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Kidnap Greek businessman Charon Drakos? The owtnagplan was
basically weak Sarah Gilmore thought, but she déliged to help her
girlfriend.

As with so many well-laid plans, it backfired. Itaswr Sarah who was
kidnapped, and whisked off to Charon's grim, fadfike home in a remote
and primitive part of Greece.

Her spirited resistance seemed only to amuse Rivilnether you like my
kisses or not," he informed her arrogantly, "yowoeng to accept them.
You are my wife, Sarah; and in Greece marriageimanent.”



CHAPTER ONE

SARAH GILMORE stared, wide-eyed, at the tall fair girl standomgthe other
side of the room. Through the open window drifted shrill, incessant
whirr of cicadas, the only sound breaking the astwed silence which
followed Miranda's incredible suggestion.

'Kidnap the man!" exclaimed Sarah at last. 'Are g@zy? How on earth do
you propose to do a thing like that?'

Pale but resolute, Miranda answered her friend.

'He's determined to ruin my sister; I've just expd this to you." Miranda
looked into Sarah's deep blue eyes, then at harés noting the classical
lines and wondering from where they came, noting tilgh-bred and
delicate contours of her face, the prominent chee&b, the wide generous
mouth and firm yet pointed chin. 'The only way teeyent Pam from
running off with this Greek is to put him out oktlway for a while. Iscarte
Island’'s uninhabited, and that's where | proposeutoCharon Drakos; he
can cool his courage there until someone finds himch should be a fairly
long while, seeing that the island's way off thenmal shipping routes.’

Sarah's high forehead creased in a frown.

‘The man could die, Miranda!'

'Men like him don't die,’ rejoined Miranda with icgntempt. 'In time, he'll
be spotted from the air, and rescued. Meanwhilen'lPaonclude he's

proved false and gone off with someone else.’

'What gave you the idea of kidnapping the manlineg Sarah curiously
after a small pause.

'It's an original one, and no mistake.’

'It seems to be the only way of getting him awayfiPam.’



Sarah fell silent, recalling how she and Mirandd fiisgt met. They had both
been appointed to the same school on leaving thspective colleges of
education. Two years later, having become firmnfileg they applied for
teaching posts abroad, and now they were at thésBreghool in Athens,
but living outside the city, in a villa they rented villa surrounded by
flowers and trees, and situated away from the rema@ing bustle of
Athens itself. Miranda's widowed mother also livear Athens, in a flat not
far from the office in which she worked. A monttod@am, Mrs Maddison's
younger daughter, had come over from England fimeaweek holiday, had
met and fallen wildly in love with a Greek, Char@rakos, and was
intending to run away with him.

'When did you learn about this intention of Pamis@uired Sarah, her
glance travelling past her friend, caught by tlgaife of the old man who
attended their garden for them. He was workingegaiteerfully under the
fierce sun, and on catching Sarah's eye he grierpdnsively, disclosing
widely-spaced, discoloured teeth, and a coupleotaf fillings.

‘Two days ago, but | didn't mention it to you besm felt certain Mother
would be able to make Pam see reason. As you Kham,has a marvellous
job with those London dress designers—in fact, slas expecting to
become their top model within the next few montlhis. terrible that her
whole life is in danger!" Miranda spoke fiercelgrhands clenched at her
sides. 'l shan't allow it to happen! Mother askede no do
something—anything—to save Pam, argthall save her!'

Sarah became thoughtful, anger against Pam, agdfgither friend's
mother, mingling with a certain curiosity as to witiais Greek was like.
Pam had never even mentioned him in Sarah's presand she knew of the
affair only because Mrs Maddison had said, abdattaight ago,

'Pam's going about with a Greek she's met. | dcehaogthing serious
develops; | wouldn't care to see either of my ginksrried to a Greek.'

'Pam’s never bothered much about men,' commentad Slawly, glancing
at her friend and noting the pale face, the tightgnched fists. 'Is there
something special about this Greek? | mean, isahgcplarly handsome?"



'Mother says he's anything but handsome, but the's against him in every
way. | expect he must be something more than aeefagotherwise Pam
wouldn't be so infatuated with him.’

A sigh escaped her friend.

'If, as you say, persuasion's failed, | don't kivawvat can be done, Miranda.
After all, Pam's twenty-two, only two years yountf&an we are, so she's not
going to allow anyone to tell her what she mushast not do.' Sarah spoke
with resignation, but there was an edge of deegearonto her voice for all
that. She did not know Pam very well at all, bug did know her mother and
naturally all her sympathies were with her at thige.

'She isn't going off with him!" declared Mirandagdaher tone was suddenly
aggressive, just as if she were fighting a battidn \Barah. 'I'm going to
kidnap that rogue—and I'm expecting you to help'Aredther sigh escaped
Sarah.

'What you have in mind is quite impossible,’ shid gsath conviction. "What
I'd suggest is that you go and see this man akdddim. Try to make him
see reason--'

'He'll not listen! Why should he? Pam's willingdo off with him; she's
beautiful and obviously desirable to him--' Mirareteook her head.

'He'll be gloating over his victory—these philaretsralways do—and so
it's merely wishful thinking on our part if we eveonsider appealing to
him.'

Impatiently Sarah said, "Then there doesn't sedre smything you can do.’
She stopped, her eyes clouding as Miranda burstéatrs.

'l can't let Mother be hurt like this, Sarah! Noowid | be a good sister if |
didn't try to save Pam from her folly. She'll thank later; | know she will!"
Miranda sought unsuccessfully for a handkerchiafaB, frowning heavily,
handed her one, watching as she dried her eyegn\Wlother came here
she was so happy, looking forward to a new lifesifg got the super job
with the boss of an English firm. She's close t@nd everything was fine



until this happened. Now, she's becoming ill, anithis elopement comes
off she wouldn't be able to carry on with her wake would be so worried
about Pam. So what sort of a future has she? Ifethens to England she'll
have neither home nor job...'

'Miranda,' broke in Sarah, wishing she could be empatient over this

situation, 'you're way ahead of yourself! If thispement does take place
your mother will get over it eventually. Besidelse tman might decide to
marry Pam.'

'‘Never! He merely wants a short affair and then -eeljpye, Pam!' Miranda's
tears came again, and Sarah found herself becauidgeply distressed by
her friend's unhappiness that she actually allowes possibility of a
kidnapping to intrude into her mind. Immediatelyoapthis came some
words which her father had once spoken to her, vghenwvas just a child,

"You're a wild one, Sarah; it's the blood of yowther's people running in
your veins. | can foresee, as you grow older, §@i're going to do

outrageous things, that you'll be a menace to amyamo happens to be
foolish enough to arouse your anger or indignatidnd another thing,

you're far too proud! In fact, your teacher's told several times that you
have haughty ways which, if practised on someonssgssing similar
arrogance, will land you in real trouble!

Well, she mused, up till now she had done nothigiqularly outrageous,
nor had she displayed undue hauteur towards angirewas liked, and
admired, by most people with whom she came intdamdnbut the hard and
realistic fact was that she did possess this pstwghk of which her father
had spoken. She herself owned to it and she knem fwhere it came,
although the times when she would dwell on thigrithnce were very rare
indeed. However, she was proud of her Greek blesotall though its
guantity must be, having come to her from threeegaions back. It was no
ordinary Greek blood, her father had once said—thisdn criticism, not in
praise. It was the blood of the infamous Gorakigr&®aichalis, a one-time
feudal ruler who had lived in one of the remotestpof Greece, the Deep
Mani. This ruler, a despot like the other ruleis] lbeen continually engaged
in the blood-feuds—thgendettaas it was called today. And the atrocities
perpetrated were far too horrible to relate.



Yet in appearance there was nothing of the Greelta®arah, with her hair
of gold so pale that in certain lights it lookedmatike silver, with her high
unlined forehead, her dark blue eyes, slanting rattsdctively at the outer
corners. Her figure too was perfect—slender and urialjly
proportioned—with a tiny waist and shapely legs ankles.

'Does this Greek live in Athens?' queried Sarahth@ights reverting to the
possibility of carrying out her friend's incredilpé&n.

'No, he comes from some weird and remote placea#tie Deep Mani.'

‘The--!' Sarah's eyes widened. 'Then what's hegdoithens?' The Deep
Mani... Something tingled along Sarah's spine; shaldcaoot have
explained her feelings if her life depended upon it

'l believe he's here on business.' Miranda lookegstioningly at her friend,
waiting as if for some explanation of Sarah's dsgul ejaculation.
However, when presently she saw that no commentferiscoming she
went on to say that this place called the Deep Maas certainly no tourist
attraction. 'No one goes there unless they haveettguse the Maniots have
a reputation for being a terrible lot. Even Greekl$ avoid going there. It
would seem that these people are a law unto theessdhat they're a wild,
treacherous race who'd think nothing of throwirghdie at you or shooting
at you from behind a rock. It's said they still ulge in the
blood-feuds—reprisal killings. | don't think Pamdws what she's in for,'
ended Miranda heatedly.

Sarah said nothing; she was deep in thought, negathany things her
father had told her about the people of the DeepiM#owever, she was not
SO naive as to believe that the same pattern civietr existed today; for
one thing, utter disregard for law and order wooudd be tolerated by the
government. Nevertheless, it was an accepted fasat the vendetta

survived, and that grim reprisals were still catraut if some member of
one family were insulted by a member of anotheriliam

And Pam was intending to go to this place, thisaego often described as
a dread, planetary domain and 'habitat for dragtingas the zone of eagles,
the one-time haunt of wild tribes who had invadéds tgaunt and



mountainous region, tribes who practised every lohdiideous custom
except cannibalism. Here, on wild and lonely rodksy would lie in wait
for the unwary traveller and then, after robbingl d@arturing him, they
would toss him from the crag of some high clifinpdmg him to his death on
the rocks far below. As for the scenery—Sarah bathled a great deal from
her father, who had been there once and once loalyng no desire to visit
such a place again. He would fall into a pensivednahen describing the
area, declaring it to be as dark and formidablethas barbarians who
inhabited it. Terrible gorges and ominous ravinei heights of ragged
rocks and scree. And a primeval silence over it altense and
awe-inspiring, broken now and then bythe spineliolilcry of an owl, or
the swish of an eagle's wing. A grim and desolatgon of Greece, with
unclothed hills and witch-haunted valleys.

Sarah had shuddered as she listened to her fathkg would darkly quote
from a poem he had once read, telling of the ahg@epples of the Deep
Mani who feared neither man nor God; they wereng beast-like race who,
being so far removed from what is human, sulliedvry earth upon which
they trod. Their only companion other than theimowcious tribes was
Satan himself, whose shadow was said always to baag the valleys,
darkening their sides, polluting their rivers.

'What few rivers there are,’ Sarah's father woalg &The place is in fact
nothing more nor less than a wilderness.' He h&tl Her of the savage
customs of the peoples of the Deep Mani, continainguote from this
poem of ancient times, a poem written by a man via®jng managed to
pass through the region and escape with his lifetexdown for posterity all
he had seen and heard. Even to sit down to eatthatbe people would
result in a curse being put on one's soul, he wrote

And this was the place from where came the manwitbm Pam wanted to
run away ... and it was also the region from wi8elnah's own ancestors had
come.

Somehow, Sarah wanted to visit this witch-hauntadain; she was curious
to know what the people were like today, those feeao still kept up the
vendettataking the law into their own hands. It was wogdeeanyone who
was unwise enough to cross them, thought Sarah avigrimace, half



inclined to suspect that she herself might be imgea, should she ever visit
the Deep Mani.

For it was an undeniable fact that her own ancesterdreaded despot from
whom she was descended on her mother's side, hdel snamany enemies
that even today there were descendants of othsestrivho would not
hesitate to swoop down in revenge upon one of ¢lens of the family of
Pavromichalis.

Well, she had decided long ago that if ever shevidid the Deep Mani, she
would take good care to ensure that no one coulthex her, even
remotely, Avith the infamous Gorakis Pavromichatisat cruel dictator
whose blood—though greatly diluted—ran in her veihs blood which, so
her father had always maintained, was responsinehér pride and, at
times, a rather high degree of hauteur.

It was only the following day when Mrs Maddison ledl at the villa
occupied by the girls. She had been crying and hSarenediately felt
uncomfortable, especially as Miranda was out, lga\gone to do some
shopping. It was the first week of the long sumreaation and Sarah had
planned to have a couple of weeks in England, thespend the rest of the
holiday exploring.some of the Greek islands. Howgesbe had not made
any firm arrangements to do anything, and, strangsie found herself
being relieved about this. It did seem that sonngtkirastic must be done in
an attempt to put an end once and for all to thus kffair of Pam's. It would
be bad enough if the man had offered her marriagefor him merely to
desire an affair... No, Pam must not be allowed ito her life; and as it was
obvious that the girl was unable to think for héyglen it was incumbent
on others to think for her.

I'm sorry, but Miranda isn't in." Sarah looked lagetically at Mrs
Maddison. 'Can | get you a drink of coffee?’ stypiired after inviting her to
sit down.

Mrs Maddison frowned, as if the offer of a drinknaged her, being too
trivial even to be considered.



‘All I want at this moment is to speak to Mirandeg's the brusque rejoinder.
'I've had a morning off work especially to see &w long will she be, do
you think?' She was guarded; Sarah realized thosied, and after a small
hesitation she ventured to inform her visitor thla¢ knew all about Pam's
affair.

'Miranda told me about it, and we discussed a plaich she hoped to carry
out." Watching her closely as she spoke Saraheftas Ino doubts as to Mrs
Maddison's conviction that the plan could be optat

'l see,' after a short silence. 'Well, what do ook of it, Sarah? Isn't it a
dreadful situation for us all to be in—and all besa of a foreigner?'

