on to the pillows and making him comfortable.

'Is that better?' She smiled at him tenderly andhinfinite
compassion. 'Are you quite comfortable now?"'

He nodded.



‘You're sure, my daughter, that you really wishniarry Nick?'

'‘Quite sure, Father. | spoke the truth when | baisvasn't forcing me
into it. In fact, he believes | shall not marry hifar | told him so a
few minutes ago.'

'‘And you changed your mind because of me. .. Sigpinto thought,
he remained silent for a while, and then he sattange thing. 'If |

were not absolutely sure that this marriage woutd put right I'd

object to it, no matter what the cost to myselft Bur men are
faithful, Marika. You will have no fears about ydursband; from the
moment you say you will marry him he'll be finishfedl ever with

Hilary." He paused, again in thought. 'What makes think Nick

doesn't care for you? If this is true then he igx@acellent actor.’

She had to smile, though rather wanly. No doubtialhavhatsoever,
Nickolas was an excellent actor!

'I'm quite certain he doesn't love me,' she saidtiyu 'But please
don't ask me how | know.'

His eyes were puzzled, but he respected her wightmobe
guestioned.

‘You love him, though, and that will suffice. Hencat long remain
insensitive to it.'

An inaudible sigh escaped her. How simple he misieuind! Still, if
his deductions satisfied him, freed his mind froorny, nothing else
mattered for the present.

'‘Does Souphoula know of your doubts?' she askedesiyl as the
idea occurred to her.

'‘My mother is too old for these worries,' he regli¢did not intend to
mention it." His thin hand toyed absently with theautiful



embroidery of the bed-cover; he began to murmairtself in weak,
low tones and Marika had difficulty in understargimuch of what
he said”But she did gather that he intended taksjoadickolas about
Hilary's going away - though there seemed to beesdifficulty
regarding it. Then she realized that Hilary notyoovned half the
business, but also half the house. Nickolas hallegliso buy her out
immediately after Andreas's death, but she hadseefuto sell.
Stephanos continued to mumble on, almost unawar®latka's
presence, for he often lapsed into Greek and skiethe trend
altogether. Picking it up again, she heard himal@pg the fact of his
foolishness in dividing everything equally betwdas two sons, but
how could he know what would happen? Then he frawmeavily,
mentioning something about his presumption reggrililckolas and
Hilary, and that 'poor Nick might only have beerdg the - the—'
He went off into Greek then, obviously being unatbeexpress
himself in English, and she heard the waddgbolos'.

He exhausted himself and, with a feeling of gilarika insisted on
his lying down and resting before Pitsa arrivechwiite tea.

''ve excited you, Father,' she murmured apologhyic'Lie down -
further down.’

He obeyed meekly - and she found herself wondedfiig'd ever
possessed the dynamic personality and vigour afdns

He did not thank her for the decision she had miadehis smile of
gratitude filled her with a strange contentments Hears were
dispelled for good; for the short time left to hime would know
tranquillity and peace. And a certain serenity edeinto Marika
herself as she went downstairs to inform Nickolaser decision.
There was a special dignity about her, too, whanlised Nickolas to
stare at her in faint surprise as she stood jsstienthe door of the
sitting-room, looking at him intently for a whileitlvout speaking.



Slowly she advanced into the room, and came cloden, sitting
there on the couch, his newspaper lying foldedistaip.

'l've seen Stephanos,' she told him quietly. 'petectly happy now.'
Nickolas removed the paper from his lap and stgydarika smiled
faintly, How like the Greek male! He would not alidher to look
down at him.

"You will marry me?' he asked, on that oddly tremusl note which
had so surprised her on their first meeting.

Her very nod seemed to reflect the new dignity teat come to her.
It was a mere inclination of the head, yet firm @edisive; it brought
a flicker of appreciation to her fiance's eyes, arfdint smile to his
lips. She misunderstood, taking it to be amusenteged with
triumph.

'l want you to understand,' she said coolly, 'tlzath marrying you of
my own free will. You have not forced me into mage, Nickolas.
You never could do so - please remember that.'

His smile deepened and this time it did hold somasement.

'l will remember, my dear—' He paused to allow méxt words to
sink in. 'And | hope you will remember it, too.'

Marika blinked at him, for there appeared to baddén threat in
those words. Her dignity deserted her for a momeptaced by fear.

