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A Rhapsody of Desire – and Death

The strange, shimmering beauty of the legendary Greek isle captured Daphne’s heart. And now, as the young archaeologist sought the ruins and treasure of the lost temple of Apollo, she felt yet deeper emotions stirring within her.

She wanted nothing more than to please her handsome, wealthy employer, Sebastian Palaeopolis. Then, in a trance, a bizarre transformation came over her.

From the own mouth issued the voice of the ancient priestess of Apollo – and with every word, she drew closer to Sebastian... and closer to soul-maddening danger!

CHAPTER ONE

(first two or four pages missing)

own, she was not dependent on a job for income. She would take her time and not be rushed into making a decision. 
Meanwhile, they had the entire afternoon and evening to themselves, in beautiful sunny Athens, and she meant to enjoy every minute. She was weary from the grind of the museum and the university. Classes and final exams, grading and marking papers, had occupied her time right up to their departure. 

Sweet-tempered Ariadne had ended up doing most of the packing, arranging for reservations and passports and shots. She seemed as eager as Daphne to get away to Greece.
"What shall we do this evening, Daphne? Dare we go up to the Plaka by ourselves? I do want to see some dancing." 

"We might hire a guide to take us." Daphne returned reluctantly from her musings. "It would save time; he could show us the most interesting night spots." 

"Oh, do let's. And have dinner up there, shall we?" 
"If you like, darling." 

"Miss Chora?" 

Both girls started at the deep masculine voice practically at their side. Both blonde heads turned, and gazed up at the tall man looming over them. Daphne's first impression was that he was handsome as a Greek god! He was a large man, with curly dark hair, worn rather long. He had large black eyes, with impossibly long black lashes, a wide faunlike mouth that curled slightly in a smile. Heavily tanned; bronzed, she thought, as though he lived in the sun. His gray silk suit and vivid blue tie seemed a concession to the formality of Athens. 
He would seem more at home naked, rising from the smooth foam of a wine-dark sea. Daphne found all sorts of involuntary thoughts running through her mind as she stared up at him. 

"Permit me to introduce myself. I am Sebastian Palaeopolis. The hall porter told me you had come in this direction." He gazed down at Daphne critically, as though he took in the dull gray cotton dress, the severe upsweep of her blonde curly hair, before turning to Ariadne, looking girlish and sweet in blue-green linen with a white collar. 

Daphne held out her hand and found it swallowed up in his large one. "I am Daphne Chora," she said, with cool dignity. ''This is my sister Ariadne. We were not expecting you until tomorrow." 

"But I came today." He smiled, and sat down with them. He half-nodded to a waiter, and instantly fresh coffee was brought to their table. Wealthy, thought Daphne, known here, and accustomed to instant service--which he received. The cut of his gray suit, the diamond on his hand, bespoke wealth, as did his self-assured air. 

When they had been served, he turned to Daphne. "I read your paper in the joumal you sent to me. It was excellent, and made me determined to obtain your services on my island. So I came to see you before that idiot Marcos could get hold of you." 

She looked surprised and he smiled. 

"You wonder that I know of his offer? Marcos runs his museum with badly paid, half-illiterate museum assistants. But he is most persuasive, and he would cry on your shoulder and tell you be needs you desperately-which he does. But I mean to match his offer and persuade you to come to me, where you belong." 

"Oh, my," breathed Ariadne, opening her eyes at him. He chuckled delightfully, helping himself liberally to sugar. 

Daphne stiffened at his brashness, "There are quite a few details to be settled," she said rather coldly. "You did not answer my questions in your letter. And I have promised Professor Marcos to speak to him before I decide anything." 

The black eyes studied her keenly. "I did not answer any questions? But I agreed fully. Your sister shall come with you, that is understood. I myself am guardian of my young cousin, Nerissa, who is sixteen, and quite delightful. You will enjoy her company, Miss Ariadne," and he turned to the younger girl with a smile. 

"Oh, I know I shall adore it on your island. And the name is enchanting!" said Ariadne eagerly. ''But I am eighteen now, and Daphne is not my guardian any longer. I am quite grown-up." 

"I am sure of it," he said smoothly. "Nevertheless, one tends to worry, does one not?" he asked Daphne. 

She gazed at him, trying to hide the feeling of losing control. "But you did not answer about-about the salary, and what will be done with the artifacts--' 

"The salary? Whatever you wish. The artifacts-the government and I have an arrangement, dividing whatever is found. Anything else?" 

Ariadne giggled, and Daphne did not hide her exasperation. "Really, this is most unbusinesslike," she said crisply, frowning. 

"Please do not scowl. It spoils the delightful smoothness of your brows," said the dogmatic voice of the master, and he had the gall to reach out and smooth her eyebrow with one long forefinger. She jerked away, glaring at him in amazement, 

"Does she frown often?" he asked Ariadne. 

The girl nodded childishly, smiling. "Oh, yes, Daphne worries quite a lot about work and me and everything. But I told her she needn't worry any more. Greece is so marvelous, and I am grown-up,” she said blithely. "She should just relax and be happy." 

"Ariadne!" 

The maddening man continued to smile at her sister. "I could not agree with you more," he said blandly. 

"But-but we should have a contract. That is, if I do agree to come to your island and work for you," said Daphne, desperately gripping the remnants of her dignity. 

"Oh, I dislike formal contracts. We shall work together quite happily, I assure you. I will tell you about my island," he said, leaning back in the small chair, tipping it back dangerously. "Do you mind?" He indicated the small cigar he was lighting. They shook their heads, and he lighted it deftly before continuing. "My island-the Isle of the Dolphins-is frequently visited by dolphins. It is rumored to be the site of a temple to the sun god Apollo. Using some crude equipment, I have located what I believe may be the temple area. But I am afraid I shall ruin the whole, break the pottery and so on. I wanted a trained archaeologist to continue to explore the site, to mark the fragments, measure it-all that work, you know. No hurry about it. You shall live on the island, work when you wish, and the weather is fine. We have food, wine, a musician-and my cousins to amuse you. My yacht to sail in. Whatever you like will be yours, only come." 

And he smiled down at Ariadne, listening with wide-eyed fascination to his deep musical voice. Daphne brushed back a strand of hair that had escaped her severe upsweep. Really, he was exasperating. If she had not had him checked by an agency before she left, found him a reputable and wealthy businessman, she would be tempted to think him a fool, or mad, or a charlatan. 

And there was the island. The Isle of the Dolphins. In her trances she had heard voices whispering to her to come, come, come, to the isle where the dolphins played. She gazed out over the city as Sebastian talked teasingly to Ariadne, answering her eager questions. 

She had tried desperately hard from childhood on to conceal from everyone the fact that she was subject to trances in which she heard voices and saw visions of strange places and people. Her mother had discovered it and had been very upset and concerned. Her father, when told by her mother, had taken her aside, and told her that her ancestors were Greeks and that she might be having some strange dreams from thousands of years ago, that he too sometimes heard voices, and she must not fear them. 

Everyone else might think she was insane. So she bid what she felt and was more and more alone, and severely quiet. She rarely dated, not wishing to become involved with the young men of her profession, or the older men she met at the university. She had used Ariadne as an excuse many a time, to put off any serious talk of engagements or marriage. Her first duty was to Ariadne, to see her educated and settled, she had said. But she had known herself that it was an excuse-that she did not want to become emotionally involved with a man. She did not want to become intimate with anyone, and have to confess what she felt at times, the strange things she heard and saw. 

She rarely acted on impulse. She thought matters out quite thoroughly and carefully, planned far ahead. It had alarmed her when that first letter had arrived from Sebastian Palaeopolis. Holding it in her hand, she had slipped unwillingly into a trance. She had seen the island of which he spoke, saw it clearly. And on it was a temple, tall and golden in the sunlight, and a priestess robed in white, who spoke to her, and told her that she was coming- 

She shivered in the sunlight. Sebastian turned from his conversation with Ariadne. 

"But the sun is low, and you are chilly. Allow me to escort you back to your hotel now. Later I will take you out to dinner. I think you will enjoy the food and the dancing." 

"He is going to take us to the Plaka!" Ariadne burst out eagerly. "lsn't that delightful, darling?" 

She had not heard a word of their talk. She sighed a little, gathering up her large practical pocketbook with their passports and traveler's checks. "Yes, it is lovely. Then tomorrow, after I have seen Professor Marcos, we can talk again. 

He only smiled, and escorted them back to their hotel. He told them he would call for them at eight. 

"And I think that man will be early," Ariadne confided on the elevator. "He is determined to have you, darling! Isn't it marvelous? All the great things he said about you! Your reputation and your ability with languages and your work at the university-" 

"Oh-did he?" 

"You didn't hear a word, darling, oh, how could you not listen," her sister reproached her. Then in the next breath, "I put in your green chiffon, do wear it, you look so lovely, and I shall wear my blue." 

"Chiffon tonight? It will be cool." 

"We can wear coats, love, do let's. I want to dress up for that heavenly man!" And she laughed mischievously. 

Daphne had no intention of dressing up for that heavenly man, but after a quick shower she found that Ariadne had laid out their chiffon dresses, and was quick to show hurt when her older sister frowned. So Daphne put on the green chiffon, and allowed Ariadne to persuade her to wear her hair down. 

When the two girls went down to the lobby, Sebastian greeted them with approval. "The two most beautiful ladies in Athens, what a lucky man am I," he said with a grin. 

Daphne flushed. She knew the floating green chiffon set off her tall slim figure, long blonde hair, pale complexion and wide violet eyes. Her smaller sister was even more stunning, with her blue chiffon dress in panels about her lovely legs, her bell-shaped silver-blonde hair swinging about her pertly youthful face. 

Sebastian took them in his huge cream-colored Rolls into the Plaka region, where they walked on cobblestones up to a restaurant overlooking the city. They drank local white wine, ate meat wrapped in grape leaves and other curious dishes, all delicious, while he entertained them with lively stories about Athens, various persons he had known, and his island borne. They attracted many curious stares, but Daphne was quick to note that no one dared approach them. Sebastian had formidably broad shoulders and long arms, and looked quite capable of using his large hands. 

He must be about thirty-five, she thought, as she studied him. There was one streak of gray in his dark curly hair, a maturity to his face, a calm certainty to the set of his shoulders. Later he took them to another roof-top restaurant, where they danced and watched the floor show. When she danced with him, she was vibrantly aware of the firmness of his body under the silk suit. 

Finally he glanced at his watch. "I must take you ladies home by midnight. Will you be packed and ready to depart by nine o'clock in the morning?" 

Ariadne and Daphne both gasped. 

"Tomorrow? Impossible," said Daphne crisply. The wine was singing in her head, but she had her senses. "We plan to remain several days in Athens. And I have an appointment with Professor Marcos tomorrow afternoon." 

"I have cancelled your appointment," he said smoothly. "I told the good professor you were corning with me. And I am anxious to show you my island. My yacht sails at noon. Will you be ready?" 

"Oh-yes," gasped Ariadne. "Ohhhh, lovely. A yacht!" 

Daphne exchanged a long belligerent look with her formidable sparring partner over her young sister's head. He was smiling slightly, and she was tempted to say something scathing and final, rejecting him completely. But she wanted to come, she wanted to, and the voices were saying inside her head, come, come, come! 

"We--can be ready," she said finally with reluctance. 

CHAPTER TWO
Daphne leaned over the white railing, staring down into the mysterious depths of the clear blue water. Then she lifted her head, her hair blowing free in the wind, and gazed in delight off into the distance. There was an island there, the island to which they were sailing, the island of her dreams. The Isle of the Dolphins. 

What she would find there--she did not know, but she did know this. It would change her life. The voices had told her so. 

The vivid blue sky, the brilliant sunshine, the dark sea, all fascinated her. It was so clear, the air was so pure and the wind so heady she felt quite drunk. These were the islands of Homer, the Aegean Sea she had dreamed about, studied about, read about, for endless long summer evenings and winter nights. For this she had studied Greek and Latin, taken courses in biology and geology and mathematics and sociology, on and on, to her master's degree in archaeology. To come here, to live here, to work and study-and dream  on. 

Voices and laughter coming closer disturbed her mood. She frowned, wishing she could be invisible so that she could continue to dream here alone, quite away from the others. She did not mind her sister, of course, but Sebastian Palaeopolis was very irritating, she thought. He made her continually aware of his presence, the disturbing gleam in his eyes, the half-laugh curving of his mouth. 

And his British guest, the chestnut-haired, regal June Forrester-she had already upset Ariadne and angered Daphne several times. She seemed to feel that Sebastian was her personal property, that Daphne was a servant he was bringing over to the island to work as his slave! She was gloriously tall, beautiful, and immensely spoiled by her wealth, Daphne determined. She wore her emeralds with a white yachting suit with haughty disregard for the inappropriateness of them, and managed to outshine them all at dinner with a shimmering gold lamé gown slit up to her marvelous thighs. 

Daphne had worn a simple black dress and retreated into a comer of the dining room with some sailing charts she had discovered, leaving her sister and the haughty British guest to vie for Sebastian's attention. Her sister could hold her own, the girl thought proudly, gazing at lovely Ariadne in her pale blue silk, her silvery blonde hair shimmering as brightly as Miss Forrester's gold lamé. 

Sebastian seemed amused by the two young women, and paid attention to them in turn, his sardonic gaze studying first one and then the other. Occasionally he looked across at Daphne, but made little attempt to draw her into their conversation. And she was content to be ignored. He disturbed her too much when the full blaze of his attention turned on her. 

Now the three of them were coming toward her. Daphne turned toward them, feeling a little mousy in her gray slacks and gray cardigan and white shirt. Ariadne wore a blue pants suit, and Miss Forrester was radiant in emerald green. 

"You must be anxious to get down to your work," said the British woman with a cold smile at Daphne. "I can tell you are a serious-minded woman." 

"Yes," said Daphne simply. "Quite anxious." 

A small smile quirked the corner of Sebastian's faunlike mouth. Ariadne looked cross, on the defensive for her sister. 

''Daphne has always had to be so serious she has such piles of work, But we are going to have a vacation too, aren't we, love?" she asked anxiously. "You have been working much too hard! You know, we agreed you should not work from morning to night on this job.” And she put her arm lovingly in Daphne's. 

"Oh, but I enjoy my work, and there is an immense amount to do, isn't there?" Daphne asked Sebastian, turning to him for once.
"Certainly, but there is no hurry about it. The temple of Apollo-if it is there-has lain waiting for you about two thousand years. It can wait a few-more days or weeks. You shall learn to relax and play a little under the influence of our Greek sunshine," he assured her with a smile.
"Good," said Ariadne, smiling at him winsomely. She was very like a child at times, with her wholesome freshness and directness, her sister thought fondly. She hoped Ariadne never lost her unspoiled quality. "She needs to relax and dance--do you know she dances quite well? Oh, not just ballroom dancing, but folk dances, and she catches on so quickly. It took me weeks to learn a dance, once, and I started to teach it to Daphne. Do you know, she was doing it in a few minutes?" 

"I believe it, she has a natural sense of rhythm," he said, smiling down at Ariadne. It was impossible not to smile at the young eager girl. "Ah, I believe we will be docking soon. Excuse me, one of my men will remain with you until we are ready to go ashore. You will not go near the opened gates, will you? Good," and he strode away. 

After he had left, June Forrester said severely to Ariadne "You should not treat him so frivolously, child. He is a wealthy and important man, and you will irritate him! You are not a guest, but an employee." 

"Oh no he said we were to act like guests," said Ariadne sunnily, with a quick wink at her sister. "He assured me that is how he felt about us. And we are to stay forever, if we choose!" 

June Forrester frowned heavily. "He is a generous man. You should not take advantage of his hospitality. No matter what he says, you should not forget that your sister, at least, is earning her living under him!" 

"I shall not forget it," said Daphne quietly, pressing her sister's arm warningly. "Come, Ariadne, let us go and see if our packing is finished." 

And she took her sister away with her, burning a little at the other woman's insolence. But she was probably right, she thought, when she had calmed a little. They were being brought here to work, at least she was, and her sister was here on sufferance. They should not take advantage of their position, no matter how difficult it was. 

She said as much to Ariadne, and tried to ignore her sister's little droop of unhappiness. She might as well be firm about it from the first. It would save them trouble, she thought, as their suitcases were brought up to the deck. She noticed her heavier cases of exploring tools and materials were coming up also, and went over to the deck hand to count them and make sure they were all there.
All was in order, and she relaxed, and waited until the small ladders were set up for them to go ashore. Sebastian returned to them, looking smart in his white flannel coat with a gold design on the pocket; it was of a dolphin, she noticed. June Forrester managed to command his arm, and went ashore first.
There was a small group to meet them at the dock, several men in white jackets, two women, some dock hands and men in heavy pullovers and casual pants, barefoot on the slippery wet of the boards. 

Sebastian delivered June Forrester to one of the men, and turned back to the other two young women. Daphne managed to ignore his outstretched hand, and hopped down the last high steps by herself, jumping the last one. He quirked his dark eyebrows at her and turned to her sister, lifting her lightly by the waist to set her down on the dock. 

They were introduced all around, then piled into several large cars, the luggage loaded into still another two cars, and they were on their way. Sebastian had put Daphne in beside him, and drove rapidly, as seemed to be his habit. Ariadne was in the back seat of their car, beside a lively dark-haired miss of sixteen, his cousin Nerissa. 

She would sort them all out later, Daphne thought, and at the villa she tried to do so. They had driven a long way along a winding uphill road, to the white-washed villa set in a beautiful garden overlooking the sea. 

"Our rooms, oh, Daphne, aren't they-marvelous, just gorgeous?" Ariadne had wandered in from her room next door to Daphne's. They had a suite, with a bedroom each, a shared sitting room and immense bath. 

"It is-perfect-I can't imagine why-" murmured Daphne, looking about her room. The suite was furnished in pastel and aquamarine blue, with touches of gold and rose. The couches and chairs were of carved wood with silk damask upholstery. The walls were painted aqua and beige. The silk curtains were drawn back, pale blue against the shining windows, affording glimpses of the sea. 

"Of course it is perfect! He has perfect taste," Ariadne announced joyously. "Oooh, just look at this tub! Big enough to float his yacht!" 

Daphne smiled slightly at the exaggeration. The white-walled bath was really huge, and very luxurious with white and gold dressing tables, pots of bath salts, piles of towels in rose and blue and aqua. Her own bed was so immense she would feel lost in it. The floors were shining parquet of various-colored woods, with an occasional rug of rose or blue. 

Ariadne squealed, and Daphne went to her. "Darling -a balcony, all our own!" Ariadne yelped. "Oooh, my landl" They stood on the long balcony, where a white table and several white chairs stood available for them to sunbathe if they chose. It overlooked the gardens, and the fragrant scent of stock and phlox and roses were coming up to them, along with the stronger smell of oranges and lemons. "He is treating us like guests," said the younger girl thoughtfully. 

June Forrester's words must still sting. Daphne put her arm about her sister and led her inside. "But we are here to work, my darling, do let us not forget that, and repay his hospitality with doing our best. I intend to work-like the devil," she said, and laughed a little at her sister's pert grimace. 

A maid came, and asked them in broken English to come down to cocktail s in about half an hour. She indicated with smiles and gestures that they were to dress for dinner, by pointing to Daphne's loveliest frocks. 

"See, we are to dress up," said Ariadne, and danced away to attempt to choose which devastating dress to wear. Left alone, Daphne set out a pale gray silk, with short sleeves, a tight bodice and high neckline. She would not attempt to give Miss Forrester room to complain!
She wore her blonde shining hair in a severe braid about her head, and set pearls in her ears. She was ready long before her sister, and went in to zip her into a vivid yellow and orange silk print sprinkled with flowers. 

They went down to cocktails, and Sebastian appeared promptly in the hallway to greet them, He was wearing a blue silk suit and an informal gold ascot that set off his darkly tanned face. He assessed their appearance with a slight smile, his gaze lingering thoughtfully on Daphne's gray dress. 

"Let me introduce you again," he said quietly to her. "At the pier, we were quite hasty," and he went around with both of them, and introduced them again. There were not so many people, once Daphne got them sorted out in her mind. There were several cousins of Sebastian, second or third cousins, she thought. 

Marcus Palaeopolis was standing near a window, cocktail glass in hand. He was a young man, about twenty-eight or thirty, she guessed, with the same dark good looks as his older cousin. From his well-cut cream silk suit, diamond and emerald rings, excellent watch and sophisticated manner, she guessed he was about as wealthy as Sebastian himself. He greeted them with a smile, with an especially appreciative look at Ariadne.
His sister was standing next to him, older, darker, rather withdrawn and grave. Lydia Palaeopolis Terone, she had been named in the introduction. She was a widow, in her early thirties, and wore a dramatic black crepe with whirling skirts. Her hair was black and straight, severely worn, yet showing the fine lines of her beautiful head, and setting off the large black eyes and long fringes of her lashes. She was as tall as Daphne, regal, yet not so distant as June Forrester. 

The other man was no relation. Peter Karystos was in his early forties, with graying blond hair, blue eyes, a heavy tan from the sun. His mouth was twisted cynically as he looked at them, his glass was refilled frequently, Daphne noted. He seemed a close friend of Sebastian, and they exchanged knowing glances when Lydia remarked about something. 

Presently Sebastian turned to Daphne from the general conversation. She was perched rather uneasily on the edge of a chair, listening gravely to her sister and young Nerissa chatting eagerly about clothes. 

"If you have letters to send off to the States, I should warn you to write this evening, and let me have them," he said, with a pleasant look. "The yacht returns to Piraeus tomorrow morning to pick up supplies again, and shall not return for about five days, if the weather is good." 

She gave him a long startled look, her violet eyes wide. "I beg your pardon?" she asked, blankly, after a long pause. "You mean-there is no mail delivery here?" 

Ariadne and the others turned to listen. Lydia laughed a little, the soft sound relieving the gravity of her appearance. 

"Oh, my dear, weren't you warned? There is no mail, no post, no boats calling here but our own. No airplanes or helicopters! We are quite cut off from civilization, naturally!" 

"Quite--cut off? But that can't be! You said-" Daphne stopped. He had said nothing really, except that he would obtain whatever supplies she needed promptly, "But-but how do you-how do I-" She wanted to say, leave--but did not say it. 

"Communicate?" Sebastian supplied the word with a little mocking smile, his black eyes gleaming. "By boat and by telegraph. That is all. Is it not paradise, to be free from the trappings of so-called civilization?" 
She stared at him, and felt a deep sinking feeling. "But-I must be able to-" again she wanted to say leave. "To-to go to the mainland whenever I need. I must write to some people, to ask advice. I told you my professor would give me advice-" 

"All that in due time, my dear! You are in too much of a hurry. You will want to survey the site, take more photographs-which reminds me, I had intended to show you Peter's maps and the photos he has taken. After a time, you will be ready to write intelligently for advice on how to proceed. There is no hurry, let us enjoy today!" 

She remained stunned, through dinner, which was elegant, leisurely, and followed by strong black coffee and brandy in the living room open to the sea. Sebastian finally sensed her unease, she thought, and invited her to his study to see the photographs, "Since you are so eager to begin work," he remarked drily. 

She was somewhat relieved to find he had a number of photographs for ber to examine. There were white fragments of marble which might have been from pillars, a cleared site among trees, several views of the sea from what seemed a peninsula. 

"We believe that this might be the site of a temple to Apollo. You can see the site is one which would have been chosen because it was higher than the surrounding land, was on a promontory with views of the sea. There are quite ancient laurels planted about it, and local legend tells of a rich treasure trove sometimes seen which disappears again." He shrugged. "I am not so much interested in treasure as of discovering whether it might be a site at which a priestess of Apollo gave prophecies. Sometimes I can smell a slight odor of sulphur and other trance-inducing scents. You are intrigued?" 

"Yes--yes, of course." She laid down the photographs at last, and turned to face him gravely. "But I cannot believe, sir, that we are so cut off from-from civilization. There is no way out except by boat? You do not have a plane?" 

"I have never cleared a strip for landing," he said, definitely. "I do not wish my-isolation-disturbed by trappings of tourism. We have a telegraph in case of emergencies, and of course the radio for news of storms, and world news. That is all I find necessary." 

Unconsciously, she put her slim hand to her breast. Her heart was beating wildly, she felt a strong unease, becoming a strong panicky feeling she tried in vain to repress. "But-but we cannot-get away," she whispered. 

"No," he said, with a smile, his eyes flashing. "You cannot get away, Daphne! I have brought you here, and you shall remain--at my pleasure! Do you find the prospect so daunting?" He reached out, caught at her shoulders, shook her slightly. "Oh, why are you so afraid to live? You dress in dull gray and black, you hide your beauty if you can, you turn from my eyes. What is it? What warns you of danger? Tell me!" 

Her violet eyes widened in alarm as she felt the warmth of his hands on her. She pulled slightly, trying to tug away from him. His grip tightened almost cruelly. 

"No, talk to me! Tell me your thoughts," he said forcefully. "I know you think deeply, you listen to voices which we cannot hear! Talk to me, tell me what they say!" 

She gasped. "I do--not tell-I do not--oh, let me go!" No one had known about this, how could he know? She yanked at his hands, he frowned slightly, and pulled her toward him. Before she knew his intent, he had pressed his wide mouth on her tight lips. 

She raised her hand, to slap him. In a flash he had caught her hand and held it tightly. He laughed, his black eyes shining, and bent his head again, as he held her tightly in the circle of his other arm. He bent down deliberately, as though to taunt her with his strength, far superior to hers. She felt the hardness of his body under the silk suit, knew an instant of sheer panic. 

Then his wide mouth claimed hers once more. Her lips had been opened to protest, he pressed his lips hard on them, harder, possessively, in a kiss like one she had never known. No man had ever dared to do this to her. No one had dared, she had avoided- 

She pulled back, but only when be let her go. She was gazing up at him, in a panic, in fury, in a daze. He was laughing at her, she knew by the curve of his mouth. She turned and ran, blindly, out the French windows, to the veranda beyond, and into the scented gardens. 

His laughter followed her, as she fled. She heard the soft mocking sound, and enraged, she put her hands to her ears. She bumped into a branch, moaned, paused, rubbed her knee. She sank down on the bench breathlessly, frightened, furious, filled with strange emotions she could not analyze. 

He did not follow her. She was grateful for that. She sat, catching her breath, her hands to her heart. Then she heard a soft musical sound, the strains of some instrument, a violin? No, something stranger- 

She turned, to find a small white-haired man coming slowly toward her, carrying a curved musical instrument. She knew from pictures it was a lyre. He was plucking the strings gently, a little smile on his lips. He was very old, she thought, very very old, frail and gentle and slim. 

He paused beside her, then sat down on the end of the bench near her. He began to sing, in Greek, softly at first, then more clearly. She listened, fascinated. 

It was of murder that he sang, old love and passion and hate, the hatred within a family, the hate toward a father. Sebastian's father. He had been murdered, sang the poet. Death was always near, and it was near now, and one must beware, beware- 

She shivered, and listened, caught up in another trance. The music flowed on and on, and mingled with her own deeply-stirred emotions. She sat on in the scented darkness, hearing the laughter and clink of glasses in the villa behind her, unable to move, listening, thinking, feeling, in a daze. 

CHAPTER THREE

Presently, Ariadne and Nerissa came out to find her. Nerissa greeted the old man like a friend, affectionately, then explained in English, "We call him Homer. I have forgotten his own name, it is so long ago that I heard it. My great-uncle Sebastian, the father of our Sebastian, brought him here to the island many years ago, and he is one of ours." 

"He was singing to me a long song," explained Daphne quietly. "It is about a murder, the murder of the father of Sebastian. Is it true?" 

In the dimness, she saw a shudder go through the body of the slender girl, and her black eyes opening wide in shock. "Yes-yes," she whispered. "It is-true. It is an old story, a family feud-but I cannot speak of it. Sebastian will 'be angry. Come inside, please, he believes you will be chilled in the night air." Nerissa took Daphne's hand coaxingly, and she allowed herself to be led inside the warmer villa. 

Like a physical shock, she felt the gaze of Sebastian lighting on her as she entered the long French windows. His eyes lingered deliberately, studying her face, her hair, her dress, as though he would learn her completely. She turned away restlessly from him. He had insulted her with his kisses, his possessive manner, most of all his amused laughter when she had run from him. She thought she hated him, despised him. Because he was wealthy, he thought he could order people about, insult them, use them- 

Peter Karystos was rather drunk, leaning forward in his large chair to reach for his glass again. But his blue eyes were kind, and he smiled at her as she paused, hesitating. "Come and sit beside me, and tell me about the work," he invited. "You know, I have been mapping there, oh, in an amateurish way. Took some photos as well. I believe Sebastian was showing them to you. Do you think I might be in the way if I should come over occasionally?" 

She smiled rather shyly, then came over and sat on the end of the couch near his chair, "Not at all," she said softly, so the others would not hear. "You will be welcome. Have you been here long? Have you studied the site?" 

"I have been here off and on for years. But I came about six months ago on this visit. Sebastian had discovered some fragments, told me about them. I was intrigued. Never did study the subject, but fascinated. Ruins. Mythology. Ancient Greece, all that. You also?" 

His speech was slurred, but she could understand him. And his brain did not seem vague, rather it was clear, as they talked of the possibilities. He told her a legend about the site, the story that it had been the place of a temple to Apollo, that a priestess was usually there, clad in white robes, uttering oracles to all who wished to hear the future. 

"In white robes?" she asked, repeating his words. She was gazing ahead, but now her vision blurred and rapidly she saw one of her trance-pictures, that of a priestess in a white robe, arms raised to heaven. "White-" 

"Yes. It seems she probably breathed deeply of the fumes from the underground, sulphurs probably, and went into a trance. Some of her predictions, according to legend, were uncannily farsighted." 

She caught Sebastian's gaze on them, studying them, and wondered if he could hear their conversation. June Forrester was trying her best to keep his attention a long slim hand with a huge emerald on it patting his sleeve, smoothing his gold ascot, touching him again and again. 

Marcus seemed to be amusing the two young girls with some fanciful story of his own, to judge by their laughter. He seemed quite fond of Nerissa, and kept gazing at her, leaning to take her hand. 

"Well, Daphne, when should you like to see the site of your future work?" 

With a start, she realized that Sebastian had stood 
and was to​wering over her near her chair. 

“Oh-tomorrow, if you will," she replied eagerly.

“I thought you would say so. Well, if you are ready at nine, we shall walk over. Yes, it is not far," he answered her look of surprise. "When you know the way, you may walk over and back whenever you choose. It is only about half a mile from the villa, and there are no roads. When digging begins, I shall probably find it necessary to build a road first, unless we use pack horses to take out anything. That is a possibility. We can discuss matters further in the morning. Nerissa, it is quite past your bedtime!" he ended autocratically.
She grimaced pertly, but jumped up at once, and went to her cousin to kiss his cheek. "Good night, Sebastian, some day you shall treat me as a grown lady!" 

He laughed, and pinched her cheek affectionately. 

Daphne glanced at her small gold watch. It was almost midnight. "If you will excuse us," she said quietly, "I believe I should like to retire also. It has been a long day, and I am anxious to begin work tomorrow." 

Ariadne got up at once, and came to her, and the two girls bade the others goodnight. They ascended the stairs with Nerissa, who was chatting with her usual good humor all the way, about the villa, the views, the possibilities of swimming at a special cove. She and Ariadne seem to get along famously, thought Daphne, in relief, They were near in age, and with similar interests and natures, sweet-tempered and charming. 

She went to her own room, undressed, and stood at the French windows for a brief time gazing at the sea before retiring. She took great breaths of the scented gardens, listening to the faint sound of the lyre as the ancient musician played on in the garden. The sounds made her faintly uneasy, restless, as though he played directly on her nerves. As though he wakened knowledge she had forgotten a long time ago. 

She wakened early, wondered briefly where she was, then stretched luxuriously in the bed for a few minutes before she jumped up to take a bath. She had slept deeply once she had gone to sleep, and felt quite rested and eager for the day to begin. 

She put on her work clothes, gray corduroy slacks, white blouse and gray sweater. Her low-heeled shoes could be exchanged for boots later. She fastened back her hair in a ponytail with a black ribbon, and found her way down to the dining room. She was rather surprised to find only Sebastian there, seated in lonely grandeur at the end of the long polished table. There were fresh flowers in vases, crisp placemats at each place, an inviting scent of bacon and eggs, hot coffee, but no other guests. 

"Good, you are truly early, Daphne." He rose and greeted her with a smile. "Sit beside me and we can discuss the work-if you don't mind at breakfast," 

“I shall enjoy that." She had been dreading meeting him along again, but his practical manner set her at ease. A maid brought her a tall glass of orange juice, fresh and cold, and she sipped it while he talked. 

He spoke of the site seriously, told her how it had been discovered by a farmer plowing many years ago. "We let it go, there were other matters occupying me and my father also. Our shipping business, the wines, all the many duties of the family. Then-he was killed one day, Homer had sung to you of that, Nerissa tells me." 

"Yes. In the gardens. I was sorry to hear of it. He was-really-murdered?" 

"yes, I regret to say." Sebastian was gazing down at his coffee unseeingly. "I found him on the yacht, in his cabin. He had struggled-but they had managed-- his throat was cut." 

"Oh!" Her hand flew to her own throat. 

"Do not worry, child. It shall not touch you. You will find that Greeks love and hate with much passion. And In the Greek family we are very close, or we hate. Someone hated my father enough to kill him, and it was probably one of our numerous family. Which one?” He shrugged his massive shoulders. "I have not yet learned. Perhaps one day I shall. Let that be. I will speak of the archaeological explorations you are going to do."
She was quite content to return to the subject. The talk of murder had quite dimmed the brightness of the April day for her. 

As the others had not yet risen, Sebastian took her for a walk, out to the site of the supposed temple. It was not a long walk, and was indeed an enjoyable one, uphill among fields of red poppies and yellow flowers, among grasses and herbs that scented the air. In the distance there was always the blue sea, and nearer at hand great groves of ancient trees, elms, oaks, laurel, many others. 