'It's certainly unfortunate,' agreed Sarah mil@yt she added that as Pam
was of an age to know what she wanted any interéerérom her relatives
would not be very graciously received.

‘This is true, Sarah, but when a girl's as infatdas my daughter she doesn't
stop to think of the consequences; she can't sesdatio the disaster which
must inevitably result from so headlong an act.réfuge, she needs help.’

Sarah nodded, unable to argue this point, espgeiskhe had already come
to the same conclusion herself. She found her semeee slightly tensed, as
if something had caught at them; she was aleglitig with the deep desire
to wash her hands of this affair, yet at the same she was conscious of
drifting irrevocably to a point where her actiormultl become automatic,
forced upon her—not against her will, since it ie@goo strong a will to be
bent to anyone else's authority or decree—but agalhher own ideas of
common sense and logic.

‘The plan to kidnap this man is rather fantastihinnk you'll agree?' Sarah
spoke at last, a troubled frown between her eyes.f@ught to discard the
idea of becoming involved, tried to listen to tm@mer warning. She must
withdraw, before it was too late! 'l don't see hibwan be carried out,' she
began, then stopped, aware of a dart of cowardfcgeakness. She wanted
to say, quite firmly, that she was not intending&ve anything to do with so
criminal an act... and yet she remained silent...



‘This talk of the plan being impossible--' Mrs Matih's eyes glittered with
sudden anger. 'This is an occasion where desparatsures must be
employed.’

Tactfully Sarah made no comment, but she sighedandly, aware of

becoming resigned to her own involvement in therafit to kidnap the
Greek. For how could she refuse her help? Miranda ker friend, and as
such she could expect some sort of assistance.

'What a predicament I'm in!" This was said latergd 40 herself as, on
Miranda's return, Sarah had thankfully left mothad daughter together
and gone to the sanctuary of her bedroom wherensinelered back and
forth, unable to relax her seething brain. 'Whyutid see disaster, and
forme only? Not for Miranda, nor Pam, but for n&he turned towards the
door on hearing a gentle knock. 'What is it?"

Miranda entered, her face like chalk.
'Pam’s leaving, with this Greek, in four days' time

'Four days?' Sarah looked at her. 'But that giva@s o time at all. |
understood you to say that Pam hadn't yet givernaydefinite date?'

'She told Mother this morning, quite early, befbtether was even ready to
leave for work. She came straight here after Pathgase out." Miranda's
voice was husky, betraying the strain within h€his Charon Drakos has
told her he's leaving Athens next Friday, and thsfte wants to come with
him then she'd better begin making arrangementswétét be in Athens

again for over six months.’

'He doesn't appear to be an affectionate loveswred Sarah. 'Did he
actually talk like that to Pam?"

'He certainly gave her the four days in which tckenap her mind. If she
doesn't happen to be ready then he'll go without he

'If only you could talk some sense into her,' stgBarah, thoughtfully going
over this new and unexpected development. 'lt spahdost like a thread,'



she observed at length. 'Not at all the attitude wauld expect from a man
who, by rights, ought to be adopting a persuasigamar towards Pam." An
arrogant, domineering type, obviously, concludechBawho did he think
he was—a god, or something? For no apparent réesanind captured the
scene of the ancient pagan gods as with arrogamte@mplete mastery,
they swayed the fate of humans, bending them tar then wills.
Frowningly she attempted to reject the overwhelngogviction that her
own actions were being planned for her, influenogdome hidden dictator
whose power was leading her into something she dvbitterly regret. It
was almost as if she was the plaything of the gtidg,they were laughing
as they propelled her along on the roathefr choosing.

'‘And I'm powerless to combat the influence!" Angese within her as she
confessed this to herself, forgetting altogether phesence of her friend.
'Why can't | be practical, and level-headed, asullly am?"

'I'm not just sitting back and allowing Mother #&ilfinto a decline,” Miranda
was saying determinedly, breaking into Sarah's Muammusings. 'lt's my
duty to save her from such heartache.’

Although Sarah could not visualise Mrs Maddisoo®g into a decline she
naturally made no attempt to argue the point, indp®f no value to do so.
Instead, she found herself listening, with growintgrest, to her friend's
unfolding of the plan for the abduction of the Geee

"You've certainly been working hard on the * plitsanda, but can you pull
it off in the time you have? After all, four days..

'It can be done. I've promised Mother it'll be done

Sarah shook her head at this.

‘A rather rash promise, don't you think?'

‘No, I don't." A pause and then, 'l can understanat not wanting to become

involved, Sarah, but it's something | can't do al@o | must beg of you to
assist. | did warn you that I'd expect you to hakp.’



Still fighting to throw off the force that was stily enfolding her in its grip,
Sarah strove to find some major fault with the plamt instead she heard
herself say,

‘You've got the promise of the boat, so that's rablem, but how are you
going to get him from the boat on to the island?akda had not yet found a
way of getting him on to the boat, but Sarah hadeab doubts about her
thinking of something, and before very long. 'Yeuiot intending to drug
him, I hope, because | shall have no hand in angthie that.'

"You remember last Christmas—that wine Mother maeie.
Tingles ran all along Sarah's spine.

‘That was a killer!" she gasped, without thinkingwh much of an
exaggeration her words were. 'Everyone who towakas laid out for hours!'

'l shall never know what went wrong with it,” Mrsablidison had several
times been heard to say, amid laughter from tHs. gifollowed the recipe
given me by the old Greek lady—who did admit tiet wine was strong. |
can only think | got the quantities a little mixep.'

‘There was one bottle left,’” Miranda was sayingetiyi and significantly.
'It's been around since Christmas, with Mother regyievery time she
happens to see it lying there at the back of tipbcard, that she must get rid
of it, throw it down the sink.'

While she had been talking Sarah's thoughts hadlevad back to the
Christmas party in question. What a fiasco it hadéd out to be, for those
who had drunk the wine which Mrs Maddison had sugly produced had

been unconscious until the early hours of the nmgrni\fter taking one sip

Sarah had made her apologies to her hostess, mixyj#inat she did not care
for that particular kind of wine. Miranda had n@plems either, since she
did not drink anything stronger than lemonade. Megddison, being busy
passing food round to her guests, and moving betwee kitchen and the
sitting-room, had left her wine on i a side talit@ending to drink it when

the opportunity arose. So it transpired that tHg three people left to enjoy
the party were Mrs Maddison and the two girls.



'l remember how funny they all looked," Sarah cawdt help commenting,
her blue eyes twinkling with laughter. 'Eleven peepincluding eight
strong men—all fast asleep either on the couchcaads, or on the rug on
the floor.’

'‘Not merely asleep,' put in Miranda without catche@ven a modicum of her
friend's amusement, 'but quite literally out foe tbount." She paused a
moment, reflectively. 'That's why I've so muchHai what this bottle can

do.’

Sarah became quiet. She had been of the opiniartibavine had been
tampered with while Mrs Maddison was making it, &imak something had
been added, most likely for a joke. What had beleied was probably some
herb of whose potent qualities only the Greeks knew

'l believe | can get the Greek to drink the windjranda was saying
thoughtfully. '‘But as you've implied, it's gettihgn off the boat that's going
to prove difficult. So | need your help, as wellbpably have to drag him
most of the time, for I'm sure we can't carry han'f

'What about getting him to board the boat? Hashangtoccurred to you
yet?'

'l can think of only one course, and that's to sleind a note implying that
there's something he should know about Pam, songgetthat's just
happened." Miranda paused, her brow furrowed amdtde lip caught
between her teeth. 'The idea's only just come taarf@v minutes ago--' She
trailed off on noting Sarah's expression. 'You tbalieve it'll work?"

'The man's no fool; he's going to suspect something

'Why should he?"

'Simply because he knows that both you and youhenadre against the
elopement. He'd be a complete fool to board a Boat-

'With only me aboard? At least, that's what | shedd him to believe.



'‘And you think he'll take that as gospel?' Saratokther head. 'Were | in his
place, Miranda, I'd be more than a little suspisithat you had some thugs
aboard, and that | was going to be beaten up oetong.’

"You would?"
'I'd certainly not be foolish enough to come othi® boat."

Miranda gave a deep sigh, but within seconds she shaking off her
dejection.

'It's the only way! I'll not write, but telephonénhinstead, at his hotel. I'll
say that, if he doesn't agree to meet me, thenilhbwe to regret it.’

'He'll be sure to ask you what it's all about--'

' shall say it's too terrible to speak of on thepe!" Miranda was becoming
excited, confident of success.

'He might agree to see you,' conceded Sarah aftee seflection. 'But |
rather think he'll prefer somewhere different frarhoat.'

'l shall insist on his coming to the boat. I'll sduso troubled that he'll be
curious to discover what's amiss. Yes, I'm suran manage to get him
aboard!

Sarah still had her doubts as to the possibilitgrefnaring the man on to the
boat. However, she just had to leave it to Mirars#seing that it was her
affair, after all. But it was her personal opinitvat the Greek would be far
too wary to take the kind of risk which Miranda weagecting him to take.

'What's he like to look at?' she questioned, sugdrmious to know.
‘Extraordinarily tall and very slim," was the imniegt@ response. 'Sun-bitten

to gipsy darkness, with an angular face that remyma of a hawk. He's got
the fiercest eyes imaginable—black and luminous.'



Sarah had to smile, for he seemed eminently fitidek an inhabitant of the
Deep Mani.

He had jet black hair, Miranda went on to say, #esh, grudgingly,

'‘Apparently he's always immaculately dressed, aotiessly clean, with his
hair gleaming. Pam says he's wealthy, and livestower.'

‘There are numerous towers in the Mani; they weik: for defence in the

days of continual warfare and the blood-feuds thleyays seemed to be
indulging in." It was a strange circumstance, bata8 had no desire to
confide to her friend that she herself had Manlobd in her veins.. 'Some
of the towers have been tastefully renovated toaraicactive homes. At
least, that is what I've heard.’

'Well, | still don't want Pam to go there! It woude like a prison." Suddenly
there were tears in Miranda's eyes, and her mautieiged. Sarah, strong of
character as she was, had never been able to tarttetack of strength in
others. For herself, she would never dream of sgelalief in tears; they
were a mark of weakness and she hoped she woukt nesort to them.
Certainly she would never let a man reduce heeaost 'You're going to
help me, aren't you, Sarah?' Miranda's voice hdgstanct catch to it and
Sarah nodded immediately. Yet within her there ves®llion, for she was
being carried along as if on a tidal wave ... egrhelplessly into deep
waters, below which there was nothing but darkness...



CHAPTER TWO

THE boat which Miranda proposed using belonged teeadrof hers, Morris
Hailsham, who was also a schoolteacher in Atheeswbls now on holiday
in England, and had told Miranda that she coulddwrthe boat if she
wanted to take a sail to one or two of the islands.

Tll be back in a fortnight's time and shall nekdhen," he had said.
'Meanwhile, though, have it, with pleasure!

It was moored at Piraeus, and to Sarah's utter emexzt the Greek agreed
to meet Miranda on board.

'He must be a complete fool! she said, but Mirafidahed as she was with
the success of the first part of her plan, meretygged and admitted that he
wasrather trusting. And there the matter ended aadahe was concerned,
but for Sarah there existed a strange unfathonablety, as if all was not
as transparent as it appeared to be.

The man stepped aboard tHalcyonewith total unconcern—so Miranda
later told Sarah, who was in the galley, keepinigodtihe way until she was
needed.

'I've given him the wine,' continued Miranda inexcited whisper. 'So be
ready to get moving within the next quarter of aaihor so.’'

The galley door closed as Miranda left; Sarah dtah@ughtfully at it,
acutely conscious of disturbing tingles along h@Enes. Something seemed
to be wrong and she felt uneasy because she cotifopuh her finger on it.
She wished she could see this man, read his expnessraw some
conclusions which would help her to assess hidliggace. For it did seem
to her that no man of even average intelligenceldvaacept an invitation
like this.

A quarter of an hour or so, Miranda had said. Wdlidman drink the wine?
Perhaps, like Sarah, he would find on tastingat thdid not suit his palate,
in which case he would leave it. What then? ImpalyeSarah moved,
unwilling to waste time asking herself questionschihshe was unable to



answer. She poured herself a glass of milk, hes ggang to the large array
of packages and boxes stacked up in one cornkeafalley. The provisions
which would be left on Iscarte Island with the Igresoner.

Sipping her milk, Sarah went over the conversasbea had had with her
friend after she, Sarah, had promised to helperathduction.

'He'll contact the police immediately he's rescu8drah had stated, but
Miranda shook her head.

'Pride," she rejoined briefly. And then, I'm leayimm a note of explanation,
and it'll include the order not to get in touchlwihy sister again.'

Sarah had made no comment on this. She and Miraedain the villa; the
Acropolis, visible through the window, shone in télliant sunshine, a
jewel of rare quality, with the Parthenon standsypreme, the most
glorious building in the world. Sarah had stood dowhile, musing on the
holiday she was to have taken—a holiday of islaopgpmng. She had
wanted to visit Rhodes, then Cos. Crete was a rfardhere they practised
thevendettaand Sarah was quite naturally interested in this.

‘Although | have agreed to help you,' Sarah hadl@ar her shoulder as she
stood by the window staring out at the Acropolis) 'not at all happy at
what we're doing. No matter what you say to thetreoy, | still feel we
could find ourselves in serious trouble.' She fredito herself, aware again
of the strange and disturbing feeling that shealvas going to suffer for
the action they were taking.

'I've told you," muttered her friend impatientlige'll be far too proud to
contact the police. | myself am not in the leastaswned over any adverse
consequences affecting ourselves. Can you imagigeran admitting to
having been kidnapped by two females?' A laughpestdiranda and her
eyes lost their brooding expression for a spate.dbsolutely sure that a
Greek wouldn't admit it.'