But the next moment Nickolas had taken her handklig them
firmly, and the smile on his lips was almost tendgrhe said, with
deep gratitude,

‘Thank you, Marika. Thank you for making Fatherpap



CHAPTER TEN

THEY sat on the top tier of the amphitheatre at sundeovatching the
twin peaks of the Phaedriades change from glowosg to coral,
from softest pink to blue, and finally to the deegnslucent violet
which shed its mystery over the valley and thershjrand across the
grim encircling heights.

A silence hung between them, comfortable, free febrain, yet the
rift, ever-present, hung between them, too, memggaciastructive.

At length Nickolas said it was time to go, speaksadtly, with that
hint of apology which had puzzled Marika from therywmoment of
their marriage.

She turned, her wide eyes pensive, and faintlyisgil
'l could stay... and stay..."'

But Nickolas rose, extending a hand to her, andrdéaving the
theatre they wandered through the ruins and albadsacred Way.
On a distant ridge a shepherd and his flock wetkned against the
darkening sky and Parnassus became bathed ingrejphght as the
sun made its swift descent. Now and then an eagbefsed, casting
its eerie shadow along the ground or on to the Gidlee ravine.

Autumn had come to Delphi, and although a few ersitstill
frequented the hotels and cafes, the village stredbnger echoed
with laughter and music until the early hours @& thorning, and the
coaches had ceased to disgorge their tourists dyhdmdred. The
days, though sunny, were short and often chill;rtiglts were cold
and long.

'Is it very bleak in the winter?' asked Marika lasyt walked through
the village.



'‘Bleak, and desolate, but it has a special charrmhiifeel sure will
appeal to you.'

After dinner they sat reading as usual, by a rggfire in the cosy
sitting-room. On a side table Nickolas had setdrutks, and some
special Turkish confections which Marika liked..Hslde not been
sure of his feelings for Hilary she could almosvédelieved he'd
been trying to woo her during these past few weBks$.only a few
days ago he had gone to Corfu, where Hilary noediwarika had
begged him to take her with him, but he'd givenareery definite no
for an answer. She had lain awake that night, imagiall sorts of
things that only served to increase her misery.

She eyed the table but ignored its contents anchrbieg restless,
dropped her book on to her lap.

‘Nickolas, couldn't Souphoula come to us while studf colour,
instead of Pitsa staying there?'

He lowered his book, a quizzical smile touchinglips.

'‘What's the matter? Are you afraid of being aloitl wour husband?
You can always call on Anna for help should thednagse.'

Marika smiled then.

'It isn't that,' was the confident rejoinder. 'Btis so quiet with
everyone gone.’

‘Pitsa will be gone altogether in a couple of wedks reminded her.
'So you will, I'm afraid, be limited to my ratheradequate company.'

'‘Can Souphoula come?' she repeated, ignoring himemt, but
Nickolas shook his head.



‘Souphoula won't live here, even for a short wiyitej know that. She
loves her own home and will stay there till the ethen Pitsa goes
we shall have to get Souphoula some help in fravitage,’

'l can do everything,' Marika put in quickly. 'lahenjoy that.’

'l do not wish you to do the menial tasks,' he §anly. "You will go
as usual, and perhaps prepare her tea as Pitsandegsbut the
cleaning will be done by a woman from the village.'

'I've nothing to do, Nickolas. It gets monotono&$é knew her voice
held a note of complaint, but though she felt asgtdhrshe could not
bring herself to apologize.

'l shall not be working very much during the wintsaid Nickolas in
a distinctly eager voice, but as this failed taongrihe desired response
he added, with a faint sigh, "You miss Stephanos'tgou?’

‘Terribly.' Her eyes clouded. 'l didn't realizeret time just how much
Pitsa and | did for him. He kept us quite busyadiag to him and
preparing his meals, and - and every day at thevertdlked in Greek
for part of the time—' She looked across at Nickplaars on her
lashes. 'It was supposed to be for half an houn, &lways ran out of
words.'

Nickolas stared into the flames, absently flickihg pages of his
book. When at last he spoke it seemed to be witiculty.

‘You must regret our marriage - in view of what paped.'

Marika's face took on a brooding expression. She barself,
running in to Stephanos to show him her dressindirfg him in a
coma. Then the doctor, speaking to Nickolas prlyate and, later,
Nickolas so pale and grim at the wedding.

She sighed and shook her head.



'We weren't to know he wouldn't ever regain consem@ss. What
else could we do under the circumstances?' Hecglaeld neither
rancour nor regret. 'Father's happiness was alhhtered to us both
at the time." She smiled at him but, avoiding hiange, he rose
abruptly and poured out the drinks. Handing hegtass he said, in a
tone of unfamiliar hardness,

'‘What shall we drink to? What is it that you wardst?'