Quite soon they came out to a promontory jutting out on a rocky ledge. It was covered with trees, with the sea lapping closely on either side. There was definitely a cleared site there, and she walked about carefully, leaning to observe the soil, the indentations where walls might have stood, pausing to kneel beside fragments of white and yellowed marble pieces. 

"They have been carved," she observed, touching one fragment lightly. Sebastian came to kneel beside her and look at it. 

"Yes, definitely, with instruments. And the marble is not native to this island. The nearest island with 
marble is quite one hundred miles. away." 
. 

Excitement rose in her, She tried to remain calm. It was her first project on her own, though she had participated in field expeditions in America and Europe for the past six years. She was thinking, thinking, how she would proceed. She would want to map the site, uncover things slowly, plot them on a graph, mark everything as she went. 

"Shall you want workmen yet? I shall supply whatever you need, tools, men, barrows- 

She shook her head. "No, let me work alone for a time. I want to study the site, that is, if you don't mind." 

She glanced up at him as he stood and loomed over her. She was rather anxious that she did not offend him, she was so excited about working on this site. He was smiling slightly and did not seem offended by her decided tone. 

"No, you know what you wish. Come along, there is something else I have been longing to show you. This way." He held out his large bronzed hand to help her up. She took it lightly, sprang up and tried to release her hand. It merely tightened on hers. "Over here, near these rocks," he said, and led the way.
There was a grassy mound slightly higher than the rest of the site. Several crevices had cracked open the rocks, and she saw a little steam emerging. She sniffed. 

"Yes, sulphur," he commented. "If you will stand up here--l think this is perhaps where a priestess might have stood-" He released her hand, put his hands on her waist, and swung her lightly up to the top of the mound, near the rocks. He stood below looking up at her, eagerly, expectantly. "There--you look right up there, Daphne. Like--like a goddess- only with those work pants on, you spoil the image," he said frankly, and laughed at her disgusted grimace. 

"I cannot imagine digging out a site in white flowing robes," she remarked tartly. "Sorry!" 

His laughter was full and rich, overflowing with good humor and mischief, like a boy's, she thought, not like his sophisticated chuckle, his cynical manner with the others. His manner seemed lighter this morning, eager, younger. 

He stood watching her as she climbed about over the small mound, pausing to lean down and sniff at the odors coming from the rocks. "Yes, sulphur, and something else, something odd-like an herb--" she called back. 

A small tree grew on the site. She took some of the leaves and crushed them in her hand, then smelled them. At once she felt slightly dizzy, and blinked. It was a powerful scent, almost narcotic in effect. She licked it slightly with her tongue, tasting it meditatively. It was slightly acrid, a little bitter, not salty. 

"It is a strange taste," she called down, and then she began to feel something odd coming over her. She stood still, afraid she was growing faint. She stiffened, her arms going down to her sides. "Oh--ohhh-" she whispered. Not now, not now, in front of the curious Sebastian, she did not want to go into one of her embarrassing trances! 

"What is it?" he called, but by now she could not answer him. 

She seemed to see smoke rising in front of her, the smoke of an altar. The rich odor of sulphur and strange herbs was rising, and the smell of a newly killed sacrifice to the altar, a young doe. She could see the blood behind her half-closed eyes, she could see the limp pale brown body of the sacrifice. And behind it, behind the smoke, rose the god, Apollo. He was tall, bronzed, handsome, smiling, greeting her. 

"You have called me, O my priestess! What would you know?" he cried out, in musical tones. 

"The future--" she said faintly. "I would know-the future. It is strange, O Apollo. I fear it-" 

"It is dangerous to know the future! Do you know what you ask?" He was more, stern now, dangerous, growing taller before her. He reached out to touch her, and she was wearing long flowing white robes. On her blonde flowing hair was a wreath of his laurel. 

"No, no, I do not know what-I ask-forgive me-- but those I love are--in danger-" she muttered. 

"What are you saying? Speak more clearly, Daphne!" cried Sebastian's powerful voice. The fumes were overpowering her. She swayed, as wild emotions overwhelmed her. She was frightened, she could see the god Apollo so clearly, it was terrifying. He was looming higher and taller above her, his frown growing. He was deeply concerned, he was going to speak, he was going to reveal the terrible future-- 

She cried out, and fell forward. She was caught in powerful arms, the arms of Apollo, she thought. 

And the darkness came over her, and she fainted.
CHAPTER FOUR

Daphne half-wakened from the trance as she was being carried along a rocky mountain path. She thought in a daze that it was Apollo carrying her, but as she stirred and sighed she heard Sebastian murmur to her. 

"Lie still, lie still, my dear. You are quite all right, you are safe, do not fear." 

And strangely, she was able to relax and not fear. He was carrying her powerfully, high up in his arms, her face against his throat. If she moved her head, her lips could touch the bronze skin near his chin.

Oh, what was she thinking, what? She shuddered then, remembering the strange feeling as she had been in the trance. This had been quite the most vivid dream she had ever experienced-if it had been a dream. Had it been real? How could it possibly be reality? 

Sebastian carried her right into the villa. Ariadne's voice shrilled, "Oh, my God, what has happened to Daphne? Dear God-tell me! Did she fall?" Daphne felt the tender small cold hands of her sister touching her. 

"No, child, she is only dizzy. Run upstairs and turn down the bed for her like a good girl, I'll carry her up to her room." And Sebastian refused to let Daphne down, but carried her like the wind up the wide stairs. 

Nerissa raced after them, talking swiftly to ad servant in the upper hall. She followed them into Daphne's room, and helped get out nightgown and robe. 

"What happened? What?" Ariadne wailed, tears in her frightened eyes. Daphne smiled up at her from the huge bed where Sebastian had deposited her. He was leaning over her, arranging the pillows under her head tenderly.

"I'm-all right-really," she said weakly. Sebastian's closeness was almost more overpowering than the frightening image she had seen of Apollo. She was relieved when he stood up, and let her sister crowd in close to her, touching her lovingly. 

"But did you fall? Did you faint?" the girl asked anxiously. "You were too weary from the trip. Darling, you drive yourself too hard! You should never have started work today." 

"She shall rest for a time. No more work for a couple days," said Sebastian's authoritative voice. "Now, I shall leave you for a short time. Undress her, put her to bed. I shall bring her a cup of wine to relax her and let her sleep." And he stalked out of the room. 

Nerissa and Ariadne undressed Daphne as though she were a child, and put her into the wide bed. With a robe about her, and a sheet and blanket over her she began to shiver violently. Nerissa ran for Sebastian who soon appeared with a silver tray and cup.

"She is so cold," breathed Ariadne worriedly. "Oh, Sebastian, what is it? I shall go mad if you don't tell me at once!" 

He patted her shoulder. "Do not distress yourself. Daphne is quite weary and worn out. She breathed some of that sulphur over the temple site. She then fainted, and was out quite a few minutes. She needs to rest and recover. Here, my dear, drink this. It is wine and a little medicine." 

He put the cup to Daphne's lips, and held her up from the pillows while she drank. The wine was refreshingly cool to her throat, then turned to warmth in her stomach. In minutes, she felt relaxed, quite drowsy. She heard his voice from a greater distance as he laid her down gently against the pillows, and brushed out her long blonde hair more comfortably with his hand. 

"Stay near her, Ariadne, and let me know if she is troubled. Let her sleep if she can. You will call me at once?" 

"Oh, yes, I will, thank you." 

He left, and the disturbing influence went with him. Nerissa whispered briefly to Ariadne, then left also. Ariadne curled up in a chair near the bed, smiled at Daphne. 

Daphne smiled back sleepily, closed her eyes, and darkness descended. This time it was not filled with ominous scenes and frightening thoughts. She slept deeply, waking only for minutes, to see Ariadne nearby, sometimes in the chair, sometimes in a window seat looking out over the sea. Then she would sleep again. 

When she finally wakened, it was quite dark in the room. She stirred, sighed. At once, Ariadne came near to her. 

"Darling, are you awake? It is quite late." 

Daphne sighed deeply, wakening further. She struggled to sit up and found her head pounding with an unaccustomed fierce ache. She put her hand up, brushed back her hair. Ariadne lit the lamp near the bed, and gazed down in concern. She put her small hand on Daphne's head. 

"Are you feverish? You feel so warm." 

"Yes, and headachy. I would like to sleep again." 

"I'll call Sebastian. He’ll bring you something." 

"No, no," protested Daphne. "It is late-what time is it?" 
"Almost midnight. Nerissa stayed with you while I ate dinner. But let me call Sebastian, I won't be a minute-" She started to leave the room. 

"Please-don't call him! I don't want-" 

"He ordered me to call him!" said her younger sister, with sweet firmness, and disappeared. 

. In a few minutes, she returned with Sebastian. Daphne blinked up at him. He brought another silver tray, this time with a bowl and cup on it. He set it down beside the bed, then quite practically sat on the bed, and propped her up with pillows. 

·"So, you are awake, and shall eat something light. Then you shall sleep some more," he said. 

She was vividly conscious of her mussed hair, flushed cheeks, thin nightgown, weakness. "Ariadne can feed me," she said, almost sullenly. "There is no need -to disturb you-and indeed, I am not hungry!" 

"That is why I shall feed you. You bully your sister too much, you require someone to bully you," he said, with a mischievous smile. Then when she opened her lips to protest indignantly, he deftly slid the spoon of broth into her mouth. "That's it, eat it up," he said, maddeningly. 

Ariadne chuckled, then retreated to her chair. She was wearing a nightgown and robe, and looked quite sleepy. Daphne would have protested more, but she thought only to get rid of Sebastian and send her sister to bed. 

Sebastian managed to get her to drink most of the broth, with some of the delicious chunk of bread and cheese he had brought. When she had eaten some, he gave her the cup of wine to drink. She could scarcely remain awake long enough to eat and drink, it made her so sleepy. 

He set down the cup, patted her on the head like a child, said, "Good girl, go to sleep now," and drew out the pillows that propped her up. Deftly he patted two pillows under her head, drew the sheet and blanket up to her chin, tapped her on her warm cheek, and got up. 

"I'll stay with her tonight," whispered Ariadne. 

"Do that. There is plenty of room in this bed for you both. If you require anything, come to my room-it is at the end of this corridor. I shall come at once, I sleep lightly," he said, and left the room, closing the door softly behind him. 

"I am-all right-alone," murmured Daphne, but fell asleep before she saw whether her sister listened. When she wakened, it was bright daylight, the sun streamed in the opened French windows, and she felt marvelously better. Ariadne was not in the room, but an alert smiling maid was in the chair near her bed. 

The maid went at once, and Ariadne returned with her. The girl's face brightened as she saw Daphne's improved looks. 

"Oh, you are much better! Good. Sebastian says you are to remain in bed today, and he might allow you to get up tomorrow."

Daphne felt well enough to protest indignantly at his officiousness. "He might allow me--well, I shall do as I think best! Really!" 

"He means it, darling, you had best do as he says," said Ariadne cheerfully, and hastened to add she would get some breakfast for Daphne, and ran out of the room. 

Daphne considered a careful rebellion, and started to get up. But she did feel weak, and her legs were wobbly. She retreated into bed meekly, and waited. 

Ariadne returned with breakfast, and her friend Nerissa. The two girls chatted light-heartedly as Daphne ate, entertained her with what they meant to do that day-swimming and cutting flowers for the villa, and such other little duties as Nerissa seemed quite happy to share with Ariadne. But Daphne was to remain in bed, they were both quite firm, and somewhat in awe of Sebastian. 

To her own surprise, Daphne slept again that morning, wakening in early afternoon only to eat again, and then sleep. She must have been more weary than she had thought, said Ariadne, with all the final exams, and the pressures on her before they had left home. 

Sebastian paid her a brief businesslike visit, stood over her, studied her color critically, and said she might get up tomorrow if she improved rapidly. 

"I feel-like an idiot," she finally admitted ruefully. "I came here to work, not to lie about."

"So you shall, when you are ready," he said calmly. "I told you there was plenty of time. Apollo will wait for you to discover his temple, I am sure. He has waited this long," and he smiled with a touch of mischief. 

Daphne remembered suddenly, vividly, the immense bronzed Apollo-figure she had seen in the trance, the message he seemed about to give her when she had fainted. She shivered a little, and Sebastian put the blanket more closely about her throat, his hands lingering on her shoulders for a moment. 

"So--rest longer," he commanded. "I must go this afternoon and evening to see about the vines on the other side of the valley. You will not get up, will you? Or I shall be angry with you." 

His autocratic tone and dictatorial manner made her want to rebel. But his strong mouth and chin warned her not to fight him. 

"I shall be a good child," she murmured with assumed meekness, and he laughed, in a great good-tempered roar. He leaned down and patted her cheek teasingly.

"That's the spirit. Just do as I tell you, and we shall get along together famously!" he assured her outrageously. He laughed again and his large black eyes shone wickedly. Her violet eyes flashed up at him. 

He had departed before she could think of any scathing remark that would quench him. Presently Ariadne returned with Peter Karystos. 

"Peter has made some maps. He thought you might wish to look them over, darling. Unless you are too tired." Ariadne had an unaccustomed sparkle in her eyes, her cheeks flushed. "He has been telling me the most interesting stories!" 

The man brushed back his hair and smiled down at Daphne. "If I upset you, or tire you, you must send me away at once," he said, quietly. He put a roll of white paper near her hand. "Look at these, will you? I have been making fresh copies for you." 

She unrolled the maps, and Peter stayed to talk to her and point out what he had done. She was quite fascinated, as he seemed quite a good artist and had measured the site with seeming accuracy. 

They talked about the site, what he had seen. He had found several fragments of pottery, but could not judge what period of civilization they might be. Also the marble fragments were scattered about, as though after an earthquake, he thought. 

"I don't know what you might find if you dig there. It might be that someone has carried the marble there from some other place on the island, you know. I discussed that possibility with Sebastian, and he agrees. His father used to dig about some, in his spare time, but Sebastian was away in Europe at the time, on business. He rarely lived here in those days." 

He settled in a chair more comfortably when he saw their real interest. He told them about Sebastian, whom he had known since some business dealings in London years before. He had come to the island at intervals, more frequently in recent years, as his paintings had been sold and he had felt more free to travel about. He mentioned a wife once, a girl named Enid, who had divorced him when he was about 32, he said. He veered quickly away from mention of her, but his mouth had taken on the cynical twist Daphne had noted before. 

Nerissa came up after a time, and impatiently insisted on Ariadne coming with her, something about some dress she wanted her to see. The two girls disappeared, and Peter remained to talk to Daphne. 

She was strongly attracted to the older man. He was kind under his cynical exterior. His interest in painting was a strong bond, as she toa loved to paint. She was surprised to find that he was quite a well-known painter in England, that his works had been selling for years now, that he had become weary of the darkness and coldness of England, and decided to roam about the Mediterranean. 

He told her a little about his travels, about how he had come to stay for a month with Sebastian. "That was more than six months ago," he said, with a smile. "He seemed to enjoy my company, as he remains here more and more. We have much in common, odd as it may seem. He is a hard-headed business man, I a stupid gullible artist, yet we can talk."
"Why do you say stupid and gullible?" she asked quietly. "You seem wise and kind to me." 

He shrugged, in some embarrassment, a dull flush on his tanned face. "Oh, I am being self-pitying again. Sebastian would say so," he said, with a laugh, his British accent rather strong. "You see, my wife divorced me when I was struggling and poor. I-was stupid-tried to commit suicide." 

She caught her breath in a gasp of horror, her violet eyes wide. "Oh-no-no!" 

"Yes. I didn't realize I was lucky. She was out for my possible title--but my cousin is long-lived, and I shall probably not inherit that! Since I was poor, she wanted nothing else from me--she settled for a merchant from Birmingham! I saw her on a recent visit to London. She has grown stout," he added reflectively, with a gleam of humor. "Imagine, committing suicide over a greedy, stout, middle-aged female!" 

He laughed, but she could not. The cynicism and pain were still in his eyes. She looked down at the white pages of neatly drawn maps, looked at the lovely pale-washed watercolors of the site he' had done, and thought how people flung away gold to hanker after dross. 

"I am boring you," he said, after a short pause. 
"No," she said quickly. "Not boring. I am-sorry you have known pain. But it does make one grow, doesn't it? To mature, after pain. I was so after the death of my parents. It seemed that all the strong support in my life had been knocked out from under me. I could not breathe deeply, I felt such a stabbing pain. But Ariadne needed me, she was so young, and so lost. It saved me, that she needed me." 

He nodded, a strong gleam of interest in his eyes. "Yes, that can do it-to be needed. No one in the world needs me, and I-well, I have avoided responsibility, I suppose. I thought an artist should be completely free. But I have lost something that way al so. Sometimes I feel empty inside." 

She thought for a time in the silence. It was a comfortable silence. She felt confidence in him, she felt she could tell him anything-except perhaps the deep terrible secret of her life--the trances. 

"My-parents," she said, after a pause, "knew- something about me that no one else does. And not to be able to talk to them any longer was such a shock." 

"If you would ever honor me with your confidence," he said, rather formerly, but sincerely, "I should respect it. I assure you of that." He rose presently, and left her to rest, and she thought about him, and the maps, and his kindness. She felt strongly attracted to him, in his gentleness and kindness, his sensitivity and pain. 

She was still weak, and slept again, deeply. When she wakened, the white rolls of maps which she had left on the table beside her were gone. She called to Ariadne when she heard her stirring in the next room. 

"Yes, darling," and the girl ran in. Daphne asked her about the maps. Ariadne looked puzzled. "I haven't taken them. Maybe they rolled under the bed," and she got down and looked under. They were not there. They thought perhaps one of the maids had taken them away, or Peter might nave returned for them. 

"I do like Peter, Ariadne," said Daphne, reflectively. "He is one of the few people I have been able to talk to since--Mother and Dad went-" 

"Oh, I feel that way, too," Ariadne began eagerly, then paused, and stared at her sister. "Oh, do you like him-immensely, Daphne?" she asked oddly, a funny look on her young face. "You never have liked any man much, really. Do you like Peter?" 

The two women looked at each other. It was the first time they had ever felt the same way about a man. Daphne felt quite odd. But after all, Peter was years and years older than Ariadne, she could not possibly be interested in him seriously. 

"He seems-any age," said Daphne reflectively. "Not old, or young-but kind and thoughtful, and such a marvelous artist." 

"I thought so too," said Ariadne, and chewed on her lower lip for a time, as she had when a child. "He is special-isn't he, Daphne?" 

"Yes, special," her sister agreed. Then she lay back with a sigh. Every now and then she felt a wave of unreality sweeping over her. She would remember again the strong emotions she had experienced at the archaeological site, the place where the temple of Apollo might have been. 

Was it her vivid imagination working overtime? Or had she really seen and heard and experienced something not to be explained in ordinary terms? 

It made her shiver once more. Life had abruptly became intense and complex and secret and strange, and she was not sure she liked it that way.
CHAPTER FIVE
In another day, Daphne felt quite herself again, and really more rested than she had in some years. She had been made to feel so comfortable, so at ease, that she was able to relax and enjoy herself. 

The next afternoon, she sat in the gardens, a warm cloak of Sebastian's about her shoulders, looking at the flowers and the blue sea. Ariadne would come back to her occasionally, from picking flowers with Nerissa, or the two girls would come and chat and laugh aloud. It was so peaceful and good here, she thought. 

Peter had not come back for the maps, she found. She apologized for taking such poor care of them. He was as puzzled as she was that they had disappeared, but both thought some servant had cleared them away and was too ignorant to admit it. 

That evening, Daphne had dinner with the others for the first time since her fainting spell. She found June Forrester as arrogant and proud as ever, and more sure of herself. The British woman had been visiting the farther parts of the island with Sebastian, as he went around to the vineyards. 

"The Palaeopolis wines are becoming known, you understand," she said patronizingly to Daphne. "You would probably not realize that such matters take years. There are some wines that must rest in vats for ten years or more." 

"Of course," said Daphne quietly, then met Sebastian's eyes without meaning to. His were brimming with laughter, and she flushed slightly. 

"I think Daphne knows about such matters. Your grandfather made his money in wine, did he not?" said Sebastian coolly. 

"Yes, he did. He imported some vines from Greece and France to California, and was able to reach some success with them," she said, rather uncomfortably. Miss Forrester had taken it for granted that the two young women were poor and dependent on Daphne's salary for a living. That they had money and means of their own were facts that Daphne preferred to remain their own business. Ariadne was beautiful in her own right, she did not want the girl haunted by fortune hunters. 

"Until the death of your father some six years ago, I believe," said Sebastian. "What happened to the Chora name, then?"

"The buyer wished to use his own name, of course," she said. 

To her relief, Sebastian changed the subject smoothly to his own wines, and his hopes for them. They were seated in the beautiful large living room that overlooked' the sea by the time they had reached the coffee and brandy stage. The evening had turned chilly, and the French windows were closed, the long curtains drawn. A servant had lighted a fire in the large marble fireplace, and the crackle of the logs was accompanied by the strong scent of pine. 

"Tell me if I shall have a success with my wines, Daphne," said Sebastian, turning unexpectedly to her, as she sat back in her chair a little apart from the others, Ariadne and her friend Nerissa were sitting close together on the sofa, with Marcus nearby teasing them with laughter from time to time. 

"I? I cannot tell you that," she said, a little startled. "I know very little about the business." 

He gazed at her very directly, frowning a little, then abruptly changed the subject again. "Let us play a game," he said, autocratically demanding the attention of the two giggling girls. "Nerissa, Ariadne, do you know the game of guessing the end of the sentence?" 

They did not know it, and he proceeded to explain. "I shall say half of a sentence, and then you shall tell me the other half." 

"How can we do that?" Nerissa demanded, opening her dark brown eyes wide, stretching her long coltish legs under her silken creamy dress, 

"I'll show you. Suppose I say, 'The sea is going to be smooth tomorrow, and the yacht is at anchor, so--' What is the rest of the sentence?" he challenged his little cousin. 

Nerissa clapped her hands. "So let us go for a ride in the yacht!" she exclaimed happily. 

"Right. your task is to say something in such a way that someone can guess the end of the sentence. You try it," he encouraged her. 

She puckered her smooth brows, then leaned over for a whispered conference with Ariadne. Daphne half-smiled at the two lovely girls, the dark head so close to the blonde, the earnest pretty faces. Marcus was studying them also, his dark eyes half-closed, his wide mouth sensuously smiling as though he enjoyed the sight. 

"I have it. This is my sentence," said Nerissa. "'I have an invitation to a dance, but I haven't a thing to wear, so-'" And she giggled. 

"'So dear Sebastian,''' said Sebastian, with a mock sigh. "'Will you not take me shopping so I can replenish my impoverished wardrobe?' Ah, yes, I have heard that before!" 

They all laughed, even the haughty Miss Forrester. 

Several of them tried their hand at the game, giggling girls and older men, Peter cleverly guessing two of them that had the others fumbling for an answer. Sebastian kept glancing over at Daphne, as though wondering why she did not join in. She only smiled down at her clasped hands. She knew what was going to be said, it was no game to her. She had done this for years, secretly, knowing what was going to be said before it was spoken. 

"I have a sentence for Daphne alone, no others are to try it aloud," Sebastian said unexpectedly. "Come, guess this one, Daphne. 'There is a cloud of incense, and a gleam of gold, and so-' Come, finish it, quickly!" 

Before she could stop herself she said, "'So the goddess is about to appear before us. Bow and do her reverence-' " Then she gasped, and her hand flew to her betraying mouth. He smiled, widely, as though she had pleased him very much.
"Oh, I say, how did you know that?" asked Peter. Marcus was staring at her oddly, Lydia seemed startled out of .her dark preoccupation with her own sorrows. June Forrester was frowning in displeasure at Daphne's quickness.
"Is it a quotation we should know?" asked the British woman. "Some American writer?" 

"It. is not a quotation. I just made it up," said Sebastian. "But it is as I suspected. Daphne can read our minds a little, I think. Can you not? And I think you can also sometimes read the past and the future. Do you not tell fortunes sometimes?" 

"Oh, she can sometimes," said Ariadne, innocently. "She did at my birthday parties when I was little. Didn't you, Daphne?" 

The sudden attack-for attack was how she judged it-had left Daphne breathless and without armor. Somehow he had stripped the protective shell a little away from her, and guessed more of her secret. He had guessed she was in a trance the other day, now he guessed more of her terrible gift. She put her hand unconsciously over her rapidly-beating heart. 

She looked at Sebastian appealingly, unconsciously pleading with him. But for once he seemed imperceptive, almost brutal, as he told her, "Come, tell our fortunes! It will amuse the girls and intrigue us! Come, will you?" 

"Oh, do tell my fortune!" begged Nerissa eagerly. "Do you tell it with palms or a crystal ball?" 

"Or cards?" suggested Peter with a smile, offering her a deck of cards from the table. She shook her head at him. 

Nerissa came over to her, carrying a glass of brandy from Marcus's side of the table. "Would this do? Is it crystal enough?" 

Reluctantly Daphne took the crystal glass, the round bulbous object, into her hands. There was a little of the golden-brown brandy in the bottom, and she studied it nervously. Nerissa knelt curiously at her feet, her creamy skirts spreading about her long legs, and looked up eagerly at her, her face open and her brown eyes wide.
The glass was cool in her palms, but it began to warm as she held it. She felt the same little trance coming over her, the same warning tingling up her spine, and she began to speak. "Nerissa," she said, slowly. "Nerissa. I can see you in a pink dress, how you are smiling over a birthday cake. You blow out the candles, you are wishing for a pony of your own. Now your father leads you outdoors-I can see the pony, you are laughing-" 

"Oh--oh, yes, that was when I was seven!" the girl breathed. "But how can you see that-" 

"Hush, Nerissa," murmured Sebastian's deep voice, and he gestured to her imperiously, She subsided, watching Daphne's face intently. 

The picture dissolved, reformed. Daphne said, "Now I can see you, on the yacht. You are looking up at a man. He is dark, almost as dark as you are, only- only he is very tall. Slim, laughing. He is holding your hand. You are wearing a wedding ring of silver with a curious stone in it, a yellow stone--ah, there, it is gone." 

"Oh, you saw me--with my husband!" breathed Nerissa, her young cheeks glowing suddenly with fire. "Tell me, what does he look like? How shall I know him?" 

"You shall know him--by the stone, a yellow sapphire," said Daphne. She sighed, shook her head. "No more." 

Nerissa stood up, gazing down at her in awe. 

"Now, tell mine," said Peter, coming over, with a smile. He knelt at her feet and put his hand over hers on the glass. "Come tell me, what of my future? Or my past, if you wish?" 

Reluctantly, she looked into the glass again. She found it impossible to resist their desires. Some spell seemed to have taken hold of her, and she saw, and repeated what she saw. 

"Do you see my paintings? Am I going to continue to be successful?" he asked. 

She frowned, struggling with her vision. Then it began to clear. "I see--no, it is a book. A book of water colors, of Greece. There is a long text with it-I do not know-yes, it is about a temple, and golden objects. And the sun, and the sea, and an island-ah it is gone." 

Peter was staring up at her. "What else?" 

She waited a long time. His warm hand rested comfortingly on hers on the glass. There was a stillness in the room, even a little hint of menace, but she did not know from where it came. It was probably from Sebastian, she thought. Sitting there so quietly, the smile gone from his lips, his intent eyes studying her almost fiercely whenever she spoke. He seemed to be forcing her to speak, forcing her to know-the future? What was it? something strange-something he wanted to know? 

''There you are," she said, so suddenly that the two young girls jumped. "In a library. You are seated in a chair, there is someone at your feet, someone sitting on a hassock at your feet. She has bright golden hair, she is looking up at you, and smiling, and there is-there is-" She frowned, and stopped herself, startled. There was a small baby in the arms of the golden-haired girl. The faces were turned from her, but she knew Peter's head. The golden-haired girl, who was it? The vision faded. 

Had Peter had a child? Had Daphne seen the past or the future? She felt strangely reluctant to tell him. He stood up, motioned teasingly to Marcus. "Come over here, young man. Of course, she may be shocked when she sees your past!" 

The man flushed, then jumped up and came over, and knelt at Daphne's feet. "All right, tell me what you see!" he challenged, and put his hand on hers. 

She started. His hand was cold. She felt chilled, and glanced uneasily at Sebastian. He was frowning. Was he angry? 

She looked back into the brandy glass, stirred it with a small motion of her hand. The vision blurred, then came clear. 

"I can see you-there is a ballroom, you are dancing with a dark-haired girl, very young. You are laughing. Now a man comes toward you-an older man, with gray-black hair. He is angry, he is-" She frowned, the vision 'was blurring. But she had thought the man looked a little like Sebastian, except for the gray hair. 

"What about the future?" asked Marcus hastily, as the others laughed. 

Peter said, teasingly, "That is one of the many fathers you have offended, Marcus. But which one?" 

She saw again, this time the young Marcus, lying with his eyes shut. Water seemed to be holding him up, he lay with a golden vessel in his palms. "You are--holding a golden vessel," she began slowly. "You are -asleep. It is blurring, I cannot 'see clearly-" She felt a sudden sharp pain in her head, and put her hand to her forehead and rubbed it, 

Marcus jumped up hastily. The vision had disappeared. He was flushed, disturbed. 

"Now, Sebastian, she shall tell your fortune, old man! Are you going to discover the gold, or will your vines bring you so much money you won't care about any other?" he said jokingly. He beckoned the older man over to Daphne. 

Sebastian came deliberately, his tread heavy, his gaze on Daphne. She rubbed her head again, then put both hands on the brandy glass. As Sebastian knelt at her feet, she felt a quick surging emotion, a disturbingly difficult emotion, confused and strange to her. His nearness was upsetting her badly. She looked in the glass, but it was blurred. She waited, it did not clear. 

"What do you see?" he asked softly, forcefully. 

His hand was closed over hers. She shook. "I-I cannot see," she said, in a choked voice. 

They waited. She could not see. She felt angry, frustrated, she shook her head, she frowned at the glass. Still the vision would not come clear. She felt shaken, puzzled. "It won't come, it won't come at all," she said, angrily, unreasonably. 

"Are you deceiving me, Daphne?" he asked, his hand closing cruelly tight on hers. "Are you not telling me the truth?" 

She stared at him proudly, furiously. "I cannot see it!" she repeated. "It won't come clear. I can't see anything at all!" 

She stared at him as he stared up at her. His tanned bronze face was very close to hers, so she could see the light stubble of dark beard where he had shaved that morning. His large black eyes were wide open, the gaze commanding hers, he was silently ordering her to read the future for him-but she could not. 

"You would-defy me," he said, so softly the others could not hear. 

She shook her head weakly. Her blonde hair flew about her face, the loose strands blowing as though in a breeze. "No, I cannot--cannot see," she said once more. When he released her hand, and stood up, she felt suddenly so relieved that she was dizzy and faint for a moment. 
Sebastian went over to the French windows and flung open one as though he needed air. There had been beads of sweat on his bronzed forehead, she remembered then. She watched him, fascinated, a little frightened. 

From the gardens, fragrant, came the scent of the flowers, and the sound of music. The lute, and blind Homer's thin reedlike voice, were upraised in a little chanting song.

They were silent in the living room, tense, listening, as the old man sang. Daphne caught the words. "Fate," he sang. "There is a fate-that catches up all of us-we cannot evade-we can only wait-like but- terflies on flowers-drinking the sweetness--not knowing that the wind-will blow up like a storm-and send us to our deaths!" 

She shuddered, and listened. The song continued, relentlessly. 

"Fate-danger--danger-fate-like the wind-that drives the butterflies-little golden butterflies-resting on their flowers-and they are caught up-and blown to-their fate!" 

Sebastian closed the window deliberately, and fastened it. When he turned back into the room, he was scowling heavily. 

Daphne stood up unsteadily. She could bear no more. "I am-weary. Will you please excuse me?" 

Ariadne went with her as she left the room. The two girls went silently up to their bedrooms, and kissed affectionately as they parted for the night. Daphne went to her room, and undressed slowly for bed. She was weary again, as though she had not rested for a year. The fortune telling had taken away all her new strength. 

She was tired, but she could not sleep. She lay there under the soft, lavender-scented sheet and tossed and turned. Why could she not see the future of Sebastian? Or even his past? It had all been dark, clouded, with small figures moving about, but nothing at all clear to her. She struck her small fist on the billowing pillows. She could not see it, she had not deliberately shut him out! Or had she? Had her mind shut him out from her? 

She lay still, trying to sleep, and forget the shattering evening. They were learning her secrets, thanks to Sebastian! They would learn of her strange terrible gifts, they might fear her, think her mad. What she had always dreaded might come to pass. To be betrayed, her gifts outraged and exposed to the uncomprehending public.
She was lying quietly, her eyes shut, when she suddenly felt that someone was in the room. She opened her eyes. Had Ariadne been troubled for her, was she coming? 

She saw the tall dark form, as it was bending over her on the bed. She opened her lips, could only gasp, as someone thrust a pillow at her face. In an instinctive gesture to save herself, she launched herself toward the other side of the wide bed. And she screamed, an ear-piercing shriek! Screamed again, and again- 

"Help-help-help me! Oh, God, help me- help-!" 

She saw the dark form 'straighten from the other side of the bed, She was out of bed, in her bare feet standing near the window, ready to jump out, ready to run, to flee-- 

The dark figure darted toward the door. The door opened, he was outlined against the dim hallway for an instant, then her door slammed shut. 

She ran to the door, and flung it open. And she saw two men running down the hallway toward her, from opposite directions. Sebastian coming from the right, Marcus from the left. They reached her at the same moment. Sebastian grasped her arm, gazed down at her. 

"Did you scream? Was it you?" he demanded harshly.

"Yes-yes-someone-was in my room," she panted "He leaned over-had a pillow-put it over me--was going to--smother me--" 

"Did you dream it?" he asked roughly, scowling. 

She stared up at him, bewildered. Just then Ariadne and Nerissa came out of their rooms, and ran to her. June Forrester, Peter, and Lydia came from their rooms, with robes over their night clothes. They stared at her in her night gown, her blonde hair streaming about her shoulders. She was suddenly conscious of her bare feet, her thin gown, and put her arms about herself protectively. 