'Especially one from the Deep Mani.' Sarah spoky geftly, almost to
herself. 'They have an obsession about pride.fidam appeared again as
for a fleeting moment she tried to visualise wihat Greek would do if ever



he found himself in a position to pay the two giveck for the humiliation
they had caused him.

'Exactly—especially one from the Deep Mani,' agre@nda. 'So you see,
Sarah, we've really nothing at all to worry about.’

It was to be hoped, mused Sarah, her mind retutoitite present situation,
that Miranda had been right when she so confideagberted that they had
nothing to worry about. Sipping her milk, she trtedvisualise what was

going on in the saloon. Obviously the man had ronkl the wine, as

otherwise Miranda would be here, gloating overdustess—

Her thoughts cut abruptly by the noisy opening teé tloor, she stared
disbelievingly on hearing Miranda say, her voioghapitched with triumph
and excitement,

'He's drunk it! Sarah—he's drunk it! And he's alyealumped against the
cushions on the couch!

Glancing down at her bare arms, Sarah noticed,fittee golden hairs
standing up. She shivered involuntarily, then waoadevhy.

Miranda was urging her to come to the saloon, wklehdid, following her
friend as Miranda eagerly led the way.

‘There! He's almost out! What luck. As you impli€ghgrah, the man's a
complete fool!

Silence, as Sarah focused her eyes upon the sluingpee of the Greek. He
had a hand pressed to his temple, and his breatvasguneven. Her eyes
wandered to the table, where lay the empty glasstsoside. It fascinated
her and for a long moment she could not take hes &pm it. At that she
said, turning to her friend,

'How long did it take the others to go out?’

Miranda shrugged unconcernedly.



'Does it matter'?’
'l have a feeling that it took them longer--'

'He'd drunk the wine when | came back from speatongpu in the galley,’
interrupted Miranda swiftly, her whole manner ordeugency. 'I've been
watching him for the past five minutes or so.’'

The man moved, and gave a slight exclamation oéarigut no words left
his lips, and even while the girls watched, hdegtlown more comfortably
on the couch, drew a deep breath, and fell asleep.

'Well," exclaimed Miranda a trifle smugly, ‘whateayou to say now! Your
fears were unfounded after all!'

'Yes, | suppose | must own that they were," retirf8arah, her eyes still
fixed on the man lying there. She was fascinatedvhgit she saw—the
features, harsh and satanic, with the mouth ththaoel even though its
owner was in a state of repose. The nostrils ware the brown cheeks
hollowed beneath the prominent side bones. Hislgak hair grew low, but
it shone with cleanness. The shirt he wore wasleggtwhite against his
throat. She looked at his hands ... and for sormasore she shuddered.
Slender hands, brown and strong; she knew thatc¢beld inflict pain if
their owner should desire them to do so. Therensasoubt in her mind that
the man was totally ruthless, a perfect exampla®people from the Deep
Mani.

The island appeared at last, dark and half blaiteédn the mist which had

fallen suddenly, a mist that swirled against thggeal heights, that writhed
all along the sides of the little valley. The islainhabited by birds only,

was merely the top of a sunken mountain range wdpcead far beneath the
sea. The vegetation was sparse, being for the passtcoarse grass and
sedge; a few stunted trees could be discerned eabdht drew closer,

running along a dry watercourse, while on the shitsaf could be seen

what appeared to be a few isolated clumps of magrass, binding the sand
together. For the most part, though, the nakedsreakung right down to the
edge of the sea in a series of precipices, awesmhéreacherous.



'What a place!" exclaimed Sarah. She glanced aroomel or two other
uninhabited islands lay scattered on the sea. tldnt wish my worst
enemy to spend any length of time here!

Miranda said nothing; she was expertly bringinglibat inshore and Sarah
watched with admiration. Miranda had learned froem hrother how to
handle boats of this type, whereas Sarah, withetetives at all, had not
been afforded the same advantage.

The boat was soon brought in; so far so good, thioBgrah, wondering how
heavy the man would be. As Miranda had said, thegyhtnihave to drag him
ashore.

'We must come back to see how he is,' she saiceallddWe mustn't risk
anything serious happening to him. We can takeo& lsithout actually
landing. He'll hear us if we call out to him.’

'I'm not coming back,' declared Miranda emphatycaie could last for two
or three months on what I've put in those boxes.’

'Clothes...?" Why was she so troubled about the?ni;ndeserved all that
was coming to him. 'He'll need lots of changes.'

''ve put a few things in. He can keep on washimgnt. It'll give him
something to do!

Sarah went quiet, determined to find some way irneng. She must make
Miranda see sense, and agree to come back in ddgs' time, for Sarah
knew she could not rest until she had assured lhehs¢ the man was
managing all right, and that he had recovered filuereffects of the wine.

'l feel dreadfully uneasy,' she said presently wheth- she and Miranda
were ashore, haying decided to unload the prowssioefore getting the
Greek off the boat. 'We're crazy to do a thing tikis!"

"It isn't like you to panic, Sarah.'

'I'm not panicking! Nevertheless, I'm troubled. 38 a criminal act--'



'Rubbish! It's revenge—and who should appreciat tmore than a man
who himself would not hesitate to be revenged anessme who intended
injuring one of his family?'

' must agree,’ replied Sarah, but in a flat voiddever in her life had she felt
like this—as if nemesis was at her shoulder, raadstrike, in retributive
justice. 'Have we got everything out now?' She ggdrnaround, at the array
of provisions. 'The cooking-stove's in that blue bgwu said?’

‘That's right. Don't worry, Sarah, he'll manageyweell; | haven't forgotten
anything.’'

'l think we'd better take a look around the islaras—far as we can look
round," amended Sarah with a grim glance at thgeggock faces coming
directly down to the sea. 'This little valley henes can explore this.’

'What for? | don't intend he shall have five-stacanmodation!

'I'd like to make sure there's some place whereahesleep with reasonable
comfort." Mentally, she was checking the provisiomgs of meat and
vegetables; dried fruits, packets of biscuits arehkfast cereals. Powdered
milk, eggs, tinned butter. A butane stove, a gagaply of water. If the man
had any sense he would use sea water wheneveult saving the fresh
water for drinking. It would rain, of course, seth was no danger of his
running out of water.

'l do think we should look around,’ Sarah agairgested, and this time with
a definite note of firmness in her voice. 'We cgo'$t dump him,
unconscious, on the shore here and leave him éopgakluck.’

'‘But that's the idea! He has to be punished.’

Sarah shook her head.

'I'm not being a party to that. My conscience woodd allow me to leave

him here without first making sure he can surviwegeasonable comfort.
After all, your aim is, chiefly, to keep him froraking Pam away.’



'He'll be all right,’ carelessly from Miranda. Hoveg, she did allow herself
to be persuaded and the girls went farther aloaghiore. This was merely a
sandy shelf, with the core of the island risingeptg from it. So formidable
was the aspect, thought Sarah. And the solituded#ep silence. She felt
almost inclined to throw up the whole scheme asdtron taking the Greek
back to Piraeus.

'lIt's so desolate, Miranda. A person could go maduch a place!" No
comment as Miranda sent a frowning glace towarddgrignd. 'How would
you like to find yourself alone in such a place?’

'As there's no danger of finding myself alone Hedlen't see any point in
thinking about it.'

They were walking along the tiny valley; Mirandaddenly suggested one
of them return to the boat, just to make sure thegoner was still asleep.

'We don't want him to wake before we can get hiff siie added.

‘The others slept for several hours. Howeverghllback. You carry on,
Miranda; I'll catch you up in a few minutes.'

Sarah stepped on to the deck, then went from tbete saloon, turning the
door handle softly, so as not to disturb the mamlay prone, his face to the
back of the couch. So he had moved, she thoughbpisty closer and
bending over him. His breathing was even; shegditaned up, satisfied that
he would not waken for at least a couple of hoWhich afforded her and
Miranda ample time to get him ashore.

'He won't give us any trouble," murmured Sarahdibmishe turned from the
couch. 'Unless, of course it's with his weight. ldjgpearance could be
deceiving--' She stopped, an incredulous gasp esgdper as, having
almost reached the door, she twisted around agaary nerve in her body
tingling; for with the stealth of a jungle bease tman had risen from the
couch and come behind her. She was face to fade i, her heart
pounding against her ribs, her mouth opening asnshde to cry out to
Miranda for help. But no sound came; his hand viegped over her mouth
and she was being forced back from the door. Theeacircling her body



was like a steel hawser, and although she kickédtdus shins it was to no
avail. She was lifted bodily and dumped on the bod¢ith the same stealth
as that with which he had surprised her, and wltgrdning speed to match
it, he was out of the saloon and the key was tumehle lock. Breathless,
and experiencing fear for the first time in heeliEhe got to her feet and
went to the window. Miranda could be seen, wandgeaiong the dry valley.

Sarah was just about to shout when to her horhslard the engine start.
The chug-chug caused Miranda to turn swiftly atartled, she flung up her
hands in a gesture of bewildered protest. Sheestdad run, shouting out

almost hysterically as she realised what had hagghdar she could plainly

see that Charon Drakos was at the wheel.

'Don't leave me here!' she screamed in a ternfa@de. 'Sarah, for heaven's
sake, do something! '

With this cry ringing in her ears Sarah made far $hloon door and began
hammering on the thick wooden panels, frustratiomgimg with self-fury
as she dwelt on her stupidity. She ought to haea lb@ her guard against a
surprise attack, should have thought of the evdibyud the man's waking
up before he was expected to.

Suddenly she caught her breath as a wave of sagmwept over her. She
recalled with vivid clarity her previous uneasinedsthe simplicity with
which the first part of the plan had been carriad dlot a hitch...

The Greek accepting the invitation, then his takhegwine--

'He didn't drink it!"" she exclaimed. 'Miranda s&iel took it while she was
talking to me in the galley, but he threw it away.’

So he had never been unconscious at all! Sarabrsklivn spite of herself,
for there was something almost unnatural aboutkihd of behaviour

practised by the Greek. What was his objective? Ao, what were his
immediate plans? The boat was heading for the gpen Sarah tried to
collect her thoughts into some sort of order, bwain. They pivoted here
and there, bringing into focus the plight of heerfid, left stranded on the
island, then her own plight as prisoner of a man wbuld obviously inflict



some kind of punishment upon her. Twisting aroundiesperation at her
own helplessness, she sought for some form of es&j there was none.
The door was locked, the window useless as a n@ascape. With every,
moment that passed the island was receding. Saraérbip till it hurt, still
furious with herself for her stupidity in failing be on the alert, furious with
Miranda for having formulated the plan in the fipthce, and she was also
furious with the Greek for his trickery. What gamewas up to she could
not even begin to conceive, and although her hesgéan to thud unevenly
when at length she heard the key turn in the Isle&,welcomed the return of
the man, hoping to gain some information from hilfas he intending to
hand her over to the police?

The door opened; she saw the amused sneer wipadfsdips as he looked
at her. She sensed at once that her appearancartestied his entire
attention.

'Well, well, what have we here? A real beauty! fitis, aristocratic voice
carried a trace of an accent. 'I'm quite takenyprsse.' Nonchalantly he
leant against the jamb of the door, arms foldeslbkack eyes fixed upon her
face. 'l gather you're an accomplice in this absitempt to dump me on
Iscarte Island?' She said nothing, words beingdiffccult owing to the
dryness of her throat. For although the Greek'sesgon was still mainly
one of surprise, there was something else lurkieget which sent tingles of
apprehension darting along her spine. She recthieethany occasions when
the eyes of some Greek male, having examined letyl@urves, would
darken with desire. And now this was again hapmgn@haron Drakos's
eyes roved her figure with both insolence and apatien. Quietly he asked
her her name, which she supplied after the meresitdtion, since it
occurred to her that she could hardly keep it from indefinitely. And then
she added, in a taut yet steady voice,

'What are your intentions, Mr Drakos?' at which hirg of a sardonic smile
touched those hard thin lips, and the black broemewaised a fraction.

‘Afraid, are you? The police, you're thinking, gmebably you're seeing
yourself languishing in a Greek jail?" He paused #&ughed. 'At this
juncture | think | ought to point out that our g@dren't the comfortable home
from home places you have in your country.'



Sarah was pale, but determined not to allow heatennourage to fail her.

'‘Miranda--' she began, when he interrupted hemigsing the subject of her
friend.

'l don't think 1 ought to hand you over to the peliSarah, as I'm sure your
beauty would suffer if you were to languish in jallHe tailed off, his brows
lifting in arrogance. 'You don't approve of my useyour given name,
obviously—not judging by your expression?"

'I'd prefer you to address me as Miss Gilmore,' he&xsacid response.

Ignoring this, he continued with what he had besgnng). 'Yes, your beauty
would suffer were you to spend five or ten yeargail—which of course
you would do if convicted for attempted murder.’

‘Attempted murder? It was no such thing!
"You said yourself that a person could die on islahd.’
"You heard?' she said, eyeing him curiously.

'l heard everything. True, you and your confedevatee on the shore, but
the saloon window was open. Yes, | heard a great &arah. Enough to
send you to prison for a very long time. However|'ae said, prison is not
for you—not a State prison, that is,' he added,\waited for her response.
She made none, determined to remain calm. But siseasutely conscious
of his origin, that he came from that dark regidrGoeece where the law
was taken into the people's own hands* A curiods edged his voice when
next he spoke. 'You're a cool one," he commerBgdights you should be
trembling at the idea of being in my power, or ngyout for mercy as you
dwell on your ultimate fate.'

Her head lifted proudly.
'l would never cry out for mercy!

His eyes took on a curious expression.



'l don't believe you would,' he said unexpectedly.