'l don't know,' she replied helplessly after a Idegberation. 'l do not
know, Nickolas.'

"You do know.' His voice became harsh. 'You'd gamgthing to be
away from here, from me! - to be back in Englanthwiwith—' He
drank deeply and refilled his glass. So unlike l8he mused, for he
drank very little. 'Come,' he said, draining thes®l glass, 'let us go
out!

They went along to the Pavilion and sat on thedyatarinking beer
andouzo.Nickolas's air of icy detachment was so pronouraretiso
frightening that Marika, straining to peer down trextical drop to
the blackness of the chasm below, felt herselyfpoised on the edge
of a precipice. The rocks, naked and grim, wereoce terrible than
her fear of Nickolas in this mood.

The following day he handed her a letter from Dawidtching her as
she read it. It contained little of interest, bevaral times David
referred to Nickolas as 'old Nick', 'Pluto’ and revelades'. This
brought a flush to her cheeks, and Nickolas's egeowed. He was
not to know that her heightened colour resultedhfemger.

'‘May | read it?' he asked stiffly as she was albouteturn it to its
envelope.

Had he read it he'd have discovered at once tlea¢ thhas nothing
more than friendship between her and David, anddesnly, she



wished him to know it. But those unflattering albuss made it
impossible for her to let him read the letter. Hesh deepened as she
said,

'‘No, Nickolas, you can't. I'm sorry.'

There was an instant's frigid silence, then Nick@poken arrogant,
inexorable tones.

'In that case, | prefer you to finish with him. Yl not write to him
again. The affair between you ended on your magtiag

Marika stiffened; his visit to Corfu was still apen wound.

'l shall please myself. You cannot dictate to miekblas.' She knew
immediately she should have controlled her toncare] felt no
surprise when he returned harshly,

'In Greece a woman obeys her husband. | forbidtgaeply to his
letter!’

The next moment she watched from the window adrodes across
the garden to the office. She saw him enter, ctbeedoor firmly
behind him, and with a sigh of desolation she wgrstairs to fetch
her coat.

Would she and Nickolas ever make anything of therriage? she
wondered, as she walked slowly in the directionSouphoula's
cottage. Stephanos had been convinced that Nickabatd finish

with Hilary, but Stephanos had been wrong. Marikpp®sed she'd
something to be thankful for in Hilary's leavingethouse. She felt
sure Stephanos had been responsible, but nowdhe&dgone there
was the nagging anxiety that Nickolas would persuaat to return.

Remembering the old man's disjoined mumblings albddilary's
owning half the house, Marika wondered that sheleficat all. So



much activity had occurred at the time. Nickolasmsed to be for
ever coming and going; Hilary had been furiouslgrgn- which,
thought Marika, was only natural, seeing that Niakavas having to
marry someone else - and finally, Souphoula, opadiple, had also
been concerned in the proceedings for, to botlaBiend Marika's
astonishment, she had been taken into Athens, aod skayed
overnight.

On Souphoula's return all activity ceased; Hiland lpacked her
things and left without more ado. From what Soupdidwad later
said, she now lived at the hotel in Corfu - theshtd which Nickolas
had gone only a few days previously.

Souphoula was much improved, and Marika felt amwekielming
relief on seeing her sitting upright in her usuatdibacked chair.
Souphoula’'s eyes flickered asshe examined Mafikees and after a
moment she asked her what was wrong.

'‘Nothing; I'm fine. Where's Pitsa?'
‘Gone into the village to get some provisions.dllsiiss the child.’

"'l come,' promised Marika with a smile. 'And &msay Pitsa will
visit us quite often.’

'Pitsa will be busy rearing childrémeturned Souphoula. 'That is the
Greek woman's destiny.'

Marika frowned.

'l hope she won't have a baby every year!" sheteetavith some
heat. 'Pitsa deserves a better life than that.’

The old woman smiled, her lips quivering slightly.



'In England | suppose it is not the thing. Hereaxpect it. Does Nick
know your views on the matter?'

'‘We haven't - discussed it,' she stammered, geitgDid Souphoula
think their marriage was normal ? It certainly sedrtike it.

Pitsa returned with the groceries and the two gjpknt the rest of the
afternoon discussing the wedding. Pitsa had groery Vovely
during the past weeks, and her figure had alwags Iséender and
straight. Marika began to think of the black-rob#dmen of the
village, with their high stomachs and sagging kieakeir figures
shapeless from years of childbearing, and a suddpression swept
over her at the idea of Pitsa's becoming like that.