''What happened? What happened, darling?" Ariadne demanded, putting her arms about her sister. "I heard you screaming-" 

"I saw someone in my room," repeated Daphne defensively. "He was-trying to smother me--with a pillow-" 

"You do have a vivid imagination," said June Forrester, cuttingly, folding her robe about her, and glaring in wrath. "You have disturbed all of us with your fortune-telling! I for one have difficulty in sleeping after that performance! Y ou should keep your tricks to yourself!" 

Daphne swallowed back her anger. "I am sorry to disturb all of you," she said, and retreated into her room. Sebastian was frowning at her, June was obviously infuriated, the others troubled, "Good night, all, I won't-bother you again!" And she closed herself and Ariadne into her room. 

"But what happened, darling?" Ariadne asked, troubled. "You don't have such nightmares, do you? Was it real?" 

Daphne hesitated, hating to trouble her sister, but worried for her also. "Yes, someone was in my room. Do let's sleep together, at least for a couple nights, darling. I don't know what is going on."
CHAPTER SIX

The next morning, with the sunlight streaming cheerfully into the bedroom, and Ariadne singing in the tub, the nightmare did seem as though it had been just that. But the incident had been real. 

Daphne walked about her room, troubled, and tried to decide what to do. She could appeal to Sebastian, ask him to let her return the next time the yacht came. But it had just left for the port of Piraeus, and would not return for at least five days.

There was no other way out. She would have to make the best of it. Perhaps there was a madman about. She frowned. That might be an explanation. A madman might have killed Sebastian's father, and still wandered about. 

However, she resolved to have Ariadne close to her at night, and take all precautions that she could. Meantime, she would do some work at the site, and see if that could take her mind off the troublesome problems which had arisen. There was a menacing undercurrent somewhere here, between the people she had met and herself, and she could not quite grasp what it was, keen as her mind was, 

She was very quiet at breakfast, not rising to the bait as June Forrester commented cattily on her "night-mares." She turned instead to her host. 

"I should like to begin work at the site again this morning. If you will kindly show me the way once more, I am sure I can manage by myself from now on," 

He raised his dark eyebrows at her assurances, but agreed to take her that morning. "If you are sure you feel fit for work once more," he added, then, kindly. 

"Quite fit, thank you. I have had a lovely rest, and am eager to begin work once more." 

"Good. Shall we say, at ten? Do you wish to take a lunch with you, and remain for a time?" 

His understanding was unexpected and welcome. She agreed to that also, and they set out promptly at the appointed time. Sebastian pointed out landmarks along the way, and she thought she could find her way. 

"If you don't return by five o'clock, I shall come for you," he added. "I don't want you working too long, and I certainly will not permit you to become lost!" 

She had to smile, quickly, looking away from him rather shyly. "Oh, I don't become lost. I have a good sense of direction." 

She had her camera and photographic equipment with her, also tape measures and pads. He carried her lunch and some long measuring rods. He waited with her at the site, until he saw her become quite absorbed in the delicate first work, then quietly left. 

She lost track of the time. It was an entrancing place, this possible temple site, situated as it was on a promontory overlooking the vivid blue sea. The ancient trees made a pleasant shade and coolness in contrast to the hot sun on the beach. There was always a light breeze, usually wafting herb scents and the faint smell of the sulphur to her. 

She worked a long time, then realized she was hungry. She sat down in the shade, and opened the picnic lunch. She had to giggle when-she saw the contents, enough for three husky vine-growers, she thought. She ate bread and cheese and sausage, washed it down with hot tea from a thermos, ignoring the bottle of wine. Then she lazed in the shade for a little time, studying the site thoughtfully, until she wanted to get up and start photographing again. 

Sebastian came for her at four, and waited patiently until she had completed the shots she wanted for the day. "There is a good darkroom at the villa," he said. "And Peter will develop for you if you wish. He has already offered." 

"That is kind of him, but I can do it this evening," she said, packing up the camera.

He frowned. "And you will work sixteen hours a day, if I do not guard you!" he barked. "You need a guardian, not your sister. At least, she has the sense to come in and take a siesta when she is weary!" 

She had to smile again, her vivid eyes flashing up at his. "You would boss us all, would you?" she dared to ask. 

"Yes, I would. Now, come along, you have worked enough today!" And he took all the equipment in his powerful hands, and refused to allow her to carry anything. 

He would not let her work that evening. He turned over all the film to Peter, who would take care of it the next day, he said. Daphne was glad enough to rest that evening, sitting with her feet up on a hassock, reviewing silently what she had done, and meant to do the next day. The girls were chatting with Lydia and June Forrester, who had unbent enough to discuss clothes with them. 

The days fell into a pattern that week. Daphne went out to the site, either with Sebastian, or alone, with her lunch and photographic equipment. She would work for several hours, eat, rest, then work again. And gradually she became acquainted with the site, and began to plan the work of uncovering what she felt must surely be there, the long-lost temple of Apollo. She had dug delicately with rods down to surfaces, and hit hard rock below. 

She had found more scattered marble fragments, just below surfaces of dirt. And the rods had brought back up little pieces of marble. The temple might be a small one, but it would be exciting to discover and uncover it, she thought. 

One evening, she asked, "Is it safe to swim in the cove beside the site? I should like to look at the rock surface that lies under the waters." 

"Safe enough, if you are careful. Are you a good swimmer?" asked Sebastian, with quick concern. He was looking at her from the card table where he was playing with June as his partner, opposite Lydia and Peter. 

"She won awards in high school!" offered Ariadne quickly. "She has done underwater archaeology-that was two years ago in the Caribbean! I went with her." 

"Excellent." Sebastian seemed to relax. "Go ahead then but don't swim alone. I shall come with you when you wish." 
. 

"Really, Sebastian, you spoil her," said June, in what was meant to be an undertone. "She is only a paid employee!" 

Daphne stiffened. Sebastian frowned and shrugged. Daphne resolved then and there not to tell him when she went swimming. She did not need him, and she could explore alone. 

The next morning when she set out, she had her yellow swimsuit and cap in a kit with her. Before lunch, she changed in the shade of a tree, and set out. She plunged into the deep blue waters just off the edge of the site, and began to swim about, enjoying the coolness of the water, and keeping her eyes open to observe the rack formations. 

She was judging the formations, thinking they were volcanic in origin, when she felt a gentle nudge at her shoulder. She started violently, and turned about expecting to see Sebastian or one of the men.

Then she did open her eyes wide, in shock and momentary fright. A strange mammal was swimming near her. A large shiny gray mammal, nudging her, then bobbing away again. It had huge teeth in its large open mouth. 

"Good-heavens--" she thought, and shot to the surface. She swam rapidly toward the beach, turned about, and found the thing at her shoulder. It was swimming along effortlessly keeping up with her. She ran up on the beach, and stared back. The thing bobbed about in the water, ducked down, laughed with silent mouth open-then she heard something. 

It was sending out sound waves. A sort of mewing crying sound, high, shrill. But she could understand it! She put her hand to her throat, 

More gray lithe animals were swimming out in the cove, dozens of yards away. Only this one, gray and shiny and somehow young-looking was near to her. “Dolphins,” she thought, and said it aloud. "Why-you are a dolphin!" she said. 

The high shrill rapid sound came again, as the animal sounded. She concentrated on listening to it, caught the sounds. "Want to play-want to play-s-come with me-swim with me-" 

That was the message! She gulped, remembered rapidly all she had heard of dolphins, how they liked to play with humans, especially children. Did she dare? She would. 

Cautiously, she plunged into the water again. The animal waited, flapping its long heavy body in the water, slapping the water lightly as though in invitation. She swam nearer, the animal finally turned and came toward her, nudged her playfully, and dived. She followed, and it bobbed to the surface again, right under her. She gasped, finding herself on its back, as it rode right up to the beach, spun about, and carried her off again. 

She slid off its slick back into the water. The animal nudged her playfully, and said, almost clearly, "Play with me. Swim with me! You have come to see me. I know why you came. You are searching-searching-" 

She gasped, and for a long moment she thought she had slid without knowing it into one of her trances. Then she knew, she knew. She understood the high-pitched speech of the dolphins, and she could understand what it said, as though it spoke in a language she had once learned. Not English, not Greek, but some other language, made up of sounds and thoughts. 

She tried it tentatively. "Uh--oh--oh-you-are-dolphin. You know-me-you know me-from some-time-" 

"Yes, I know you. You are Daphne, you come from fate. Fate brings you here, from fate, to fate-" 

It dived, came up under her again playfully, and she rode it back to the beach. -She was laughing, rolling in the waters near the edge of the beach, patting the dolphin's nose, when she was suddenly intensely aware of being watched. She flung about, gazed at the beach.
Sebastian and Marcus stood there, watching her. She hesitated, then waved. The dolphin turned about, bobbed under the water, then swam off slowly, turning about once to look again at her before rejoining its fellows in the farther water. 

She walked up on the beach. Under Sebastian's intent look, she was suddenly burning, aware of her slim body in the yellow bathing suit, her head covered with the yellow cap. She took off the cap, shook out her blonde hair to her shoulders, as though that might cover her. 

"The dolphins have returned," said Sebastian, gravely. "That is the first I have seen them here in a year." 

"Since your father-died," said Marcus, hesitating over the words. "The first time--since--then." 

"Yes. And you, Daphne--what were you doing?" 

"Swimming with the dolphin, playing with it," she said, flinging back her head, defying them to find her mad or wildly amusing. Neither man even smiled, both studied her strangely. She turned from them. "I must get dressed. I have more -work to do," she mumbled. 

"We came down to see how you were coming along," said Marcus. "We found your lunch, your equipment, but not you. Then we saw you, out there in the water. A beautiful nymph, if I may say so!" He seemed to be rapidly regaining his usual confidence. 

Sebastian scowled at him, spoke roughly, "I didn't ask you to come along. All this sort of thing bores you, you said that before! Why don't you shove off?" 

Daphne was startled at his rudeness, and looked at both men with wide violet eyes, forgetting her bare feet, the rocks under them. 

"It bores me to see grown men playing with rocks," said Marcus, insolently, his eyes half-shut. "But when it comes to a beautiful blonde sea-nymph in golden garb-well, that is quite a different matter! Why you don't shove off is beyond me! Isn't the beautiful June waiting for you?" 

For a moment, Daphne thought Sebastian would strike him. His fist was clenched at his side. Marcus laughed, tauntingly, and looked about. "Say, this is really fascinating, Daphne! How much have you uncovered?" He walked over to a site she had been digging cautiously, looking for pottery. 

"Oh, do be careful!" she called after him anxiously. "There are treacherous places where someone dug and it was covered over!" 

"Don't worry, I know my way about," said Marcus. He bent over curiously and studied the deep pit she had made. "Find anything here?" 

"Two pots, and some fragments," she said. The breeze was chilling her now. She wished they would both leave and let her change to her pants and shirt. Sebastian began walking about al so, too carelessly for her concern. They could injure themselves, and also ruin some of her careful markings. "I do wish you would not walk about! I have been marking some of the places-Oh, do look out!" Sebastian had kicked carelessly against a bush. 

"Oh I used to wander all about here," he said, and stooped to study some chalk marks she had made. "What did you find here?" 

"Some marble fragments," she said, curtly, frowning. "I am hoping to outline the temple first, then we can hire--oh, look out!" Marcus had leaped up on top of the grassy mound which she had mentally called the altar. 

He laughed down at her. "I can jump that distance easily," he called out, and made a mighty leap, over some bushes, to the ground beyond. 

"You could turn your ankle!" she reproached him. "There are holes under the surface where people have dug." 

"Sebastian, didn't you once leap this? Getting too old for it, huh?" and Marcus laughed again, his mouth open and grinning. 

Sebastian scowled, and his powerful figure leaped up onto the altar. Daphne opened her lips to warn him also, but in an instant he had leaped-high into the air-high-clearing some of the bushes, but landing short of where Marcus had landed. 

There was a crash! The heavy body of the older man went through the bushes, through the thin layer of soil, down and down-into the pit, into the just-concealed pit below, onto rocks. 

Daphne, screaming, ran to him, and peered down. He was lying on the rocks, groaning. "Sebastian-oh, are you all right? Oh, how could you-help me, Marcus!" 

He was sitting up slowly, clutching his shoulder. His face was a grimace of pain. He spoke with his usual sharp authority. "Don't come down here. I command you. Wait until I have recovered, I shall climb out! Daphne, stay where you are!" he said again, as she made to climb down. 

"I have a rope, I’ll help you out," she said, finally, her wits returning. Marcus brought the rope, and they tossed it down to him. He was quite seven or eight feet below the surface of the ground about them. Grimacing, he clasped the rope about his waist, and they half-pulled him up, as be reached for handholds on the rocky surface of the pit. They hauled him out, and be stretched out on the grass in relief. 

Daphne knelt beside him to examine the shoulder. She opened his shirt, suddenly aware of the warm solid flesh beneath her fingers. He watched her sardonically, his mouth twisted in pain and cynicism, as her small fingers explored. 

"I don't think it is broken-oh, thank goodness," she said. "But it is wrenched, I think. Does it hurt dreadfully?" 

"I can feel it," he said, ironically. "Help me up, Marcus." 

"Wait, let me fasten a bandage over it, and around your arm first." She ran back to the small first-aid kit she had brought out the earliest days of her exploring. She got out the long length of bandage she had, and proceeded to wrap the shoulder deftly. 

While Marcus remained with him, Daphne went behind the nearest wide old tree and changed swiftly from her wet bathing suit to her shirt and pants. There was no time for much false modesty, she thought. She had observed the thin white line around his mouth, and knew he was in deep pain. 

They gathered up her camera equipment, the lunch, her suit, and started back. She let Sebastian's good arm rest about her sturdy young shoulders, while Marcus strode behind them with the equipment. As they walked along, she thought. 

Why-why had he stumbled and fallen? Evidently he had jumped that mound many a time, with no bad results. Could someone have laid a trap for Sebastian? Could that pit have been dug so deeply and then overlaid with turf-on purpose? 

Her mind was working rapidly, keenly, all her senses and .instincts alert. That was not an accident, her mind told her. Not an accident, not an accident. 

Someone had tried to kill Sebastian, as someone had tried to kill her. And had succeeded in killing Sebastian's father! Someone evil was there, on this island. Someone human, someone who wanted to kill them. Who? And why? She did not know.
Unbidden a thought was coming to her, a whisper of thought, from some echo of the past. 

"The golden objects of the sun god, the golden cup, the golden altar pieces-kill, kill for gold-one will kill for gold-" the voice whispered to her. 

In the bright sunlight of midday, she shivered violently, and Sebastian's arm tightened for a moment cruelly on her shoulders. 

"I'm all right. You are the one who will suffer," he said. 

She glanced up at him, startled. 

"You will catch a chill," he said, "walking about with that wet suit on. Except that you were beautiful that way," he added, with his usual taunting laugh. "I should have made you change at once, but I wanted to look at you!" 

Her mouth compressed, and she thought she hated him, Her face was burning hot as she walked on toward the villa, with the man she feared and detested holding on to her shoulder. Marcus, behind them, was singing softly, an old Greek song. "The fates are driving me on," he sang. "I shall have to love you, whether I would or no. The fates are driving me on, and on-" 

CHAPTER SEVEN
At the villa, when Sebastian walked in, limping, with a bandage on his shoulder, everyone seemed to go a little mad, running about, frantically. 

Daphne and Peter took charge. She had had much experience on archaeological sites, with the necessities of injuries and illness driving her to learn what she could of advanced first aid. She and Peter went to his bedroom with him, and Daphne sent for salve and more bandages. 

She frowned at the salve that was brought, smelled it. It might do for emergency, but she knew she needed something stronger than that. 

"Peter, help him undress. I shall make up what I need," she said, crisply, and left the room, leaving the men to stare after her. 

She went out to the fields, tramped about, found the herbs she wanted, and returned. The walk did her good, the hot sun driving out the chill she had felt from walking about in her wet suit. In her bedroom, she combined cold cream with the crushed herbs; it was the best she could do. 

When she returned to Sebastian's room, she found him bathed and clad in pajamas, lying on his wide bed and grumbling. She wanted to look curiously about the huge room, the massive chests, the thick rugs in crimson and gold, the golden drapes. But her attention was all for the injured man.

"He is covered with bruises," Peter informed her. 

"I thought he would be. Take off the top," she told Sebastian crisply. 

He opened his eyes wide at her, mockingly, and she flushed, and scowled at him. He sat up, and removed the pajama top. She sat down on the edge of the bed, and took his injured shoulder gently into her two hands. She moved it slowly, carefully. He bit his wide mouth with his fine strong teeth. 

She said finally, in relief, "It isn't broken. Probably a strain, and you'll feel it for a time. This will ease the pain, I believe." She pushed him back gently against the raised pillows. He watched in silence, a white line about his mouth as she slowly began to smooth in the ointment she had made. 

"Feels cool-and your hands are magic," he finally growled, deep in his throat. 

She raised her eyebrows delicately, and kept on smoothing in the ointment. "Now your ribs," she said, when the shoulder was covered and bandaged again. He turned so she could reach his left side easily. Gently she smoothed the ointment on his bronzed skin. She was beginning to feel disturbed, a strong emotion that made her heart pound and the flush deepen in her cheeks. She massaged the ointment in with long smooth movements of her strong hands. 

"Ah, that does feel good," he said. Peter was watching curiously. "How about my hips? They got it too." 

She stood up firmly. "Peter can take care of the rest. I'm going to take a shower and change for dinner. I would advise you to stay in bed for a couple days." 

"Hah! A couple days-I should say not. I have to go over to the valley vines tomorrow," he protested, with a scowl like a small boy's, she thought. It was the first time she had thought of him as young. He usually seemed mature, commanding, domineering, completely sure of himself. 

He lay back on the pillows, looking up at her. His eyes were disturbing, with their mixture of pleading, pain, and sardonic questioning. 

"You'll come back later?" he asked. 

She hesitated. But she did feel responsible for him. "I’ll come back before you sleep, and put on fresh ointment," she promised, and fled with the feeling of escaping from a force she did not understand. 

She took a long cool shower, then changed to a light summer dress of cool green, with a matching cardigan for the evening chill.
Peter told her at dinner that Sebastian had been sleeping for several hours. "Guess he was pretty shaken up," he said. "What did happen, anyway?" 

She told him and the other guests at dinner. Nerissa shuddered, her pretty face quite pale. "Oh, I dread anything happening to Sebastian! He is-so strong, I lean on him so. After my parents died, he was--everything to me. And his father, dear Uncle Sebastian, how good he was. And then he-" She bit her lips with her small white teeth, almost on the verge of tears. 

"Hush, child, don't carry on, nothing will happen to Sebastian," Marcus told her firmly. "Don't you know he is as strong as one of his own mules? And just as stubborn. I’ll venture he'll be up and about by tomorrow morning. Nothing keeps him down for long." 

"He should not, he ought to rest. A wrenched shoulder is nothing to fool with," said Daphne, toying with her glass of pale yellow Palaeopolis wine. It was a light wine, one of her favorites of the various wines that Sebastian bottled. 

"Well, his nurse will have to be firm," said Peter, smiling at her. "How did you know just what herbs to put in that salve? I'm curious about that." 

She started visibly, flushing again. She seemed to be full of moods and strange emotions, even to herself. "Oh-I just knew," she said vaguely. 

"Daphne often took care of the men on the expeditions," said Ariadne proudly. "She seems to have an instinct for medicines. When we were younger, she could always heal little birds and puppies, and so on. And she always made salves, and herb tea. She grew herbs for a time." 

"That was when we lived in the country," said Daphne hastily, veering nervously from the subject of medicines. "I think people raised in the country know about plants. I remember a woman who used to supply the county hospital with herbs she grew. She taught me quite a lot." 

June Forrester shifted impatiently, evidently bored, though the others were not. Daphne hastened to change the subject, by praising the cut and fit of the gown the British woman wore. "It's from a Paris designer, isn't it?" she asked. 

June thawed slightly. "Yes, one especially made for me. He does all my gowns, now, and I think he really understands me. He studied my personality, you know," and she enlarged on that theme happily. 

Daphne went up after dinner to see Sebastian, and was alarmed to find him flushed and feverishly cross. She took off the bandages, massaged the tender flesh with ointment, bandaged him again, then made some herb tea. 
. 

"You would think I was a child," he grumbled, his mouth twisting in ironic amusement. He settled down into the cushions with a sigh, when she had finished her ministrations. "There, I feel better. Stay and talk to me. Stay!" he roared, and she set her mouth, and frowned. 

He was really on edge, she thought, and needed to be soothed before he slept. She came over to sit beside the bed, he caught her arm, and pulled her down to sit on the edge of the bed. 

"There, that's better. Why do you avoid me?" he demanded. "Am I repulsive to you?" 

She gazed down at him, startled. Repulsive? She feared him resented his domination, but reluctantly felt drawn to his utter masculinity, the strength of him, the bronzed sturdy figure, the mat of hair on his chest where the pajama top was open. Sitting so close to him, she felt a welling up of emotion, that she could only characterize as his immense sex appeal. She did not really like or admire him, she was wary of him. 

When she did not answer, he growled, "You probably like your men childish and dependent. Vapid, colorless, professors, most likely! All intelligent weaklings!" 

"Why do you say that?" she asked, quietly. "I don't feel that way. Actually, I-I avoid men," she admitted, in a rush. "I-I have Ariadne to look after. And I don't particularly want to marry. I like my work immensely. Most men would not care to be married to a woman who would go off on expeditions." Her lovely mouth curved into a little smile, and his eyes went to study her mouth seriously. "It would make for difficulties, wouldn't it?" she appealed. 

"With the wrong man, yes. You should be very careful to marry the right man, Daphne, one who will appreciate and understand you. Have you ever met a man who truly understood you?" he asked, shatteringly, his gaze intent.
"No-no, not really. Not since my father died. And he-" She stopped abruptly, She had almost confessed what her father knew of her, the trances, the strange gifts, the foreknowledge, the instinct for telling the past and the future of complete strangers. 

"I understand you in part, I have from the first," he said, quite seriously. "Daphne," and he captured her small hand with his big one, his fingers closing strongly over hers. "Will you marry me? I promise always to try to understand and protect you. Will you accept that?" 

She stared down at him, her violet eyes wide and shocked. "Wh-wh-what?" 

"Marriage--to me. I want you to marry me," he said, more impatiently, scowling. He began to pull her closer to him. 

She began to go, stunned, then caught herself, pulled back, and backed away from him, sliding from the bed in something like panic. "No-no-no, I cannot! I told you--marriage is not for me!" she cried out, and ran from the room. 

He shouted after her, "Daphne, come back here! At once! Daphne, I command you!" 

She put her hands over her ears, and ran away. 

In the morning, she gave Peter the ointment, with instructions on how to apply it, and she herself left early for the site. She had to get away, back to the peace and preoccupation of her work. She must fill her mind with something beside the dangerous offer he had made to her, that had kept her awake much of the night. 

Marriage? And to such a domineering, masterful, dogmatic, ruthless man? And he hadn't said one word about love. Had she wanted him to? Her mind was in such a whirl, she did not know. 

Half the night she had stormed at herself for listening to him. Why hadn't she said yes, and let him pull her down to his kisses! No, no, she didn't want them. She detested him, feared him. But what if- 

What if he did love her? No, he did not. He had said nothing about love. 

Then why did he want to marry her? She could not figure it out. She pressed her hands to her ears again and again, tossed and turned, until she wakened Ariadne, who asked sleepily if she were sick. 

She tried then to lie quietly, but sleep would not come until early in the morning. 

At the site, she worked feverishly, hardly able to keep her mind on the task. She kept thinking about Sebastian, as though he were physically on the site with her, laughing at her, teasing her, shouting at her, pacing about behind her curiously. She could feel him there, his presence so close that she kept turning about nervously. But he was not there, no one was there, not even the dolphin swimming in the cove. She would have welcomed that friendly curious dolphin, and she did long to see him again. 

She worked about at the site of the altar. She wanted to examine the pit where Sebastian had fallen. She stooped down curiously, finally lying on her stomach to study the deep pit. Yes, someone had dug about in it, and fragments of pottery lay about. She gathered up some within her reach, then contented herself with looking through the field glasses at the depths to study at close-range what it might be. It did look as though it had been dug, perhaps on several different occasions. Some of the spade marks looked quite fresh, some were old and worn. 

She got up finally, and went up on the mound. She meant to work with the altar itself, and uncover it. She thought she would find a marble altar beneath the grassy mound, and began to dig delicately with spoons and small instruments. 

Carelessly, she was working close to the place where the sulfuric fumes had come out. She did not smell them strongly today, however, and she half-forgot about them, digging dreamily, thinking again about Sebastian, and his strange offer to her. 

To understand her! He offered to marry her, and to understand her! What did he mean by that? If she had remained in his room for a time last night, would he have explained? Why hadn't she stayed? Why had she run, in a blind panic, her hands over her ears? She wanted to hear him-oh, bosh, she thought, and began to work again. 

She sat up, breathed deeply, she felt a little dizzy. She put her hand to her head, frowned. She was beginning to feel faint. She stood up, walked a few wavering steps. She must not fall, the pit was near- 

Gasping, she leaned over, fell to her hands and knees, groping to remain erect, but could not. She lay on the grass, half-conscious. She had breathed the fumes again--oh, damn, she thought, she had breathed them too deeply- 

Then her mind blurred. She was lying there on the altar, and someone was standing over her. She looked upward-and it was Sebastian--or was it? No, it was the god Apollo, looming over her, with a half-smile, cryptic and kindly, on his face. 

"So, my priestess, you have come to me, again. Are you not curious about the future? Why have you not worshipped to me before this? I have been waiting for you!" 

His tones were deep, commanding, somehow like Sebastian's. His mouth was large, sensuous, like a faun's. He reached down, took her hand, and his big hand was warm and strong. He was larger than life, huge to her, and she could not resist. He drew her to her feet, and she wavered, in front of him. 

She whispered, "Who are you?" 

"Apollo, your master!" was his instant response. The smile left his lips, be was curiously hard and stem. "What would you of me?" 

She could not answer, her lips moving dumbly. 

"Well, well? Will you sacrifice to me? Will you bring me wine and burnt offerings?" 

"As you-wish, master," she murmured, dazed. She swayed, the big hands were quick to grip her shoulders. They seemed to burn through her, but she could not step back away from the immense godlike figure. 

"You will drink wine with me," he commanded. Somehow, the lunch basket she had brought was before him. He gestured to it. It was on a marble altar, like the type she bad been searching for.

She opened it, his hands still gripped her shoulders. She lifted out the cooling bottle of wine in the thermos bucket. 

There was a crystal glass in the basket. She poured out golden wine shakily into the glass, offered it to him. He drank half the contents, then put the glass to her lips. She drank, he commanded her to drink the rest. She drank again, and her head was dizzier than before. 

"And the burnt offering," he said, his voice booming in the small quiet grove.
She searched timidly for something suitable, and drew out a fresh round of wheaten bread. She laid it on the altar before him, and at once a fire swept up from nowhere, and consumed it and it was golden and glowing with fire. 

He lifted it to his lips, all fiery and hot. He ate of it, then offered some to her. She ate it, obediently, and felt the fire in her mouth, which did not burn. 

"So, it is good. We have eaten and we have had wine together. Now. Ask of me what you will, my priestess! It is good that you have come to me at last! I have waited long for you. Ask! Will you know the future?" 

She was afraid. She bent her head. "My master, Apollo, the-the past," she whispered. 

"The past? The past? Very well-watch-" He was frowning, somehow displeased, but he waved his immense hand. And she gazed, her eyes widening, at the vision be conjured before her. 

It seemed that she saw far out to sea, to some boats coming swiftly toward the island. They approached, and warriors leaped out, to be met by shaggy goatskin-clad islanders. They fought, before her eyes, as she and Apollo watched. Then abruptly, the earth swayed below their feet, a tremendous roar went up, and the island seemed to shake tremendously. Warriors tumbled into their boats, some to be swallowed up by the mighty waves of the angry ocean, some to swim away, some to take to the oars like madmen, while the shaggy islanders cheered, and leaped about, crying aloud to the god who bad saved them. 

Apollo smiled, and waved that vision away. It was followed by another, and Daphne watched as a white-robed priestess, who looked much like herself, presided at an altar of marble. The priestess offered wine and bread to the god, which he accepted. Then she turned to the people, who had strangely gathered about below her, kneeling to her. 

"My people," said Daphne-priestess, in commanding tones, "you must leave this island for a time. Enemies are coming, who will try to take your gold and your women and your lives from you. Take up your boats, mend them." 

"Yes, yes, we will, o priestess!" came the chant. 

"Bury the golden vessels, cover over my altars, but do not forget me!" she cried to them. "Bury the gold -bury the gold-it must not be found and despoiled by those unbelievers!" 

"We will obey you, o priestess who comes from Apollo!" they chanted, bowing down to her. She watched as they began to dig in a pit below the altar, bringing golden vessels and bowls and swords and jewelry, necklaces of rare workmanship, brooches, pins, earrings, bracelets so wide and shining that they caught the sun. 
. 

They covered up the pit. Some were digging around the grave, making more pits. Daphne-priestess watched them, noted the sites, where they piled in the golden objects with more and more haste. 

"Tell them to cover them and leave hastily! The enemy approaches," growled Apollo, behind her, his golden garments shining in the sunlight. 

She called out clearly his orders, and they obeyed. Then she stood there as the enemy approached, in their boats, a new enemy, a fierce, warlike, barbaric people, with heavy black beards. They shouted as they saw the people fleeing before them. Some warriors jumped out of their boats, swam ashore, caught some of the women. Daphne cried out as she saw the raping, the fighting, the fierceness of the battle, the blood spilling in the sand as the invaders fought the islanders.
"You have not left early enough, my people," she wept, and tears spilled down her cheeks.

"We can do no more, come with me," ordered Apollo. 

"I must stay with my people," she cried, and shook her golden hair, and wept again. He ordered, more fiercely, she refused. And a bearded black warrior came to her, and reached up for her on the altar. She screamed, cried aloud as she felt herself touched, the grinning face just below her- 

And she fainted. 

When Daphne awoke, the sun was setting. She sat up, stiff and cramped, and found herself lying on the grassy mound where she dreamed the altar had been. She was alone. She sat looking about her, dazed and incredulous. 

Had she dreamed? Had the sulfuric fumes induced strange dreams? She could not have lived ¡t. The events had happened many years ago, centuries, perhaps two thousand or more years before. How could she have known it? 

Had she read it sometime, and the reading implanted the ideas in her vivid imagination? She rubbed her face, and was startled to find it wet with tears, She shuddered.

She could not--could not have experienced something strange from a prior existence! It was not possible, it was beyond the realm of science. 

She got up, slowly, she was cramped and weary. She made her way down the mound. She must gather up her tools and leave this place. It was late, they would worry-Sebastian would worry-that she had not returned. 

She put her tools away tidily, covered them with the waterproof canvas against rain. She gathered up her picnic basket, then thought to look inside. Frozen, she stared. 

The wine bottle was gone, the wine bottle like that which in the dream she had offered to Apollo.
CHAPTER EIGHT
When Daphne had arrived at the villa, dusk had set in, and purple shadows lay about the huge buildings and the gardens. She saw the lights from the large windows, as the curtains had not yet been drawn. 

She walked wearily up to the side entrance, her head down. She was so tired, so tired and confused. She jumped nervously as someone reached to take her burdens from her. She looked up at Peter's concerned face. 

"Daphne, where have you been? Sebastian is going crazy, ordering us all about to find you! Marcus had started down toward the site. I’ll call him back." 

"Oh, yes, do, I came back by another path," she said, with an immense effort. He drew her into the hallway and studied her face carefully. 

"You are exhausted. Do go up and see Sebastian first though, will you? I’ll send your sister up to you. We are waiting dinner. Don't bother to change." 

She shivered. She was tired and cold, and felt miserable in her pants and shirt and sweater. "No, don't wait. I’ll bathe and change, then come down later." 

She climbed the stairs, with what seemed an immense effort. In the hallway, she started toward her room, then saw Sebastian coming out of his room at the end of the hall. 

"Daphne! Daphne!" he roared, scowling. "Where the devil have you been? You should have returned hours ago!" 

She walked toward him, he was striding toward her, and they met near the door to her room. He put his hand under her chin, tilted it toward the nearest hall light, examined her face. 

"Poor little love, you are quite worn out," he said more gently. "Bathe, change, and come have dinner with me in my room. You don't want to chatter with everyone tonight, do you?" 

She shook her head, tears of nervous exhaustion filling her eyes at his sudden understanding. "No, no, I just want-sleep," she faltered. 

"Something has happened, I think," he said, quietIy, his voice deep. "No, you come to me, and talk. That will help you. Eh? Go on now," and he pushed her inside the door to her room. "Do you want help in undressing?" he asked then, and she turned about to see his eyes gleaming with devilish humor. 

"No, thank you," she said, too tired to respond with fury. She closed the door gently in his face, and then smiled a little and shook her head. He did love to tease her. 

She stripped off her dirty pants, shirt, underclothes, and went to the bathroom. She drew a full tub of steaming hot water, added fragrant bath salts lavishly, then sat in the water up to her shoulders until she was almost asleep. When she finally got out, she felt rested and more calm. 

She put on her thin nightdress, the color of the sea, and the matching silk negligee, and went to her bedroom. Ariadne was sitting waiting for her, concern in her face. She jumped up, and ran to Daphne. 

"Darling, what happened? Why were you so late?" 

Daphne hugged her, but only said, casually, "Everyone should not fly into a panic when I am late. I get absorbed in my work, you know, love. But I am tired. I think I’ll just go to bed." 

"No, Sebastian says you are to eat with him." Ariadne said it as though a law had just been passed. Daphne groaned a little. 

"The age of feudalism is not yet over," she said, wearily. "Oh, dear. If I could just have a tray in my room, some hot tea-" She paused hopefully. 

"Sebastian says," Ariadne began. 

"Yes, yes, but I just want to go to bed-" 

The door opened, and Sebastian came in, casually, as though he bad every right to do so. "I told them to bring dinner up to us. We'll eat here. Run along, Ariadne, they are waiting for you in the dining room." And he seated himself in the big chair near the French windows, and grinned devilishly at Daphne. He was so big and handsome in his crimson robe, with his black hair and eyes gleaming in the dim lights of the room, and her heart gave a little jump--fear? pleasure? terror? wonder? 