Bypassing this, Sarah reverted to the plight of fnend, determinedly

avoiding any discussion on her own possible fate gerself was strong;
she could fight if necessary, whereas Miranda wasfar different mettle

and, left alone on that island for any length ofdj she would abandon all
hope, in which case her nerves could suffer a cetafireakdown. It wasn't
as if her mother knew which island Miranda wasnadiag using in her plan.
Mrs Maddison had merely been told that Charon Dsakas being dumped
on an uninhabited island.

'You can't leave Miranda on that island——

'Why not?' An indifferent shrug of his shoulderc@uopanied the brief
response to her words.

'She'll be terrified, all alone.’
'Serve her right. She'll have time to regret héioac

You'll be in trouble,” Sarah warned him. 'You d@uppose her mother's
going to ignore the disappearance of her daugtiteypu?'

Diverted for a space, Charon inquired curiously,

'What about your mother? Isn't she also going tdrbebled over your
disappearance?’

'l have no parents,’ she informed him, forced licthie truth even though a
lie might have served her better. 'My mother dideew| was very young,
and my father four years ago.'

The black eyes kindled.

'So you yourself will not be missed?"

‘Certainly I'll be missed! Mrs Maddison knows | wenith Miranda.'
Charon made no comment on this and after a monaah$ontinued, 'Mrs



Maddison will very soon be informing the police d¥liranda's
disappearance.’

A slight frown of puzzlement appeared on her congras brow.

'Surely Mrs Maddison will hire a boat and send soneeto Iscarte Island.

After all, that's where you were headed for, sotite obvious place to look
for her daughter. Miranda will then be rescued.pidased, observing Sarah
in some amusement. 'You, on the other hand, wilbeaescued.’

Ignoring this latter remark, she said, her voice &md deeply troubled, 'Mrs
Maddison doesn't know which island we were takiag t0.'

'She doesn't?' He stared at her. 'How is that?"

'We didn't mention the particular island. She mekelows we were taking
you to an uninhabited island.’

'In that case,’ commented Charon indifferentlig gbing to be quite a task
finding her. Did you know there are hundreds ohitiabited Greek islands?’

Sarah drew a deep breath.

'It's hardly to be expected that Mrs Maddison'sngadio have someone
searching around,' she retorted. 'She'll just ghegolice." Even before she
had finished speaking Charon was shaking his head.

'She'll be in real trouble if she does.’

Sarah bit her lip.

'‘Because of what Miranda intended doing?'

Charon nodded his head. Clearly he was amusedehsittiation.

'Mrs Maddison herself will be charged too. Accegsaiter the fact, as you
in England call it. In other words, aiding and aingt If Mrs Maddison



thinks to seek legal advice before acting she'lwagned of the danger
which hangs over both her daughter and herself.'

'She can't just ignore the fact that Miranda hasiiirned home!" Deep
distress caused Sarah's voice to lift; it seemapidte on Charon's ears and
he frowned heavily down at her. 'Please have temuesd, Mr Drakos.' She
looked at him through grave and shadowed eyes ancexpression so
caught his interest that he seemed quite unaltédéohis eyes from her face.

"You don't appear to be in the least concerned tapour own fate,' he
commented, a strange note to his voice. 'All yaumcern is for your friend,
apparently?’

Was there a hint of admiration in his tone? wonde&arah. She could not
be sure, but it certainly had seemed like it.

It isn't only Miranda, but her mother as well.r&apaused a moment. 'l can
understand how you feel, Mr Drakos,' she said fuidtexpect | myself
should attempt some kind of revenge if the sanmggthappened to me. But
| would ask that—with Miranda—you will be lenient.Her voice trailed
away as he began to shake his head. She oughtédkhawn better than to
expect mercy from him, she thought, and yet shédcoot give in, leaving
Miranda to her fate.

'‘Shewas intending to leaveethere, and for a long period, judging by the
amount of provisions you both took ashore. She'lglad of those, because
it now seems she's to be some considerable tintleeoisland.’

'She could die!" For the first time he detectedt@md fear in Sarah's voice.
'Her mother—she's a widow. Even you couldn't makénaocent woman
suffer!’

'Even you?' he repeated, eyeing her with an odesgn. 'That's a strange
thing to say, isn't it?'

She looked directly at him.



'I'm under no illusions about the people from theeP Mani,' she told him
quietly, and his laugh rang out, echoing roundstimall saloon.

'So you know about us? Good! | don't have to erpldien. You'll not be
surprised when learning of your fate.'

'Miranda,' she said again, pale but composed aetmtthreat contained in
his voice. 'As you've remarked | consider her fatee more important than
mine at present. Can | ask you to have her restabd3aid again.

"Your request is refused,’ he returned implacalhg he added, just as if he
had to, 'Even if you went down on your knees aedgéd for her the request
would still be refused.’

She knew he meant it and anger and frustration witbén her. However,
any display of temper would, she felt sure, beté@avith nothing more than
contempt and so she held herself calm. What cdddle to help her friend?
This man's refusal made it even more imperativé sha herself escape,
since Miranda must be rescued, and without too naetéty. Sarah did not
dare dwell on Mrs Maddison's state of mind whentthe girls failed to
return. After a small hesitation she managed to ask

'What are your intentions regarding me? You sayrgonot handing me
over to the police?"

‘No, certainly not that," he mused, his eyes rovieg lovely body, in the

same way as they had roved it previously. Sheaklif she were being
stripped; her colour rose delicately and she addner head. 'You're even
more beautiful when you blush like that,” he mureasualmost gently. 'l

must admit | had at first intended handing you deethe police, but that
was before | had the opportunity of taking a gamaklat you--'

Without warning he stepped forward and, with ak tarrogance of the
victor, he took her chin in his hand and turnedfaee up again. Furious at
the gesture, she twisted away, but this served tnignpel him to further
mastery and before she knew it she was broughthiguigto his arms and
his hard demanding mouth was pressed to hers. &lurboth by the



swiftness and unexpectedness of his action, shexdathance to struggle,
with the result that, on releasing her, he saisbime amusement,

'So you liked that, eh? Women usually do--'

You arrogant, pompous ass!' The words were alimssed out at him and
her dark blue eyes moved with contempt from hig fiachis feet and back
again. 'Like it! It was vile!" and to give addedestgth to this statement Sarah
brought out a handkerchief and rubbed vigorousheatips.

Strangely, this demonstration left him unmoved, theker of a smile
merely hovering about the thin and ruthless mouth.

'As | was saying before our romantic little inteldy)’ he began, 'l did initially
intend letting the police deal with you, but not\snpany Sarah--'

'I'm notyour Sarah!'

"You soon will be," was the confident responseu"éee, my dear, | have
decided to have you instead of Pamela. | belieseniianaged to get myself
a better bargain, since that stupid girl has netgbirit which you display.
I've never had a pillow-friend who had any desiremgage me in combat.
The experience will be both novel and instructive.’

Although every drop of blood drained from her faSarah still contrived to
retain her calm. She was not the offshoot of tharléss Gorakis
Pavromichalis for nothing. Inherent in her wereit¢raof bravery and
optimism. Never could she have given up hope atdfaige; she did not even
consider defeat at the hands of this man, andefivey, putting aside her
own danger, she changed the subject, endeavouwrioigar up one of the
several circumstances that had been puzzling heraSked what had made
him suspicious of the wine.

You didn't drink it,' she added unnecessarily.

'Only a fool would have done so,' he returned witterisive laugh. 'One had
only to smell it to know what it contained.’



'Was it some herb?' she inquired, for the momersdrtkd.

Charon Drakos mentioned the herb, adding that sidedtviously never
heard of it.

'No, | haven't.'

'l was, of course, suspicious long before the wiae handed to me,' he said,
half expecting this to surprise her, but she metebked at him and
returned, without much expression,

‘You were?'

‘Naturally. | was more than a little intrigued Whetinvitation given me by
Pamela's sister. Something was afoot; it was teesiahing in the world to
deduce that.’

‘How?'

The flippant lift of a hand and then,

‘The very idea of arranging a meeting on a boats&d both my interest and
my suspicions. Miranda was either indulging inrtiedodramatic or plotting
something unpleasant for me. | naturally judged Ibe the latter.’

'So the plarwasweak, after all." murmured Sarah pensively.

'Am | to take it that you yourself considered ito® weak?'

She nodded and said quite frankly that she hadaenresl it to be weak.

'l was amazed when | learned of your acceptantieeafnvitation.'

'‘Amazed but not warned?' Charon raised one straiglk brow. 'It would
appear you're no brighter than your stupid friend.’

'Miranda is not stupid!" flashed Sarah indignanthnd then, 'Please
continue, Mr Drakos. I'm naturally curious to kntve whole.'



'‘And to learn just how your plans misfired?' he edlavith a laugh. 'Well,
after boarding the boat | became even more alehedrd your friend
whispering to someone, although | could not cathwords. | expect she
was informing you that | had come aboard like—likeHe paused a
moment, frowning in thought. 'Like a lamb to thawghter, | believe you
English say?' She merely nodded abruptly, waitomdnfm to continue. ‘And
she probably gloated over the fact that | had a@eceper noxious brew?' A
sneer curved his lips. 'l threw it out of the windo

Sarah drew a breath, inwardly seething at the nmoveous amusement. It
was plain that he considered the whole plan tdiddish, thought up by two
amateurs—and not very intelligent ones at that. &dong moment she
stared into his eyes, where undisguised humouluwvkisg.

"Your criminal desire to take Pam away necessitsb@dke strong action,’' she
began, then stopped, as now he actually bursaoghing.

'Strongaction?' The black eyes raked her with a minghhgmusement and
contempt. 'Two females—actually believing they doabduct a man!
Again he laughed, and again she seethed with akiygvever, the acid
retort which rose to her lips was cut as, turniwgy Charon Drakos left the
saloon, locking the door behind him.



CHAPTER THREE

IT was over three hours before he returned; the ledteen travelling at
full speed for the whole of that time. Fuming, $anad hammered furiously
on the door, shouting for him to come back. Shefveatic about her friend,

appalled at the idea of her spending the nighteatomthe island. But Charon
was not intending to take the slightest notice aaf's wrathful exhibition.

He probably considered it beneath his interestitstneght, gritting her teeth
and wishing she could think of some way of turrtimg tables on him, in the
same manner he had turned them on Miranda andherse

The boat's engine stopped suddenly and a momentthet door was once
again opened. Through the window she saw land.

'We're changing over to another vessel,' he infdriver brusquely. '‘Come
along!

She stood her ground.

'Where are you taking me?' She swallowed, angtiieaknowledge that a
little ball of fear had lodged within her throahe&Smust not weaken, must
never for one moment despair of escaping fromrttaa's clutches.

‘To my—home.’

"Your home? Why did you hesitate?'

His eyes glittered, hard and dangerous.

'You're not here to ask questions! | meant whaid fbout taking you
instead of Pamela--No, do not interrupt me! Yowasked for it, as Miranda
has asked for what she's received. You're comitigmwe to my home in the

Deep Mani, where you'll remain, my prisoner, uhtite of you..."'

'No! You can't do this! It's criminal; you'll begwecuted.’



'In the Mani," he told her with a soft, invidiousta to his voice, 'we are
never prosecuted. It's known that we're a law unto duese no one
interferes with us simply because they know theyldi@o so at their peril.’

'l don't believe you're totally lawless. It wouldpé tolerated today as it was
in times gone by.’'

'Who are you trying to convince?' he asked in samasement. "Yourself or
me?'

'l hate you!" she flashed, regardless of the dangeglint that entered his
eyes. 'l can't believe you want me instead of Pam!'

'No?" with a raising of his brows, a gesture whigs beginning to infuriate

her. 'l hoped my intentions had been made perfetgly to you, Sarah. I've
lost Pamela, but as | remarked earlier, | have isedua better bargain.’'
Amusement looked out from those black eyes as sagpt over her. She
suddenly recalled having heard that the Greeks therenost amorous race
in the world. 'And how do you feel at the tablesngeturned on you like

this?' He was taunting her, yet there was thedfiatsnarl to his voice which
told her quite plainly that he was by no meangdtatd by the girls’' low

opinion of his intelligence. .'It amazes me thatl yould have been in any
way confident of carrying out so feeble a plan.rtag idiot could have seen
through it." He glanced somewhat impatiently atvinist watch. '‘Come," he
ordered curtly. 'My own vessel will take us asdarLeonidian, where we
will tie up for the night. Tomorrow morning we shebntinue by car.'

‘You appear to have it all arranged.' She spokelglavatching his face.
'You couldn't have known--'

'I'm not omniscient, if that's what you mean. Ng;-ryacht just happens to
be moored at Hydra, where | intended to take Paffirslathen on to my
home—just as I'm doing with you. My plans havehadrged,' he added with
a trace of sardonic amusement. 'The time, andetihale, are different, that
is all.'



Her fists clenched; through the angry chaos ofrhiexd ran the desperate
desire to turn the tables on him, in the same waydd turned them on
Miranda and herself.

"You're despicable!" was all she could think ofisgyand as this brought
forth a laugh she found herself seething with furyish | were a man!" she
flashed at him. 'I'd kill you!'

"You talk like a true Maniot," he returned mildlywonder if | should marry
you--'

'‘Marry! You!'All the arrogance and contempt she could mustet & her
voice as she added, 'l wouldn't defile myself..." Stwpped, slowly, and
instinctively backed away. Never had she seeneadactarkly evil! Charon
Drakos did not move one small step towards hete&ts he pointed with his
finger to a spot in front of him.

'‘Come here," he murmured softly.

'Why should I?' Her head was flung back, her exqioesfearless. Charon
stared, as if unable to believe in her defiance.