But her spirits rose when, later, Pitsa, with tradwus pride in her
voice, announced that Kostos had flatly refuseddoept a dowry
from Nickolas. Pitsa could bring the contents af bettom drawer,
but nothing else.

‘Normally the man does the girl a favour by margyier,' Pitsa went
on, in the same tones of pride. 'And so he exjleetgirl will bring
prika. It is still quite the thing for the girl to provedthe home and
everything in it. So | am lucky that Kostos marmes for love. | think
that all our lives we shall have of the great hapgs - just like you
and Nickolas, Marika!'

Marika would have liked to stay for tea, but shewrthat Souphoula,
with her uncanny perception, would look askancthatmention of
such a thing, seeing that Nickolas would then hHaveake his tea
alone.

His manner was frigid during the whole of the engni still dwelling

on her refusal to show him David's letter, she sgpfd. And because
of his coldness she left him early and sat curfgdruher bed reading
for a long while before getting undressed. Readyetointo bed, she



made to turn the key, as usual, but the next mislo¢estood blinking
at the empty keyhole. Glancing over the carpet,tsbe opened the
door and looked on the floor outside. She shruggeding the door
again. Anna must have removed it in a moment
absent-mindedness; it was too late to trouble ber. n

About to get into bed, she suddenly became tawghasheard the
sound outside her door. It was opened quietly ailcdd\as entered,
closing it behind him. Walking calmly into the rophe stood by the
dressing- table, one hand in the pocket of hissilngsgown, the other
fingering the girdle, with that same peculiar t#gtiwith which the
Greek men handled their worry beads. The action tastcinated and
terrified her; she took a faltering step backwalas,eyes moving to
the dressing-gown she had flung over the backcbba. With a cool,
deliberate gesture, Nickolas picked it up and thiteon to the bed,
out of her reach.

The action spoke volumes. Marika's eyes darkeneth wapid
comprehension as they moved from his sinister, simevil
countenance to the door, and back again.

Her throat felt parched but she managed to saygtihguiveringly,
'‘Why have you come? You c-can't stay. ...’

His manner changed to one of faint amusement abrbiss were
slowly raised.

'‘Why have | come? I'm your husband, Marika. We wmaaried,
remember?'

Marika contrived to remain calm as she reminded, lgemtly, that
theirs was not a normal marriage.

‘That will shortly be rectified, my dear.’



'‘No, | didn't mean that! | meant | was forced intoand therefore you
can't expect it to be normal. You said yourselt thgou forced me
into marriage—'

‘But | did not force you—'

'Oh, yes, you did, Nickolas. Surely you won't dehgt." He was
fingering the girdle again; she could not take é&ges away. If he
stayed with her simply for convenience, for luste svould never
forgive him; it would be the end of the marriagbed leave him,
return to England at once.

'On the contrary, you married me willingly. | seemremember your
being very definite about stressing that point.’

'It was because of Father, you know it was." Heresowere
persuasive, and at the same time reproachful. $peated to his
better nature, realizing that she was fightingtf@ir future, realizing
to her own amazement that at the back of her mieltdhe hope of
his one day finishing altogether with Hilary, amey could then try
to make something of their marriage.

'‘Perhaps, but that does not alter the fact that y@uried me
willingly.'

‘You're splitting hairs,’ she said desperately, fame drained of
colour. 'Maybe | did marry you willingly, but it vga't - it wasn't of
my own free will.'

His dark brows rose even higher.
'‘Who's splitting hairs now?' he inquired, clearipused, and she

stared at him, hoping for some sign of relentingt, Rlespite his
amusement, the inflexibility remained.



'‘Nickolas," she said softly, extending her handsaimgesture of
entreaty, 'l did it for Father, for your father evoth did it for his
sake.'

'Did we?' A sudden, terrible bitterness entered/bise and Marika's
eyes flew to his. Something" here she did not wstdad - something
unfathomable in that dark and brooding countenance.

"You know we did," she whispered. "You know verylwe did it for
his happiness and peace of mind.’

He stood gazing down at her in an attitude of .could it be

indecision? Marika had the strange conviction tleatonged to tell

her something, but though she waited, he appearathdange his
mind. And it seemed to her that his very silenceab® a threat, for
he resumed his adamant, unrelenting manner, anglyas hardened
like points of steel. In almost helpless despenagivze made one final
effort.