"Do you believe in knocking at doors?" she asked coldly. 

"No. Do sit down, you frighten me when you stand like a statue and glare. Doesn't she frighten you, Ariadne?" he asked her sister, his mouth twitching.
Ariadne laughed, and went away, leaving the door to the hall open. A maid and a man servant came in bringing dinner trays. Daphne was about to protest again, when she saw it would not do the least good. Besides, the tea and the food smelled and looked marvelous. She was suddenly aware that part of her weakness was due to hunger, ravenous bunger. 

She sat down at the small table where they were placing the food. "Good girl," said Sebastian, maddeningly. "Do pour my tea, will you? You have kept me waiting, and I am starving. What happened today?" 

She frowned, thinking over the events. The maid served their plates with little crisp appetizers, and Daphne poured out the tea and glasses of white wine, She scarcely noticed when the servants left the room. 

She began to eat, and so did Sebastian, though he watched her closely under the veil of light humor. He chatted about his day, how he had slept, then wakened to find she had not yet returned. She had turned his household upside-down, he declared, and she was a most disturbing piece of baggage. 

"Well, really, I did not do it deliberately," she began, indignantIy, then realized she had fallen into his trap.
"Then what kept you? Did you have a trance again?" he demanded keenIy. "Yes, I think you did. What happened? I want to know it all. And eat your soup!" 

"How can I eat my soup and talk also?" 

He leaned over and pinched her cheek. "Don't defy me all the time! It rouses the devil in me," be teased. "There is something about you that makes me want to master you! Did Apollo come to you in your trance?" he went on, before she could rage at him. 

She scowled at him, had another spoonful of the delicious thick soup, a mouthful of wine, then set down her spoon deliberately. "Yes, he did, and I saw---oh, oh, terrible things. He asked me if I wanted to see the future, but I said no, the past, and he showed me--" 

"Wait, wait, you are rushing! Begin at the first. What did you do? Where were you working? Tell me all!" He was becoming excited. 

Reluctantly, she began with the site where she had been working, over the altar, where the fumes had come out. She told him briefly, then more fully at his prodding, about Apollo, the visions, the scenes she had witnessed, where the gold objects had been buried. 

"All around the site then, ah, yes!" he said thoughtfully. "You must not tell this to anyone, Daphne, You may have seen truly, as I think you did. There are persons greedy for the gold, and they will come here and dig if you tell." 

"Of course I will not tell anyone," she said indignantly. "It is your property, anyway. Who would come here?" 

"I mean, you are not to tell your sister, or Peter, or Marcus, or anyone," he said, firmly giving her an odd glance. He picked up his fork and began again on the lamb steak and fresh green vegetables. "Eat, girl, you are eating nothing." 

She concentrated on the meal then, and found herself eating more heartily. He had shown no shock or disbelief in her story. He seemed to believe her implicitly, and not think her mad. It was a growing and incredulous relief that he should believe her. She had thought no one but her father had ever understood this. 

"You are not so interested in the gold, though, I believe," she said, involuntarily, as she saw the sparkle of excitement in his eyes. "You don't care about more money, do you?" 

"No, no, it is-something else," he said, absently. He rubbed his cheek with his good arm, in a boyish gesture. He was excited, exultant, she thought, trying to read his face. His black eyes sparkled strangely, there was a reddish glow on each cheekbone. "That you should know-that you can discover the past! That is marvelous. And Apollo offered to show you the future!" 

"Yes, but I-I don't want to know-" she began, laying down her fork uneasily. "You see, it is wrong -I feel it is wrong to know too much. And I never before--never did see Apollo before, not in all my trances, when I was a child or later. I always saw only the priestess, or vague gray figures-" 

She halted abruptly, and put her band to her betraying lips. Her large violet eyes stared at him in distress over her hand. He returned her gaze levelly. "Yes, Daphne, I know about that, and you must tell me more of what you have done. But all that tomorrow. I think we both deserve another day off, don't you?" be went on, pleasantly. "You have had an exhausting experience. I believe these trances are emotionally and physically wearing for you. And my shoulder hurts," be added, plaintively. 

. "Oh, you should take off again," she said at once. "I'll massage your shoulder tonight, and then you ought to stay quiet again tomorrow." 

"I will if you will," he said, and then chuckled at the confusion on her face. She was neatly trapped. 

"Oh-well, all right," she snapped. "I suppose you are right. We are both weary-" 

"Yes. Good. It is agreed. You shall spend the day quietly with me tomorrow. I am glad you agree with me," and he went on smoothly as she opened her mouth to contradict him. She had not agreed to spend the day with him! "We shall sit on lounges in the garden. It is quite warm and pleasant in the sunshine. We shall talk and sleep. Good? Yes, we shall. Come in, Ariadne!" he called, and she turned to see her sister hesitating in the doorway. "Daphne and I are going to take tomorrow off for more rest. That is good, eh?" 

"Oh, yes, you do need the rest, Daphne," said Ariadne, beaming. "I did hope Sebastian would persuade you. Peter said he sent his best wishes, and all the others missed you, but are relieved you are safe," she said, smiling at Daphne's cross face. She came and sat down with Daphne, and Sebastian managed to talk of little nothings for a time before he retired to his room. 

Daphne slept long in the morning. When she wakened, a maid brought her breakfast in bed, on a tray with a single rose in a crystal vase. Under her tray was an envelope. She opened it, to find a note from Sebastian. 

"Have you slept well? Good. This rose sends to tell you its fellows are waiting for you in the garden. Come down. Sebastian." 

She smiled reluctantly at the engaging command. She bathed, feeling more refreshed, yet still weary from the frightening and odd events of the day before. She found a violet cotton dress, the color of her eyes, added a light amethyst cardigan over her shoulders, and was ready. 

She found Sebastian lying on a lounge in the middle of the garden, near the splashing fountain. The marble fountain was composed of a basin, with a dolphin and small boy in the center, and the water jetted about the dolphin making him gleam gray in the sunlight. Sebastian started to rise. She sat down hastily on the lounge laid out invitingly next to his. 

"Don't get up, please. How do you feel?" she asked him, her gaze ·alertly on his mouth. There were white lines of weariness about it. 

"I did not sleep well," he said. "I think the shoulder is not healing so fast, eh? Peter put on more of your ointment this morning, but it is almost gone." 

"I'll make up some more," she said, at once, and began to rise, but he caught her arm with firm fingers. 

"Do not go now. I want to talk to you. Later, eh? Your medicines are good. You will make some of the herb tea for me today, yes?" 

"Yes, of course, Sebastian." She relaxed onto the lounge. She liked him when he was simple and direct like this, not teasing her with that odd light in his eyes. 

She heard the light strains of the lute, and blind Homer came slowly along the path toward them. He settled himself on the marble bench that circled the fountain, and played to them. They listened in silence for a time, then Sebastian said something to him in Greek. He nodded his white head, came over to them, and handed the oddly-shaped lyre to Daphne. 

"You can play this, eh?" said Sebastian. "I will play the flute." And he took from under the cushions a short wooden flute, which he raised to his lips. Without waiting for her to say she could not play the lyre, he began to play. 

She listened to the soft tentative notes, then began to pluck the strings of the lyre, She was rather startled to find she could play the instrument, that she could follow the melody he was playing and weave her own version of it on the strings. She played, absently, and it was the melody that she often heard in her dreams, preceding the trances she went into. 

Homer sat in the sunlight, his face upraised to the warm beams, a half-smile on his face as he listened and they played. There were no words, Sebastian did not speak, he only played. Daphne played again and again, along with him. Her memory was idling, stirred by the melodies, remembering the times when she had been a child, had heard the soft strains of the lyre, and had gone into the trances in which she was a priestess in a temple of Apollo. 

She had the strangest feeling, then, that she had arrived where she was meant to come all her life. She had come here, because it was meant to be. She had dreamed of this place, and now here she was, surrounded by the flowers and scents, with the blue sea gleaming in the golden light of the vivid Mediterranean. 

Finally Sebastian set aside the flute, and Daphne returned the lyre to blind Homer, who sat and played absently for them as they talked. It was very peaceful there in the garden, and no one came near them. 

"Tell me about yourself, Daphne," said Sebastian quietly. "I want to learn all about you. Begin with where you were born." 

Under the spell of the music and the peace, she began to talk. She told him about her childhood. "They said I was a genius," she said, reluctantly. "It meant to me that I was queer, odd, a person set apart. My parents were both brilliant. They encouraged me mentally. My father encouraged me to have the trances. He would ask me what I had seen, and he wrote down much of it. But I felt so strange-so apart-so lonely." 

"Then Ariadne was born," he encouraged her. 

"Well-first my mother died," she said. "I was six. I remember weeping, yet so lonely, on my father's knees. He put me down, and told me to look on her face in the coffin. It frightened me, especially when he asked me to see the future for him, and tell him if he would marry again. My mother-not yet cold-" Her voice broke, and Sebastian, reaching out, captured her fluttering hand with his big warm one. 

"Go on." 

She leaned back on the cushions, and closed her eyes. He still held her hand warmly. "He married again, as I had predicted for him. A tall commanding blonde woman, much in appearance like my mother. But colder, harsher, a dominating woman. She was much occupied with her teaching at the university. Ariadne was born, and I saw her passed from one nurse and maid to another. I could not bear it, that she should be so unloved. And I would steal to her in her nursery, pick her up, hug her, whisper stories to her, sing to her. She was-like my own baby." 

She had never told anyone about this, the lonely life of the two girls, clinging more and more to each other, neglected by the brilliant parents who were often from home. Sebastian by his silence, or a few brief words, encouraged her to go on and on, to tell him of her feelings, of her loneliness, of the way she had always mothered Ariadne. 

"So when they died," he said, "it was already natural for you to care for the girl." He squeezed her hand understandingly. 

"Yes, we were always close. I would do anything for her. She was fourteen, I was twenty-two. I was made her guardian, at my request, She has always been good, a good girl, a fine girl." 

"And you did not date men much, you avoided them, you gave all your lave to her," said Sebastian, gently. "But now she is grown, she will find a love of her own. And you, Daphne, you must marry and have babies of your own. You must give of this rich love in you to your own husband, and to your own babies." 

She pulled her hand from his abruptly, flushing. "I have not considered that," she said bruskly. "I have my work!" 

He only smiled, and leaned back on the lounge, and the silence of the garden, the soft breeze, the scent of flowers enveloped them both in a sort of peace. 

CHAPTER NINE
In spite of Sebastian's disturbingly complex nature, Daphne found the day with him comforting. He did seem to understand her, and her trances and "oddness" did not shock him. He seemed rather to be intrigued and interested in her because of the very qualities she feared. 

She slept well that night, and awakened the next day refreshed and ready to work again. She went out early to the site, so early that no one else was up, not even Sebastian. She worked there a long time, carefully avoiding the altar this time. She would wait to dig that up when she had workmen with her, she thought. 

She returned as the late afternoon sun was sending bands of yellow and scarlet across the western sky. She was tired, contented. She had found some marble fragments, the outlines of a small room. Nearby had be en some pottery shards, which she bad photographed, and now was bringing back with her in the empty picnic basket. 

Sebastian met her at the side door. "I thought "you should be coming along," he said, severely. "Working too long again, eh?" And he gave her a close, hard look. 

She onlly smiled at him. "It was a good day," she said, happily. "I found these-" And she held out the basket to him. He took it from her, scolded her briskly for working too long, and sent her upstairs to bathe and change for dinner. She luxuriated in the scented tub until the ache had left her bones, then climbed out. 
Ariadne was in her bedroom when she returned to it. She had laid out the pale amethyst chiffon for Daphne. 

Daphne glanced at it. "That is too formal, darling. I'll wear one of my cottons." 

"Sebastian said to wear it, I'm wearing my blue," said Ariadne. 

"Sebastian said-really! He is outrageous," cried Daphne. "He is not going to choose my clothes for me. And how did he know I had that?" 

"Oh, he looked in your clothes closet, and said to put the grays and blacks away. He prefers you to wear colors," said Ariadne, complacently smoothing her pale blue that set off the silvery blonde of her beautiful hair. "He really has excellent taste, doesn't he?" 

Daphne compressed her lips. He had been kind to her, but that did not mean he had the right to choose her clothes. She went over to the closet, looked through until she found a dove-gray cotton dress with a meek round color, and put it on, to Aridane's distress. "I feel like this," she said, firmly, over the other's protests. 

"Oh, did you have a bad day?" Sebastian asked, outrageously, as she came down to the drawing room before dinner. His eyes seemed more black and devilish than ever as they swept her from her gray-shod feet to the gray dress, to the severe hair-do that concealed the real beauty of her soft blonde hair. "You must be tired, you are quite pale." 

"Poor thing, you really do work hard," said June Forrester, looking radiant in her favorite emerald satin, shining and hard, Her emerald necklace and long earrings caught the light. Her nails had been done in blood-red, which matched her hard mouth. "You really ought to go to bed early. Would you like dinner in bed, a little tea and toast perhaps?" 

Daphne caught Peter's concerned look, and managed to smile. "I must look pretty terrible, thank you," she said, to the catty remarks. "If I manage, I can stay up until ten o'clock." 

Peter took her aside, sat down with her, brought her fresh drinks when she wanted them. He told her he had finished the photographs of the site from several days ago, had enlarged several and wanted her opinion on them. He managed to soothe her ruffled feelings, and she felt grateful to him as she often did. He was really a kind man, she thought. 

She was seated next to Sebastian at dinner, and noted with satisfaction that he seemed to have practically full use of his injured shoulder once more. June had the place of honor at his right, and monopolized his attention, so Daphne had a quiet time. 

She was weary, however, and she excused herself soon after dinner. Sebastian seemed disappointed, and Ariadne concerned. The others did not seem to care, even Peter and Nerissa, who were engaged in a teasing game of cards. She went out into the hallway, hesitated. She did not feel like going to bed just yet, but she did want to be alone, 

Instead of going up the stairs, she turned aside, and went out the side door into the gardens. She had her gray sweater with her, and put it on against the evening chill. She wandered for a time along the garden paths, thinking about the satisfying day of work, planning the next day's work. 

Finally she arrived at the fountain, and seated herself on the marble bench. She sighed with happiness at the soft splashing of the water, the fragrant scent of the herbs and flowers which came to her on every slight breeze. When she heard voices, she rose, frowned, then slipped away into the gardens. She did not want to talk to anyone. 

The voices came closer, the people seemed to be headed toward the fountain. It sounded like the girl's voice was that of Ariadne, yes, that was her light pretty laugh. 

The deeper voice--she was not sure, and peeped through the darkness. She frowned as she saw it was Peter, his graying hair catching the light of the moon. He had his arm around Ariadne's shoulders, and they were walking more and more slowly. 

She was about to turn away-she disliked spying on her sister-when suddenly a movement from Peter caught her attention. He reached about, grabbed her sister about the waist, and pulled her roughly to him. 

Daphne was about to dash out, outraged, when a movement of Ariadne's white arms made her realize the embrace was not being fought. The young girl put her arms up around the neck of the older man who held her, She held up 'her lovely face, and the man uttered a thick exclamation, and bent to her. 

Daphne's eyes widened and widened as she witnessed the passionate kiss that went on and on. Ariadne, small and dainty, was on tiptoe, winding her arms about Peter's neck, pressing herself tightly to him. He had his head bent to her, his mouth pressed to hers. 

Then Ariadne drew back a little. Peter did not loosen his grip. His face went to the white neck, and he was kissing her on her throat, on the nape of her neck, kissing thirstily as though he adored her-as though he had done this before--as though he knew he was welcomed! 

The embrace was still going on as Daphne quietly left the garden and went up to her room, unnoticed. She sat there in the window seat for a long time, watching the blur of Ariadne's pale blue dress in the gardens below, near the fountains. They were there for more than an hour. 

At the site the next day, Daphne would work for a time, then pause to sit and think for a long time. She thought and thought, her mouth set and hard, 

Peter was more than twice the age of Ariadne. He was cynical, experienced. He was hurt badly by a woman, he could be as hard or harder than Sebastian, she thought.

She could not allow a man like Peter to entangle little innocent Ariadne in any love-making net of his. He could be kind, but where a girl was concerned many a kind man could be ruthless. There were few other girls about, and Ariadne was the one he wanted in his net. 

Well, Daphne could take care of that, she thought, grimly. 

By the time she had left the site early in mid-afternoon, she had laid her plans. She had arrived borne before Sebastian had come from the valley of the vines. She went straight up to her room, bathed a long time in the scented water, then went thoughtfully through her closet, 

Sebastian could be obnoxious and domineering, but he knew fashions, and the style that suited a woman. Daphne set out the amethyst dress and with it her amethyst jewelry, a lovely bracelet of smooth purple stones, a huge ring in a heart-shape that she adored. With it were long dangling earrings. She worked a long time on her hair, trying one style, then another. 

She went down to the drawing room early, When she came in, Marcus looked up casually from his brandy. His eyes widened, became very black and intense as he looked her over from head to foot. Then he smiled, and whistled. 

Peter laid down his book, and looked also. He smiled, then stood up. "The enchantress has arrived!" he said, and held out his hand to her, to seat her near him. 

She smiled up at him. She knew the hair-do was flattering. Her long blonde curly hair was swept to one side, severely plain on one side, thick and shining on the other. The long earrings dangled with flashing purple fire against the gold of her hair. The chiffon dress was off the shoulder, and she had deliberately pushed it farther back, so her white shoulders were bare, framed with amethyst chiffon. Her eyes looked enormous, like violet fire in the darkness of the deftly-applied mascara and dark eye shadow. 

The dress came just to her knees, and her long slim legs were bare under the wide skirt. She had put on her most frivolous silver sandals, the high heels arching as she crossed her legs. Peter and Marcus .kept staring and staring at her. June was frowning, Lydia seemed vaguely amused. 
. 

Sebastian came down, stunning and darkly handsome in a gray silk suit, He gave her a startled look, almost stunned, she thought. She smiled briefly at him, then turned her slim shoulder to him and concentrated on Peter. 

Ariadne came in last, with Nerissa. The two girls wore contrasting frocks, the small blonde girl in her favorite greenish-blue that matched her eyes, Nerissa in rose pink. But tonight they were outshone, declared Ariadne, hugging her sister. 

"Oh, you do look a stunner, don't you agree, Peter?" the girl declared happily. "I do wish you would dress up more often." 

"She is beautiful, no matter what she wears," said Peter gallantly, Sebastian's heavy black eyebrows drew into a scowl. 

Arbitrarily, Daphne sat next to Peter at dinner. "We are talking--do you mind?" she appealed prettily to her host. 

"As you wish," he said, curtly, and turned to the furious June at his right again. Daphne ignored them as much as she could, and earnestly talked photography to Peter, then his water color project which she was encouraging. 

"I do think you would be a success with a book of water colors of the Greek islands," she said. The words came out more loudly than she had intended in the sudden silence about the table. She had put her slim hand on Peter's sleeve, he was bending to listen to her. Across the table, Ariadne's hurt look met that of her sister, Daphne only turned back to Peter. 

She might hurt Ariadne now, but it was better than having Peter hurt her later, thought Daphne. 

After dinner, they had brandy and coffee in the drawing room. Daphne refused the brandy, she wanted to have a clear head for her plot. She drew Peter over to the record player, asked him to find some dance music. 

"I feel like dancing, don't you?" she asked, smiling up at him. Dazzled visibly, .he beamed down at her. 

"With you wearing that gorgeous dress, and looking so glamorous? I should say so," he said, and then bent closer to her ear. "It is as good an excuse as I know of, to have you in my arms!" And he kissed her ear quickly. 
. . 
. 

And only last night he bad been kissing her little sister passionately in the garden! Men! and Daphne longed to kick his shins with one well-directed blow where it would hurt most. 

They found a record of waltzes, and moved out to the veranda. Peter took her in his arms, and they began to dance. She moved well, she knew she did, and she let him feel the slight weight of her hand on his shoulder, her fingers in his other hand curling into his fingers. They danced, and danced, and she laughed up at him and moved closer to him as they whirled about. 

Sebastian came out twice, and glared at them. Finally, he said on the third trip, "Come in, it is turning too cold out there!" It was an order, and they reluctantly obeyed him. 

She caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror near the long windows. She was flushed, her cheeks bright pink, her large violet eyes sparkling. One shoulder showed more flesh than the other, her dress had been pushed down farther. Deliberately, obviously, she drew it up, slowly. She still left pale skin of entrancing smoothness to show against the amethyst fabric.

Peter was still holding her hand. He too was flushed, and could not take his eyes from her. She knew she could be enchanting when she chose-she did not usually choose to be. But tonight was important. She wanted Ariadne to see how fickle a man could become. 

She drew Peter to the empty couch with her. "I'll tell your fortune," she said demurely, and opened his big hand with her small fingers. She held his hand in her lap, her fingers around it, and bent over it to study it. He bent over too, so that his graying blond hair was very close to hers. 

She was aware that Ariadne was glaring at them now, furiously, incredulously. But she persisted. "I see -I see," she said, so softly that Peter had to bend even closer to her to bear. 

"What do you see?" he whispered, right into her small ear. 

And then she did see-the spell stealing over her. His closeness and warmth had heightened her vision, and she saw him clearly. She stiffened, as she slid into a trance. 

She saw Peter quite clearly, standing near a podium which was covered with purple velvet. Nearby was a table with a display of a number of copies of a single book, the water color book she had seen before, water colors of Greek scenes. 

"Oh-you are lecturing-to quite a large audience. About your book, Peter," she murmured. "Your book -it is a great success. You are wearing a formal suit -how distinguished you look! It is of blue velvet and silk--quite nice. And there is a woman with you-a lovely woman-in blue velvet-" And then Daphne frowned again. She was the same blonde girl she had seen before, only once again she could not see her face. Only the shining long blonde hair-hers? Ariadne's? some other girl's? 

And a child had appeared in the arms of the blonde girl, a baby, being held up, as the girl sat in the first row of the audience. Peter was smiling at her, lifting his band for her to rise as he introduced her as his wife. Daphne bit her lips. She would not tell him that. 

''What more, what else do you see?" Peter was urging. 

The vision changed. There was darkness, a storm. She could see figures only dimly, but Peter was walking, running through the storm, the water streaming down from his wet anguished face. 

"I see you-in a storm," she said slowly, watching the vision intently. "The rain is pouring over you, you are running. I don't know why-ah, I see. The car has wrecked, you are running for help. The baby is injured-" 

"Baby? .Injured?" he whispered. 

The others could not hear him. "Yes, but-but you get the doctor. The doctor is coming-you get your wife out of the wreckage, and the baby-the baby-" 

"Tell me, tell me," he urged eagerly, very close to her. 

June Forrester's icy voice cut across the vision, dispelling it like an icy blast. "You are trying your tricks again, aren't you, Daphne? Pretending to read the future, to entice men? What an act! Except it doesn't work. I don't believe a bit of anything-the past- or the future-reading you do! Kindly stop trying to frighten poor Peter-he seems to believe you!" 

Daphne leaned back with a sigh. Peter was staring down at her. "I see the truth, past and future," she said, simply, too wrapped in the recent spell to be wary. "I have always seen it. It is a gift or a curse, I don't know which-but I can see the fortunes of us all." 

After her flat statement, there was a heavy ominous pause in the conversation. Her gaze went slowly from one to the other, to Marcus staring at her with wide dark eyes-to the hurt fury of her sister-to the coldness and disbelief of June Forrester-to the dark aloofness of Lydia in black-to Sebastian- 

And there her gaze paused. He was furious! His black eyes told her clearly that he wanted to spank her, to strike her! He was stiff, his cigar unlit in his hand, his brandy glass empty beside him. He was glaring at her, his black eyes flashing with rage. She read his thoughts, suddenly, clearly. "You belong to me, how dare you flirt with him? How dare you tell him of your gifts, how dare you confide. You belong to me!" 

She sent her thought swiftly winging to him. "I do not!" And her violet eyes flashed a challenge to him. 

Lydia's cool voice broke into the silence. "It would be amusing if it did not give me nightmares. I wish you would not play your games, Daphne! June is quite right, you are frightening Peter. That is no way to catch him, you know!" 

"You seem to be quite inexperienced with men," said June, cuttingly, Her long slim legs in the emerald suit stretched out languidly. "But then-you have not met many such men as these, have you? You probably meet only professors and college boys, and a few of those archaeological types, all wrapped up in their work, The sophisticated man of the world is not your type, you know!" 

A deep flash of anger swept over Daphne, wiping out any caution. "I daresay I have met as many as you, Miss Forrester-and some much more intelligent than any you have! This is not a trick, it is truth. But I would not expect you to recognize truth, or genius! You have probably rarely met either!" 

She stood up, dropping Peter's hand. Her violet eyes judged them all coldly, challenged them. Into the hushed silence, her next words came as a shock. 

"I can know what each of you will do in the future! I could caution you, help you, if I wished! But do I wish to--ah, that is the question! I can read the future for you-or I can shut my mind to it, and leave you to find out for yourselves-for good, or for evil!" 

And she swept out of the room, and shut the door quietly after her.
CHAPTER TEN

Daphne ate breakfast in her room the next morning. She still felt a strange fury when she thought of the evening before, their skepticism, and a strong doubt of herself she had sensed. 

She was sorry, though, that she bad lost control of herself enough to blurt out the secret of her powers. She was not sure they would believe her, think her mad, or think her gifted. But she wished she had told nothing, nothing about herself. 
. 

She really must retreat back to her shell of caution once more, she decided. The world did not comprehend or appreciate persons like herself. They tended to set them apart mentally and sometimes physically, treating them as insane or "touched of God," depending on the religions of the time. She would be safer to retreat, hide away her true self, and let people know what she was like inside. 

She went down to the site early, without seeing anyone but her sister, who still slept in the same room with her. Ariadne was quiet, subdued, sending odd glances at her older sister and mentor. Daphne knew she had hurt her with the obvious play at Peter, but it had to be. Now Ariadne would know what Peter was like. 

She worked for a time at the site, then changed to her yellow bathing suit and bright yellow cap to swim. She went into the sea, delighting in its coolness and the warmth where the sun's rays lay caressingly on the surface of the waters. 

When she felt the big bump at her shoulder, she turned in delight, to see the open mouth and laughing eyes of her pet dolphin. 

"Oh, here you are! I missed you," she said, in its own high-pitched sounds. 

"Come and play-I missed you-come and play," the dolphin invited, and swam about her, bobbing up and down in the water, practically dancing on its tail. It jumped high up in the air as she began to swim out farther with it. It darted about her, swam playfully closer, allowed itself to be petted on the nose, then swam farther. 

She paused when she had gone out as far as she dared. The waters surged about her slim body. The dolphin came down under her, playfully darted between her legs, and before she knew it she was riding on its back. 
 

A little frightened, she clung to its broad neck, and allowed herself to be carried farther out to sea. The dolphin dove gently under the waves, bobbed up with her still clinging, then swam strongly on. Finally, when she was becoming more than a little scared, it turned about and started toward the shore. 

It said, "Don't be frightened. I have waited-long for you-waited long-we shall have great times. One day-I shall carry you--to an island-an island- nearby-" 

Daphne relaxed, and said, in the high-pitched sounds, "I shall like that, friend! But not today, I am still weary." 

"Yes, yes, I know you are weary. Weary." 

The dolphin would try out the words she used, tentatively, then more strongly, as though learning her speech. 

"From where did you come, dolphin?" she asked, stroking its nose as it carried her back toward the shore. 

"From the other island. We used to play about here. But it was not-not-" 

"Not what, dolphin?" 

It bobbed about in the water, growled, flipped about nervously. "You see?" 

"Not safe?" 

"Not safe, yes, not safe," said the dolphin happily that she understood. 

"Why not?" 

But the dolphin did not seem able to say anything she could understand about that. They bobbed in toward shore, she slid from its back, and played about in the water, splashing water toward it, laughing as he splashed it back at her. He played so gently with her, as though comprehending that she had much less strength that it had
. 

They talked once more. "Why did you know about me? How could you know I was coming?" 

"You are from Apollo," said the dolphin. "Apollo is our god, our protector." 

"Was I meant to come here?" she asked again, thoughtfully, stroking the broad nose lovingly. It seemed as affectionate as a puppy. 

"Yes, meant to come, meant to come." Then it backed nervously from her, half-turned as though startled. 

She turned about, gazed toward the beach. And she saw Sebastian standing there watching her and the dolphin playing about. 

She lifted one arm, white against the blue sea, and waved to him, He waved back, his serious face breaking into a grin. He was tanned, tall and big against the beach, his white suit immaculate. 

The dolphin splashed his tail in the water, said, "Farewell! I shall return again. We shall talk and play! Farewell!" 

She caressed his broad nose, slid her hand down his shiny gray back. "Farewell, dolphin. I love you," she said. 

He ducked his head down, a grin of pleasure showing his wide mouth, his huge teeth. "Awww-" he said, softly, his high pitch lower than usual. "I-love you, lovely Daphne." 

And he flipped himself about and scooted off in the water, as shy as a child. She watched him go, then turned back, and waded into the surf, then to the beach. 

Sebastian was waiting for her. "So--your dolphin returned," he said. "And he will talk to you!" He held out the huge yellow towel she had brought down with her and had left on the sand. She wrapped herself in it, and sank down on the sand with him. 

"Yes, he talked to me. Did you understand?" she asked, after a pause. 

"I understand, yes. You told him you loved him, he said he loved you, The dolphin can be a very affectionate friend," he added, gazing out to where the gray dolphin was joining his fellows far out. "I saw you. out there-riding on his back, and I was afraid for a time. I thought he would take you away with him." 

"Oh, he was careful with me," she said, simply. "But I am surprised that you understand their speech." 

"I used to play with them when I was a child. My father would be digging about in this site, he spent hours here as a hobby when he was weary from his own business. I would play in the water, and often the dolphins would come then. In those days, they came often. When father would go into the water, several of the dolphins would come up for him to pet them." 

She relaxed. She liked it when he was not severe, or devilish, but talking quietly to her. She lay back in the warm sand, the yellow towel over her wet body, and closed her eyes against the bright rays of the sun. "Oh, this feels good," she said, contentedly. 

"Did you mean what you said last night?" he said, gently, after a little pause. She opened her eyes, to see him sitting cross-legged in the sand near her, disregarding the immaculateness of his white silk suit. He was looking down thoughtfully into her face. "Did you mean you could know the future, Daphne?" 

"Yes, I meant it. I do not often read the future, though, it frightens me to know it. And sometimes I am afraid I am not interpreting the signs and visions correctly. What if I should tell someone wrong? Or cannot reach a person to warn him of an impending danger? It is a frightful responsibility," she ended, with a sigh, 

"I wondered. You seemed to feel that the gift, the talent, is something to be hidden and forgotten. Do you feel ashamed of it, or does it worry you?" 

His tone was so kind and calm that she found herself confiding in him. "Yes, it made me feel-apart, queer. I wondered what people would think if they knew the truth about me. I avoided-people-men," she ended in a rush, flushing. "I thought no one would ever want to marry me-that I might be mad-that it might be insanity-children, you know," she ended, in a rather incoherent manner. 

"I understand," he said. "Did your parents make you feel like that?" 

She frowned, thinking. "Well-Father said I was special, he was rather in awe of me because my gifts were much greater than his. And Mother-my own mother-she was cool and distant, very brilliant. People admired her, but I would hear them speak of her as a genius, and their tone-as though they were sorry for her. And she had few friends-and Father-I don't think Father loved her. I wanted-" 

"You wanted to be loved," he said, quietly, brushing sand slowly into a little heap with his strong brown hand. He piled it up into a round mound, scooped it about, then drew a symbol on it. She watched curiously, lying with her head on her curved elbow. He drew a little heart on the mound, carefully, with a long forefinger. "I think we all crave love, a perfect love, yet are afraid to ask for it." 

She wondered if Sebastian craved love. Surely, with his wealth, his charm, his force of character, be could command what be wished! He could have June Forrester with the slightest crook of his smallest finger, thought Daphne. But did he want her? Or did he want any woman? He seemed very self-sufficient.
"Tell me more about your parents," Sebastian asked. His hand erased the mound he had made, he made another one, slowly, patiently, absently. 

"Oh-Father was very brilliant, very busy. He was gone much of the time. When be was home, he filled the house with guests. I remember women in bright gowns, men in dinner jackets, and laughter, the dining table bright and sparkling with silver and candles and flowers. We would have wines brought in from our own vineyards, and the men would sound very critical and learned. And professors-he adored professors. He would bring them in and talk to them about archaeology, and Greece and literature and the ancient days. My sister and I would often sit in a corner and listen, quiet as mice, so no one would think of us and send us to bed!" She smiled a little at the recollection. 

"So-he knew wine, and longed for a life of learning? Eh?" 

"Yes, that was it. He revered professors, he called them scholars. I think he married mother because she had a Ph.D!" She suddenly had that thought, and her wide violet eyes gazed up at Sebastian with sudden comprehension. "Yes, I think that was it!" 

"And what was your mother's area of learning?" 

"Ancient languages and literature. She read Greek beautifully, and I think-l think she had a passionate regard-respect-for the ancient Greeks. I think she might have married Father because he was Greek-- then was disappointed that he was more earthy-more -more human, than she expected." Now her hand patted up a mound of earth, smoothed it out, formed an oval, smoothed it out. 

He watched her working, a slight smile of interest on his lips. He watched as she made an ellipse, piled sand in it, then wrote several symbols on the mound. 

"What is that?" he asked.
She broke off from telling about her mother, looked down. "Oh-that-it is something-in Hebrew," she said, in confusion, coloring as she realized what she had done. 

"What does it say?" 
. 

She had written the word "love." She smoothed it out, hastily. "Nothing-nothing much." Her hand piled up another mound, she worked at it busily, lying back on her elbow. The sun was warm, she cast off the yellow towel absently as she talked. He asked further about her home life, the way they had lived, the vineyards. 

Absently she traced the word “love" in Aramaic this time. She smoothed it out again, blushing. This time Sebastian did not seem to be paying attention. She was talking, telling him about her schooling. 