'‘Come here,' he repeated at length, and his blgleeld hers, held them as
a stoat might hold its prey. 'l said ... comeereh.." Softer still the tone, but
the danger in it would have daunted many a stroag.riif you don't obey
me, Sarah, then | can assure you you'll be bittedyetting it in about ten
seconds from now.'

He mouth went dry yet her whole attitude remained of challenge. This
man was not going to intimidate her! She was neriaf Greek woman

conditioned to bend to the near celestial powe¢hefmale! No, he could do
his worst, but she would never afford him the $atigon of being able to

subdue her in any way other than by using phy$arak. For some reason
she could not even begin to explain, she felt aored that the use of his
superior physical strength would not in any waybeeptable to his ego.

She stood her ground as he came close, remairfédvegn his hands
encircled her throat; she closed her eyes, wongdrthis was the end. But



she made no sound, not even when his fingers hesseking bruises on
her neck. And suddenly she wasfree, with the Grgakding over her,
staring down into her face.

'My God, but you're different from the rest! | adenyour courage, girl. Tell
me, where did you get it?'

‘The history of my inherent traits can scarcelyabenterest to you," she
returned haughtily. 'So shall we talk of import#mihgs? This intention of
taking me to your home is absurd! | have alreadyitidd to being able to
appreciate your wish for revenge, but on the dilaed, if you have any idea
of justice at all you'll agree that you asked fétratvMiranda had in store for
you?'

His eyes, still fixed on her face, held an unmiatd& gleam of admiration
and, noticing it, Sarah swiftly reached the condughat this man was
intrigued by her innate strength of character, gnadintrepid manner with
which she had stood up to him.

'What made you decide Pamela was worth the riskwere willing to take?"
he queried with interest.

'She's the sister of a great friend of mine. It wgsduty to assist Miranda.'

'Nonsense! Even Miranda ought not to have takegreat a risk. The girl's
not worth it,' he added with an edge of contemphitovoice. 'She threw
herself at me! | told her there was no chance afriage—ever. Yet she
continued to play with the flame. Well, | decidetdiast to take what was
being so readily offered. She was to have come m#ho my home for as
long as | wanted her to stay,

and then--" A contemptuous snap of his fingers sgak more revealingly

than any words could have done, and again Saraiddi) but this time it

was for Pam, who, she knew without a doubt, hagldaexactly as the Greek
had described. For there was a ring of truth tovbhise despite its derision
and callous indifference.



So it had all been for nothing. Pam had been dt.fath this galling
knowledge taking full possession of her she lookedrily at her captor.
His eyes were narrowed, as if he were attemptingdd her thoughts.

'Is that your handbag?' Charon pointed to the coBahah shook her head.

'It's Miranda's," she told him, the sight of theglsending her thoughts
darting to her friend, alone on that barren islatdne with darkness already
beginning to fall. Sarah shivered involuntarily. #¢fa mess they were both
in! Was it possible that they would come out unhedfh She thought of all

those warnings, those premonitions, which she gadred, determined as
she was to help her friend.

Charon was speaking, ordering her to precede lwm the saloon; he added
the warning that she was not to make a sound astspped from one vessel
to the other.

'Ill strangle you if you so much as open your nngute added threateningly.
But Sarah was not intimidated by this. She meaastape and here seemed
an opportune place to try.

The air was cool on her face as she came on dezkising moon a friendly
crescent in the swiftly darkening sky. Her heartksas she looked around
for the two vessels were some considerable distaogethe shore. She saw
two men moving on the deck of the luxurious yagttich was alongside
Halcyone. So Charon Drakos had a crew on board. Biting Iperir
frustration, she had to admit that no escape doeildffected yet.

'Move quicker,' snapped Charon. And he added anyskgou're thinking
of throwing yourself overboard and choosing deafote dishonour then
you can save yourself the trouble. | shall onlygryou out again.’

She swallowed, turning a white face towards himwHormidable he
looked in this half-light! More like a devil thanhmman. His hand under her
elbow was detestable, but she endured it, feeliagneed for support as she
stepped from one swaying vessel to the other.



'The Halcyone,'she began as the thought occurred to her, ‘itnigslto a
friend of Miranda's. You can't leave it here.’

'Why not?' with careless arrogance. 'lt isn't mgibess to restore people's
lost property to them?!'

Sarah stood in the cabin which Charon had givenahdrlooked around,
able to appreciate the evidences of luxury and gasté even while fixed in
her brain with stark reality was the sure knowledigat she was now
completely in the power of this man, this pagamfithe blackest region of
Greece. For a fleeting moment her thoughts danted again to her friend,
alone on that jagged piece of irock jutting outnfrthe dark and lonely sea.
But soon Sarah dismissed Miranda from her mindiditeg that she was by
no means in so dire a situation as Sarah herself.

Sarah turned, startled as, without even knockirigar@n entered the cabin.
Her eyes widened, brittle and arrogant.

'What do you want?' she demanded.
His brows lifted a fraction.

'Don't adopt that manner with me, Sarah,' he advssdtly. 'It seems you
have a great deal to learn, my girl!"

She said, ignoring this,
'How long do you think you can keep me prisoner?’

'Until | tire of you; I've already told you." Theldock eyes raked her
insolently. "You'll find all you require in the wayf toilet requisites in the
bathroom cabinet--' He indicated the door leaditigrom the lovely blue

and white cabin. 'And clothes in the wardrobe. Tlee&—more intimate

garments will be found in the drawers.’



Her eyes raking him with a similar insolence to lman, she said
contemptuously, 'So this is where you bring thedevwpfriends you spoke
of?'

'l give them a treat of a cruise now and then, yesreplied blandly.
Nothing would have afforded her greater satisfacti@an to tell him to keep
his fripperies, but she was sensible enough to tadmequiring a change of
clothes.

Watching her, Charon said quietly,

'You intrigue me, Sarah. Aren't you afraid?' Hereddaintently at her,
obviously puzzled by her manner. 'I've never m@banan quite like you.'
She made no immediate reply and Charon repeatdly,sd@ren't you
afraid?'

Her lovely blue eyes met his unflinchingly.

'Would it afford you satisfaction if | were?' sheuatered, unwilling to
answer his question, as she was honest enougimio tadhe presence of a
tinge of fear, because the more she dwelt on heatsin the less clear
became any possible way of escape.

'l don't know," was his surprising admission. 'Imag bravery above
anything else, especially in a woman.'

'Am | supposed to be flattered, Mr Drakos?'

'‘Charon’s the name.' He stopped and laughed syddsiaimed after the
chap who ferried the shades of the dead acrosstytx¢ he added, watching
her intently as he spoke.

''ve heard of the name,’ she said.

'So you read Greek mythology?'

'I've read a little, yes.'



'And you've also read about the Deep Mani, you'say?

To this Sarah made no answer. Unwilling to lie, glas also unwilling to
inform him that her knowledge of the region in whice lived had been
acquired through her father.

‘Those eyes of yours,' he said slowly, his gazedfiintently upon them.
‘They interest me exceedingly. It's an unusual ¢oatlon—very dark blue
eyes, which are also slanting up at the cornersy Ene not often seen in
English girls, I think?'

She shrugged carelessly.
'How should | know?' she said, and his glance bedanittle.

‘That arrogant manner, Sarah,' he rejoined seveél&dysomething | do not
intend to tolerate! '

She looked away, escaping those hard metallic eyes.
'Why are you here?' she wanted to know.

'l came to tell you where everything is. Dinnerli¢ served by my men in
about an hour's time. You--'

'l don't want anything to eat!" What did he thimlesvas made of, to be able
to concentrate on food at a time like this?

'You will eat with me, nevertheless,' he told laerd strode from the room.

For a long while she stood by the window, watching lights of Hydra

twinkling up the hillsides. What a peaceful sceAad what chaos in her
mind! What would be Charon Drakos's next move™lfyahe yacht were

anchored closer to the shore she could have made atiempt at escape,
for she was a very strong swimmer. As it was, stenkshe would have to
wait ... and a lot could happen during the waitinge. Yes, indeed it could,
she mused grimly, under no illusions about this 'maharacter. What he
desired he would take, with that same ruthless necexm shown by those



ancients who first settled in the Deep Mani, thekdst of Greeks with their
russet skins and lean, hard-hewn faces, theirtihgupowls and rebellious
chins. An offshoot of such tribes, he could scarded expected to show
mercy. And yet, flashing across her mind like atye appearing on a
screen, was the profile of her own character. Gyair@nd steadfastness,
arrogance and a certain degree of superiority—tlst®e had inherited
through her mother, but none of the cruelty of Ba@romichalis clan had
come down to her. Practicality, yes, and the abiiit view a situation
objectively, but at the roots there lay compassianfact, a truly feminine
softness which often seemed at total variance methhauteur.

However, she was convinced that no such diversidrcharacter existed
within the heart and mind of her captor. His faad @ll; there was not only
something sinister about it, but all the reveal®igns of pitilessness and
cruelty.

What would he say were he ever to learn that shbaad similar ancestors to
his? Suddenly she was frowning, as into her thostjgam came those
remarks he had made about her eyes. They interestede had said, and
she realized now that when he declared the combmatas not often seen
in England, he had actually been stressing his svdtdvas as if he were
inviting her to make some comment of her own .rhaps inviting her to
own to being a descendant of the Pavromichalis ¢lamever, her silence
on the subject of her eyes appeared to satisfyltrshe had no connection
with that notorious family.

Sarah's meditations were cut eventually by the dofia footfall outside the
door.

'‘Are you ready, Sarah?' inquired Charon in hisIyutenbred voice. 'l
expected you to have come out long before now.’

'Ready for what?' she snapped, and the door wag fhpen immediately
and she found herself looking at the immaculatéiyeal figure of her
captor.

'Why haven't you washed and changed?' he demahedyes sweeping
over her. 'l told you to prepare for dinner!



Despite the danger which she was in Sarah dreveleysto her full height
and replied haughtily,

'‘And | told you I didn't want any dinner.’
There was a sudden glint in those piercing bladsey

'When | give an order," he murmured with dangeuist, 'l expect it to be
obeyed.’

Sarah's eyes flashed; she made no attempt totlyadilry which rose within
her. Perilous though her position was she couldeaapoken to like this.

'l am not having any dinner! And even if | wereeindling to eat, | would
never sit at the same table as you!'

Silence, intense like the awful hush of doom. Yatah faced him, as she
would face any dangerous adversary, her blue eyas and showing not
one atom of fear. But within her her heart was thiag with wild uncontral

"You wouldn't?' So soft the tone, and softer #tidl footfall on the carpet as
he approached the spot where she was standindn Saatlowed hard, for it

was no use pretending that this man was not dangeror that, in any

physical encounter, his strength would make her s@am puny.

'You are mistaken, yowill sit at the same table as I—and within the next
fifteen minutes!" He was above her now, toweriraglgressive and superior.
‘There's a black evening dress in that wardrolsealiout your size. Put it
on.'

'l shall never wear the clothes of your— your--eSiopped, choking with
fury.

'My other pillow-friends?' with an amused lift aElbrows. 'Don't worry, the
black dress has never been worn. The woman | baufgintcouldn't get into
it—I never did fathom how | had come to make a akst like that.
However, it'll fit you all right..."



'It's immaterial whether it fits me or not. | have intention of wearing it.'
You mean that?'
'l don't waste time saying things | don't mean."’

'‘Nor do I, Sarah.' The softness of his voice waiaratishe stepped back. His
hand came out, taking her wrist in a grip that maglewince. "Yowvill wear
that dress, my girl." Charon was pale with anged,amuscle twitched at the
corner of his mouth. 'Or else..."

She shook her head, suddenly aware that it wasiiegi to ache.
‘You can't expect me to dress up--'

'l have never yet been called upon to act as @letfemale; nevertheless, |
feel sure | can make a reasonable success ofdawAhe to assist you--'

The next second he had seized both wrists andingotdem in one of his
hands, he made to unzip the back of her dress.

'‘No!" She twisted round, struggling to free herdwariLet go of me!' Black
fury blazed from her eyes—and quite without warn@igaron brought her
to him and kissed her fiercely on the lips.

'It's going to be entertaining, taming you, my !gitvery other affair will
seem tepid by comparison." She was still firmlydhddut she struggled
fiercely, every nerve in her body outraged.

'Let me go!' she seethed. 'You'll pay for thid!H&ve you prosecuted even
though | put my own freedom in jeopardy!"

He threw back his head and laughed. 'First, my,dgar've to effect an
escape. Once | get you to my home you'll leavaly d and when | allow
you to. And,' he added, towering above her andifmpdown into her eyes
with all the flame of desire in his eyes, 'l haviealing that it'll be a very
long while before 1 tire of you. Mind," he thougdiat add, 'if | subdue you



entirely, until you become no more than my slakentmaybe shallweary
of you, for then you'll be no different from alletlothers.’

He left her, drained of all energy, and with bo#r lrists showing deep
purple marks made by the pressure of his fingere ®ent into the
bathroom and took off her dress to wash her fadehands.

The black dress could have been made for her,rdegpevas the fit. And it

flattered her pale colouring. Its length too waghti She brushed her hair,
unable now to think clearly, for it did seem thia¢ snust face defeat, must in
the end be forced to surrender to the man's pagamads. A shudder
passed through her at the idea of his hands obduby, treating her as his

plaything.

'l could kill him!" she breathed, wondering whattsaf a sentence she would
receive if she did do him an injury.

The dining-saloon revealed even more evidence oéltlvethan her
bedroom, but she could not appreciate anythingewen the delicious food
which was put before her by the stolid-faced Griedke black trousers and
white jacket. The other man came in with the ware] served it, his face as
expressionless as that of his colleague.