‘Nickolas, | don't want you to stay. | don't knovkrow anything
about. ..." She tailed off, the colour rising ase ghoticed his
expression.

*You will learn quickly enough.’
Sick with apprehension, she whispered hoarsely,

'You must go; | can't be a wife to you withoutlove!" Even as she
spoke she took another step backwards, for hersnmad unleashed
a wrath so violent that she feared for a momenttad strike her.

'l suppose it would be very different if it werewofriend David
standing here!" he almost snarled, his face daakdrmore sinister
than she had ever seen it. Moving across the rbemrenched open
the door. Her eyes dilated; she spoke without thopkso great her
relief.



‘Thank you, Nickolas.'

‘Save your breath!" he flung at her. 'I'm not lagwout of any instinct
of chivalry or pity. It so happens | am in no mdodleal with a fit of

hysterics, which | assume you would immediatelyuigd in - but

don't be too confident; | might be in a very diéfiet mood the next
time!'

She stared at the closed door, too weak and dréomadve. The next
time, he had said. For tonight she'd escapedhleut tvould be other
nights - nights when he would not leave.....

At last she got into bed, shivering violently unéfter the tears had
brought some slight relief, she fell into a fitftripubled slumber.

It was a week later that she told Nickolas she a@itt go home. The
nightly strain of sitting on her bed, afraid andittawaiting for
Nickolas to come up, for the silence that toldie£d gone to bed, had
proved too much. The nervous tension had even mmadeodily ill,
for she could neither eat nor sleep.

'If you go home you'll not come back. No, Marikauyre my wife,
and your place is here, with me.'

'l will come back, | promise. But please let mefgoa little while,
just for a visit. Please, Nickolas!

‘You are not going to England,’ he said quietlp. yu can put the
idea right out of your head.’

Sudden hatred blazed. The fare - a hundred poupdsvented her
from getting away from this man.



'‘What good is it doing you to keep me here! | knoarriage is for

ever; | know | must come back to you - but let nte gmust go

home—' She put her hands to her eyes to stem &g (& ou don't
understand,' she said in a quieter tone. And sbeped her hands,
looking at him earnestly. "You don't understand whmust go home,
Nickolas.'

'‘Not'understand? What sort of a fool do you takefon@ Of course |
know why you wish to return to England! And themnh the safety
of your country, you'll inform me that you are moiming back. No,’
he said firmly, 'you remain here with me.'

Neither argument nor pleading would move him,

though she persevered for a long while until at, ldsfeated, she
went upstairs and kept to her room for the rethefday. He came up
at dinner time. She sat on the bed, her eyes datkirdense, her
cheeks damp. She had been sobbing bitterly, andanavthen a sob
still escaped her. He stood by the door, lookingrlat her for a long
moment; she did not move, nor even raise her head.

‘Come down to dinner, Marika,' he said gentlyis'igetting cold.'
'If that is an order, I'll come. If not, | prefer stay here.’

Nickolas sighed deeply, asking her again to havelimaer with him.
She looked up then, bewildered, for there wasange humility in
his tone, and a hint of pleading.

'l don't feel like any dinner.’
'‘Perhaps you will if you come down.’
'If you don't mind, I'd rather not.’

‘Very well!" he snapped, and strode from the room.



When, later, he returned, she was crying again.

'‘What are all these tears for?' He sounded sligimbatient, and she
retorted peevishly,

'l want to go home! You know very well why I'm cng!'

She thought he would never speak, he remained fileso long, but
at last he said in tones of bitter resignation,

‘Don't cry any more. You can go home.'

Nickolas would not take her into Athens; he ordemddxi from the
village instead. Half an hour before it was duaave Marika said
she was going to say good-bye to Souphoula.

'l have plenty of time ?'
‘You have time, but not plenty. Be as quick as gau.'

Souphoula looked very gaunt and sinister, with hkrck eyes
scarcely moving and her swollen hands claspedtiegein her lap.

'So you are really in earnest? | hoped you wouklthge your mind.’
Never before had she spoken in those tones, soacalcharsh. Yet
her mouth began to soften as she noted the pallddarika's face
and the dark smudges beneath her eyes. 'Are youngdrack?'

'Of course; | must come back."' At first she'd had doubts. Her
promise to Nickolas was vague, yet not deliberatakleading. But
now she knew for sure that she'd return. Whategdeklings for her,
he exerted an influence from which she would negeape.

'l wonder ...?" Souphoula stretched out a handm&hbere! What
have we done to frighten you away?'