He seemed to be so interested, so grave and absorbed in what she said, his eyes on her lips as though he would read the words before she said them. Or he would look into her violet eyes when she looked up at him. Or he would reach over and brush sand from her hand and arm.
She had never felt so truly close to anyone, not even to her father. Sebastian seemed to be interested in her as a person, as a woman, as a- being with a mind and spirit he craved to understand. 

When she said that she had not loved her parents, he was not shocked, he nodded his head. "No, they gave you no love," he remarked. "That is why you are afraid of love. You think it does not exist, you have tried to convince yourself it does not exist for you. It is an illusion, eh?" 

"Yes-yes, I suppose. An illusion born of sexual attraction, or perhaps mutual interests, companionship. Otherwise, how can it die so rapidly?" 

She had thought he would contradict her. Instead he nodded. "I have asked myself those questions. I am a man in my mid-thirties with some experience of women. I have tasted the sweetness of their love, of desire, of sexual fulfillment. And finally, sooner or later, it would weary me, I would be satiated, and feel distaste, as when I had eaten too much pastry. You understand? Then I would turn from that woman and seek another. Perhaps you and I expect too mucho Or -perhaps we have not met the right one for us? Is that it?" 

She did not meet his eyes. "I don't know," she muttered low. 

He bent over, unexpectedly. He took her chin gently in his big hand, and turned up her face to the sunlight and to him. The sun was so bright, or his gaze was hard to meet. Slowly her eyes closed, the long lashes fanning her cheeks. 

His mouth brushed hers slowly, tentatively, like a butterfly sweeping lightly, Then as she lay motionless, he pressed more strongly, more warmly, against her mouth. She felt the 'strength of his lips and the heat of them against her own. She caught her breath. 

He lifted his head, still holding her. One hand under her chin, the other hand grasping her shoulder. 

"Daphne-you will marry me, eh? I think we understand each other, I think we belong together. I have felt it from the first. You will marry me, yes?" 

His voice was quiet, assured, yet with an urgency in his tone. She was abruptly alarmed, shy, needing to run from him. 

She wrenched herself away and he did not stop her. 

"Oh-no, no, no!" she cried. She stood up, picked up the towel. "Oh-no-no, I cannot!" 

She glared down at him as though he had wrecked something sweet and gentle and good. He moved to stand up. 

She flung the towel down. "Oh-why did you spoil it? Why did you-we were talking-I could talk to you-" She ended incoherently, in a rush of tears. And she turned and rushed out to the surf again, out into the sea, and began to swim strongly away from him. He would not follow her into the water, she felt sure of that. 

She did not turn back. The tears blended with the salt of the sea, and she wept in the waters. For the first time in her life, she had been talking with someone who understood--or seemed to-and he had wrecked it, spoiled it, ruined it!
CHAPTER ELEVEN

Daphne waited a long time in the water, swimming far out, then back almost to shore. Sebastian finally tired of calling to her, and stalked away angrily. 

She finally came out, and dressed in her pants and shirt She could not work. She brooded, sitting on sand. Almost-and then shattered. He had been so close to understanding her, she had thought. She had been happy, confiding in him. Then he had ruined it all.

She gave up, and returned to the villa. She went in the side door and met only Lydia, who gave her a dark uninterested look, and moved past her like a black shadow in her widow's garb.
Daphne went up to her room, took a long hot bath with plenty of fragrant salts, washed her hair, and went to bed for a nap. But she could not sleep, she tossed and turned, and thought about Sebastian. He disturbed her, there was something-something-mysterious and alien and forceful about him. She frowned. He had not claimed to love her, yet-yet he asked her to marry him. Why? She was not wealthy, and besides he had all he required and more. She was pretty-but so were other women he knew. 

Why marry Daphne? He had admitted that women wearied him, he became bored quickly. Desire satiated him, as too much pastry. Why would he want to tie himself down for a lifetime in a marriage he did not need or want? 

Unless-perhaps-he needed and wanted a son! 

The thought came suddenly, and a deep wave of strange emotion swept over her. A son-a child of Sebastian! She pressed her hands to her breasts, staring up at the shimmering light of the ceiling, as the afternoon sun shone into the bright room. A son. Was that what Sebastian wanted from her? 

But he could have married before, any number of the dozens of women he played with. Why Daphne? Why her? 

She could not answer the puzzle. Finally, rather wearily, she rose to dress for the evening. On impulse, not really knowing why, she chose a flattering dress she had not worn before, a pale yellow-green chiffon with flowing wing-sleeves that floated from her fingertips like butterfly wings, a full skirt to her lovely knees, a low rounded neck that showed her tanning golden skin to perfection. With it, she put on a small pendant of gold, one her grandmother had left her, and small gold earrings. 

Ariadne had not come into the bedroom, and she had heard her moving about in the other room. Her possessions had also been removed Daphne noticed thoughtfully. So Ariadne had been hurt last night by Daphne's flirting with Peter. 

Without tapping on Ariadne's door, as she usually did Daphne made her way downstairs to the drawing room. ·She found most of the company gathered over drinks, but silent. She saw June Forrester first, in a glittering black sequin dress that fit like a sheath from her shoulders to her ankles. Marcus was lighting her cigarette, bending attentively from his waist toward her, and he was smart in a black velvet dinner Jacket and white trousers. 

Sebastian and Nerissa were conversing in low tones near the window. As Daphne came in, Nerissa smiled briefly at her, nodded to her cousin, and left the room. Sebastian looked toward Daphne, his dark eyebrows in a scowl. He had still not forgiven her for leaving him this afternoon, she thought. 

Deliberately she turned to Peter, who was seated near Lydia. Peter wore a cream-colored suit, which suited his graying hair, his calm face, his light tan. Sebastian, who stood near him, looked like a menacing dark god, bronze in his black velvet jacket. 

Daphne sank down near Peter's chair, and smiled up at him. 
"You look lovely, my dear," he said, smiling back at her, his glance frankly admiring. 
"Thank you. Oh, Peter, if you are feeling particularly amiable and agreeable--" She batted her eyelashes at him alluringly. 

"Am I not always?" he grinned back at her. She put her slim hand on his sleeve, and he leaned toward her 
so he could hear her lowered tone. 

"I wondered if you might come down to the site with me tomorrow? I shall want many more photographs than I have time to take. I am anxious to get on with the digging. Do you think you might-? 

"I would be most flattered that you would trust me!" he assured her promptly. "What time shall we start?" 

"Oh-early. Why don't we go about eight-thirty?" As she said this, a movement in the doorway caught her attention, and she saw Ariadne coming in, and knew the girl had heard. 

The younger sister's face was pale and set. Her silver dress floated about her like something ethereal. Her eyes were huge, appealingly greenish-blue and wide, with smudges about them as though she had been crying. Daphne tried to harden her heart. Her job was to separate this most unlikely couple, and she meant to do it! 

Dinner became quite difficult, filled with pauses and ominous silences from Sebastian and Ariadne. Daphne acted as though she couldn't care less, sitting next to Peter, charming him, smiling up into his eyes, talking of photography and fortunes, of the future and her work at the site, intimately, in such a low tone no one else could catch more than snatches of what she said. 

Peter kept leaning toward her, his gaze on her face, on her eyes, on her lips. June tried some cutting remarks. Daphne turned a slim bare shoulder to her and ignored her. Lydia and Marcus exchanged speaking glances across the table, the brother and sister evidently intrigued by Daphne's act. 

Daphne ignored the wine glass at her plate. Sebastian finally leaned toward her, interrupted her conversation bruskly. 

"Daphne, if you do not care for this wine, let me order another." It was a command. 

"It is fine," she said indifferently, not touching it. 

"I had it opened especially for you! I wish you to taste it! Does it remind you or your father's vintage white wine?" 

She could not continue to be rude, when he had been so considerate. Besides, his pride was involved, she knew that from her father's work. She lifted the glass, sniffed at it, warmed the glass in her palms, and drank from it. "Yes, it definitely reminds me of my father's -the white chablis-just a shade more body than his. I know he was trying for more body. This is excellent," she praised, and drank another sip of it. 

"Good, good!" Sebastian leaned back, his expression lightened a little. He snapped his finger, and the hovering servant brought a fresh bottle and several glasses to the table on a silver tray. Sebastian ordered it opened, while the guests looked on with interest. "Now, the pale rosé. This is the test, Daphne. I want you to tell me if I am succeeding where your father failed. A rosé is difficult, you know." 

She watched the bubbling wine. "Are you doing a sparkling rosé?" she asked, with sudden excitement. "He did not succeed in that, as you say, not in his vineyards." 

"Right." Sebastian's hard mouth had softened, and he ordered the first glass given to her. She sipped at it, thoughtfully, closed her eyes to savor the taste and fragrance of the bouquet. 

"Ah-ah-that is good. Yet-" She frowned, sipped again, then drank some water. "Let me wait a minute. I am not sure-" 

"Try some of this bread." Sebastian passed a plate to her. She ate a few bites, then tried the wine again. He was watching her alertly, a strange expression in his eyes. 

"Shall I also?" Peter reached for the bread. "I am not so bad a connoisseur, -I am told." 

Sebastian reached over and practically snatched the plate from him. "No, you are accustomed to my wines. I wish Daphne to judge alone, without comment from anyone else!" 

Peter shrugged, evidently used to his friend's manner. 

Daphne found the taste of the bread odd. It was not like that served in her father's home, when wine tasters came. It had an oddly herbal flavor. But it did clear the taste buds, so she could truly taste the wine. She tried it, the glass was refilled, she was urged by Sebastian to try more. 

She usually did not drink much wine, and by the time she rose from dinner, she found herself a little dizzy. She resolved to drink no more that evening, she wanted to flirt with Peter, with her mind quite clear. They went out on the veranda after Marcus put some records on the player, and she danced in Peter's arms for quite half-an-hour. 

Sebastian came out again. "The evening is growing cool. Peter, bring her inside!" The curt request was an order. Peter brought her inside. When Daphne sank down into a chair, she found a waiter at her side with more bread and a glass of sparkling greenish wine. 

"And just one more tonight, Daphne," said Sebastian, quietly. "I value your judgment, you see! Will you try this one for me? I want your opinion on the flavor. I am striving for a particular effect in this one." 

"Could we not wait another time?" she protested. "Really I have had several glasses-wouldn't it be better-" 

"Just one more tonight," he said, coaxingly, smiling down at her, with his sudden charm turned on full. "I plan to order a sales campaign for my new green wine, if you approve it. But I am not sure it is ready. It might be better to wait another year. Do try it?" And he held out the glass. 

She ate part of the bread, sipped the wine, thoughtfully. Finally, with a sigh, she commented "No Sebastian, it is not ready. This is slightly off, not a true wine yet. lt should rest another year. I think it could be good, but the sweetness is not right yet." 

He did not seem angry. Nerissa had been holding her breath, and she let it out now in an audible sound of relief, which made them all smile. "Oooh! I thought so, too, but I did not dare say so!" 

"You see, Daphne dares! And her judgment is true. No, I shall resist the temptation to begin marketing. Perhaps next year, it will be right." And he put the bottle aside. 

Daphne leaned back in the chair. She was quite warm, the wine had made her dizzy. The room seemed to swim about her, the figures of the other guests and Sebastian wavered before her. "I am-dizzy-" -she said, finally, in a choked voice, "I had-better--go to my-room-too much wine-" She sighed, stood up, wavered a step, and fell down. 

She heard a babble of excited voices about her. Her sister knelt beside her, and her pale alarmed face swam into Daphne's vision. "Oh, darling-I'll help you-go to bed-help-" She could scarcely make out her words. 

Sebastian came to her, knelt beside her. "No, we are going out," he said, his voice coldly assured. "Ariadne, bring the black cloak in the hallway!" 

"Going out? You are mad! Let us take her to bed," said Peter's voice. 

"Get out of my way!" Sebastian was lifting Daphne, carrying her as though she weighed about a feather's worth. "Come on, all of you! I want you as witnesses!" 

"Witnesses? What for?" asked Marcus, sounding more cool and detached than any of the others. 

"You will see! Get your coats and come!" And Sebastian strode out of the room, into the hallway. Daphne, dizzy and weak, unable to speak, felt a warm cloak being put about her. She was so hot already she thought it was quite unnecessary, but she could not protest more than a low moan. Her tongue seemed thick, she could not move her heavy limbs. 

Sebastian carried Daphne out into the darkness of the Mediterranean night. She felt the coolness on her face, felt the wind stir her blonde hair as it lay over Sebastian's arm. Her feet dangled helplessly as he carried her like a whirlwind down the path she usually walked each morning to the site. She heard the voices of the others as they followed, her sister protesting to Peter, his reassuring puzzled answers, the amused cutting voice of June, the weariness of Lydia, and Nerissa's, eager chatter. "Oh, what is going on, what?" asked the youngest member of the party eagerly. 

Only Sebastian seemed to know what was going on, and he strode on like a giant, carrying Daphne. She felt the hardness of his arms about her body, under her legs. If she could have struggled, protested-but she was limp. Too limp for just the wine, she thought, with sudden clarity. Was it-drugs? Something in the bread? That herbal taste, what was it? 

They walked on and on, and finally they arrived at the archaeological site. Peter and Marcus had brought flashlights, and now Marcus lighted several torches and set them in the sand. Sebastian lowered Daphne to her feet, she still could not stand, and she sank down. 

Ariadne rushed to her. Sebastian's deep voice roared at her. "Let her be! Leave her! Stand back!" 

The younger girl shrank back, and they formed a small semicircle with Daphne in the center, staring down at her. 

Sebastian leaped up to the grassy mound of the former altar. He bent down, gathered some wood, heaped it up. He lit the fire with his lighter. Daphne could see what he was doing, understand his movements, but not his reasoning. She seemed numb, paralyzed. 

Then Sebastian leaped down again, bent to her, lifted her, and carried her to the altar. He laid her down near the fire. It warmed her, she did not need the black velvet cloak which lay on the sand. 

Sebastian raised his arms and cried aloud, again and again. She knew what he was saying, though it was in the old Greek tongue. 

"Apollo, come and witness! Come and witness what I shall do! Your priestess is mine now, mine! I shall be her master. Witness to me, as I marry her in the ancient rite!" 

There was a low rumble, a rustle, and Daphne looking up could see the tall figure of Apollo as it appeared. She half-sat up, brushing her long blonde hair where it streamed over her shoulders. The yellow-green dress was mussed, the silvery green wings of her sleeves flowed about her body. 

"No-no-Apollo-" she said thickly. 

The Apollo frowned down at her. "Woman, you must not evade your fate!" he said sternly. "Proceed, my son! I listen!" 

Daphne turned her head with an immense effort. She saw Sebastian's glowing excited face, transformed in the light from the altar, glorious, terrifying. Beyond him, she saw the pale frightened faces of the unwilling wedding guests, her sister hanging. to Peter sobbing-the others with hands in gestures of alarm and fright. She thought they could not see Apollo, but Sebastian's attitude, his face and gestures were alarming enough. 

He called on the god, and swore to protect and keep Daphne forever. "She shall by my wife, my only true wife, my mistress, my lover, my own! Her children are mine, and mine are hers! We shall swear to worship you, O Apollo, in our lives and in our thoughts! We shall offer to you as our ancestors did, long ago!" 

"It is good," Apollo rumbled in a voice like the crack of lightning, the roar of thunder, the menace of the sea, and the heaviness of the earth. "You shall be mated tonight, and you shall make offerings to me! I shall visit you and yours forever! It is a compact, a sacred compact, made on this altar of mine. And you -priestess-" He turned to Daphne, half-fainting on the ground, shaking in terror. "You shall obey your master as he is one of mine! You shall love him, obey him, reveal the future to him as he wishes!" 

"She shall," promised Sebastian, as Daphne seemed incapable of speech. "She shall do as I wish! I shall master her, and she shall obey me, and through me, she shall obey you in everything! This I swear!" 

And he swooped down, as Apollo faded, and the light on the altar flared up in a terrifying flame. He picked up Daphne, jumped from the altar with her, snatched up the black velvet cloak. 

She could not protest. She had no strength. She saw the white scared faces of Marcus, Lydia and June. Ariadne had fainted, and lay in Peter's shaking arms, as the others gazed after them. 

Sebastian carried her away into the darkness, like a god of the underworld, carrying off his prey.
CHAPTER TWELVE

The sounds of the night closed in about them. Daphne was in a daze from the wine, the drugs, the strange mad ceremony. Now in the darkness near the sea, Sebastian laid her down on the sand in the shelter of a dune and some bushes. 

She lay limply like a doll, unable to move. Her eyes closed heavily, she was so sleepy, so. dazed- 

Then Sebastian lay down beside her, and somehow his clothes were removed. She felt his warm heavy bare chest as he bent over her, felt the wiry hairs of his chest, his thick arm as he put it under her shoulders. He drew her so she lay under him, then his head bent to hers. 

His lips closed heavily over hers in an intense drugging kiss of passion. She moaned softly as he hurt her mouth with crushing force. He gave a little sigh, and his grip loosened slightly. Then she felt his other hand go to the neck of her dress. He gripped it firmly, then pulled downward. 

She heard the ripping sound as the dress was yanked open from the neck to hem. She gave a little protesting sound. 

''I'll buy you a dozen new dresses-a hundred," said Sebastian, his voice muffled against her throat. She felt his hot lips move against her body as he spoke. He moved lower on her, his hands learning her soft bare self, the silkiness of her flesh, and his lips followed hotly. 

She could not move, her legs were heavy, her arms heavy. She wanted to move, to protest, to escape--but she could not even utter a protest.
She was in the grip of a giant drugged to weak surrender of herself. Daphne tried to turn from him, tried to will herself to close her legs-she could not.
His big hand caressed her from her breasts to the thighs, back up again, until she shivered. His lips caught at the nipple of a breast, pulled, until the nipple stood up firm and hard and taut in his mouth. Then he treated the other breast to his caresses, until it too was taut and firm, tingling with erotic delight. His lips slid downward to her waist, to the navel, and he tongued it until she shuddered with the strange emotion he was rousing in her. 

Sebastian lay with his face against her smooth round belly, and his free hand went to her thighs. He opened them farther, then his fingers began playing with her softness. She writhed, he was firm with her, and his fingers wakened further strange wild emotions. He drew one finger repeatedly over the little mound, and she began to moan and lift her hips against his hand, 

Then he settled his heavy bulk on her, and she did not know if she could bear his weight. But as he moved on her, her mind went into an odd trance like one she had never known. She felt him thrusting into her, again and again, pressing hard, until she felt a sharp pain. 

She could not even cry out. She was limp, completely at his mercy. He moved faster and faster, and she knew a man for the first time in her life. 

Her hands reached for his shoulders, and he lifted one of her arms, and put it about his back. Then he drew the other one around his back, and she clasped her hands around each other, holding him tightly to her. He bent over her face, studying it lovingly in the pale moonlight, his hand brushing back her thick blonde hair from her cheeks. They were tightly together, so close, so close- 

She had never felt so warmly clasped, so tightly possessed. No one had ever approached her so, no one. 

Finally he drew out, and lay down beside her, breathing hard. She did not feel deserted, however, for he clasped her once more in his arms and slowly drew away the last shreds of her chiffon dress, her few undergarments, until she was as bare as he was. 

Then when he had his breath again, he stood up. He bent, lifted her in his arms, and walked out on the beach with her. At the edge of the water, he paused, looked down, raised her high in his arms, as though offering her to the sea and the sky. 

Then he walked out into the water with her. She felt the coolness of it enclosing them both. Tenderly he dipped her into the sea, swam with her, washed her body with his hands in the salt water. 

She roused a little at the refreshing touch. Her mind seemed to be clearing, she could protest now, she thought. But still she could not fight him. His tenderness and his strength overwhelmed her, and she could not struggle. 

He brought her from the water, and laid her on the sand once more. Again, he thrust his arm under her neck, brushed the wet blonde hair across his shoulder and arm, and bent to her. His mouth was as warm and eager, his hands as ardent, his body as urgent on hers, as though he had never touched her. 

"You are my wife, my wife," he whispered, over and over. "You belong to me now! You are mine! Completely mine, forever!" 

She reached up, shaken and overwhelmed by tenderness and bewildered emotions. She put her hands on his neck, and drew him down to her lips. The mouths met, opened. He thrust his tongue strongly into her mouth, and timidly she replied. 

They lay together for a long time in the moonlight. Sebastian drew up the black cloak over them for warmth, as the night winds grew cooler. Under the velvety warmth, her body warmed, became eager. She stirred under his bulk, and he slipped between her legs once more. 

This time she could respond. She did not know if it was the drugs and the wine, but she wanted to respond to him. Her body was hot now under the velvet. She stirred, and when his lips went to her breasts and caught the little nipples and bit at them, she moaned with eagerness. She placed her hands on his back, and her fingers dug at the hard-muscled strength, pulling him to her.
His hands moved down, and his hardness thrust into her softness. This time she welcomed him, opening her legs wider, and his hands slowly caressed the velvet of her thighs as he thrust in farther. His fingers were so clever, she thought dizzily, as they stroked the little mound at the same time that he was thrusting in and out of her. She shivered convulsively-and cried out. 

He made a sound of satisfaction, like a low growl in his massive throat. As she was shivering in reaction, she felt him thrusting harder and more violently, and then he began to shiver in turn. He was still, held her still under him, although she wanted to wriggle and thrust herself up to him. Then she felt his reaction as it surged through his large body, and he fell in her arms like a child. 

She held him tenderly, while the heavy breathing went on near her shoulder. He nuzzled at her tenderly, and they were very close, one person, for a long time. 

Finally he drew out, and lifted the velvet cloak which had fallen away from their heaving bodies. He put it over them, and lay on the sand with her in his arms. 

He pressed her head to his shoulder. "Sleep now, my own," he whispered, in Greek. "Sleep now, my little darling, my love." 

She turned more comfortably against him, loving the strange delightful feel of his massive warm body against her flesh. She pressed her cheek to the slightly sweaty chest, her lips nibbling at the wiry hairs and the masculine nipples there. She felt him give a long gasp at the contact, and he pulled her even closer. 

She slept then, held to him, and knew even in her dreams that he was close to her. She wakened, hearing the roar of the sea near them, and turned to him. She had been lying with her back to him spoon-fashion, cuddled close to his warm body, her legs entwined with his. She roused him when she moved, and he began automatically caressing her with his hands, sleepily. 

Under the velvet cloak, he caressed her soft flesh, curled her silken body into his harness, until they were both roused. Then he threw off the cloak, and mounted her again. She was awed by the power of his body on hers, thrilled by his skilled caresses. He teased her nipples with his fingers, pressing them until they hardened to taut buds then taking them in his lips, to bite and lick at them hungrily. 

She. cried out softly, cried his name, "Sebastian-ah, Sebastian-lover-lover-" caught his shoulders and drew him down to her. He thrust into her deeply, held her as she writhed and twisted in sweet abandon, as she responded to him with the sweet shudderings of her flesh. He handled her tenderly, whispering to her as she moaned at her climax, then when it was over he thrust again and again, until she began to feel it once more. 

She felt as though she could not move again. But he was going on and on fiercely, as though her response had roused him to a greater intensity of desire. He used her body, and she knew be was trying to be gentle, to hold back his violence, but not succeeding completely. 

She felt almost tom by his storm of emotion as he thrust into her again and again and again. He moved in a primitive rhythm that moved like a wind, like the sea, like an earthquake. Faster and faster-until the storm broke on her, and the rain drenched her body. 

He was sobbing when he finished, his breathing hard and raw. She cradled him in her arms, and he lay back, rolling with her on the sands. Now she was uppermost, then him, then her again. 

Finally, he calmed, and so did she, and they lay quietly until they slept under the velvet cloak once more. 

When she wakened again, it was dawn, and the eastern sky was streaked with pale rose and orange against the silvery blue. The sea was glistening with whitecaps from the early breeze. Sebastian was bending over her, his black-eyes studying her intently. 

. Her body felt sore and bruised, yet so alive-so alive! She glanced up at him timidly, afraid of his in tent dark gaze. His gaze caught and held hers, then her eyelashes drooped heavily on her cheeks, 

He bent over, brushed his mouth gently against her closed eyelids. "Daphne, you are mine," he said. But he did not say it tenderly, but rather in an exultant powerful tone that somehow made her afraid of him as she had not been in the night. 

He lifted her and she sat up, intensely aware of her nakedness and of his. He had cast off the cloak in the early morning warmth, and they sat naked together. She was aware of his slow glance down her pink and white body, over the blond hair streaming in tangles over her slim shoulders, of her bruised swollen breasts, her taut belly, her slim thighs and legs. 

"Let us swim a little first," he said slowly. 

She nodded, brushing back her hair nervously. All she had to wear were the tom fragments of her clothing in a pile near them. They stood up, he took her hand and they ran across the sands to the sea. They splashed about, and she felt better for the cooling water on her soreness. Then they went back on the beach again. 

"Presently, we shall leave," he announced. "First, we shall talk. I have something to tell you, Daphne, my wife." 

His tone was unexpectedly hard. She glanced rather fearfully at his face. In the night, she had leaned on his strength, found him gentle and tender and thoughtful of her needs. Now-she was looking at him in the daylight, and he seemed a different man, the old Sebastian, tough, cynical, his eyes half-closed as he studied her. He was not touching her now, his hand did not reach for her, and she felt suddenly cold and alone and frightened.
She waited. He finally spoke again. 

"When you wrote to me, and sent the article from the journal, Daphne, I was able to guess about you. I thought you were the one Apollo was sending to me, the one with powers. I guessed that you had the power to read the future. Now I know. Apollo has told me, and you have told me." 

"Told you-what?" she whispered. 

"Y ou are descended from a priestess of Apollo-you are the reincarnation of a priestess of Apollo. You have the gift of prophecy which he deigns to give only to his favorites. And you are one such." 

She stared up at him, her violet eyes wide and scared. "Oh, no--no, it is only-only a strange gift- there is nothing-like that-nothing in the world-" 

"Yes, it is possible. I know it. As I have known since childhood that I am a son of Apollo. My father was descended from him, so am I. I have waited long for you, my Daphne! You were slow enough in coming. But now I know why the other women meant nothing to me. They had not your powers, your gifts. Their beauty bored me finally, their graces and charms were not enough. I longed for something more lasting, more satisfying, more challenging." 

She put her hand to the hard pulse-beat at her throat. She spoke with difficulty, whispering. "Sebastian-this is madness! I cannot-cannot believe--" 

"It is true," he said, heavily, trlumphantly. He took her small hand and held it in his big one. He turned it over, studied her palm, as though finding treasure in it. "Yes, you are the one for whom I waited. When I first read your letter, your article, then when I saw you sitting in that café in Athens-I knew at once. I saw your blonde head shining, saw about you the nimbus of the power like a shining cloak-and I knew. You were mine, and no one else should have you. Did you think to charm Peter into trying to take you? No, he had no chancel But it infuriated me that you should dance in his arms, encourage his lips! No, he was not the one to touch and claim you. That is me--Sebastian-me alone, the descendant of Apollo!" 

"I-I was only-trying to keep Peter-from Ariadne," she stammered. Her hand was crushed in his big hand. He was looking at her body now with more hunger, more desire, as though his own spoken claim had roused him once more. "She is-so young, so unawakened. And he is-many years older-" 

He shrugged his massive tanned shoulders, and the hard muscles rippled in his arms and chest. "What is to be, is to be. You could read their futures, and tell them that. Why did you make no effort to understand them? Why do you not go ahead and read the future? It would give you power over people!" 

"I do not-want power," she said, slowly. 

"I do," he said, simply, directly. His large black eyes opened further, and flamed down into her wide violet ones. "That is why I have married you. You have powers and knowledge I want, and I mean to have it. I want you to find the gold treasures for me!" 

"But you-you have wealth-it means nothing to you-the gold-" 

"The gold belongs to Apollo's altar, and I shall restore it to him! Then he will give me more success, and more wealth!" 

"But-Sebastian-you do not need-" 

He moved his free hand impatiently. His other hand clasped hers strongly, as though to emphasize his power over her. "More than that, I want the power over people that you have," he announced abruptly, glaring down at her and scowling with his heavy black eyebrows. "You have power over people. You can read their past and more important-you can read their future! Do you not understand what power that can give to you-and to me? You will read their futures for me and I shall have power over them. There is no power in the world like that of knowing the future!" 

" Oh-Sebastian-no, no!" she cried out, terrified. “That is wicked-it is wrong! I cannot use my gifts like that! I have avoided this all my life, I have feared-" 

"You shall not fear again! I shall control your gifts and you! You shall do as I say, and let me manage everything,” he said, triumphantly. His face glowed almost as it had the night before, with an unearthly glorious terrifying light. She could not bear to look into his face, and she turned her face away. "Yes, Daphne, do not turn from me! You shall do- everything that I say!" 

"I cannot-I shall not! No, never-never-Sebastian, do not try to make me do this!" she cried. "I cannot do it-it is wrong-even Apollo would not want me to do this-" 

"We shall ask him again! And you shall hear what he says! He wishes you to become his priestess on earth, and I shall be your master! He wishes it, you heard him on the altar as he married us!" 

"No--no--I cannot-" 

"You shall! You shall!" And his grip increased on her, until her hand ached. Then he leaned over and lifted her to her feet, springing up with her. "Come with me. We shall go now-to the place I have prepared for us!"
CHAPTER THIRTEEN

Sebastian wrapped Daphne in the black velvet cloak, then helped her put on her silver sandals. He gathered up her torn clothing carelessly in a bundle under his arm, and they set out. 

"But I can't-can't go back to the villa-like this!" Daphne stopped right on the path, her face crimsoning. She looked down at herself aghast. 

"We are not going back to the villa. Come along!" And he put his arm about her and hurried her along, on an uphill path, in a different direction from the villa. "There is another, villa-you will see. I have been preparing it for us!" 

"But how did you know-you-I-" she stammered, then met his bright black eyes, the mockery and mischief quite apparent. 

"Oh, I have been planning this for a time," he said, coolly. She bent her head, concentrating on the path and its slippery stones. They walked on uphill, around curves, for quite a time, going farther and farther from the other villa, she thought. 

Then abruptly around a bend in the path, she looked ahead and saw it. Like a seashell set on a hill all shining pale cream and blue and green and rose and violet. 

"Oh-ob-how beautiful!" she ' gasped. Sebastian glanced at it, then down at her, and his sensuous faun mouth had a more gentle curve to it. 

"You will love it inside even more, my darling!" he promised. They walked on, and she became aware of how weary she was. Sebastian, ever-watchful, finally swung her up in his arms, and carried her the last several hundred yards. They walked inside a white-washed gate, into a rose garden, past it to the door of the charming small villa. 

Sebastian opened the door, and called. Two persons abruptly appeared, an elderly man and a black-clad woman. They showed no  surprise on seeing their master, with a very bedraggled woman wrapped in a black velvet cloak. 

"We will go upstairs. I will show you our rooms, and you shall bathe. Then-breakfast. Are you hungry?" he asked, matter-of-factly. 

"Oh, yes, starved," she said, then paused and frowned. Would be drug her again? 

He paid no attention to her hesitation. He swept her upstairs with him, into the upper hallway, and opened a door just beyond the landing. She went in timidly, then gasped. Her violet eyes went huge, unbe​lieving. 

The bedroom was immense, colored in the soft lights of a seashell. The walls were an incredible changing color, of blues, greens, soft cream, pale rose, violet, shimmering in the sunlight from the long French windows. In the center was a bed which was a seashell-a carved wood structure of pale wood, the headboard in shell shape, curving down to the shell which was the bed. On it was a silk spread of shimmering violet. 

"Your colors, darling," said Sebastian behind her, and kissed her neck. "The bath is over here-" and he went over to the side of the room, and flung open a door. It showed a glimpse of pale violet walls, an immense pink tub, and piled towels whose colors echoed the rooms. 

"Oh, that looks best," sighed Daphne. "I am longing for a bath-oh, my clothes-" And she looked regretfully at the bundle of rags in Sebastian's hands. 

He laughed, and flung the rags into a wastebasket. Then he went over to a closet and slid open the long panel. Inside were dozens of dresses, chiffons, silks, cottons, brocades, in all her best colors, violet, amethyst, rose, greenish blue, pale silvery blue-she stared incredulously as Sebastian took out a violet nightgown and matching negligee and tossed them across the wide bed. 

"There, darling. Bathe and get into those. I'll bring you breakfast in bed, then you have a long sleep. We can talk later." 

"But how-when did you-those clothes-all-" She had just caught sight of a dozen pairs of shoes on racks on the floor of the long closet. He opened one of the drawers of the large mirrored dresser and showed her the contents-stacks of frilly undergarments. 

"I ordered them when you came," he said coolly. "I was determined then to have you. But all that later. Do you want help in bathing?" 

"No--oh, no, thank you!" she told him hastily, and he laughed, his large cheerful bellow of laughter that made him sound like his old self. 

"All right. I'll be next door. Come over if you like, whenever you like!" he said, provocatively to her crimson face, and laughed again as he opened another door and disappeared inside. He left the door open, she noticed. 

She flung off the now-warm velvet cloak, and went into the bathroom, carrying the violet negligee. She found her favorite bath salts, and dumped them lavishly into the tub, then soaked for a long time. She washed her hair, finding it full of sand and sea water. She rubbed it partially dry, and finally dressed in the nightgown, and stumbled back to the bedroom. By that time, she was so drowsy she could not stay awake. 

She crawled into the huge bed, and blinked at the walls. The next thing she remembered was wakening to dusk. 

She felt lovely, soft and relaxed and happy. She could not think why-and then she began to remember. Finally, she stirred, sat up, and groped for the lamp beside the bed. She flicked it on. There was a tiny golden clock near the bed, she peered at it. "Nine o'clock? Oh, it can't be-" But she felt so rested, she knew she must have slept the clock around. 

Sebastian came in. "Awake, darling, at last?" He looked alert and handsome in a crimson robe. He sat down beside her on the bed, lifted one hand and kissed it. He held it while they talked. "You look much better, not like a drowned mouse! Not even big enough to be a drowned rat!" He was laughing at her in a good-natured way that made her feel more at ease with him. 