Total silence reigned for the first fifteen minytésen Charon, deciding it
should end, spoke to Sarah, saying in a conversdtinanner,

‘Tomorrow morning at daybreak we shall be sailiogHome. | can't say |
hope you will like the place to which I'm takingwydecause | feel sure you
won't—'

"You're perfectly right," she broke in angrilywbuldn't like any place to
which you took me!’

A rather pained frown settled on his low and ndblehead.

'Must you continue with this pettishness, Sarahif do you'll weary me
or, alternatively, anger me. If the latter | miginét resort to chastisement.’



The blood rushed to her cheeks, and she glarddawith black fury in her
eyes.

"You can cut out the threats!" she flashed. 'I'nglish—not one of your
servile, subjugated Greek women with no backbofme! made of very
different stuff!’

To her amazement no angry outburst answered harshécontrary, the
only expression in his eyes was one of admiration.

'‘Undoubtedly you are,' he agreed, pausing in thefatansferring a piece of
meat from his fork to his mouth. 'l feel, my Sar#iat you and | shall deal
famously together.’

'‘Don't be ridiculous!" .

He noticed her food on her plate, untouched.

'Eat,' he ordered curtly.

'Is this the way you usually treat people?' sheedgsktill leaving her food
untouched.

'We of the Mani are not renowned for our courtesy.’

'It doesn't appear to trouble you overmuch.’

'It doesn't trouble me at all." He looked at hextglagain. 'If you don't eat
something, madam, | shall be forced to make y&ndino pleasure in being

watched when | dine.’

Glancing up as the servant brought the wine botdtléne table, Sarah cast
Charon an inquiring glance.

'‘No," he said in answer to her silent questionithée Glavcos nor Petrakis
speak English.’



'Where did you learn it?' she asked curiously, #timgito his accent being a
rather attractive adjunct to his beautifully-spolamglish.

Her question obviously amused him, for he sentehewift spontaneous
smile.

"You didn't expect a Maniot to be educated, then?’
'I'd never even thought about that side of it.’

‘That side?’

‘The educational system.’

'We do have schools,' he laughed. And, when shee madesponse, 'Did
you imagine us still living the troglodytic life?'

She sent him a speaking glance.

'Might | say that | find your sarcasm childish? Ndjd not imagine you all
to be living in caves!

'We were once. | could tell you some bloodcurdtelgs of the wild ways of

the Mani.' He paused. 'l see you're eating younaetimow. I'm rather glad |

didn't have to coerce you.' He was taunting hersinedfelt her cheeks stain
crimson, with fury. 'Yes,' he went on, obviouslyxeus to keep up a

conversation with her, 'l could relate some gruesestaries about the Mani.
You've probably never heard of the feud which exidbetween the great
feudal ruler, Nyklia Drakos, and the Pavromichédisily?'

Sarah's nerves sharpened. She said, trying to stasugl,
‘These were two of the powerful families who forntlee feudal oligarchy?'

'My, you have been doing your homework! What elseydu know about
these two families?’



'‘Not very much," replied Sarah, and now she didirbeggriously to
concentrate on her food. For she had no desire trdwn into a discussion
about the family whose offshoot she was. 'l do krinugh, that there were
several other families just as powerful.'

Charon shook his head.
‘These two were the rulers. Everyone else bowdidetio laws.'

'‘Laws?' Sarah could not help saying with some degifesarcasm. 'lI've
always understood that the Deep Maniots have iabbribeen a lawless
race.'

"True, to some extent," he agreed. 'But there alustys be laws.' He paused
to help himself to salad from a side plate. 'Thedfevas the grimmest in all
the land," he continued presently. 'Murder waswvamnyelay occurrence.'

'l believe so." Sarah would have changed the sylgeald she have thought
of something to introduce.

‘At this time of the year,' continued Charon, 'the6sts of the vile
Pavromichalis clan are supposed to roam the Deep;NMawinter they
roam at night, during the darkest hour, wailingrerenge. Their ghosts are
said to haunt graveyards too, and ruined churcfesr haunts are also the
towers, many of which have fallen into decay.’

'Only the Pavromichalis clan? Don't the others hgivests roaming about
all over the place?'

His face lit with amusement; Sarah stared, unableadcept that the
transformation was real. Never before had she gesrkind of expression
on his face, an expression which erased all thehhlares, all the cruelty.
Perhaps, she thought, the man was human aftemallif so he might just
treat her with some sort of consideration, migsteln to reason and let her
go. In view of this new and optimistic idea, Sadstided not to say or do
anything that would antagonise him. His own atttad this particular time
being one of amiability, she decided to reciprocate



‘'The ghosts of the Drakos clan roam, yes, of coilnesg do, but not as often
as those of the Pavromichali. We killed more ofnththan they of us.’
Amusement still remained on his face, and the bég@s actually twinkled.
She said, watching him with a fascinated stare,

"You don't believe in ghosts, though, do you?"

‘No, as a matter of fact, | don't.’

'‘But the other Maniots do?'

He nodded his head.

'‘Many of them believe in ghosts, yes.'

'It's a primitive land,’ she said, daintily taking a piece of meat on her fork.
'I've heard that the Maniots have a very strangghdiexation?'

Again he nodded his head.

'It's quite true, they do. They believe that ifergpn dies by violence his
blood remains wet, staining the ground until soneeerects a cross over it.'

'It's difficult for me to conceive that superstitioan be so strong.' She spoke
softly and, somehow, a little compassionately. Ghgraused in his eating,
to stare strangely at her; she tried to read lusghts, for it seemed once
again that somewhere within that look a hint of adtion gleamed.

Unexpectedly he said,

‘Tell me about yourself, Sarah. If we're to be tsveve should know
something about each other...’

‘Lovers!" Contemptuously she stared at him, hertjggone as disgust
rose within her. 'Are you mad?'

‘There's no escape for you,' he told her quietlgpnéant what | said: I'm
taking you instead of Pamela.'



'Will it afford you any satisfaction? After all, Rawas coming to you
willingly.'

"You, my dear," he returned with an amused smwié dfford me far greater
satisfaction than Pamela ever could have done. impfemale that she
was," he added contemptuously, 'she could notse¢e had no real interest
in her, that | would tire of her within a month.'

‘A month...?' Sarah looked at him with acute disddihen why offer to take
her at all?— causing all this trouble to everyone!

He merely said, that flicker of amusement still &rg about his thin
mouth,

'I'm exceedingly glad | did offer to take her, Sarbecause, if | hadn't, I'd
never have met you.'

She glowered at him across the table.

"You're going to live to regret this," she criedshan't allow you to go
unpunished!

'l shall never regret it,' was his calm resporiser will you. | pay well, and

if you continue to please me, and behave yourgeif,could make quite a
lot of money for yourself--' He got no further, ribd he swing aside in time.
The contents of her plate which Sarah threw atwént all over the front of
his white shirt before falling on to his lap.

You ... vixen!" Instantly waving the servant ofitlee saloon, he rose, came
round to Sarah's side of the table and, draggingoheer feet, shook her so
violently that he himself was breathless whenstth& let her go. 'Do a thing
like that again in front of one of my servants dmgGod, girl, you'll be sore
for a month!" Dark crimson had crept into his faleis; thin cruel lips were
drawn tightly away from his mouth. Sarah, whitedasith, and her whole
body trembling, thought she had never seen anytbingvil as the man
before her, a man whose unbridled fury was even rewealed in the
convulsive opening and closing of his hands asitiss. He seemed as if he
was considering doing her a further physical injyout-hearted though



she was, Sarah at last admitted to experiencingBe#& he would never see
it! No, never would she allow this Charon Drakosé¢e her, one of the clan
whose sworn enemy his own clan had been, cringiniisplaying any other

form of fear! He could do his worst, could exhihi$ superior male strength
over and over again, but he would never gloat tvaeing subjugated her.
She managed to say, in a voice husky and low,

'I'm going to my room--'

'Oh, no, you're not, madam!" Imperiously he flickedand towards her
chair. 'Sit down and finish your meal!'

Her dark blue eyes glinted with a light almost agagje as the light in his.

'Do you expect us to sit down and finish the métravhat's happened?
You're absurd--' This time it was Sarah's wordscWwhwvere cut as, without
more ado, Charon picked her up bodily and dumpedhehe chair. His

hand on her shoulder kept her there.

'‘And now,' he said between his teeth, 'we'll & Givilised human beings!
'Human beings? You call yourself human? You'readl’

"You've seen nothing yet," he rasped, fury stifimg within him at being
humiliated before his servant. 'Either you'll le&mrespect my authority or
you'll find yourself continually nursing bruises.’

At last he withdrew his hand, but stood over hegjamt of a man whose
whole attitude was one of arrogant superiority. aBasat very still,
conscious of a searing pain in her head. Neverdcshé have visualised
finding herself in a position like this. She wastle man's power and she
now knew that whatever he desired to do to her t(i@ddvmost certainly do;
she had not the strength to combat him. Suddenlhéart sank, and it did
seem that all her innate courage would deserfdrernhat good was it to her
now? Tears gathered in her eyes despite her dés@gtampts to suppress
them. What a crazy fool she had been to embarkanscheme in face of
her own inner warnings! Looking back now she fail&@rly to comprehend



her foolishness. What had happened to her commaoseseher cool
assessment as to the practicality of the plan?

'My servant will bring in the sweet in a momentdarou'll please me by
eating it." Charon's voice, very soft now, broke iner unhappy reflections
and she looked up. His shrewd eyes took in alkgindd have liked to hide.
A sneer curved his mouth. 'So surrender is notféwoaway, he said.
'However, my Sarah, don't capitulate too soonirfdinat case you are likely
to bore me—as all the others have bored me.' Hpeth clapped his hands
imperiously to bring back the servant, then orddriedto bring in the sweet
course. The man inclined his head in a gesturesgfact, sent a surreptitious
glance in Sarah's direction, then left the room.

An hour later Sarah was in the bedroom, sittinghanbed, staring at the
wall and wondering if she would be lucky and mantgsee the light of
dawn without any intrusion from the man whose presshe was. No... Her
heart gave a great lurch as the door was swungridsaand Charon stood
there, clad in a black dressing-gown. Satan himsaE thought, putting a
hand to her breast to ease the wild throbbing ofheart. The sardonic
amusement in Charon's eyes served to bring her amdke fore and she
said, managing to inject an arrogant note intovbére in spite of the danger
which faced her at his hands,

'l am warning you, Charon Drakos, that if you mbhas you'll pay dear for
it. I shall most certainly have you thrown in jail.

"Your bravery is quite remarkable,’ was all the oment he made to this as,
closing the door with an ominous click, he cameviod into the room. All
was silent without; she wondered if the two menenatill aboard, or if they
had gone by dinghy to the island. What differenidatdnake, though? Even
if they were still aboard she could expect no risdubm any cries she might
make for help. Charon was their undisputed mastdrhas orders would
always be obeyed. 'Come here, Sarah," commandaorChaftly. And he
pointed to a spot near his feet. 'l did expect tmihave disrobed, but no
matter. | shall derive much pleasure from doinfgityou.’



White to the lips, she made no move to obey hiemriut instead she
glanced around, half wishing she could jump throtilghwindow and find
herself in the sea.

Should she plead for mercy? The idea brought ayh&mwn to her
forehead, and as she frowned the pain she hadeddbefore increased in
intensity. No, she could not plead! Which meant siust endure whatever
he meant to do to her. Her mouth was parched omgue so rough that she
found the greatest difficulty in articulating wordSharon spoke again,
commanding her to obey him, at once.

'I—I--' She put a hand to her head, for the pairs wacoming almost
unbearable. 'Please go away; | don't feel at dll'we

A heartless laugh rang out.

'It's not to be expected that you'll be feeling &iljoy, Sarah,' he said in a
tone of satirical mockery. 'You've landed vyoursali a nasty
situation—nasty as far as you are concerned, sh#trid now you're using
the weakest of excuses to gain time.' He stoppddamked directly at her.
'In your mind you have hopes of escape, which tsirag this | will not
deny. But, my Sarah, there is no escape for yots yécht will pull in at
Leonidian where my car will be waiting. You'll step to the shore and into
the car, which will be driven by my man. It's adbnplace where | moor, a
little way from the bay where others moor. | shwalat your side, so you see,
my dear, your case is hopeless, as | have alreddyou. And now, my
reward for bringing you here--'

'‘No!" She rose, but stayed where she was. "You sbidio this to me! | shall
fight you—and | warn you, I'm no weakling!

Another ruthless laugh, and then, coming towards he

'‘Already you've accepted your fate, Sarah; | sain itour face just now,
when | entered and you looked up at me. Howeveyoif fight it'll add
spice; the victory will be even more gratifyingetipleasure even more
delectable.’



She looked into those taunting black eyes, anthalcontempt she felt for
him was revealed in her own.

'l hate you!" she said in a low voice.
"You'll probably learn to love me," he remarkedltyodThey all do in time.'

"You arrogant, self-opinionated creature! Haveolt gver taken a good look
at yourself?—made an assessment of your character?’

He shrugged his shoulders.

'Our characters are what we are given.' His blgels swung from her face
to her breasts, then to her tiny waist. A flickerhis glance and then, very
softly, 'What a ravishingly attractive girl you &farah, | am not intending
to waste any more time."'

She backed as he came close, her legs touchingdpe of the bed.
Desperately she flashed a glance around the ra®rheaen now she might
by some miracle find a means of escape. Suddemlgyes lit on a heavy
cut-glass vase which had been pushed behind tpesird she could get her
hands on that... But this was simpler of idea thaaplishment, for, just
as she was about to spring towards the window, d@heaught her to him,
his arm encircling her like a steel rope, bringney protesting body close to
his. The next moment she was valiantly strugglint Wim, twisting herself
about in a desperate endeavour to reach out abdlyasase. A low laugh
escaped him, the laugh of the devil, she thougliysing and struggling to
prevent his lips from taking hers. But it was anvandeavour; his strength
overcame hers without the slightest effort andwhs brought completely
under his domination as, with the lack of respectdould have shown to
any woman he might have picked up on the streefsloéns, he took her
face in his hand and, jerking it up, pressed pis 10 hers.