Slowly Marika crossed the room. Souphoula's hansliaacold.

'I'm not being frightened away. | told you, I'm ggito England on a
visit.'

'I'm no fool, Marika! This is too sudden— Is it Mis lovemaking? Is
he too rough for your English sensibilities?'

‘Souphoula!

'No need for embarrassment; in Greece we speak/geit, child,
answer me,' and, when Marika shook her head. Ufdmnot tell me
what he does, how can | say whether or not you hasamplaint?’

'‘He doesn't do anything - that is, we haven't evdmpossible to go
on; she glanced away to the ikons on the wall aokdsred vaguely
what sort of comfort the Greeks derived from kigsimem.

'He has never ... taken you?' Souphoula spokedisthelief, a most
odd expression on her face. 'Are you telling me MNiak has never
taken you?'

Hot colour flooded Marika's cheeks; she drew herdhaway and
moved to the other side of the room.

'l don't like to talk about such things, Souphdula.

'‘Rubbish! I'm beginning to think some talkisbouldbe done, for
there's a deal | cannot understand. At one tinexidgd you two had
fallen in love, at another | decided I'd made atakis. Finally |

concluded Nick must have married you for convergemut—' She
paused as comprehension dawned. 'He married yowr @iofferent

reason altogether.’



Glancing at her watch, Marika moved impatiently. /tvas wrong
with Souphoula? Pitsa had hinted that she had beguamble at
times, and apparently she was right.

'He married me," she reminded Souphoula gentlycalme of
Stephanos. Surely you remember that.'

'Sit down,' ordered Souphoula, and Marika obeyealjgh she drew
the old woman's attention to the time. "You hawenpl of time. Now,
do you still love him?'

'‘Does it matter?’

'If it didn't | wouldn't be asking. Answer me!'
Swallowing hard, Marika murmured,

‘Yes, | do love him.'

'‘And he doesn't know.' She clicked her tongue geanWhy did you
not tell him?'

'‘Because he doesn't love me. He loves Hilary diyou.'
The black eyes flickered. Souphoula ignored Masikaply.

‘Yes, it is all plain now. What a fool | am - mus coming to my
dotage, child. | disappoint myself. Do you real@libve he loves that
one?'

Marika said yes and was rewarded with an impatagit.

‘How stupid you are! And your reaction to what yaerheard - so
typically English. | love your people, Marika, btitey are fools!
They have not the depth of thought, so act impalgivAt any cost,



you must convince poor Nick that you love that bdhat good did it
do you ? - tell me that!'

Marika stared in puzzlement. So unlike Souphoukhdwv such
interest in other people's affairs. And all thitk tevasted precious
time.

'It saved my pride,' she returned, with an effopatience.

An angry exclamation in Greek escaped SouphoulaeiNkefore
had Marika seen her moved by any sort of emotion.

'You'll have an unpleasant few minutes when yodax@bout that
tonight,' she warned, and Marika became really eorexl. Surely
Souphoula had not already forgotten she intendadgdhe flight to
England?

'l shall not be explaining,' she murmured soothingin going home
- I've come to say good-bye.'

The old woman smiled faintly, and with satisfacti®ne gazed into
the fire for a long while as if carefully choosihgr words.

‘Nick knew, before he married you, that his fativeuld never regain
consciousness.'

For one stunned, incredulous moment Marika statesloaphoula.
The sun had dropped while they had been talkind,tha firelight
sent shadows leaping, to catch the sunken face gmotesque,
transparent veil.

'‘Nickolas ... knew. ... ?' Marika's voice held @ilsbf, yet her heart
leapt with sudden joy. 'He didn't marry me for Fath sake -
Souphoula, is this true?’



‘The doctor told him." With a flash of insight Meai saw everything
clearly. Nickolas fighting his conscience; beligyishe loved David,
yet unable to tell her the truth. 'A pity you alleavHilary to trouble
you,' went on Souphoula. 'l couldn't ease your neintirely because
Nick did not take me into his confidence until gié fuss over the
business." She began to explain how Nickolas, dfterbrother's
death, had wished to buy Hilary out. Her price gesrtortionate, he
had been obliged to let her remain a partner. Tlaéley having
installed Kostos as manager in the hotel in Athemsl hoping to
interest him in Pitsa, Nickolas had discovered Hiktry had designs
on him. The only solution was to deceive her iftioking he cared
for her himself. 'With Kostos and Pitsa fixed up,ihtended finishing
with Hilary, but then came the necessity of mamgyyou. Caution
was still imperative, for he knew he must get heraf the house. He
also hoped she would be more reasonable, anduged bim at a fair
price." Souphoula’'s mouth set in a thin hard liseslae paused in
thought for a moment. 'Not only had she the whipdhdut she was
also a jealous, frustrated woman - for | suspegag always Nick she
really wanted. Her price was out of all proporti@he stripped us
bare, so bare that we had to let her take the hrot@brfu in addition
to the money. But it was worth it, for we now hake business back
in the family. | think everything is settled; Niekent over to Corfu a
couple of weeks back with his solicitor and theshetas put into her
name.'