"0h, this room is so beautiful, everything is so lovely. But Sebastian, we are not truly married," she said seriously, trying to pull her hand away. 

"Oh, later on, we shall say words before a priest, and it will be legal." He shrugged his massive shoulders. "Never mind that. We are married. You belong to me. Eh?" And he looked at her in the transparent nightdress very intimately, and made her blush again. 

He ordered dinner brought to their room, while she washed her face and brushed her hair. She sat in a luxurious silk-covered chair near the French windows and gazed out at the sea. The villa must be high on a hill, she thought, for she could see far out over the ocean to the place where a yacht lay in harbor. Sebastian's yacht must have returned. 

While they ate the delicious omelette, the lamb cutlets with delicate sauce, new peas, she asked him, "But what will my sister think-the others? Do they know where I am?" 

"Yes," he said, shortly, frowning, as though he did not like the subject. "I have convinced them that we want to be alone for our honeymoon. We shall remain here for a time, to become-acquainted." 

She was abruptly, suddenly, chilled, and it was not the white bubbling wine in her glass that did it. There was something significant, ominous, in his tone. She began to remember the events of the evening before, how he had given her drugs and wine, taken her down to the site, forced the other to witness their "marriage" by Apollo. She shuddered.

"Are you cold?" he asked, but his tone was not very concerned. He was studying her face keenly, his eyes narrowed. 

"No-no, the room is quite comfortable. And so lovely!" She looked about the enchanting room, the silk walls shimmering with iridescent colors, the beautiful furniture and mirrors. 

"I hope you will enjoy it," he said. "It was planned for you." He leaned forward and casually poured more wine into her glass. She ignored it, wondering if he were trying to drug her once more. But he talked now, more casually, of the view from the windows, the yacht that had returned. He had gone back to the house briefly today, and informed them that they would be gone for a week or two. 

"A week-or two," she whispered, her head down. 

"It is customary-for a honeymoon," said Sebastian, and his tone was definitely mocking. 

"I think I should like to go back and see my sister tomorrow," said Daphne, after a short pause. "It was such an-odd-ceremony. She may need reassurance -that I am happy, and-well." 

"I assured her that you are. You do not need to see her," he said, frowning. "Drink your wine, you are still chilled." 

"I do not want it," she said. 

He leaned over, lifted the glass, held it to her lips. "Drink, Daphne," he said, but his eyes were hard. She drank, unwillingly. Warmth began to flood through her and she leaned her head back. She was feeling a little dizzy. 

The man servant came and cleared away the trays of food, leaving fresh bottles of wine chilling in iced containers, fresh glasses. Daphne watched the stars veering in the heavens as Sebastian talked. 

He began to tell her about his early life and about his father. "He told me early about Apollo, taught me not to be frightened of the figure and visions that I saw. He worshipped Apollo, and so did I, but Apollo never gave us the gifts that were bequeathed to you. I never had the gift to see the future. If I had-I might have been able to avert my father's murder!"
She shifted uncomfortably. "It is-dangerous-to know the future," she said, gently. 

"It can be much more dangerous not to know it," he retorted coldly, scowling. "Daphne, I shall persuade you! You must give in at last, so it might as well be soon! You are going to do what I wish! I want you to yield your will to mine, to use your powers, to develop them for my purposes. You are afraid of the consequences, I am not! Between us, we can rule whatever part of the world we wish!" 

"I do not wish to rule anyone," she said quite simply, gazing at him directly. 

"Not even me?" he asked, with a little smile. He held out his hand to her commandingly. "Come-we will go to bed! We have talked long enough!" 

She hesitated long enough to make him scowl, then put her hand in his. He led her to the bed and removed her violet negligee. He took off his crimson robe as she slipped between the silk sheets and lay waiting for him with her heart beating rapidly. Her body still ached from his assaults of last night. Would he repeat what he had done so soon? 

But a worse ordeal was before her. They settled themselves in bed, and Sebastian snapped out the bed lamps, leaving the room in darkness except for the lights from the window and the night sky. 

Then he reached out and pressed a button near the headboard of her shell-shaped bed. "Look up, Daphne, watch," he commanded. She leaned her head back against the pillow and looked up at the shimmering ceiling. As she watched, it opened! 

She gasped. The ceiling was folding back onto itself, in smooth fold after smooth fold, like a sliding door, until the entire ceiling had disappeared down into the walls at the sides of the room. And how they could see the sky itself, shining with brilliant white stars, so close that she thought she could reach out and touch one. And near them hung the slim sickle of a new moon. 

"Oh-oh-how lovely!" The night wind swept in gently, from an angle, across their bed, and she could look up and watch the heavens as though they still lay on the beach. She gazed and gazed, entranced. 

"What do you see, Daphne?" whispered Sebastian beside her. 

"Oh-the lovely stars!" she said, enraptured. 

"What else-lovely darling-what else? What do you see? 

She froze. He was trying to force her to have a vision. She braced herself. The wine had made her relaxed and dizzy, had he drugged her again also with the food? She resisted the desire to slip into a trance. 

"Nothing else, isn't that quite enough?" she asked lightly. 

He did not touch her. He lay apart from her, near enough that she could feel his warmth and sense his strength, but he did not even touch her hand. 

"Concentrate, Daphne. Think about-Apollo. Do you not long to see him?" murmured her temptor. 

"No, not tonight. I am sleepy," she said, and closed her eyes against the beautiful night sky. 

"Do not go to sleep! You cannot be sleepy, you slept so much today!" he ordered angrily. He was abruptly hard, cold, furious, raising up on his elbow and glaring down at her. "I wish you to see a vision. I want to know something!" 

"No, Sebastian, I do not want to know the future. I cannot summon up trances at will, anyway," she said sullenly. 

She kept on resisting him, finally turning her back to him and pretending to sleep. He sulked, tossed about, finally left her bed, and returned to his own room. She felt a strange ache when he left her. 

She realized then that he had never said one word about loving her. He did not love her. He had married her for her powers. That was all he wanted from her. 

The next day, she wakened early, had a soaking hot bath, and felt almost normal again. When she returned to the bedroom, in slippers and robe, she found Sebastian dressed and waiting for her. He had laid out a creamy-yellow dress for her. 

She pressed her lips together but it was too small a point to argue. She put on the clothes he had laid out. He watched her in silence, almost indifference, but something in his bright black eyes told her he was not truly indifferent. 

"I like you in bright colors, not those gray and blacks," he finally told her. 

She glared at him. "I dress as I please!" she cried, then flushed vividly. 

"Not any more. You are married to me, you will do as I choose, as I think best!" He took her hand, and they went down to breakfast together on a terrace overlooking the sea and the rose gardens. She ate hungrily until she remembered once again that the food might be drugged. She lost her appetite abruptly. 

Sebastian took her on a brief tour about the grounds. She found the gates locked, when she casually took hold of them. They were high gates, too high to jump over. "Are you afraid of thieves?" she asked Sebastian casually. 

"No, I do not wish you to leave me," he said bluntly. "Is that what you wanted to know?" 

"So I am-a prisoner," she said slowly, gazing up at his hardset face. 

He put his hand to her neck, shook her slightly, pulled a blonde curl. But his face was not playful. "Only as long as you insist on defying me," he said. "When you yield, and do as I wish, then you shall be free as the wind-except that you are my wife!" 

"And not free at all," she added bitterly. And flung herself away from him in a temper. He did not follow her when she went into the rose garden. But he called her for lunch. She tried to refuse food and drink, but he insisted arrogantly, and was finally so furious that she had to eat. 

Again and again he would give her wine, then try to make her see trances. That night in bed, he tried to persuade her and then flung away in a temper when she refused to go into a trance. 

The next night, he changed tactics. He came to her after dinner and went to bed with her. Instead of forcing her to yield to him, he was tender and gentle, sliding his hands over her, kissing her, breathless, teasing her body with his hard mouth. She could not resist him. She was hungry for love and affection, even the transparent substitute he offered. 

She must be drugged again, she thought, or under his spell. She had had little wine for dinner tonight, but he might have drugged the food. She seemed to have no will to fight him. Instead her slim arms went around his bull-like neck, and she pulled him down to her when he teased her with kisses too long. 

"What do you want?" he whispered. 

She pressed her mouth against his teasing lips, and they were no longer able to speak. Her slim body moved against his with erotic impatience. She wanted to feel again the emotions he had built up inside her. He put his hand to her thighs, and moved his fingers about gently, until she was almost crying out in her need. Then he moved between her legs and began to press home. It was very good this time, very good. 

It lasted a long time and their bodies clung, reluctant to part. And when she went to sleep, it was in his arms. 

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

The days and nights slid together, into an exotic blur. Sebastian was with Daphne most of the time. He would coax her to eat, and to drink potent wines, then try to force her into a trance. 

She would refuse to go, and he could not compel it. That would infuriate him, he would leave her for a time, only to return with fresh tactics. 

The most difficult to resist were his tactics of making love to her until she was weak and helpless in his arms, then whispering to her to do as he wished. 

If she did not get away from him, she thought one night, she would finally give in, partly through sheer exhaustion at resisting him, partly because he was beginning to make her want to do what he told her. 

She gave her mind then to trying to think how to escape him. She must leave the island, she decided. He ruled it completely, everyone here was in his employ. So she must leave. But how? The yacht had left harbor, had probably returned to Piraeus once more. There was no other transportation. 

Then it came to her, like something in a dream. The dolphins, the dolphins. Her pet dolphin had offered to take her to another island. What if that island was inhabited? It probably was. She might find someone there to help her escape. At the very least, she would get away from Sebastian, and his difficult demands. 

How to plan it? she thought, but it was easy. One morning, she expressed a wish to go swimming at the cove. "The water is so gentle there, I love to play in the waves," she said. "Do come with me, Sebastian!" 

He scowled at her suspiciously. "Are you trying to get away from me? Do you think to contact your sister or Peter?" 

She shrugged daintily, let disappointment register on her mobile face. "Oh, Sebastian, I simply want to swim, Don't you long for the sea water? And it is such a lovely day today, so warm and sunny." 

He finally gave in. She dressed in a new bathing suit he had put in her rooms, a suit of vivid bright green and a warm terry cloth robe of pale yellow-green, He accompanied her to the beach, they laid their robes on the sand, and went into the sunny, brilliant blue water. 

They played about in the water, then, she dived more deeply, and swam out further. Finally the dolphins appeared, and she watched eagerly as her pet gray dolphin began to swim toward her, Sebastian turned from where he was diving under, and swam toward Daphne. The dolphin paused, flipped his tail, and went about back toward his fellows. 

"Oh, Sebastian, let him come!" cried Daphne eagerly, almost crying in her disappointment. "I do love him, and he will play with me if you don't come too close." 

Sebastian frowned heavily. "He will have to get used to me," he said curtly. 

"In time he will. For now-please swim farther away, so he will come to me. Please!" 

"Oh-very well." Reluctantly Sebastian turned, and swam away, almost to the beach before the dolphin would return. 

Daphne called to the dolphin coaxingly, and he finally came to her, flipping about the water, standing on his tail, laughing with his wide mouth and shining eyes. 

"I have missed you, O lovely one," said the dolphin. 

He came closer to her, and she dared slide her hand slowly over his slippery nose and head and back. He ducked under the water, she followed. When she came up, the dolphin had come up under her so she was riding his back. 

"I have missed you very much, O dolphin," she said, softly, and rubbed his nose lovingly. "Do you remember-the island? Will you take me to the island?" 

"You belong-to him," said the dolphin, bobbing up and down in the water. "Apollo 'has said it." 

She shivered in the warmth, the sun's rays not preventing the shiver from zipping down her spine. "I want to get away from him. Please help me. He wants to be--my master. I do not wish this. Please take me to the island." 

She had to repeat this several times before the dolphin seemed to understand. Finally it turned about in the water, and headed out to sea. 

Sebastian called out imperiously. "No, don't go, Daphne, I don't want you to go any farther out than that!"
She waved her hand carelessly. "It is all right-Sebastian-all right," she called back. 

He was watching her as the dolphin headed out to sea with her riding on its back. Then as though he had become alarmed, Sebastian elled after her, "Come back at once! No farther! Come back! Daphne, I order you to come back!" 

"He is-your master," said the dolphin, flipping about uncertainly in the water. 

"No, no, go on. I wish to go--to the island. Please, my lovely dolphin! Take me to the island!" 

The dolphin was persuaded, and carried her so far out to sea, that she was frightened, and clung to its neck, as the huge waves broke over her and the mammal. But she was even more frightened of returning to Sebastian. She clung to the dolphin, and he carried her, and they were surrounded now by the other dolphins. A great pack of the gray animals of the sea surrounded them and escorted them on and on. 

And finally they came to another island, a small one, covered with thick vines, dark green forest, a white sand beach. It seemed much darker and quieter than Sebastian's island. She looked at the shoreline and could discover no signs of human habitation, no houses, or huts. 

"Does no one live here, dolphin?" she asked, as the dolphin rode her up onto the beach. 

"No one. It is quiet and peaceful. You shall live here in peace," said the dolphin. "We came here- when there was too much-terror-on the island. We came here. We live here. You shall live with us." 

No humans here-i-at all?" And her heart began to sink. Somehow she had not thought of that possibility. 

"Only some people come now and then. Not often." 

She walked about on the sand. The dolphins lay in the water off the shore and watched her or played about by themselves while she wandered around. She saw no paths made by humans. The trees were thick with undergrowth. Flowers grew wild, some hanging from the green trees in profuse rains of golden yellow or red or rose and purple. 

It was noon, and she was hungry. And when night came, she would be cold. She grimaced. She had gotten herself out of one predicament into another one, she thought. Almost, she wished that Sebastian would guess where she was, and come and get her in a boat. But he would be angry with, her, very angry that she had escaped him. She had better be prepared to take care of herself, and find a place to hide should he come. 

First-shelter. She found several of the trees had huge thick leaves, and she pulled down a number of these. She erected a crude tent as she had been taught on expeditions, making use of local materials. She built the hut about a small tree, and the leaves shut out the winds quite satisfactorily. The sand would be her bed. 

Food was more of a problem. She was not used to this vegetation. She called to the dolphin. "What food can I eat?" 

"I will arrange it!" he called back. "Sit there!" 

He swam away, and presently, a small flock of birds flew over to her. Each had a small berry in its beak, and dropped it down to her, too timid to come close, but with something friendly in their small bright eyes. She ate the berries, and wished for more. 

And some small ground animals came, furry little ones, carrying nuts. She ate those, and found them good. 

Then she lay down and slept inside her hut, protected from the winds. She was restless and kept waking.
It seemed that there was a voice speaking to her insistently. Finally she got up and went outside the hut and sat in the sand. The sun was setting. She was gazing absently at the western sky, marveling at the orange and rose and crimson streaks against the vivid blue, when she began to slip into a trance. 

She was relaxed, well-fed, off-guard. The vision came so swiftly sbe was without power to resist it. It seemed that a woman in white, looking like herself, was walking across the water toward her, walking on the crest of the gentle waves, toward the shore. The dolphins lay quietly in the water, watching, their small eyes alert and unafraid. 

The vision in white came to the beach, and walked slowly up to her. It stood near her, and now she could see the woman quite clearly. She was blonde, with long curly hair streaming about her shoulders. She wore an ancient-style garment, one shoulder bare, the other covered with a beautiful silk fold of her dress. The white silk dress was girdled with a golden belt, fastened with a huge antique buckle, and in it was set a stone of an immense irregular-cut ruby. Her feet were bare. 

"Who-are you-" Daphne dared to whisper. 

"I am yourself, and outside yourself," said the voice, gravely. And it was her own voice. "I am a priestess of Apollo. You. I am your past and your future." 

"I do not-wish to know-" Daphne shrank back. 

The blonde curly head shook slightly, pityingly. "You must not be afraid. It is given to few people to know the future. You must know it, and reveal it when the time comes. I shall tell you something now. Later I will tell you more." 

"The master shall come," said the woman, as Daphne remained silent. Daphne wanted to put her hands over her ears, but she could not move. The trance held her powerless. 

"The master shall come, and you shall be owned by him. But you shall in turn have power over him, so he is weak as a babe, and angered by that weakness." 

The woman waved her hand slightly, and conjured up visions beside her. Daphne seemed to see herself in rooms like those of the villa on top of the bill. She was with Sebastian, and he bent over her, as she sat in a chair, with some bundle in her arms. Her eyes opened wide. Did she hold a child? Was Sebastian's face radiant as he bent to look at their child? 

"You shall have his son and he will give you more power. Yet your master is lord over you, and you are weak against him. Do not struggle against him, yield, and know your power in yielding. That is the way with love." 

"I do not-love him-" Daphne whispered. 

The vision smiled gently. "Do you not?" she murmured. She waved her hand once more, and the images went away. In their place was a scene like nothing Daphne had ever witnessed. It seemed to be a battlefield, and men fought, blood spilling about them. The vision and Daphne gazed at it in silence. The fighting went on, and on, the setting sun gleaming through it with frightening crimson rays. 

The woman waved her hand again. "There are other matters, but they must wait. Tomorrow the master will find you, and you must yield to him, and return with him. Or disaster will overtake you both! Listen to me, and obey the will of Apollo, from whence I come!" 

"I will not yield to Sebastian!" cried Daphne, in wild rebellion. "No, I will not return to him!" 

"You must-obey," sighed the woman, and disappeared, leaving Daphne to shiver in the growing dusk of the beach.
She ate some of the food the animals and birds had left to her. Then she returned to the hut, but only to restless sleep. She wakened again and again in the night. She thought of what she had seen and heard, and wondered if she had gone mad. 

It did happen, people of genius did go mad, she knew. It was something she had always dreaded. What if she had really gone mad, and no one would ever find her? She would waken, shuddering, to hug herself, and wonder miserably why she had left the sanctuary-frightening though it was--of Sebastian's arms and bed. 

She was so dreadfully alone. Human beings are not meant to live completely alone, she thought. The aloneness sweeps over one like a dark ominous cloud, turning happiness to sadness, turning triumphs to ashes, turning gay moods into melancholy. 

To be completely alone-she had never known that. There had always been her parents, her father and stepmother, and always the loving dependant Ariadne. Someone to reach out to in the darkness. Someone to cling to, someone depending on her. 

To be alone-it was terrifying. It was the first time in her life she had even been utterly alone. She found herself starting awake, turning to touch someone next to her in the sand-and finding no one. No one near her, no one touching her, no one crying out in a nightmare in a thin childish voice, to be soothed and consoled. 

She thought, "Ariadne needed me-but I needed her more. I need to have someone need me! I need to be loved, and adored, and wanted, and depended on. Oh, what am I to do? What will become of me?" 

Had she hated it that Peter was kissing her sister in the garden, partly because she thought he was too old for the girl-and partly because she dreaded losing Ariadne to marriage? Had the thought of being left alone influenced her? 

She brushed her hand across her face, thrust back her blonde hair-and was reminded of how she would waken in the night to find Sebastian pressing her hair back to study her face in the dimness. That possessive, loving, gentle touch, She closed her eyes, and tears seeped from under the lashes. 

She drifted again into an uneasy sleep. Then she jerked awake, and sat up, her heart beating wildly in a panic. 

She had heard a scream! 

Yes, there it was again. A wild, unearthly shriek of pure terror! Was it a bird, some night thing? Caught by a snake or a hawk? 

The shriek again-then quiet. Sudden deafening quiet, and she realized the birds and animals were still as well. No bird chirped sleepily, no animal rustled. All was still, as though every live thing on the island was tense and listening as she was herself. 

It was a long time before she slept again. She wakened in the morning, feeling heavy-eyed and weary. She stumbled out of her leaf-hut, and went down to bathe in the ocean. She felt somewhat refreshed. She had little food left, and she resolved to explore and try to find some more. She could not depend forever on the birds and animals feeding her. 

She walked along the beach; found a turning point, and was puzzled to find that a boat had been pulled up over the sand! A boat-and there were the marks clearly indicating it had been done sometime in the night. The bottom of the boat was damp, but not dripping wet. 

She saw the tracks in the sand. Tracks of large shoes, and small spike-heeled shoes. A man and a woman had left the boat, and gone inland.
Cautiously, she followed. She could not go far in bare feet into the jungle thicket that was the interior of that island. She walked slowly, looking about alertly. The menace of the atmosphere was suddenly about her, as though a voice was warning her clearly, "Beware, beware! Danger-danger-" 

She walked, paused, and decided to turn back. The sharp needles of some tropical pine were beginning to sting her feet. 

Then it was that she saw something, shoved hastily, carelessly under a tree and a thick bush beside it. 

The bright emerald green of a skirt. 

She went over to it, bent down. It was the green of June's favorite coloring. Then she saw the leg attached to it, then the other leg. 

She froze, and braced herself to still the sudden trembling that came over her, She put out one hand, cautiously, and lifted the thick branches of the low-hung tree. 

She pulled them aside, and stifled a scream of pure horror. 

June Forrester lay there, looking up at her. Her green eyes stared fixedly at her, from a bloody face. Her emerald green silken dress was torn, there were bloody marks on her bared breast and arms. 

"June?" asked Daphne tentatively, in a hushed voice. "June? Are you-" 

Then she paused, leaned down, fought her revulsion and touched a bloody cheek. It was cold. 

Gently she drew the lid s down over the staring eyes. They did not see. The woman was dead. 

Murdered. Sometime in the night. 

CHAPTER FIFTEEN

There was nothing Daphne could do for June. And after the first few moments when her brain seemed to have turned numb from shock, she began to be afraid for herself. There was a murderer on the island. 

Who could it be? Sebastian? 

Her brain seemed paralyzed. She could not think clearly. She must hide, hide. But where? 

She turned back toward the beach, instinctively. Her only friends were in the waters off the beach, the dolphins. She went back to her hut, put her hand to her eyes, shielding them from the bright sunshine on the waters, and peered out to sea. The dolphins were playing about, but not very exuberantly, bouncing up and down in the water. 

She waited, waved, then waited again. Finally the large young gray dolphin detached itself from its fellows, and swam toward the beach. But she noted he did not come close. 

"You know?" she asked. "There is danger here?" 

"Danger. Blood. Horror," said the mammal. He looked worried, ducking up and down in the water. "And your master-he comes for you." 

She gasped, as though cold water had been dashed into her face. Unreasoning panic overcame her. "Where is he? Oh, where? Is he on the island now?" 

"He is--on the island," repeated the dolphin. 

She looked about wildly. The dolphin ducked in the water and swam away. The whole pack of dolphins turned as he reached them, and they all swam far out to sea. She felt completely deserted. She ran back to the line of trees, wishing her green bathing suit were not so bright. But it was green-she might be able to lose herself in the trees and bushes. 

Then she saw him, coming slowly along the beach. Sebastian, his head bent to study the prints in the sand of the beach at the edge of the water. Then he raised his head alertly, and saw her as she stood frozen near the line of trees. 

She turned and ran. She heard him calling imperiously, "Daphne! Come back here! Do not run from me! You cannot hide from me! Come back!" 

Instead, Daphne raced away from him like a young doe. She hid herself in the bushes, but heard his heavy tread as he came closer. Instead of trying to hide herself, she raced away again in a frenzy of terror at being so pursued. 
. 

She heard his voice as he called after her, sometimes imperiously, sometimes angrily, sometimes pleadingly. But she kept racing away from him, paying no heed to the pain in her feet as she pricked them on the pine needles or hurt them on stones. 

She paused only when she was out of breath, and a pain in her side made her gasp and lean against a tree. She held her hand to her side, and rubbed at it frantically, trying to get her breath. Then he caught up with her. She saw his angry face, the dark face she loved and hated, and heard him call her from across the small clearing. 

"Daphne, I shall be very angry with you-" 

She turned, and raced away from him. He kept turning, and cutting her off her retreat to the beach, where she might have called the dolphins. She finally realized, horrified, that Sebastian was deliberately forcing her up into the stony crags, where the walking was difficult and running impossible. 

And now not only Sebastian was chasing her. Small furry animals joined in the chase, tumbling under her feet, racing after her, cutting her off from one tree or another. All the wild things of the island seemed to have joined in the chase. 

Tears stung her eyes, and she rubbed them with a dirty hand so she could see again. She turned and ran into a final grave of trees, and leaned against a protective tree, panting for breath. The stitch in her side was worse, stabbing her with sharp pains. She could not keep on going. 

Apollo would not help her, she thought. He was on Sebastian's side. "Oh-help me," she moaned. "Help me--" 

But who could help her? 

The furry animals ran up to her, and leaped about her weary bloody feet triumphantly, waiting for Sebastian to catch up with them and find her. He would punish her, carry her off, make her do his will. 

Who would protect her? 

"Diana" she cried aloud, frantically. "Diana! O, goddess of women like me, protect me! Help me! I will not be overcome by him! I will not yield! O, Diana, goddess of the moon, goddess of the hut, protect me, and I shall serve you and not Apollo!" 

There was a blast of wind, like the sound of tearing silk, and slowly a white form appeared beside her. Taller than life, larger than a statue, more formidable than any living being-Diana, in white silk, carrying a hunting bow and arrow, her eyes flashing with fire. 

"Who calls me!" she demanded sharply, her ivory brow creased by a scowl. "Who calls me from the hunt?" 

"I called you-Diana," said Daphne weakly, clinging to the tree with wet hands. She had never been so frightened, not even when Apollo had appeared to her. She was near fainting with shock at her own daring. She had called the goddess, and the vision had appeared. 

Brightly white, shining, eyes flashing, she was a formidable object. And Sebastian, coming on the edge of this grove, stopped in shock, and fell on his knees involuntarily. Daphne could just see him from the comer of her vision, as she gazed up awe-struck at Diana. 

"What will you of me?" the goddess asked imperiously. 

"Turn me-into a tree" Daphne flashed. "Protect me-and I will live as a tree and be sacred to you-" 

"No, no," cried Sebastian. "You belong to me, you shall not escape me-" 

"Does he defy me?" The goddess frowned heavily. As though her will had been set by the defiance, she waved her large white arm over Daphne. "So--you shall escape, because you called to me! I command you, be still! Grow and root here, let your hair be the leaves blowing in the wind-" 

Daphne felt a coolness striking through all her limbs. She clung to the heavy tree in terror, but still as a fragile blossom on a stem, as she felt the power sweeping over her to turn her into a slim tree. 

Then-a roar of thunder, a cry of rage-a flash of lightning-and Apollo appeared in all his golden majesty, his eyes flashing. 

"My sister goddess! How dare you interfere with my priestess?" he yelled. 

Diana turned on him like a white streak. The two gods confronted each other like angry huge cats. "She called to me! She asked my protection! Diana spat. "Look at her. How dare you treat a female like this! No wonder she called on me!" 

"She is my female! She has served me for three thousand years! She is my priestess, sworn to me! You cannot interfere with her! I have given her to my son, Sebastian!" 

The gods glared at each other. The sounds of their voices were like roaring thunder in Daphne's ears, as she clung half-fainting to the tree. She could not see Sebastian, her vision was blurred by exhaustion. 

They quarreled, accusations flung at each other, like enraged panthers. 

"You are always interfering with my females!" cried Apollo, 

"When they call on me for protection! They do not all appreciate your-charm," said his sister, sarcastically, a smile curling her mouth. 

He seemed to flush, and turn reddish gold in the sunshine, all over his bronzed shining body, "They yield quickly enough when you do not appear!" he shot back. "When they have once felt my embrace-" 

"What about the girl last week?" she flung back. "She would have killed herself!" 

"She is a stupid little fool!" 

"Any girl is a fool who does not appreciate you!' taunted his sister, seeming to grow larger in her wrath. "You do not know how women feel about these matters! Why should they not protect their bodies and their virginity from a raping god? Some prefer such existence-" 

"It is only existence, it is not living, when one does not know the embrace of life," he flung back at her. "You ought to know, the few times you have given in to the softer feelings! Your life is not all chaste, foolish sister!" 

And now she flushed, the white marble of her soft skin turned to palest lovely creamy pink in her embarrassment. "You love to hide and peep too much," she said sullenly. 

"Do not interfere with me, if you wish me not to interfere with you," he shot back at her. "Come, now, sister, we have always respected each other's votives! This girl is my priestess! Ask her if she is not!" 

Diana seemed to hesitate, then she turned to the half-fainting girl, clinging to the tree, the last refuge in the fearful battle of the gods for her body and soul. 

"You-girl, Daphne!" demanded the goddess. "Are you truly a priestess of Apollo, my brother here? Do you owe him allegiance?" 

Daphne shook. "-I-think-I am-" she whispered. "They tell me-I amo But truly, I do not want to be. I do not want to know the past and the future. The gift -the gift-I have tried to reject the gift-" 

"Foolish one!" cried Diana. "You would reject the gods? Foolish child! Grow up, and learn. Learn wisdom! You will never become a god, but you might mother one! I withdraw!" 

And the shining white goddess began to pale, and fling herself away furiously, in a bluster of white wind and palest silk. 

"No--no-come back-protect-" Daphne whimpered, and hid her face against the tree before Apollo's wrath. 

Diana had disappeared. Now Apollo seemed to enlarge himself in his anger. "You, Daphne, you will obey me!" he roared furiously, with a sound like thunder and ominous storm. "Yield to your master! I have chosen you for him. He owns you! You will do as he tells you. He is following my way! He will worship to me with the golden objects, on a golden altar as before, many centuries ago! Yield to him!" 

"No, no, no," she whimpered. She rested her cheek against the tree, and tears of weakness streamed down her face. "No, no, no, I will not yield," 

"Disobedient obstinate child!" yelled Apollo. "I leave you to him. I am angry with you. You will have to sacrifice to me something precious before I forgive you. Farewell, I leave you to your master! Remember, I command you to yield to him! Then someday I will show you the future!" 

"But I do not-want to know-the future!" she dared to cry after him as he began to disappear. 

She was rewarded with a disapproving angry glare, as the god roared away into the trees like an angry storm. 

And Sebastian called, "Now come to me, Daphne! Come to me. I command you!" 

"No, no, no," she whispered to the tree. Sebastian was standing near the edge of the grove, his arms out, triumph in his dark tanned face, his eyes blazing. 

She would never yield, not in this life! Death was preferable! She started up like a doe as he took a long stride in her direction. Wildly, uncaring now, she darted towards the crags, 

"Come back!" he cried in alarm.
She did not waste breath in answering. She darted on, des​perately, her eyes wide and unseeing. She dashed through the trees, and heard him crashing through the undergrowth after her. The very forest was silent, as though birds and animals waited with caught intense breathing silently, for the end of the chase. 

She heard the heavy footsteps, and they drove her to panic. She dashed right for the crags, hesitated, looked down fearfully. The beach was below her, sandy and kind. Far out to sea were the gray dolphins. Could she jump down, land safely, swim out to them? 

She slipped, or thought she did. She fell, or thought she fell. There was a heavy blow on her head, and she lay on the sand below, and everything was blurred, and then dark, very dark. 

In the moments before she lost consciousness, she thought dimly that she had felt the blow before she fell onto the rocks. 

A heavy blow-at the base of her skull-hard, and painful- 

But it must have been the rocks, when she fell, striking on the back of her head, as she slid, and tumbled through the air, rolling over and over down the sharp crags, to the sands and unconsciousness. 

CHAPTER SIXTEEN

Daphne wakened slowly, with the sensation of coming out of a massive drugged sleep, with a headache that was a painful throbbing at the back of her neck. She moved slowly, cautiously, in the bed, reluctant to open her eyes. She was warm, comfortable in the bed-but oh, her body hurt. 

"Daphne? Daphne, darling?" It was Ariadnel's anxious whisper that finally made her open her eyes. She gazed upward into the gentle worried face of her sister. She blinked, once. twice, and slowly the face came into focus. 

A hand slowly touched hers, as gentle as a kitten. 

"Darling, are you awake? Do you know me?" 

Daphne tried to nod her head, but it wakened more pain, and she moaned with it. She tried to move, and was still and sore from head to foot. "Oooohhh," she groaned. 

"Poor love. Don't try to move. Do you remember what happened? How you fell over a cliff and onto the rocks?" 

Ariadne's words began to bring it back. Daphne began to remember, and winced. The body under the bush, the bloody face of June Forrester and the blank stare of the sightless eyes, the wild chase over the rocks, the fright of being on the sands of the desert island alone-the worse fears of being chased by Sebastian. And the appearances of Diana and Apollo-had they been part of a vast nightmare? Her tongue felt thick and fuzzy. Had she be en drugged again? She licked her dry lips and tried to speak. 

Ariadne put a glass at her lips. Daphne turned her head away. "It is lemonade, darling, with ice," her sister murmured. Daphne drank a little, and was grateful for the cool sourness. 

It seemed to clear her aching head a little. "How long-where-" she murmured. 

Her sister seemed to understand. "You have been unconscious for more than twenty-four hours. It happened yesterday. Sebastian brought you back here in the boat. You are at the villa, love." 

Daphne looked around the room. It was the first villa, not the one on the cliff, not up near the stars, she thought. She began to remember more, how she had gone swimming, had persuaded the dolphin to carry her away to the island. Then June- 

"June-Forrester," she muttered. 

Her sister pressed her hand. "Sebastian brought back her body, darling," she said soberly. "They don't know what happened, or who did it. He has sent for a doctor, and the yacht, but it will be three more days until they come." 

"Murder, I think," Daphne whispered. Ariadne smoothed back the blonde hair from her feverish face. 

"Sleep now, love. You need more sleep," she whispered. Then she turned to someone else in the room. "She will sleep now," she said, and no more words were spoken. Daphne's eyes closed as though from an invisible force pressing down on her eyelids. And she drifted off into a nightmare sleep, in which bodies of glamorous green-clad strangers mingled with the imperious white silken forms of goddesses. 

When she wakened again, Sebastian was sitting on the side of her bed. ·It seemed natural for him to be there, and she was not startled. She gazed up at him with her wide violet eyes, and his hand closed slowly over her hand. 

"You are awake," he said, in an unnaturally soft voice, much lowered from his usual roar. 