‘Let me go—oh, let me go!' The words were silemthis demanding mouth
crushed hers, forcing her lips apart. She feltdbaring pain in her head
increase to a fearful depth, causing her to expeeean actual physical
sickness. A little moan went unheard in the heaCléron's passion. His
hand came round the back to unzip her dress evéa bk mouth still held



hers, captured and submissive, for there was o ledf in her. The zip was
drawn smoothly to her waist; she felt his cool handher bare flesh, and
then she went limp in his arms and would have falkad he not been
supporting her.

'My—my head,' she gasped when, realizing sometwig wrong, Charon
released her. 'lt's excruciating...' Darkness cannesadher eyes; vaguely
she remembered lifting a feeble hand to push Chanay from her so that
she could lie down on the bed. And then she remesdbeo more until,

opening her eyes to the unfamiliar objects aroued Bhe muttered to
herself, 'Where am 1?'

Charon! She saw his silent figure and full memetymed with devastating
impact.

'What ... | mean..." She knew she was naked berkaticovers and hot
colour stained her cheeks. 'How—how long have hhewonscious?

'‘About an hour." He looked at her in a clinicateathmining way. 'Don't
worry,' came the quiet assurance, 'I| merely madenyore comfortable.’

She turned from his gaze, trying not to picture bimdressing her. Only one
hour--

'Why didn't | stay out longer?' she cried in tomésch might have come
from a fractious child.

'Don't fret," he said in some amusement. 'I'm nayéo in the mood for
romance. You're quite safe—for a while.’

So there might yet be an opportunity of escape!

'What happened?' she asked, trying to pinpointnee tvhen first the
headache had come to her. 'I've never felt likeldbfore in my life.’

‘Nerves,' he told her briefly, and ill as she wasdyes flashed at this.

'I've never suffered from nerves!'



'How are you now?' he inquired, ignoring this smiranger. 'l didn't send
for a doctor because | knew it wasn't anythinglyesdrious.’

She said perceptively, 'Too risky for you to semdda doctor, wasn't it?'
'No such thing. | happen to be a great friend efdbctor here.'

'So he knows of your reputation?'

Charon gave a slight exclamation of impatiencealsdmoked up into his
face and wondered that he showed no sign of disajppent or frustration

at being thwarted, after all.

'I've asked how you are feeling now," he remindaddnusquely. 'Is the head
any better?'

'Much, although | can still feel it.’

'Soreness. | believed you were trying to hood-wimk when you talked of
not feeling well.'

'Is that supposed to be an apology?' she couldhelmt saying, and he
immediately shook his head.

'l never apologise to anyone.'

‘That's nothing to brag about!

He drew a breath, glancing at her with censurasrepes.
'Would you like a drink?' he asked.

'Yes, please. Water, if you don't mind?'

He went out, returning a few moments later carry@rgiass.

‘There are some tablets here; they'll take awagltgbt pains you have.'



Sarah, eyed them suspiciously.

'l be all right without them," she said, tryitg hold the cover to her body
as she sat up.

"You can swallow them with an easy mind," he askier with a hint of
mockery. 'l wouldn't give you a love potion, or #ngg like that. I've no
need to," he added, just as if he could not rési%fly persuasive powers
have never failed me yet.'

Sarah gritted her teeth.
'I've called you pompous--'

"Twice—three times now. It's becoming monotondds.held out the glass,
his eyes moving from her face to her neck, and tbehe delicate shape
beneath the thin cover she was holding up. 'Hgoels drink. And here are
the tablets.'

She took the glass, but of course could not takddhlets without leaving
go of the cover.

'‘Open your mouth." An order. Sarah kept her momthly closed. Charon
said, in a dangerously soft voice, 'l do advise gwobey me, Sarah. Your
position's rather precarious, | think you'll agree?

She coloured again—and opened her mouth. Nevesihadhought to be
meekly obeying orders like this! She allowed hemdnito wander to
Miranda—and she would willingly have changed plawéh her! But yet,
even now, Sarah could find time to think of heerid, and to own that, in
this particular position, she would have undergamemplete collapse, and
even if she had escaped unharmed, she would newver been the same
again. Miranda was like that. Adverse circumstartoesbled her greatly
and, unlike Sarah who was ready to fight back, Mieawould succumb to
pessimism and deep depression.



The tablets were swallowed, and half of the w&arah lay back and closed
her eyes.

'What time is it?' she asked, and was told it wam®at one o'clock.

"You feel much better now?' Charon amazed her byhiht of anxiety
carried in his voice. 'You'll be able to go to giee

'l think so." Her mind was confused, not so muchtliy cause of her
blackout, but by Charon's attitude. The way he atatis moment she felt
perfectly safe! 'Thank you for the water—and tHadts.'

Another surprise as she felt him tuck the coves hrgr shoulder.

'‘Good night, Sarah. | hope you'll be your usuditiigg self in the morning.'
Catching his mood, she replied,

'I'm sure | shall, Mr Drakos."

‘Charon," he murmured, but as he was now going fh@mnoom no argument
resulted from his words.



CHAPTER FOUR

By the following morning Sarah was completely recedershe did not

know whether she was glad or sorry. It would seleat while she was off

colour Charon would not trouble her, but once she-was he himself had
termed it—her usual fighting self, she could expleich to resume his

amorous pursuits. However, she was optimistic fefoéihg an escape before
the end of the day, and so when he knocked andeentiee bedroom she
was up and dressed and looking her normal headtlfiy s

'Ready for anything," he observed, and she gaweadl start, for it did seem
that he could read her thoughts.

'What time do we arrive at this place?' she askedtely aware that already
his appreciative eyes we*e roving her face, andibek, and then her lovely
slender figure.

‘This afternoon,' he answered briefly. 'Only anofieav hours and you'll be
in the home you'll occupy for some time to come,'ddded, just as if to
remind her that although she had escaped tempgrstig must be prepared
for what was to come to her. 'l know you're stilhsidering the possibility
of escaping from me, Sarah, but | assure you yeuasting your time. I've
found a woman who intrigues me, who appeals as gty intellect as to
my desires. | firmly believe we shall deal famouslgether, once you have
accepted me as your master, that is." His eyesngied with sardonic
amusement as he noted her changing expression.velgwovely you are
when in a temper. Those eyes ... so dark a blukyaiit is fire they flash
when your anger is aroused.' He paused a momaeariy WMusual eyes, my
dear,” he said, and naturally she was remindediofprevious strange
reference to them. 'However,' he added, becomindycefficient, 'l didn't
come here to talk about your eyes. | came to sgeuifare ready for some
breakfast. It's after nine o'clock, you'll probahbyve noticed?'

She nodded.

‘The bacon and toast smells appetising,’ she hadrut, and this appeared
to please him.



'‘Come, then, we'll partake of bacon and toast tegét

The same man waited on the table, with his compamierely putting in the
odd appearance, as he had the previous evening.

'Pam seems to have gained the right impressiomshomed Sarah, not really
meaning that her companion should hear. But of ssoine did, and his
eyebrows lifted a fraction in a gesture of inquiry.

'What impression is that?' he wanted to know.

Resignedly Sarah realized she must answer him famdad that Pam had
believed he was a wealthy man.

‘This yacht,’ added Sarah, 'it appears to be a vexpensive
model—although | must admit | don't know anythifgat boats at all.’

'‘But your friend Miranda does, apparently,’ he irgd, turning the subject
from himself. 'I've been thinking—when she's beentloat island long
enough to regret her wicked ways, | might have soradake thélalcyone
to her, and let her get back in it to the Piraeus.'

"You will," eagerly and almost gratefully.

'‘When?'

Charon passed her the toast, his brow thoughtful.

'‘Once again it is your friend's situation that takeecedence over your own.
You do realize, my Sarah, that you are in the ts#sation possible?’

'I'm not likely to forget it,’ she retorted, acdepgta piece of toast from the
rack and placing it before her. 'Yet it is Mirangau are thinking of?'

'‘And her mother. You forget that there are two peopho are at this
moment out of their minds. And even Pam might beried--'



‘Not she!' came the derisive interruption. "Thatgconcerned with Number
One only—and always will be.'

'‘Counting her out, then, there are still Mrs Madsod and her other
daughter.’

'‘Both of whom deserve to suffer," he returned fiedéntly. 'l shall not make
you any promises as to when I'll send Hecyoneback—or even say for
certain that | will send it back. | might decide led your friend stay on
Jscarte until someone rescues her.’

‘That might be months!'

'So it might." Charon eyed his toast with madderdiegjberation before
adding, 'Now what would | have done in those cirstances? | believe I'd
ljave lighted a fire up on the highest point—ydsttwould be the most
practical thing to do, and if she's any senselsi®it without delay.’

‘The highest point? How can she get up there?'

'Climb," he said briefly.

Sarah gave a small sigh.

"You know as well as | that no woman could getathe top of one of those
rugged heights.’

'What about you?' And without affording her the mte& of replying he
added, a confident ring to his voice, "You'd manageithout too much
difficulty.’

'l don't wish for your flattery, Mr Drakos!" sheapped.

'‘Charon,’ he said quietly. ‘Let me hear you sagarah.'

I can't!’

'‘Nonsense! Say it.'



She shook her head.

'You have no right to expect me to call you ...tamg other than Mr
Drakos.'

The glimmer of an amused smile caught his lips.

"You almost said it, didn't you? As to rights—I leathe rights of a lover,
Sarah,' he told her with a firm implacable tonehis voice. 'You're my
property now.'

She looked down at her plate, her appetite gon¢.sBe ate the meal,
knowing he would once again assert his authority make her eat it. He
spoke, softly, ordering her to use his Christiaimea She could have
screamed with frustration at her helplessnesased to obey him, she did
as she was told.

‘That's better," he applauded. 'After all, when'igolying in my arms you
can scarcely say "good night, Mr Drakos", can ybe?added with a laugh.

'l shall not be saying good night at all"
The black eyes kindled.

"You'll do as | bid you. If I wish you to say gooayht to me then you will do
just that.’

'I've finished my breakfast,” she snapped. 'Do waod if | go to my
bedroom?’

‘Not at all. I might join you in a few minutes.’

‘Join?' she faltered, her face losing its cololihe*-the yacht. Won't you
b-be needed—to— help sail it?’

Charon's mouth twitched.



'My men are making a most satisfactory job of sgilt at the moment, don't
you think?"

Sarah moistened her lips.

'Er ... yes ... yes.' She had been on the vergsing from her chair, but she
settled down again. 'l think I'll have another giet toast,' she decided, and
Charon obligingly held out the rack to her, a trateocking amusement in
his glance.

‘Afraid- of my company, eh? Sarah, my girl, yogaeng to have to get used
to it." He paused in order to allow her to speak dhe remained silent. 'Last
night you were saved, but | shouldn't think thailddhappen again.’

The yacht was moving smoothly over the water; ddaname and went,
some of them recognised by Sarah although sheédaat wisited them. And
the morning moved on too, with Charon spending soimkis time in a
small saloon which, he informed Sarah, was priv@he could use the main
saloon, or sunbathe on deck. At other times Chaxarid be seen talking in
Greek to one or both of his men. Watching him, regéiim in profile
sometimes, Sarah found herself wondering what &fndan he really was;
she speculated on his business, on his home, ibigde She had already
guessed his age at about thirty-three or four iteswrprised her that he was
not married, since Greeks liked to boast of thhildecen, especially their
sons. Females were of secondary importance; irptloeer families they
often lived fetched lives, tending the sheep, wugkin the fields or
orchards, toiling in the home. And in betweentlail tthey often bore a child
each year. In the Deep Mani life in the past wasrsivadowed—for both
men and women—by the blood-feuds, traces of whith remained,
evidence of the pagan way in which the people lived

It suddenly occurred to Sarah, for no particulasom that she could see,
that the Deep Mani was a strange place for Chamakd3 to reside. With
his wealth, and the sophistication of which his htaafforded ample
evidence, he could choose any place he liked. Hydraxample, where his
yacht had been so conveniently moored, that was eautlul
island—although from the sea its long rocky slopggpeared almost
uninhabited. However, on arrival at the fascinatititp harbour it could be



seen that the town was rather like an ancient Gaeghhitheatre, as it rose
all about the semi-circular waterfront. Whitewashstdps led up to the
gleaming blue and white cubic houses, while hew there a tall white

campanile rose, majestically, into the clear bke s

Yes, mused Sarah, Hydra would be far preferabileabsemi-wilderness of
the Deep Mani, that region of dark superstition #melvendetta,of bare
bleached fields and lonely, abandoned Nyklian pe&krs. Sarah's father
had mentioned ghost villages where the bare sloéligrimitive houses
could be seen among the struggling vegetation—bstuand thistle and the
inevitable cacti. Weird- looking clusters of backs reminded one of
menhirs and cromlechs; there were also numeroysctinrches—strange
objects to find in a land where—it was often saitie-tlevil walked abroad
at noontide.

Why did Charon live there, in a renovated peel-é@®@vintrigued by this
time, Sarah rather thought she would have foundiaus kind of interest in
the place to where she was going—if only the cirstamces attached to her
visit were different, of course!

At last the yacht was being moored; Sarah lookdddnouo a lonely shore,
with standing on it a solitary car. Had Charon seridio message, telling
someone to be waiting? She supposed he had, fervatie the car would
not have been there at all.