Suddenly aware of Marika's glance of surprisejr f&amile touched
the old woman's lips. 'l may seem poor, but thdidsause | have
little value for the material things of life. Do hooncern yourself,
child, I can afford it. | was only too happy to péllick out. He was
stupid and proud not to have asked me before, Bectdne money
would have come to him eventually, in any casen'tdsuppose he'd
have buried his pride this time had it not been tigawanted her out
of the house - for your sake.'



Marika tried to speak, but the words choked hewupBoula and
Nickolas ... they'd done all that really for her!

And all she had done in return was to hurt Nickaagerribly. And
she had even misconstrued his visit to Corfu!

Crossing the room swiftly, she buried her facenm folds of the old
woman's skirt.

‘Thank you for telling me all this, Souphoula—' Aslle raised her
head, adding impulsively, 'l love you very much.’

The response came brusquely and without sentiment.

'Pity you never thought to say that to Nick. It iipave saved a deal
of trouble!" An insistent hand urged Marika to Fest. '‘Be off, child,
I'm sure it's not my company you want!'

A slow, radiant smile spread across Marika's faoepefore she had
time to speak the door was flung open and Pitsantan

‘Alexis says that if you do not come at once he 'two& able to get
there in time,' she gasped, stopping for breatbu '¥now how old
and shaky his taxi is; Marika, do hurry!'

'I'm not going,' Marika submitted quietly.

‘Not going? - to England?' Pitsa stared from Matik&ouphoula in
bewilderment. '‘Aren't you leaving us, after all?'

That sounded almost as if Pitsa, like Nickolasugia she would
never have returned, but Marika made no commertt on

'l have changed my mind, Pitsa. | don't want totgdengland at
present.’" And she added softly, 'Not until Nickotas come with
me.'



‘Then you'll be here for my wedding? Oh, Marikap ymake me
happy now! So very much you make me happy!"

Glancing from one radiant face to the other, tlewobman gave a
tiny sigh, but it held no regrets.

For she was a goddess in her own right, aloof, enggis. Fearsome,
yet possessed of a strange compelling beauty sthedaghed that
zenith of peace when, bereft of ambition, unplagbgdiesire, she
could gaze serenely down from her high pedestaie with faint
contempt the struggles and the striving of meretatsr

You-had better go and do something about that &he, murmured at
last. 'If | know Alexis he'll be hopping arounddilk madman by now.'

Yes,' agreed Pitsa urgently, 'for Nickolas isreréhto pacify him.'
‘Nickolas isn't there?'

'He went out soon after you'd gone. He told Annd lbe back in
about an hour.'

Catching Souphoula's dark glance, Marika bit herand flushed
with sudden guilt. Unable to say goodbye to heckhlias had gone
off somewhere on his own. Somewhere ...?

He stood by one of the columns, bare-headed andmieds, part of
the awesome grandeur. Behind him the shining raded of the
Phaedriades soared skywards. In the sky itselfstaes gleamed
brilliantly clear, like gems in sharp relief bel@xcanopy of velvet.

Marika paused, breathless; Nickolas moved as ifsiegnher
presence, then once more became motionless, a diladuette
against the unearthly radiance of the moonlit Sargt She reach
him, still breathless, and he turned in swift conce



‘Souphoula ...?'

‘She is quite well,' came the gentle assurange.bken speaking to
her all this time.'

'You realize you've missed your plane.' Nickolasretbaway from
her, his tones hard and brittle.

‘Souphoula told me everything ... and that you néaeed Hilary. |
now know why you married me.'

'Hilary?' He turned his head and frowned. 'l - Itdi&ary? What are
you talking about?'

'l thought you loved her—' Marika paused beforeiagidin a rather
frightened tone, 'So | pretended to be in love dtdwvid." Steeling
herself for the 'unpleasant few minutes' of whiaghu@oula had
warned her, Marika was totally unprepared for ti@ewnce of his
sudden outburst.