She licked her dry lips, could not speak. He put a straw to her lips, and she sipped the cold lemonade gratefully. She was able to whisper, "Yes. Sebastian. You-here. " 

"I am here, my darling," he said quietly. "The doctor will come in another two days. I am sorry, darling. More sorry than I can say, that I should cause you such grief. You ran from me," he added reproachfully, his large black eyes accusing. 

She sighed, remembering, and glanced away from his tanned worried face. She could not even recall though why she had been so terrified. This Sebastian was so gentle and kindly, how could she have been afraid of him? His hand was gentle on her bruised hand, 

Through the opened French windows a breeze gently blew the pale curtains. The night sky was deeply purple, she could smell the scent of the flowers in the gardens below.
"What-time?" she whispered. 

"Almost morning, Daphne. Do you want something to eat, or drink?" 

She shook her head. She noticed the lines engraved on his tanned face, the serious look in his eyes. "Don't -stay up--" she murmured. "I'm-all right." 

"You are better," he said gently, and his hand closed firmly about her frail limp fingers. "Ah-for a time--" He seemed unable to end the sentence. He pressed his sensuous lips together hard. "You will never run from me again, Daphne? Never again? I was almost crazed. Do you remember what happened?" 

She groped in her memory, for Diana and Apollo and the dolphin; and the birds--- She frowned, stirred on the bed. 

"Never mind now," he consoled. "Later is enough time to speak of it. But you must never, never run from me again." He bent and pressed his lips gently, softly to the curve of her elbow. "If I should lose you-" he whispered. "Ah-no. I will not think of it. Sleep now, and rest. Tomorrow you will be better yet." 

When she wakened again, the sunlight streamed brightly into her room and the scent of the garden flowers mingled with those of a bouquet of yellow roses near her bedside. Ariadne came over to her at once from the rocking chair where she had been sewing, and bent over her with a happy smile. 

"Ah, now you are truly awake, -and your eyes are bright, darling," and she bent and kissed her cheek gently. "Don't try to move. Let me do everything." 

When Daphne tried to sit up, she found her body was one massive ache. She stirred tentatively, then gasped and lay back, and let Ariadne plump pillows behind her to prop her up a little. She accepted the fruit juice, ate one of the crisp hot rolls, and some of the scrambled eggs. By that time she was ready to take stock of her various aches and pains. 

There was a heavy pain at the back of her neck, and her neck was wrapped in a thick padded bandage. Her body was scratched and bruised from her neck to her feet, And her feet, poor feet, she thought, ruefully, studying the bandages covering them. Ariadne informed her that she had cut them on rocks, and that pine needles had imbedded themselves in the flesh. They had had to pull the needles out one by one before they could apply the soothing salve. 

Sebastian entered the room as she finished her painful inventory. She flushed, and drew up the silk sheet over herself. She could not get used to the fact that she was his wife. Or was she? Surely that ceremony was not valid! She looked at him, on the defensive. But he merely nodded to her, and smiled. 

"Feeling better, your sister informs me," he said, in his usual cheerful roar. "Good, good! Tomorrow the doctor comes, and he shall inspect you from head to foot. But I think even he will approve of our treatment. There was some of your ointment left, and we used that. How do you feel?" he added, in a softer voice, looking down at her anxiously. 

"Better," she murmured. He sat down beside her on the bed, and took one of her limp hands in his, and inspected it. The hand was bruised and scratched, but had fared much better than her feet. He looked at it closely, as though for a medical inspection, then unexpectedly raised it to his lips, and pressed a soft kiss on the palm.
Ariadne discreetly left the room, with a secret smile which Daphne caught, and resented. Sebastian tenderly brushed back the mussed blonde hair. 

"So. You are better. Good." His accent was very pronounced today, "Later on, we will have a little talk. But not now, eh? I wish merely to ask you a little about June Forrester." 

"Oh--yes," she whispered, and shuddered. 

"I am sorry, darling, but this is necessary. You discovered her-when?" 

"In the morning, the first morning after-l went to the--island. I heard-screams in the night." 

He questioned her very gently about the matter, and she told him all she could recall. He nodded thoughtfully, his face sober, his hand holding hers very securely. "Yes, I saw too the signs of the footprints, the boat that was drawn up. But who was with her? That is the question." 

When he was sure he knew all that she knew about the subject, he changed it gently, and talked about the flowers, how well the grapevines were doing in the sunny weather, how soon the yacht would return with the doctor. And all the time he held her hand and brushed back her hair with his free hand, and studied her face with anxious gentle eyes. He was so tender toward her that she felt very odd. 

When he finally left her to rest, she closed her eyes and tried to sleep, But she was restless. She would open her eyes again, and gaze at the yellow roses, glorious in the sunlight, that he had gathered and brought to her bedside. She would think about the sweetness of his kiss on her lips as she had left her. She would recall the warmth of his hand holding hers, the softness of the little brushing movement as he touched her hair. He could be so sweet and thoughtful when he chose. 

Why did it affect her so? She pondered, her mind puzzling over it again and again. She wanted to get away from him, didn't she? 

"No, love," she thought, and rebelled. 

No, no, it could not be love, this restless, crazy, hungry, terrible feeling, this longing, aching, beaten feeling. This was not love, a gentle sweet emotion. The love she felt was like that of a storm beating against rocks, the angry sea lifting up a boat and tossing it far, a feeling like hunger and pain and desire and fury and the sweetness of wild honey, all wrapped up in one mystical package. 

Love him? No, she rebelled against loving him. She turned in the bed, as though she could change her thoughts by doing so, and only succeeded in hurting her neck. She tried to sleep, but sleep had fled from her. 

Yes, she loved him, she finally admitted after hours of angry debate with herself. She could not drive him out of her mind. Her very body seemed imprinted with his, she could not imagine living without him, she did not want to leave him. 

But this love was not sweetness and security. This love was terrible, a state of siege, a remorseless pain, an angry state of warfare open and bloody. 

She did not want to love him. She wanted to get over it fast, as over dread disease. 

This love would enslave her. Sebastian wanted to use her and her wonderful terrifying powers. He frankly admitted he had married her for them, to get her to use the powers for his own purposes. He would use her, as a slave, without remorse or gratitude. 

This love would be worse than slavery. He would force her to do the things she had always fought against, believing them wrong. She did not want to know the past and the future of other people. She wanted to avoid that knowledge. She did not want such a responsibility. And to use it to gain power over them -that would be dreadful! 

How could Sebastian even consider doing it? But he had considered it. He had wealth beyond the dreams of most men, he had everything in the world he could want. He had only to stretch out his hand and command, and he had gold, diamonds, yachts, homes of magnificent design, flowers, even sunshine itself, the luxuries of life and the necessities, love and adoration of women, respect of men. Why should he want still more from life--the power over others that psychic knowledge could bring? 

"I will fight him over this," she thought, "When the yacht returns I will try to get away on it. I will leave him. He shall not have this power! I will leave him, I will refuse to love him. He cannot make me do this wicked thing!" 

While she argued with herself, Peter and Ariadne came in so softly she did not hear them at first, Finally she sensed their presence in her bedroom, and turned her head weakly to see them. They came in, hand in hand, the middle-aged man with his graying blond hair and lined faced and experience, and the young radiant silvery blonde girl with her gentle trusting open innocence. 

Wrong, wrong, she thought, Oh, God, so wrong! She must break this up! They had been alone together while she and Sebastian had lived in the villa on the cliffs. What could have happened, what not happened? She surveyed them with a fresh anxiety, studying their faces sharply. 

Peter came over to her. "Poor Daphne," he said, touching her arm gently. "Are you-feeling a bit better now?" 

"Better," she said weakly. Her gaze went to study her sister's face, and caught the betraying glow as Ariadne looked at Peter's hand, his face. Yes, her sister probably thought she loved Peter, although it was only a crush on an older man.
No, she must get away from Sebastian and this island, and she must take Ariadne away with her, away from the love which could only ruin her young life. Peter was much older, cynical, hard. He would not be the right man for young Ariadne. Once away from him, Ariadne would forget him, and find someone young and handsome. 

Daphne would see to that, she thought, and closed her eyes with a sigh. 

"I say, you're not tired already, are you?" Peter sat down beside the bed. "I'm crazy to hear what has been going on, How did you get to the island? What happened?" 

She opened her eyes and surveyed him somberly, "I can't tell you all that," she said finally. "And I am--too tired" 

"Well; I shall just have to restrain my curiosity," he said, but made no effort to hide his disappointment, "I had hoped you had come up with something like the discovery of the gold." 

"No-s-nothing like that." 

"Well, I can tell you," he added cheerfully, as she made no effort to go on. "Sebastian was a madman! He came running down from the cliff path, and said you had gone off to sea with the dolphins, or some such wild story. He got the boat out, and went over after you, but he had to come back when it got dark, he couldn't figure out where you had gone. He was out of his mind, like a demented creature." 

"Sebastian-was worried?" she murmured. 

"Worried? Are you insane too? He was wild! I never saw him like that," said Peter, with a little cynical smile. "He raved! He paced up and down the hall and the study, and I tried to calm him down, He threw the brandy glass out of the window, and smashed a pot, he ripped down curtains when they got in his way, he screamed and raved. Didn't he, Ariadne?"
The young girl nodded, her eyes glowing. "I could see he was madly in love with you, Daphne," she said simply. "When he said that you had left him, and were out at sea, he was simply foaming!" 

"Well, not really foaming at the mouth," Peter corrected, with a little fond smile at her. "But absolutely wild. He has been in some bad situations, I have seen him in battle, you know. But he was always cool, in command. Always able to think up some way to work things out. This time, he seemed to be about crazy, so wild he could not think straight. About two in the morning-" 

"Two o'clock-in the morning?" asked Daphne faintly. Then Sebastian had not been on the island in the night! Someone else had killed June--and she felt her heart lift up in relief. She had not really thought Sebastian would kill, but there had been that little trace of doubt- 

"Right. Two o'clock. Horrible time of night, especially when I wasn't quite drunk," said Peter with a grimace. "He got this idea to call upon Apollo! So I said, you're batty, old chap, but he didn't listen to me. No, we must go down to the archaeological site, and call upon that dear old fellow Apollo. And he came, he certainly did," and Peter seemed to turn a little pale under his tan. 

Ariadne was listening with wide greenish-blue eyes to this account, which she had probably heard before. "And then he came," she whispered, "Apollo came." 

"Right. Saw him myself, with my own bloody eyes," said Peter, simply. "Never would have believed it. Heard him the other time, at your wedding, Daphne. But didn't see him. Just heard the thunder of his voice. This time---saw him. Couldn't believe it. Sebastian demanded to know where you were. The Apollo chap said, Don't you talk to me like that. Sebastian got smart with him, and I tell you they had it out for a bit, until Sebastian calmed down, and Apollo got gracious, and told him you were on the island. So Sebastian must wait until morning, when the sea had calmed, and take the boat out. Wouldn't let us go with him, said Apollo told him to go alone." 

"So he came--in the morning," Daphne murmured, her head turning to the yellow roses. 

"Yes, right. Well, just thought I'd tell you what was going on. You certainly did create some commotion," he said, in a mild rebuke. "You ought to stick to Sebastian, Daphne. Don't go running off on your own, Makes him wild. Good chap, that. Shouldn't upset him." He got up to leave, and he and Ariadne left her to her thoughts. 

Outside, blind Homer began tuning up his lyre, and she heard the faint sounds beginning, as he played a tentative melody. Then he began to sing. And as she listened her blood seemed to chill. 

She drew up the covers over her bare arms and shoulders. Blind Homer was singing, in his frail reedy voice, of love and hate, of marriage and murder. 

"For one has brought the other, and it shall not end for now," he sang. "The opposites have attracted, and the storm shall create the lightning and the rain. Happiness and sadness go hand in hand. And joy will bring murder, and murder will bring joy. That is the way of the world-the way of the world-" 

"Joy-shall bring murder-and murder bring joy?" she thought, and began to shiver, and could not stop shivering. 

The trouble was not yet over, she knew. It was not over. Worse would come, and she did not know if she could endure any more at all.  

She was so tired of fighting. So very tired-

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

Daphne rested again, usually with her eyes closed, for the next two days. It seemed to discourage visitors, for she heard them whispering at the doorway, then tip-toeing away again. She wanted quiet, in which to try to think, but her mind seemed as bruised and useless as her body. 

Finally the yacht returned, bringing the doctor from the mainland. Sebastian brought the doctor upstairs, and Daphne could hear them from the downstairs hallway, up the stairs, and into her bedroom, as Sebastian ordered the doctor to do this and that and the other, in his usual commanding bellow when he was most concerned. 

A little smile twisted her lips. Sebastian was certainly anxious that she should be well cared for! What his motives were, she could guess. The others might consider him overcome with anxiety for his bride. She knew he wanted her to recover, so he might assume command over her and her powers, and force her to do his will. 

Sturdy, tanned Sebastian strode into her bedroom, looked at her anxiously, then waved his hand at the tall slender man who followed him. "There she is," he said imperiously, as though commanding the man to make her well instantly. 

The man was older, rather stooped, with glasses through which he peered rather diffidently. Knowing Sebastian by now, Daphne guessed he had commanded that the most expert doctor in Greece had been ordered to her bedside. 

Ariadne followed them into the room, and stood near the bedside. She drew back the covers at the doctor's request, and the doctor sat down beside the bed. He looked first at her head and neck, then removed the bandages which lay thickly about her throat, and examined more closely the heavy bruised area at the base of her skull. 

"A hard blow," said the doctor mildly in Greek. 

"We know that, we know that!" said Sebastian. "But you should help the pain! Is it serious? Has it affected her mind? She lies all day and speaks little!" 

"One does not recover from such a blow in minutes," said the doctor. His firm cool fingers pressed lightly to the area, and she gasped with pain. 

"Don't hurt her!" bellowed Sebastian, coming over to stand behind the doctor. "Damn you, be careful!" 

The doctor did not frown, but his thin cool lips pressed hard together as though he controlled himself with effort. He continued the examination. Ariadne helped Daphne remove her nightgown, and the doctor examined the cuts and bruises from her head to her feet.

He said nothing until he came to her feet. He took off the bandages, and examined the soles very carefully, holding her ankles in his firm cool hands. She winced as he pressed at various points. It stung badly. 

"Ah-yes," he murmured. 

"What is it? What is it?" asked Sebastian impatiently, trying to crowd in behind the doctor to see. 

"There is infection here," said the doctor in Greek. "I will need to open the healing areas and clear it out. Bring my bag, will you?" 

Sebastian started, his face turning dark with concern. He brought the bag, waited as the doctor took out instruments, and went to wash his hands. Then as the doctor started in on the poor wounded feet, he stood and scowled at the operation. Daphne gasped again and again at the pain, and finally began to cry. 

"Don't you see you are hurting her?" cried Sebastian, and began to push the doctor away. "What kind of doctor are you? Give her medication! Give her a shot --don't do that to her!" 

The doctor lost his coolness. "Mr. Palaeopolis! You called me to treat her, but I cannot under these circumstances! You must cease your interference!" 

The two men glared at each other. "Why can't you give her something to ease the pain? Some pill, or a shot?" Sebastian asked angrily. 

"Because you have given her too much medication already! She has slept for most of four days," said the doctor bluntly. "Her heart will be badly affected if I give her anything. Now, this infection must be treated. It will not take long, then she may rest, and the pain will soon be less. Will you allow me to continue?" 

Daphne interfered weakly, putting a hand on Sebastian's arm to restrain his fury. "Please-Sebastian- do not stop him. This is-necessary. I understand. Doctor-will you continue, please?" 

"But you must not hurt her!" Sebastian sounded like a grieved stubborn spoiled child. The doctor glared at him with exasperation. 

Again Daphne intervened. "Sebastian, do you--hold me, please. Hold me-while he-does what is necessary. I shall not mind so much, and you can hold me quiet, so I do not move." It would also give Sebastian something active to do, she thought, 

Sebastian hesitated, then finally sat down, removed the pillows from behind Daphne's head, and gently as a nurse he sat down and took her slim body in his arms. He cradled her against his strength, and she settled down thankfully. She closed her eyes, and pressed her face against his massive chest. 

"All right, doctor, go ahead," said Sebastian, more calmly. His arms tightened about her, as she winced when the doctor began to probe. 

She bit her lips against crying out. She found if she pressed her face quite tightly against Sebastian's warm chest she could keep from screaming. But she could not stop the tears, and they came profusely, and wet his shirt. He cursed softly, as he felt it. His hand went to her head, stroking her hair. She reached out blindly, took his big hand, and put it to her lips, She sobbed a little against his palm. He curled his fingers soothingly about her chin and face, pressed his palm to her lips, whispered little love words to her in her ear. And she was able to lie still and endure the sharp pain as the doctor had to probe more and more deeply. 

It was almost too mucho Then abruptly it was over. The doctor applied soothing ointment, and bandaged her feet again. 

"There. That will do for now. Let her rest for a time. Later, I shall examine the head injury, when she is more quiet. For now, rest," said the doctor. 

Daphne was glad enough to lie quietly. The doctor allowed her cool lemonade or hot tea only for the rest of the day, and she lay in half-sleep. She heard him scolding Sebastian briskly for the overdose of medication he had given. 

"But I wanted to help her," pleaded Sebastian, more abjectly, if such a strong stubborn man could be called abject. 

"I realize that. But you are not a doctor! Now, about this Miss June Forrester. I have been instructed by the authorities to discover what I can about the matter for them." 

They went away to talk about it, and Daphne was glad of it. The following day, the doctor examined the injury to her neck at the base of her skull. That was not so painful, and she was glad to hear his opinion that she was beginning to recover from the blow. The bruises on her body were already lighter. 

The next day she was allowed to come down to the garden for a time. Sebastian carried her down, and laid her on a lounge chair, piled pillows at her back, put blankets on her even in the warm sunlight, and hovered over her anxiously. 

"I am fine now, thank you," she said for the dozenth time. "Sebastian, I cannot believe you do not have urgent work waiting for you. Did I not hear someone ask you about the vineyards?" 

He grimaced, but finally went away, and worked some hours before returning to her. 

Nerissa and Ariadne entertained her when she needed talk, and Peter came frequently. Marcus and Lydia came out toward late afternoon, and sat and chatted of little things. 

But she knew the somber shadow of June Forrester's death hovered over them all. The woman had been murdered, and probably by someone now on this island. The problem was-who? and would the murderer strike again? 

But evidently they had their orders, probably from Sebastian, not to discuss the matter. 

Lydia even extended herself to talk of the theater in Greece. She was evidently quite fond of it. "My husband and I-" she paused, her face shadowing, then forced herself to continue. "We used to seek out the most unusual plays, to see them, and steep ourselves in the past glories of Greece. Now, you see, only the most obvious and popular of plays are given to the general public. But sometimes a school teacher will be sufficiently fascinated by the classics to present a fragment of a recovered play, or the entirety of some forgotten work, and we would go to a schoolroom, to a beach, to a crude wooden theater, to listen and observe how ancient Greece springs to life on the theater boards." 

"Did you not once act in plays, Aunt Lydia?" asked Nerissa, listening with her dark face glowing. "Uncle Sebastian said you did, and were marvelous!" 

Marcus drawled, "She was indeed marvelous. She is quite an actress, you know. At the time of her marriage, her reviews said she ave promise of being one of the foremost classical actresses of this century. But she gave it all up for love!" He sounded both sarcastic and affectionate. 

Lydia gave him one of her dark strange looks. "My husband was a much older man, in ill health much of our married life," she said slowly. "It would have been -cruel-to leave him for the long tours the theater demanded. As it was, our life together was all too short -much too short," she added, softly, as though to herself, and she gazed off at the blue sea with blind eyes. 

The hours passed pleasantly that day and the next. Sebastian returned from the vineyards, much more calm and pleased with life, and Daphne thought he needed his work. He was such an active volcanic man, he needed many outlets for his vigor. 

One afternoon, she lay in the sunshine, and for once she was alone. Nerissa and Ariadne had gone off on one of their dressmaking projects, which seemed to fascinate the two girls. Lydia was resting in her rooms, Marcus had disappeared, Peter was working in the darkroom with his photography. Daphne thought how peaceful it was there in the scented garden, with the fresh breeze blowing off the sea with its tinge of salt.
She still felt very weak, partly because of the strong medications she had been given, partly because of the hard blow to her skull. The doctor had said with his mildly blunt manner that she was lucky she had not been killed. "The rock must have struck at just the right angle. If it had not been for a slight deflection, you would have died instantly from the broken skull," he had told her and Sebastian. 

Sebastian's face had clouded ominously, but he had said little at the time. She felt now that Sebastian blamed her for the accident, that if she had not been trying to run away from him it would not have occurred. And it was right. She had been running from him, and she would run again, she thought. She could not-would not-endure marriage to him, much as she now loved him. He wanted her to use her powers in an evil way, to give him mastery over the lives of people, and she would never do that. 

She dozed a little, then wakened to the sound of the lyre as blind Homer moved uncertainly along the garden paths. From somewhere she heard also the sound of a pipe. She frowned. That flute music--yes, it was a flute, combined with the lyre might have made her go into a trance. But she would resist, resist-She brushed her blonde hair back with a trembling hand. If only she were not so weak now! 

She struggled a little, trying to use her willpower. But she sighed as she realized it was useless. She was slipping-slipping-into a dream- 

She saw Peter first. He was bending over a drawing board intently, his graying blond hair mussed, his face in a frown of concentration. Then someone appeared at his elbow, a figure in a dark suit, holding out an envelope. Peter nodded, smiled, then turned. She peered into the darkness, and saw him walking toward a living room. It was cozy with firelight, and a blonde-haired woman was sitting in a rocking chair, holding a small child. The blonde woman and the child, yet again! He sat down at her side, held the envelope to her. Again she could not see the face of the woman, but she saw the child, the sturdy little boy-child, reaching out his starfish of a hand to Peter. 

The vision faded, and was replaced. She saw Lydia, darkly attractive, her face alive and somehow more tragic than ever. She wore heavy makeup, she was walking across a stage, not glancing at the sea of faces below her, turned up toward her. She was speaking, clearly, vividly, in the classic Greek. That vision faded also. 

She saw Marcus as she had before, sleeping, with golden objects clasped in his hands. His face wavered as though through water. And that vision went also. 

She saw Ariadne, her hair blowing in the wind, turning a radiant face upward toward her companion. A man, his back to Daphne. She strained to see the face, but could not. Then Nerissa, laughing, riding horseback through the countryside, racing with someone on a tall horse beside her. She was alive, darkly vividly alive, with a joy on her beautiful face that was the joy of loving and being loved.
Daphne almost woke up from the trance. But this time, deliberately, she tried to see Sebastian. She strained, brought his dark face to her thoughts, concentrated on him until sweat broke out on her forehead. But she could not see him. And she tried to see herself, her own future, but that had always failed her. She could not see herself. 

The music faded. She came out, shivering, into the sunshine of the garden. Had a few moments passed, or had it been hours? 

She turned her head slowly. Someone lay on the next lounge. Sebastian, his face tumed toward her intently, the flute beside him, near to his tanned hand. 

"What did you see, Daphne?" he asked, or rather commanded. 

She was still too weak to resist. She told him, wearily, in detail, of the vision. He listened intently, his black eyes flashing with triumph. 

"Next time, you will see in more detail. You are weary today. Next time, you will tell me more of the future." 

"You did that--deliberately. You brought on the trance," she accused him, and weak tears filled her eyes. "Oh, I wish you would not! You know I don't want to see-" 

"I know. But you shall. Did you see my future?" 

She had to speak the truth. "No. I tried to see it, I wanted to see your future. I wanted to see mine also -but I could not. I could not see our future. I don't know what will happen." She lay back, her head aching from the efforts, and put her hand over her eyes. 

"You did not see me, though you tried?" 

"Yes," she said. 

"Ah. Ah, so it is true. You love me, Daphne. You could not see mine because your vision was clouded with your denied love for me," he said, and his voice was oddly triumphant and regretful all at once. 

She was silent. She knew she loved him, and she knew also she did not want to love him. 

"You love me. Confess it!" 

But she was still silent, though he gripped her wrist with his powerful fingers, their grasp biting almost cruelly into her tender flesh. 

Finally he released her, and lay back on his lounge chair. You do not need to speak the words. What you have just confessed tells me. You love me. Someday you will tell me so, and you will do whatever I order you to do. But as for me-I am too strong and powerful ever to give in to the weakness of love. I know it weakens a man. I have never felt the emotion," he added proudly. 

"Never? Not with all-those women-" she asked unable to resist asking. 

."Never. I took them for what they gave, little weak things that they were. But they did not satisfy me. -Pretty, yes, and with silky soft skin, and soft hair, and soft eyes. Too soft. I did not care for .them long. But love? Pah. That weakens a man, and I refuse to be 
weak!" 

He stood up abruptly, picked up the flute, and walked away from her. She watched his back as he disappeared around the shrubs and tall bushes, and she felt strangely desolate and frightened. 

He did not love. He would not love. How could she ever remain with him? She could not---of course she could not.
She could not stay. She must think of some sure certain way of escaping him. She must run away, and this time, she must escape him for certain. 

It would be humiliating and terrible enough to remain in his power if he loved her, and wanted her as a man wants a woman. She did not want to use her trances for the increase of his hold over people. 

But if he did not love her-ah, that would be pure agony. To love a man who did not love her, who used her and then when he had wrung her dry--discarded her- 

Ah, no, she could not remain to have that happen to her! 

Somehow, she had to escape. 

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

Daphne thought and thought, but her weary brain could not come up with any answers. She lay awake half the night, and was- awake again early in the dawn. She heard the birds cheerily singing before she got up to face the new day. 

She was better and stronger. She would leave when the yacht left, and take Ariadne with her, she thought. But how, when it was Sebastian's yacht, and nothing happened without his approval and firm observation? 

Her feet were better, and she bandaged them once more under the doctor's critical eye. He had applied more ointment. Her neck was better also, and he approved of leaving the bandages off. 
"Young woman, you were immensely lucky," he observed with his slight smile. "With care, you should be quite well again in a couple more weeks. But I don't advise climbing about the rocks by yourself! Always take someone with you. Eh?" 

She only smiled in reply. She had no intention of climbing about on rocks. She would return to Athens, and then to the States as quickly as possible, and put this all behind her. 

Somehow, she would have to make a new life for herself, but that planning must come later. For now, she would concentrate on how to get away from Sebastian. 

She dressed for the day in a lavender cotton dress with a soft lace collar, and cuffs which fell gracefully about her slender hands. It also had the virtue of hiding the long scratches and bruises on her shoulders and arms, 

She felt more weary than she had thought. She wore sandals over her bandaged feet, and before long, she was glad enough to taken them off, and lie in the lounge chair in the sunshine of the garden. Ariadne saw her settled, then danced off to plan an enchanting dress of blue chiffon which she and Nerissa were sewing. 

Presently, Marcus and Lydia came out to join her in the garden. Lydia wore her usual black, and settled into an armchair in the shade. Marcus lay in the sunshine, his face upturned to the light, She was reminded sharply of the way her vision had shown him, his face gleaming palely under water, the golden vessels in his hands. 

"Can you truly see the future of any of us?" asked Lydia abruptly, after some idle talk of the roses. Her intense black eyes studied the pale girl's face. "It seems incredible. Pardon my skepticism, but I have seen so many quack fortune-tellers!" 

"Lydia, don't be insulting," drawled Marcus, with an edge of steel in his voice. Daphne was surprised to see Lydia jerk, and flinch from his tone. "You may not understand everything in the world, you know!" 

"Yes, yes, I apologize-I didn't mean-" The older woman sounded oddly upset and almost panicky. 

"No, I understand," said Daphne, calmly. "You see, that is why I rarely speak of my-gifts. People do not comprehend how they can be. And they tend to be fearful of the ability to see the future. Actually, I resist the desire to know the past and future. I feel it can be dangerous." 

"Dangerous? How dangerous? I would think you could use it for a power over people. Don't you long for that?" Marcus turned his sleek black head to gaze over at her, half-smiling as he said it, with some teasing in his voice. 

She smiled, and shook her blonde head. "No, I don't want power over people." She thought briefly of Sebastian. Only the power of love over him-and he would not grant her that! "And I dreaded being thought queer -a genius is often feared and scorned. And all the more so, a talent of the type I have, an odd unscientific talent that science of today cannot explain. Perhaps in another one hundred, or two hundred years, science will have an explanation. And other persons with gifts like mine can come out in the open, and really help people. That is the way it should be used, I believe." 

"Have you seen the future of any of us?" asked Marcus, his hand on his arm, his black gaze studying her curiously. "Tell me truthfully now. Have you seen my future?" 

She hesitated, grimaced. If only she had not seen the visions yesterday! 

"You have, haven't you?" he added quickly, and sat up alertly. "Come on, now, what have you seen?" 

"Well-I don't like to say-" 

"Oh, come on, it isn't as bad as all that, is it?" he half-teased, half-urged, His face was flushed, his eyes glittering with excitement. 

"I don't know. I could not interpret the vision I had of you." She paused, then forced herself reluctantly to continue. "Please believe I am telling the truth, and all of it. I don't want money or gifts, or crossing the palm with silver." She tried to laugh, but failed. She looked down at her clasped white hands, already more pale from the indoor life of the past week. 

"Tell me, perhaps I can interpret it." 

She told him simply what she had seen. He frowned, as she described his face and closed eyes, the gold objects. 

"Perhaps I will find the gold objects then, for Sebastian," he said, half to himself. "I haven't been looking hard. Does this mean I should make an intense effort- in return for his kind hospitality?" 

She looked at him quickly to see if he was amused or sarcastic. His mouth had a little twist to it, but his gaze was kindly. 

"I don't know, Marcus, truly I don't. I have told you what I saw. I don't know what it meant." 

"Now, me," said Lydia, lazily, stretching on the lounge. "Have you seen my future? Is a tall handsome man coming to find me? Oh, I don't really mind if he is tall and handsome. Just tell me if a man is in my future!" She was smiling for once, her face lively and alert. 

"I don't know that, Lydia. I did see you, though. You were on a stage, a huge stage, dressed in black, giving a performance of classic Greek drama." And Daphne described what she had seen in more detail. 

Lydia looked quite startled. "Why-I haven't been on stage in six years! How could that be? I had no intention of returning to the theater. Do you suppose-- Daphne, I am not downgrading your gifts! But do you suppose what we talked about has simply entered your mind, into the subconscious, and influenced you to think in these channels?" 

Daphne looked puzzled, and rubbed her face with one hand. "That might be, Lydia. Except that sometimes I see things I could not know about otherwise.” 

Marcus seemed even more interested in his sister's future than his own. ''I've been telling you, Lydia, you ought to return to' the theater. It was your first love for so long. And you have been gloomy long enough, mourning your husband. You should have an interest, a vocation. What better than to return to the stage? You could be a great success, Haven't I been telling you that since--well, since he died?" 

"Yes, Marcus, but you don't realize what an effort it all is," and she waved her hand in an impatient but graceful gesture. All her movements seemed studied, so slow and eye-catching and dramatic, Daphne thought. 

"Effort, hell. You can do it, old girl." And he reached out and slapped her shoulder. "Why not? We'll talk about it again. Sebastian, what about Sebastian?" He turned abruptly back to Daphne. "What did you see of him?" 

She blushed slowly, remembering Sebastian's analysis of why she could not see him. "I--could not see--his future," she said slowly. 

"Hum. That is strange. I wonder why? Does he have no future?" Marcus frowned. "My God, I wonder if Sebastian is close to death? His own father--dying so mysteriously. And attempts have been made on the old chap. I say, we ought to be careful with Sebastian. He might be in danger. Wouldn't you have seen that, Daphne?" 

She felt an odd chill, a shiver zipping down her spine, at the thought. What if Sebastian had been wrong? What if she had not seen his future or her own because there was no future for them? What if they were both doomed to an early death? 

Marcus exchanged a long look with Lydia. "I say, there is something else we came out here to talk about, Daphne. You will think we are pretty cheeky to say it, but we thought we could help," and the sophisticated young man seemed embarrassed but determined. 

"What is it?" She wrenched her thoughts from Sebastian and his future with a great effort. Perhaps she should go into a trance voluntarily, and find out what danger was coming to Sebastian. What if he was doomed --except for her intervention from prior knowledge of the event? What if by looking into the future she could save him from death? Would that not make everything, all the agony of her life, worthwhile, if she could save from death the man she loved? 

"Well-it seemed to us that there was a lot of trouble -I guess that is the term-about your marriage to Sebastian. And of course, he didn't go about it in a legal way. If you really wanted to get away-if you don't want to stay-" He paused, and looked at her anxiously. "I say, we are cheeky!" 

Her hands clenched together in her lap, clenched until the knuckles were white. She felt as though the blood was slowly draining from her body. So the farce of a marriage was obvious to them all! 

"I do want to get away," she said evenly. "For several reasons. I cannot stay here. I would like to leave when the yacht sails the next time. Do you think I can?" 

Marcus exchanged a long thoughtful look with his dark sister. She nodded, abruptly. "Well, Lydia and I have known Sebastian a long time. He is a very proud and obstinate man, as you know. His father was engaged for years on the search for the gold objects of Apollo, and the altar .and all that. He sent for you, because he became convinced you were the one person who could find them." Marcus paused, as though thinking deeply. 

"A matter of pride," Lydia said in her rich, melancholy voice. 

"Yes, pride," said Marcus. And he sighed. "He wants those objects, all the gold vessels and jewelry and bowls from many centuries ago. He wants to set up the altar to Apollo again, as his father was trying to do, trying and failing. Sebastian will not be satisfied until this is done." 

"And you think-I can find them?" Daphne heard her own voice, rather strangely composed and calm for the inner turmoil of her being. 

"I bet you can," said Marcus, reverting to English from the Greek he had been speaking to her. "I'll just bet! You could go into a trance, call on Apollo. For some reason he might tell you where they are, when he hasn't told Sebastian. They quarrel a lot, Apollo and Sebastian, you know," he added, with a chuckle. How the rest of the world-all Greek society, all the fashionable set-would sit up and wonder-if they could hear the roaring that does go on when Sebastian tries to defy Apollo. I know-I have heard them go at it! Wouldn't believe it was true. That, my dear, is why I believed you at once when you said you could read the future. What I have seen and heard on this island makes belief in other matters of supernatural type quite credible!" And his tone was abruptly serious. 

Lydia was nodding, nodding, her black head. "Yes, I too. I believe--because of what I have seen and heard. You do have the gift, we know that. Why don't you find the gold objects and restore them to Sebastian?" 

"That's what he wants, all right," added Marcus. "Then I bet he would be so grateful he would let you go, you and your sister, He believes in paying his debts. He is old-fashioned in that respect, though ultramodern in others," he added absently. 

Now her mind was really in a turmoil. She had been groping and groping for a way to leave Sebastian, and she knew it would have to be with his consent. She could not really run away from him, he would not permit it, and he was master here. 

But this way-if she did find the gold, would he let her leave? Would he do as Marcus said-release her because his pride was satisfied? They were not legally married, everyone knew that. There would be no legal complications. 

To leave him, to leave this island and never see it again. To walk away from Sebastian, never see his dear dark face again. To touch his hand in farewell, then never touch his hand again. Could she bear it? 

She closed her eyes, and leaned back in the chair, suddenly exhausted. How odd it was, she thought wearily, that when one wanted and wanted something -to have it presented to one-and not want it. 

To get what you thought you wanted---and have it crumble to dust in your fingers. 

To seek and find--only to find it was not really what one wanted- 

How ironical. No wonder Sebastian was a cynical man. He had often sought and found-only to find the woman was shallow, the money bought lip-service, the stock was so much paper, the wines were made to be drunk and forgotten-and life was spinning fast in the circle from birth through to death. 

"You are weary. We will leave you," Lydia said. She and Marcus left, and the garden was silent except for the bird song that occasionally thrilled from a bush or tree, the swaying sigh of the wind in the branches, the distant laughter of one of the girls. 

Daphne could not rest. Her mind turned over and over the possibilities. What if she could call on Apollo, and find the gold? She remembered what the angry god had told her on the latest occasion of the conjuring up. She would have to sacrifice something precious of herself, sacrifice it to him, before he would forgive her this time. 

What could she give? 

Her pride, she thought. Her pride. The answer came to her simply. 

"Darling, are you awake?" The whisper opened her eyes, and she smiled weakly up at her sister.

Ariadne dropped down on the next lounge chair, where Marcus had been lying only recently. Her cheeks glowed softly pink, her greenish-blue eyes were like gems. 

"How are. you, darling?" asked Daphne, searching the betraying face, the quivering pink mouth. 

The mouth quivered into a smile of such radiant joy that Daphne blinked. "Oh, Daphne, I-I am so- happy," she whispered. "I had to come and tell you. Peter and I-Peter--oh, Peter has said that 'he--loves me!" 

Daphne sat up with a jerk that hurt her neck, She put her hand to it automatically, rubbing. "Oh-he does? But, darling, he is-so much older," she said, carefully. 

"I know. But age doesn't truly matter, does it? Not when two people have so much in common, and love deeply."
“So much in common? What, for example?" Daphne tried to keep the sharpness from her tone. 

"Oh-we love birds and flowers, and his paintings of them, and I love to see his work, and see how marvelous he is. And he isn't drinking so much. He said he doesn't need to drink much any more, he is happy for the first time in his life! He loves me. Me! Little me!" And her voice was humorous and happy and incredulous all at once. Her cheeks took on a silky pinker hue. 

"But there is the age difference, and he was married before, Ariadne," Daphne reminded her. "And you- darling, you have your whole life before you! When we go back to the States-" 

"Go back!" Ariadne stared at her. "But you and Sebastian-you will be staying here, won't you?" 

"I don't really know, darling," said Daphne, lying back, very weary now. The problems seemed to be piling up faster than she could cope with them. "We are not-very well suited," she said, cautiously. "He is--very domineering. And I-you know how independent I am. I have always been independent," and it was too much like a cry, a plea. 

"Well-but you are married now. And Sebastian is so very capable," said Ariadne earnestly. "And he is wealthy. You wouldn't need to work, ever. But you could if you wanted to, Sebastian would let you do anything in the world you .wanted! He is so insanely in love with you, I can see that." 

Daphne's mouth twisted in ironic pain. Ah, no, she thought, but kept silent about that. It was not true at all. Sebastian wanted her-but not her love, and he did not love her. She must get Ariadne away from Peter. And she must leave Sebastian. There was no help for it. 

Marcus' idea was the only solution. She must find the gold for Sebastian, and in gratitude, in return, he must let her and Ariadne leave the island and him. 

Ariadne raced away again, pretty as a blue butterfly in her blue cotton dress, her blonde hair streaming about her, going to her Peter, she said, happily. 

Painfully, Daphne got up off the lounge. She looked at the sun. It was mid-afternoon. She would leave now. 

She went up to her room, exchanged her sandals for boots, which were difficult to wear over the bandages, but she persisted grimly until she had put them on. She put on her blue jeans, her work shirt, her cardigan sweater. 

She did not look much like a priestess of Apollo, but that was how she must proceed now. And she left quietly by the side door of the immense villa, and took the upward path toward the cliff. She would go to the archaeological site, to Apollo's own altar and call the god. And she would appease him somehow, so he would help her find the gold.
CHAPTER NINETEEN

It was turning dark as she approached the site. She had brought the large flashlight, and a basket of wine and bread offerings. Her feet stung already from the pain of walking on them in the heavy boots, but she must ignore that. 

At the site, she set down the basket, cleared the altar from a layer of leaves and small twigs, and set out a goblet of Sebastian's clear white wine. She lit a fire, and set out the bread on it. 

As it began to smoke, she began to call out to Apollo. 

"Apollo, it is your priestess here, it is Daphne come to beg your help. Apollo, I beg you to come to me. Forget your anger with your poor troubled votive and come to me. 

She pleaded again and again, lifted the goblet high called to Apollo. At first she thought he would not come, and as the time went on and he did not appear, she became sure of it. 

But desperation drove her on. "Apollo, you asked me to sacrifice something precious to me! I do, I sacrifice my pride. Ask of me what you will, I will give it I promise!" she added recklessly, eagerly. "I will sacrifice what you ask-only come to me and listen to me!" 

She waited, paused, but he did not come. The grove near the sea was hushed and silent, no bird sang, no fish broke the surface of the water. Even the breeze seemed still, listening. 

She caught the faint scent of the sulphur fumes, and decided to try that. She crouched down near the opening in the altar, and deliberately breathed deeply. Then she felt faint and dizzy, but she persisted, until she was close to falling over.
She stood up again, feeling somehow light and free, rather dizzy but happy. She lifted her arms up and cried aloud. "Apollo, o Apollo, your priestess is here! I will freely give you what you ask! Only ask of me-I am here! Command of me, I will do it! Come to me, o Apollo!" 

She lifted the glass, drank deeply of it, and filled it again to the brim with quivering white sparkling wine. The bubbles rose to the surface, the glass was snatched from her hand, and lifted to her lips. And as she drank, Apollo appeared, looming above her, quite close and terrifying, golden and radiant as the sun in the dimness of the dark grove. 

Her tenseness and concentration were so deep she was not even afraid. "Apollo, you have come," she cried out, and bowed down deeply to him. She felt his huge hand slightly on her blonde hair, and quivered at the favor.
"Well, my votive, you are strong and stubborn," he growled, in a voice like thunder, and with a scowl of irritation on his golden face. "You are almost as stubborn as my son, Sebastian! Why am I cursed by such followers? Always it is this way, no one obeys me freely. My sister laughs at me, my father taunts me. Why will you not obey me instantly?" 

"I will try to do better, o Apollo," she said quietly. "Look, I have brought wine, and burnt bread as offerings. Listen to me in my weakness, o Apollo." 

"Your weakness! Your weakness is the strength of a female of cursed stubbornness! Have you remembered what I said? Will you do as I ask?" 

"Yes, whatever you ask, o Apollo," she said, with a tremor of fear. "What will you have me sacrifice to you?" 

"What precious thing will you give to me?" 

"My pride," she said, softly. "I will give you my pride." 

"Ah. That is well. You have thought well. Give me your pride, then. And admit to me that you love my son, Sebastian." The voice had softened a little from its roar. 

She bent her blonde head. "I love your son, Sebastian. But he does not love me, o Apollo, and I must leave him!" 

His voice snapped like a whip. "I do not ask your opinions! You are a foolish child! Listen to me and obey me, do not tell me what you think!" 

"Yes, great Apollo. I hear you and I will obey you." 

"Good, good," he sounded a little appeased. She poured more wine into the goblet he held. "Ah, this is good. My son will make good wine, even better in the years ahead. Tell him so." 

"Yes, my lord." 

"And the next time you see him, I wish you to inform Sebastian that you love him." 

She started, quivered again, turned her head uncertainly away from him. The big hand touched her head again, forced her head back to gaze up at him. The burning look hurt her eyes, but she must gaze directly into the darkness of his vision. He seemed satisfied and his hold softened on her.
"I will--do as you-say, o Apollo." 

"What will you of me, then?" 

"Oh, great Apollo, I do not know all your ways. But Sebastian, and indeed his father before him, they have long searched for this altar, and for the stolen gold objects. Tell me where the gold is, help me restore it to your son, so that he may fulfill his desire to worship you in the old ways." 

There was a long silence. The god seemed to be pondering. She thought he would refuse her, and she clasped her bands in supplication and fell to her knees before him. But she dared not interrupt his meditation and speak again until he had spoken. 

.When he spoke, his voice was a muted roar. "My priestess, the way is dangerous. Have you seen the future, as I commanded you to look?" 

"I have seen-some of the future. But not mine, o Apollo, and not Sebastian's. I could not see it." 

"It. shall be revealed to you only in part, my child," he said, more kindly. "My son is impatient. Tell him he must wait as others do. I do not give my gifts freely!" 

"I will tell him." She thought he was refusing to tell her where the gold was hidden. 

“No, I do not refuse, child," he read her thoughts easily. But you must be sure of this. The way is dangerous, the path is hard. And both of you will face death. Do you dare this?"

She trembled. His tone was ominous, impersonal, not kindly now. She put her hands to her face. 

"Do you dare?" he persisted. 

"Yes-yes, I must go, o Apollo. I will dare this." 

"So. I thought you would. Yes. It is written. So, come with me, my child. Put your hand in mine, and I will lead you. Come!" And his huge golden hand was held to hers. 

She was shaking as she jumped down from the altar. Her hand seemed to burn where it touched his lightly. She followed, a little behind him as he led her along the paths out of the grove, away from Sebastian's villa. She went obediently, in silence, and only when they had gone a long distance did she realize she had the torch in her hand, only the flashlight, nothing else with her. 

"Yes, you will need the light," said Apollo. "Come, a little way yet. Are you weary, my votive?" 

"I can continue, o Apollo," she said. 

"You are stubborn. But your strength goes. When we arrive you must not linger. Remember! Note the site, and leave! The way is dangerous. Guard yourself!” 

The ominous hard note was in his voice again. "Yes, Apollo," she said, but she felt dizzy and tired. If only she could rest before they went on. 

But he strode on, in his golden sandals, as lightly as the wind, and she trudged along with him, holding to his burning hand. 

They had walked a long way when he finally paused. "We are here child. Observe the cave." She looked ahead, found a shallow pool of water, leading into a cave. "There. Observe it," he said, and abruptly he vanished, leaving only the burning of his palm and the echo of his voice to remind her he had been beside her. 

She hesitated, shone the flashlight on the waters. She tentatively put her foot into the pool, found it was about six inches full of water. She waded in, and went over to the cave. 

She shone the torch upward, then she gasped. Her eyes widened and widened. There was a shelf high above the water. And on the shelf, a crude layer of rock that was deep and wide, were laid gold objects that flashed in the light of the torch like gems. 

She reached out, awed, and picked up the nearest object. It was a great necklace, and she recognized it as of the Mycenaean period, elaborately designed, with rubies and sapphires embedded in the gold. The gems were crude, poorly cut, but they flashed imperiously. She set it down almost reverently. 

She picked up a gold cup. It had dolphins engraved along the sides, playful dolphins bounding in and out of the waves of the sea. She set it down, picked up a long bronze sword with a gold-mounted hilt with the same dolphin design on it. She laid it aside, and it clattered against the gold and silver cup next to this. She examined the cup curiously, It was decorated with bulls' heads, quite different from the other cup, boldly militant, as the other had been soft and humorous. 

She forgot the god's warning, in her excitement She picked up object after object, examining them intently. The objects, necklaces, earrings, vases, cups, a child's gold rattle, a belt in gold with sapphires as studs, all were from periods ranging over three thousand years, from 3500 to 500 B.C. Then this altar had stood for that long-oh, no-she thought- 

It might be that the altar was of a more recent period, but the objects had been brought from elsewhere. Or could it be that the island had been inhabited from that earliest time, and the local inhabitants had worshipped Apollo on that same site for three thousand years? What a find-if that could be true-perhaps Apollo himself would tell her, if he were in a good mood some time--- 

She picked up an immense ostrich egg with a silver neck, set on a golden base. Ostrich-that would have come from North Africa, when the animals had been known there, and the giant ostriches had been racing across the sands. She found tigers drawn on gold, and elephants, and lions- 
She felt her thighs growing cold, and looked down. She started, and her eyes widened. The torch started to slip from her nerveless hands, and she caught it back. "Oh-no--no!" she whispered. 

The tide was coming in, relentlessly, and it was up about her thighs already! While she had been absorbed, the water had crept in! 

"No--no--" she said it again frantically. She stared at the swirling brown waters already rushing in more freely as the sea must be filling it from a groove, into the deceptively still pool outside. 

That was what the god meant. It was dangerous here--dangerous; because the cave filled with water every night! 

She flashed her torch on the sides of the cave, and found what she had feared. The crude shelf of gold objects was high above the water line, a soft darker line against the cave wall. Someone had placed the gold objects there out of danger-where no one would think to come, no one who knew the cave filled with water regularly. 

And the shelf was higher than her head! 

Could she climb up to it, and be safe? She studied the wall, it was smooth as glacier ice from the frequent washing of the tide. No hold there. She caught hold of the shelf, placing the torch on it to guide herself. She pulled-and the rock shelf crumbled in her hands, and a cup fell down into the water! 

It would not hold her. She could not climb up. She was doomed to the action of the tide, unless she could swim out. 

"Trapped, Daphne?" The smooth cool voice made her swing about abruptly. She grabbed the torch and shone it on the face of the man who had followed her into the cave, and was wading there. 

"Marcus. You followed me," she said, stupidly. 

"Of course. And you have led me to the treasures. How beautiful they are!" His voice altered abruptly, and he reached out and picked up the cup floating in the water toward him. He examined it excitedly in the light of the torch. 

"Oh, I am so glad you came," she blurted out. "I am afraid the water is coming in-the tides-and I am still weak. We can swim out, though. Hurry, Marcus!" 

"No, we don't need to hurry," he said, calmly, though the water was swirling up to his hips now. She was soaked and shivering with cold and fright. "Marvelous objects-and I never thought to look here! Thank you, Daphne, this is just what I was hunting!" And he reached out, and took several of the heavy gold objects, two of the golden bowls, the heavy sword with golden hilt, some of the jewelry which he crammed into his shirt pockets. 

She gazed at him steadily, then shone the torch on his face. His eyes were glittering strangely, his face was wet with sweat. 

"Leave those, Marcus," she said, quietly. She had seen men change at the sight of gold; it seemed to drive them mad with excitement on the sites. She had seen one man kill for it, and die with his fingers grubbing in the sand, as the leader of the expedition stood over him with pistol in hand. She had never forgotten the horror of that moment. "We can come back tomorrow for them."
"No, I want them now. I have hunted for them for years, my dear! And you have led me to them. Thank you. I regret that you must die--but you wanted to leave Sebastian anyway, did you not? So-we both get what we want!" And he laughed, an odd choked sound, and lifted yet another cup to add to the armload he had. 

"But we must leave soon, or the water will be over our heads," she urged, keeping her tone saber and reasonable, though fear was coming over her. 

"I will leave soon, but you will remain, my child. Tomorrow we will come back and find your body, and everyone will be grief stricken, especially myself and Lydia. Especially since Sebastian will also be found dead of strange causes." And he laughed. 

The water was up to her waist, and she swayed, she could scarcely keep her balance. She leaned against the wall under the shelf of gold, and studied the man curiously. Strangely she was both afraid and calm. She wanted to know-to know for certain- 

"And so you killed Sebastian's father for the gold, Marcus? Is that what you did?" 

"Yes, yes he refused to tell me where he had hidden it! I saw him uncover some and carry it away. But I lost him in the darkness. So when he returned, I held a knife to his throat-but the crazy stubborn man would not tell! He said it belonged to Apollo. But I have debts, you see. Lydia and I planned this. We won't live on Sebastian's charity forever! I know what it is to be rich, and what it is to be poor. And I infinitely prefer to be rich! You see, once you and Sebastian are out of the way, we will soon be rid of Nerissa, and then Lydia and I will have it all! The gold shall bring an immense amount of wealth to us, and we shall live as we please--but not on this deserted island!" 

"No, the island will hold ghosts for you, I imagine, if you should be so foolish as to go through with these -crimes, Marcus," she said, with quiet reason. "Come, forget this foolishness. Help me get out of here, and tomorrow we will come back for the gold. Sebastian will give you a great deal of money for helping me get away, I assure you of that. He wants to keep the gold for Apollo, but he has more money, and he will give you-" 

"No, no, I believe no promises! Lydia, she was a fool, she believed them! She married an old man for his money, and he was going to die soon. But he lived on and on, and she was about crazy with his demands on her. So I fixed that for her, a little dose of medicine for him, and she was free. But she was fooled-he didn't have much money, and we soon ran through it! I could have married for money, but those dried-up females! Not for me. Sebastian was more sure. It wouldn't take long, I knew that. He didn't bother to guard himself much, and I know I can reach him now!" 

He laughed aloud, the sound echoing eerily in the little air left in the cave. The water was up to her breasts, swirling about her, threatening to take her off her feet. 

"The water is higher! Marcus, let us leave! We don't want to drown, do we?" She could not keep the desperation from her voice. She reached up, held on to the shelf with her fingers, trying not to claw at it for fear the rock ledge would break again under her fingers. "Marcus-please--let us go!" 

"I shall leave, but not you. I'll come back tomorrow for you! But you shall not see me, you shall be dead. As June Forrester was dead. Only she died hard. She fought and screamed as I killed her with my hands! Fool! She thought to blackmail me for part of the loot, and try to marry me too. Arrogant fool! She thought anyone would be crazy for her, and Sebastian was for a time! I laughed at him, knowing she was trying to help me kill him! What a stupid fool he was!" 

"So you killed-June Forrester-also?" That thought did make her weak, remembering the bloody face, the open staring eyes, the screams of fear in the night. She shuddered in the cold water as it rose to her shoulders.

"Yes. But I must go. And farewell, little fool!" And he turned, and swam away from her into the waters. The torch shone on him as he went, the torch she had set on the ledge. She saw his face change in fear, as he tried to swim in the high swirling water. He would not let go the gold objects, and they hampered him. 

"Marcus, come back! Don't leave me!" she cried, in despair. "No--no--" he panted, but he did not seem to hear her. His head went under the water, then emerged again, glistening. He fought the strong tide, and almost reached the entrance to the cave. Then he went under again, and again. 

The shining glistening head did not come up again, the black head of Marcus. But the torch shone on a golden bowl which rose to the surface and bobbed about merrily on the tide waters as they swirled about into the cave. 

She groaned, and closed her eyes. She would have to try to swim out. She cautiously reached down with one hand, and unfastened one heavy boot, and kicked it off. Then she reached out for the other. She must try to swim out-but the water had defeated Marcus. 

She did not know whether she could make it or not -but she had to try. She had to try.
CHAPTER TWENTY

Daphne tried not to be overcome with panic. She was a strong swimmer, she had swum underwater many times. But not while she was recovering from a head injury, she thought, with a grimace. 

But she must try. Cautiously she let go of the ledge, and tried to strike out boldly into the water. The tide caught her and hurled her mercilessly back against the wall of the cave. She caught her breath with a gasp. The thump had almost knocked her unconscious. 

She tried again, keeping her chin up above the menacing water. Again the tide thrust her back, as with strong fists against her breasts and thighs. 

She had no choice. She could not leave the cave by herself. She was too weak, too helpless. She closed her eyes. Was this death, then? Was this why she could not see her future? That she had no future? 

Then she knew that she did not really want to die. She wanted to live, and love, and submit to Sebastian's passion, to love him 'as long as he would let her love, to do as he willed, no matter what happened. She wanted to live--with him, 

She waited, gathering her strength, clinging with wet cautious hands to the crumbling rock ledge. The waters did not seem to be rising any more. This must be their final height. She must gather her energy, and swim out. But she would need help. 

She waited patiently, for her strength to return. Then she began to call aloud, strongly. 

"O, Apollo, come to me, I am your votive, your priestess! I am in danger, weak and afraid. Come to me!" 

He did not come. She waited, and the time seemed to stretch. She thought she dozed off, and jerked herself awake, fearful she would slip into the water and drown. 

She called again and again. "O great Apollo, come to me, for I am afraid. Apollo, please come to me, please come to me! I have surrendered my pride, myself, what more do you wish? Ask of me what you will!" 

He did not come. She rested weakly against the wall, holding her chin up with an immense effort against the pull of the tide. 

The pull-it would draw her out to sea! She grasped, and her eyes widened with more fear, When the tide went out, it would draw her unresistingly with it! She would be pulled out to sea, and would be helpless then! She would drown- 

"I want to live, O Apollo! I want to live!" she cried in despair. 

She cried quietly when Apollo did not come. Then she braced herself, and called again. It must be the early hours of the morning, she thought finally. She had been in the water so long she felt like a fish herself. But she could not swim like a fish. The golden cup swirled toward her, then began to swirl away from her, out toward the entrance of the cave. Yes, the tide had begun to turn, and would begin to pull the water out again to sea. 

"Apollo, Apollo," she moaned. "Will you leave me here to die? I want to live, I want to live--with Sebastian-as long as he will have me!" 
The god did not come. She rested, her hands lightly gripping the ledge, but her arms were becoming numb. What would happen when the tides really pulled her? She would not have any strength left to resist.
The flashlight had gone out, probably damaged by water, or the batteries gone. She was in darkness, and alone, except for the body of Marcus down below the swirling waters. 

She waited, in silence now, for death. 

Death, which she had thought she would prefer. But she did not prefer it. She wanted to live! 

When she heard the voice, she thought she was in a trance. It called imperiously, bellowing above the sucking of the waters. 

"Daphne! Daphne! Are you in -there? Answer me!" 

"Sebastian," she cried weakly. 

"Are you there! Answer me! I command you!" 

"Oh, yes, oh, yes, Sebastian," she cried out, more loudly. "I am-in here--in the cave--oh, you must not come in," she added wildly. "You will be drowned -the water is very strong-don't come--save your- self-" 

But he came in, swimming strongly against the tide and came toward her, a dim giant shape in the water, He groped for her, his hands found her, as the waters had been going down. He grabbed her shoulders.
"Daphne!" he said roughly. "Damn you, you ran away from me again!" 

She half-laughed, half-cried at the crossness of his accusation. "Oh, Sebastian, you found me! I thought I would die-I found the gold for you-I thought I would die-" 

"Stop babbling, child! Come, hold on to my shoulders, put your arms about my neck!" 

"I will only pull you down!" 

"Damn it, when are you going to learn to obey me instantly? Put your arms about my shoulders, and hold on tight. If you let go I will spank you!" he added unreasonably. 

She put her arms strongly about his bull-like neck, clinging to his back. He struck out hard, but they were dashed back against the cave wall. He took the brunt of the force, with his side against the wall, grunting. He caught his breath, and struck out again. Again and again, he was dashed back. Then he gathered his strength and pushed out strongly. 

He fought the tide with his obstinate courage, and his chopping swimming motion, as the tide tried to pull him about. Then they were out of the cave, Daphne hanging to his shoulders and back, out into the once- still pool. 

She gasped when she saw it. There was no small pool-the whole area was part of the sea, flooded over as it must be every night. Even in the dimness of the moonlight, she could see that the tides were running out, and they were being pulled inevitably out to sea. 

Sebastian fought against the tide but he had to go along with them. She felt the surge of his giant muscles as he fought. She clung to him, half-sobbing, her lips pressed to his neck. If they died, it would be together, and she could ask no more than that. But she did not want him to die, and she did not want to die herself. She wanted to live. 

Once she thought she would slip from his back, and release him, from the burden of carrying her. As though he felt the thought by instinct, he caught hold of her legs, and put them about his thighs, so she held on with arms and legs, 

Then he struck out strongly to sea, as though going with the tide. She did not protest, she had no breath. Besides, he knew these seas, he must know what he was doing. 

Now they were in the salt sea, and the giant waves beat about them. He fought them grimly, pausing to rest when the waves calmed for a moment, then starting up again. 

He fought, and turned, and struck sideways across the waves. Now she saw where he was going. A low sandy beach lay across their paths, and beyond-the open sea. 

Sebastian swam for the spit of land-and made it. He dragged her with him up onto the sand, and flung her down on her back, before he flung himself down to rest. 

She heard his great gasping breaths, as he fought to regain his strength. She lay with her arms wide, limp, incredulous. They had fought the sea, Sebastian had fought it, and won. 

They were alive. Alive. 

She lay silently, unable to move her weak limbs for a long time. She felt utterly exhausted, yet content. She was alive, and Sebastian was alive. The gods were kind today. 

She finally rolled to her side, and looked at the giant beside her. He lay with his eyes upturned to the heavens, gazing up, his lips moving slightly. His face was touched with golden rays, glorious to see. And she too looked up, and saw the sun's rays as it began to rise, and glinted across the seas. 

It was dawn. And they were alive. 

"We are--alive," she said, and her voice was only a croak. 

He rolled over onto his side, toward her, and reached out his great arm, and put it about her. "Alive," he echoed. "Ah-Daphne. Last night-when you were gone, and I could not find you. I begged Apollo to help me find you, and he was stubborn. Finally he told me, and said you were in danger. I went crazy. I knew then-knew-" 

"Knew what, Sebastian?" she asked, weakly. 

He bent over and pressed his hard mouth passionately to hers. His open lips evoked an ecstatic response in her, and her cold body began to warm and beat with new life. His arms held her tightly to him, and they warmed each other, as their open lips pressed, and kissed with a passion they had not known in their closest moments before. 

"I knew that I loved you." He finally lifted his face to gaze down at her, and pressed her wet hair back from her face with loving hands. "I knew that I love you-I love you-beyond my own strength. I did not want to love--damn it, it is weakness! It is madness. I will lose my own strength!" he cried out furiously, with a scowl. 

She remembered her promise to Apollo, and lifted her weak hands to touch Sebastian's face. "Sebastian -I promised Apollo I would tell you-I love you," she said softly. 

The glory in his face rewarded her. He bent down, kissed her wildly, as though there were more strength in him than before he had fought the sea. 

"Ah-you love me," he said, inches from her mouth once more. The old arrogance was there. "You took long enough to tell me, my adored one! So--you will never run away from me again? You promise?" 

"I cannot leave you," she said, and wound her arms about his neck. "I love you too much. As long as you want me-I will stay." 

"As long as-but that is forever," he said simply. "I shall want you forever, and when you die, I die. We are each other, eh? You are part of my mind and my body and my soul, and I cannot live without you. And you also, eh?" 

"Yes, I also. I love you-forever. I cannot help myself," she whispered against his lips. 

They kissed for a long time, contented to be together. Then he finally began to question her. 

"But why the cave, my heart? Why were you there?" 

"I must return to reality, then?" she asked, with a smile, dreamily, touching his wet hair with her fingers. 

"For a few moments, only, my love. Tell me about last night. Why in the cave? Why did you call on Apollo, as he informed me?" 

She sighed, and began to tell him about the night, how she called on Apollo, he had led her to the cave. How Marcus had followed her, told her what he had done, left her to die. Sebastian's glowing face turned dark with wrath and understanding. 

"Ah, the traitor, the betrayer in my household," he growled in Greek. "Ah-the bastard! Giving evil for good, murder for kindness-so what happened to him? I shall find him, kill him-" 

"The sea gods have done that, Apollo has seen to it," she murmured, and told him of the end of Marcus, unwilling to release the gold objects, and dying with them. 

"Yes, Apollo has taken his vengeance on those who would desecrate his altar," said Sebastian, accepting that simply. "I shall deal with Lydia. I shall banish her. But come, my love, you shiver in -the morning wind. I must take you home." 

Hand in hand, they began the slow walk back to the villa, absorbed in each other, putting together the pieces of what Marcus had told her. His treachery was gradually revealed to Sebastian, who nodded as Daphne told him of Marcus' urge for more money, high living, his envy of Sebastian. 

"I felt it was someone in our household, but I could not decide. When you made love to Peter, I thought it might be him," he said, with a slight strained smile. "Ah, I wanted to kill him when you smiled at him!" 

"Sebastian! I only was trying to take him from Ariadne! She is so very young!" 

"Ah, So you must play stern mother? It does no good, they love. See, here they come, holding hands, even as we are. See their faces? They love also!" 

Sebastian and Daphne paused, as Peter and Ariadne broke into a run. The two ran toward them, and Ariadne burst into tears as she caught her bruised sister in her arms. 

"Oh, I thought you were dead," she sobbed. "I was afraid-oh, darling, where have you been?" 

"That is a long story," Daphne sighed, quite incapable of beginning it again at the moment.

"I shall tell you as we walk back to the villa. I hope there is much food and coffee," added Sebastian. "I for one am starving to death!" 

Sebastian told them the story briefly, on the remaining walk to the villa. Daphne's feet were bare and sore, her body bruised, but in the sunlight she felt so gloriously happy that she could endure anything. Sebastian's arm was about her, possessively close, holding her as though he never intended to let her go. 

Peter and Ariadne were both fascinated and horrified at the story of Marcus' treachery and his murders. Lydia met them at the door of the villa, her dark face more tragic than ever. 

"Where is Marcus?" she asked, after one look in their faces. 

"He is dead, Lydia. And you will leave this island, never to return. He died of his treachery. By rights, you should die also. But you shall live, with the memory of your evil to haunt you!" Sebastian had turned cold and hard, and Daphne shivered. 

"Take her inside," Sebastian ordered Ariadne. She took Daphne inside and upstairs, out of the way as Lydia and Sebastian had their final talk. 

Daphne soaked in a long hot bath, then Ariadne helped her dress. The hot coffee she had in the bedroom helped drive away the chill. Sebastian came in as she was finishing her first cup. She looked up at him questioningly. 

He nodded curtly, his face dark and gloomy. "She has admitted all, in the presence of the doctor. But it shall be a family secret, now that Marcus is dead. We will say only that Marcus killed June Forrester, and attempted to kill you. That is enough. She leaves on the yacht with the doctor tomorrow-after the body of Marcus is recovered. He shall not be buried here on my island." 

So the beautiful tragic Lydia was banished. She could not be sorry for that. Sebastian caressed her blonde hair, and his face softened. 

"And you, my love--do you feel like coming down for breakfast? Or shall we eat here alone?" 

His look was significant. She felt too weary to cope with him, and rather shy, after her admission. "Oh- do let us eat with Peter and Ariadne, and Nerissa," she said hastily. "They will want to hear about the gold." 

"Ah, yes, the gold," he said, rather indifferently. "Peter and I shall gather it up today, and bring it back to the storehouse. We can lock it up until it can be repaired and cleaned, Then we shall restore the altar of Apollo to its former glory." 

He continued to ruffle her blonde hair, and did not seem much interested in other gold than the gold in her hair. She drew him down impulsively to her lips, and they exchanged a long kiss. 

The rest of the day was quite busy. The doctor went with the men to recover the body of Marcus. Lydia packed, and was ready to leave the island when the yacht left that evening. After all had departed, the villa seemed strangely silent. 

Only Nerissa seemed quite unruffled by all the events. She sang like a bird in the garden as she gathered flowers for the dinner table. Ariadne and Peter were walking in the garden, but seemed to be quite useless, because they were holding each other's hands, and whispering things only to each other. 

Sebastian looked at them from the window of his study, and turned to Daphne. "I think they will not miss us if we continue our honeymoon," he said, with his usual shocking frankness. "Where shall we go, my love? You see, I am helpless in your hands." 

"I wish I could believe that," she said, with a little smile. He put his big hands in hers, but hers could scarcely hold them. "You see? You say I am in your hands-" 

He bent and kissed her laughing mouth, passionately, "Where shall we go, love?' he muttered urgently. "I want to be alone with you!" 

She could not defy the man she adored, or the urgency of the blood pounding in her body. "Back to the villa-on the cliffs-up near the stars," she whispered. 

"Ah-so, then. We shall go this night!" he said. 

And so they did. They left after dinner, but no one seemed surprised at their departure. Peter and Ariadne were planning to examine the gold objects, and make a list of them. Nerissa was interested in the gold jewelry, and she and Ariadne thought they might have several pieces copied to wear. 

All of this seemed of little interest to Sebastian. He could not conceal his impatience to depart. So Daphne packed a few possessions in a small case, knowing most of the new clothes at the villa would be of little use to her the next few days-she did not really expect to leave their large bed for long! 

And she was right. That night, she lay in Sebastian's arms, in the huge bed of the enchanting room. He opened the ceiling so they could look out at the stars. 

He bent over her teasingly, and put his hand on her large firm breasts, and pressed them lovingly. "What do you see up there, love?" he murmured, a slight smile on his lips. 

She looked up, past his head, her eyes narrowed and brooding. And she seemed to see in the stars a pattern of joy, of delight. She saw herself and -Sebastian lying in the bed, making love, talking, dreaming, holding each other. 

But when he moved on her, and made her his own beloved, and she was caught tightly in his arms, and her eyes closed-she did not know what she saw. 

There seemed to be bursting stars, and flashing rockets, and a comet racing across the heavens, leaving golden fire in its wake. 

But was this the vision of a priestess? 

Or was it what lovers always seen when they truly love? His lips were pressed hard on her open mouth, their tongued kisses were sweet as hot honey, and they forgot everything in the world but each other, 

And that is the way it has always been, and always will be.