'You— You pretendedo be in love with him! Are you telling me you
never loved him ?'

‘Yes - | was jealous of Hilary—'

‘You fool!" he exclaimed savagely. He took a stridevards her,
grasped her shoulders and jerked her round to liaoe 'Do you

know what you escaped? - what we both escaped?fekhthe

strength of his fingers, saw the smouldering egesye her. 'Your
refusal to show me the letter incensed me witlddsre to teach you
that you were mine - mine and not his! That wag®atle lover who
came to you - you'd scorned my love, even rejectedriendship, so
| came as an enemy, a merciless, avenging enemy-shuélder
swept through him, the shudder of a man who'd estapme terrible
catastrophe. 'Had | remained there would have eemope of



happiness for us. You'd have stayed with me, Yetbalve forced you,
but as my possession, not as my partner.’

Marika swayed slightly and the colour left her faBle forgot the
pain of his grip in her overwhelming thankfulndsattshe had uttered
those words which had released his savage furySbaphoula was
right when she stated that Nickolas was dangerols when his
anger was suppressed.

‘There is so much to explain,’ she began in faltetones. 'l realize
now that I've been very foolish.’

'Foolish!" he retorted scathingly. 'l felt sure, @ holiday, that you
cared— What feminine caprice caused you to prathiaekind of
deception on me?’

'l was jealous of Hilary,' she explained once mdreranted to save
my pride.'

Nickolas uttered a sharp, angry exclamation, thahghpressure of
his hands relaxed and she sensed also a sligknsajtof the lines
round his mouth. But there was nothing soft in Wsce as he
exclaimed.

'S0 because of your stupid pride we've both suffemeeks of
unhappiness! Do you know what you deserve?'

Marika swallowed something hard in her throat. Altgh abashed,
she recalled that he, too, had resorted to deceptiorder to save his
pride. But she did not remind him of the incidénstead she said in a
small contrite voice,

'I'm sorry for hurting you, Nickolas," and waited breathless
expectancy for his response. A long silence ensWémlld he not
speak to her? She clasped her hands togetherwattihg, rather
anxiously, and vaguely aware of a shadowing moahaagiistant roll



of thunder. She started to say again that theremmash that they
needed to explain to each other, but he cut heat.sfiben perhaps
youwill begin,' he invited grimly.

'l don't want to talk about that now." Her voicesvealged with tears as
she added, tilting back her head to look deeply m$ eyes, 'l just
want us to - to make harmony. ...'

He softened instantly; she saw it in his eyesjtfeitthe tender caress
of his hands. And he bent his dark head to kiss Ww#h infinite
gentleness at first, then with increasing fervauthee pent-up desires
of the past weeks became released.

After a long while, and many tender murmurings lestw them,
Marika freed her arms and flung them round his néakking up at
him with ardent, loving eyes and recalling howtlogir first meeting,
she had fearfully likened him to a Greek god, stukx in stone.
Nestling her head against him, she felt his warrarthbeating,
thrilled to the tender strength of his arms abart And sensed the
ardour temporarily controlled. A marble god indeed

'‘My little one,' he whispered tenderly, 'we must-gotherwise we
shall be caught in a storm."

He had not yet told her he loved her, and aftehy and timid
hesitation she murmured softly,

'If the Oracle were not silent - if it could speakv, | would askiit ...

I would ask it why Nickolas married me, knowing was
unnecessary.' His arms tightened lovingly, but lezety smiled in
some amusement at her wile. 'l wonder what thel®waguld reply?’
she added on a low insistent note, and when henstile no response
her wide eyes searched his face, confident, but &it urgent
guestion.



‘The Oracle would say, my darling, that Nickolasrmea you

because-he loved you.' He spoke with tender humgetirwith a

certain reverence, too. 'He loved you then, hedgeel now, and he'll
love you for ever. That is what the Oracle woulplye

As he held her, very close, Marika knew again tieady sensation of
being poised in a distant, unreal world where tirad no existence.
The sensation, although exhilarating, was fainispuitbing, too, and
she felt a profound relief on hearing the thundemoewarningly

through the towering ragged heights.

'Let's go home,' she whispered huskily as a déepca reigned once
more.

She tucked her arm through his, and they made weyrfrom the

temple, past the sites of ancient treasuries, thasbases of votive
offerings, along the Sacred Way to the Kastalianngp Overhead
the clouds gathered, ominous and dark, and alfaeg®ze stirred the
vast stillness, like the contented sigh of a goslumber.