'We've arrived.' Charon's voice at her elbow maglesiwing round. How
silently he came upon her! This was the third tiradhad done so today, and
because he had made her jump she flashed him aneeisoglance and
snapped,

'‘Need you creep about like that! You scared me!’

Charon's black eyes narrowed ominously.

"You'll be scared even more if you continue to &gdi@ that to me. I'll have
your respect—or you'll suffer!"



She swallowed hard and looked away. Charon in inggance seized her
chin and forced her to meet his gaze.

'Let go of me!" she seethed. 'You speak of respdittht respect are you
showing to me?' She tried to free herself, buhlisd shot out to grasp her
wrist. And so she had to stand there before hing pasoner while he
subjected her to one of his imperious stares. s Were tight, his jaw
flexed, his grip on her chin firm and masterful.

'Let me give you some good advice. Sarah. Donthirypatience too far. We
re almost home now; | shall have you entirely inpoyver, to do what | like
with. I warn you, | shall resort to physical chastnent if necessary. Perhaps
you do not know it, but the Drakos clan have alwbgaten their women
into submission—so beware!" He released her, kigred her to precede
him from the boat. This she did, setting her téetiury as she admitted that
any hope of escape she had cherished must dies #iece could not
possibly be an opportunity here, in this abandguiade, with four men to
come after her even should she manage to sepamsigfifrom Charon. He
was at her elbow; she walked like a prisoner—wiloictourse she was. Her
head was held high, her face was white; she knewgdsealso had lost their
colour.

To her doom-- She glanced around, scarcely abieftain from giving way
to fear. Surely all must be lost now. What hope s$taelof getting away once
Charon had her in that tower?

All this because of her loyalty to her friend! Akécause she had considered
it her duty to assist. She had had those warningsrtahpremonitions, and
yet she had gone blindly forward, dawn into watedsich held only
darkness. She had those very words run throughmined ... deep, dark
waters...

Charon— The name given to the ferryman who rowedtades of the dead
across the Styx. Charon himself had told her tiresgpof mythology, but
Sarah had known about the Styx, that 'hatefull iv@ch, after rising in the
mountains of northern Arcadia, fell over six hurttfeet into a terrible
ravine, from where it was supposed to flow round tinderworld. To
mortals its waters were sometimes said to be poisanAnd it was across



this river that Charon would take all the malevolgimades; the benevolent
shades would be taken by a chariot driven by Vanth.

'‘Come!" The imperious voice of her captor broke i&arah's musings. She
felt his hand under her elbow; his touch was hatafd as she did not need
it she pushed him away with a vicious thrust of hand. 'Move more
quickly," he snarled, 'unless you want some ha@mfme!'

Within seconds she was being bundled into theharon sat next to her,
leaving his man to drive. The man had looked cwlipwat Sarah, but
otherwise he remained stolidly immobile while wagfifor them to get into
the vehicle.

'How—how far is it?' she was asking about a quarten hour later. Tears
were very close, and her heart seemed as if itavbutst, so wildly did it
throb. Her nerves were so tensed up she coulddradout. She just had to
break the awful silence that had reigned since émégred the car. It seemed
to Sarah, in her present state, that the entirédweaais holding its breath.
'Not too far now. About half an hour.'

Half an hour... and what then? She turned to hichsaid,

‘Aren't you afraid of this thing you are doing— abting me, | mean?’

His profile was to her; he did not trouble to tiis head.

'Were you afraid—when you were planning to abdue?'m

What answer was there to this?

'It was merely an abduction,’ she pointed out,realizing she gave him an
opening to come in with something which amused him.

‘Naturally. The sexes, you see, were different.akroould not be ravished.'



The blood came rushing to her face, and Charoriuwdidthen, because he
knew she would blush, and because he wanted talrbiseexpression of
sardonic amusement—ijust to add to her embarrassment

"You're detestable!" she flared. 'Oh, but | onlpddhat the day will come
when | can pay you out!

‘It never will, my dear.’
"You can't be so sure!"

"You'd never go to the police—even if you were soape, which you will
not.’

'‘Again you can't be sure.'
'If you try, only once, then | shall keep you unttexk and key.'

She stared, this eventuality not having occurrdteto True, she had known
that a careful watch would be put on her, probalylpne or two of Charon's
servants—that was, when he himself was not alite¢p an eye on her. But
she had vaguely seen some chance coming eventBelljaps in the far
future, but some time.

She said, 'l shall most certainly try to escape.'

'l don't advise it, Sarah. You're not the girl ®oKkept in total confinement.’
Her eyes widened.

'l don't understand?’

'‘Well, | can perhaps best illustrate my meaningddgting a story to you. It's
about a lovely girl who belonged to the Pavromichalan. A Drakos
wanted her for his wife, but in her arrogance sie him he was not good
enough for her. His family immediately wanted tgage the Pavromichalis

clan in battle—the notoriougendetta—when the girl's father and brothers
would be slain. However, the young man, unablestagn himself to life



without her, overruled his family and continuedwoo the girl. She was
extraordinarily beautiful...’

Charon paused a moment, and Sarah saw him loo&rayes for a long

moment before he resumed his story, saying thae thas a deep-rooted
legend that the incredible physical beauty of therBmichalis clan sprang
from the marriage of Gorakis Pavromichalis with @maid-like creature, a
certain nereid shaped like a human but who hauwvtgdr. "What the less
gullible people said was that Gorakis' bride wakaf and dumb Venetian
princess of the House of Morosini. She was founé&byakis sitting on the
seashore." Charon went on to say that, in the taedyoung man of the
Drakos clan abducted the girl who had so insolergfysed him, and, for
her arrogance and contempt, he kept her in totdlreement for twenty-five

years. 'When at last he let her out she was wizanddunable to walk..."'
Charon's voice trailed away as Sarah shiveredmigle

'l don't believe that, in these modern times, haguld be kept prisoner in
the way you are describing.'

"You haven't yet seen my tower.'

Again she shivered. Something made her say,

You have a grudge against the Pavromichalis fathily
'We hate one another. Thendettastill exists.’

She said curiously, 'Why didn't the Pavromichatikseevenge for the loss of
one of their daughters?

‘They did, and for years bloody raids and batte {place between the two
clans. Then, by some mischance, one of the Drakagyiders, left
unguarded, was carried off by Stephanos Pavromi&ch&he was
imprisoned, but tortured as well. When, horriblgfdjured and crippled, she
was returned to her people, she committed suicdeltdenly Charon's face
was twisted and the most evil light glittered irs ilack eyes. 'From that
time on it has been the ambition of the Drakos Ratoi get their hands on
one of the Pavromichalis women, but today it is endifficult. Most of the



Pavromichalis family have left the Mani and gondive elsewhere. After
all, this is not a very attractive region in whichlive.'

'"Yet you choose to live here?' Automatically shangked around as she
spoke. The car was passing through a stony wildsrmpervaded by an aura
of solitude and remoteness. It was undoubtedlygamavorld and, being in
the midst of it like this, Sarah could more easitlglerstand the superstitions
and strange beliefs of its inhabitants, could appte their fear of that
fiendish creature, Makrynas, the devil who haunkedlonely places at the
hour of noon.

'Yes,"' murmured Charon in an odd tone, 'l chooswedere.’
"You have the means, so why not choose some plaoe econgenial?'

'‘Because my ancestors have always lived here.'ddega a moment and
something in his expression changed. She had ttenggression that he
himself would not inflict any physical harm on oakthe Pavromichalis
women even if she did happen to fall into his die& Yet, conversely, she
found herself believing he could inflict harm onnsmone ... someone
else...What an odd impression to have, she thougltpacause of it she
ventured to say,

'If someone you hated did come into your power, twhauld you do? |
mean—you wouldn't torture them...?" Swiftly she tarreavay, her heart
thudding unevenly against her ribs. For the eviheface was terrible to
see as the features twisted into satanic lines.

'l could inflict torture! | could have my victim ssaming at my feet for
mercy--'

'Stop!" The one brief word of protest was out befSarah could prevent it
and she added with a shiver, 'l can't bear to tbirdknyone being subjected
to such barbaric treatment. Please let us talkwiething else.’

'l shouldn't have thought you'd have been queasytauch things,' he said,
then added after a small pause, '"You obviously @d@ulhave liked to
witness the beheading of thirty-five of the Pavrcimaili when, after they had



been besieged in one of their towers by Christagh@rakos, they were
speedily put to death by the sword.’

'‘No," she owned readily, 'l would not!" Anger brbug glitter to her lovely
eyes. How she would like £0 bring this arrogant rmathe dust! So full of
the prowess of his own tribe, he was! So contemuaf the family of
Pavromichalis. But she must remain forever sildrdua her origin, for it
were bad enough that he desired her body; she datedwell upon what
she would be made to suffer should he ever cordeswe her blood.

Daylight was fading when at last the car turnedo irthe rough,
boulder-strewn track leading up to the tall pe&dg¢owhich was now to be
Sarah's home. She gave a great shuddering sighltfimugh her courage
remained strong, the sight of that grim dark fagrevas enough to
discourage the stoutest heart. And the surrountdingscape, harsh and
forbidding as it was, seemed akin to Hades its#dithed as it was in the
deep shadows of twilight. Gaunt ravines, and désgda@ged rocks looming
above them inspired speculations about the barlpasictices of throwing
one's enemies headlong to their deaths, and withgtits of death there
followed in Sarah's mind all that she and Charah leeen talking about—
the severed heads piled high, the raids, the ptufithere would have been
burning too, and the violation of innocent womeareh recalled her father's
saying that the terrain matched the untamed mers@&vhome it was.

How could she hold on to her courage in face ofradi? But suddenly she
seemed to have before her a clear picture of tkeoRechali—those brave
strong people whose blood ran in her veins. Shddvoever be subdued or
even daunted by one of the Drakos tribe!



CHAPTER FIVE

To her surprise the tower had not been restoreshything like the extent
she had expected. She had visualised a luxuridgablishment surrounded
by fine lawns and immaculately-kept gardens. Busuch refinements met
her eyes as she alighted from the car. Even witbatdring the building

itself she knew it was austere—unkempt like theugds. Its exterior was
forbidding, to say the least, with its bare storalsvunrelieved by any
growing creeper or pretty flower-draped trellis, all, ugly chimneys and
strange, peculiarly shaped roof. The windows walleand very narrow,

suggesting a dimness within; the woodwork arouraimttappeared to be
rotting in places, and it badly needed a coat aftp@he wide steps leading
up to the heavy front door were broken, with weedeping between the
cracks or all along the sides. The pillars wer® dlsoken, as were the
ornamental bowls flanking the steps, bowls in whigeds abounded, with
one forlorn geranium making a valiant attempt tegkés head from being
smothered, but it was losing the battle, for itaMérs were drooping from
lack of water.

The whole aspect was gaunt, as was the evil-facadid who, after
opening the door, stood to attention, inclining Hisad as Charon
approached him. His eyes flickered to Sarah bke, tihe driver of the car,
his face held no expression whatsoever. Sarah awed hard, trying to
speak. It took her some time to clear the strangglwhich had settled in
her throat and they were in the hall before shddcmanage to articulate
words.

'‘Are—are your servants all men?'

‘They are.' He clapped his hands imperiously amdh&n man came running
from somewhere in the dim rear regions of the I&fibrt sharp words were
spoken in Greek, and even though Sarah did not krexyv much of the

language she did know enough to grasp the facthleamnan was receiving
an admonition for not being on the spot when histarahad entered the
house. The man retreated, but the first man wertbdne car to bring in the
clothes Charon had insisted she bring with her frleenyacht. The first man
re-entered the hall and stood, silent, the suitdashis hand, waiting

instructions from Charon. Meanwhile, Sarah glarexedind her. Bare walls



of rough- hewn stone; a floor covered with rushtmgt From the high

ceiling hung a chandelier— strangely out of plagevery beautiful. Charon
reached out and the light came on, flooding thedral causing Sarah to lift
a hand to shade her eyes.

'Elias is the name of the man who has your lugg&jeron's voice, though
soft, made her jump. The man had not shown anyesgmn at all at the
mention of his name, and Sarah merely looked atamcthnodded her head.
'I myself will take you to our room." Charon moviesvards the stairs, but
Sarah found that her legs were suddenly like jdlhe discovery infuriated
her and she forced herself to follow Charon upstiag's. But she felt weak
and very tired and dispirited. To be forced to ofien only meekness and
obedience like this! Never had she felt so frustghy helpless. Yft what
sort of a fight could she put up, with two strong@nmhere and another
somewhere just around the corner?

The room was more comfortable than she had expetdted seeing the

austerity of the hall. But it was by no means lusws. Its furniture was

heavy and dark; its curtains of velvet appeareoetéaded, as did the linen
covering on the walls. The bed alone was brightt \&i spotless cover and
two mauve cushions to match it.

She stood by the door; Charon, having pushed i émeher to enter, gave
her a little push from behind and she went forwaftee door closed, causing
her heart to jerk painfully.

'So at last we are alone in our bedroom.' So keftdne, and carrying the
unmistakable warning that she was completely withis power. '‘Come
here, Sarah.’

She shook her head and stepped away from him.

"You will have no satisfaction at all from makiraye to a stone!" she cried
as he advanced towards her. 'If you've any sens# kgd me go!'

A quiet laugh was all the response she receivédisoCharon was close to
her, and he came closer. She struggled even asrhgswere extended, but
her wrists were caught and firmly held.



'Struggle away,' he laughed. 'l shall enjoy it inmsedy.' But he gave her no
opportunity of struggling as, sweeping her passgganto his arms, he
claimed her lips, crushing them ruthlessly underdwn. 'How delightful
you are!" he said when for a brief moment his ti@sie from hers. 'A stone,
you say? My dear Sarah, you underrate my capa&silithe chided. 'Do you
really believe you can remain unresponsive?’

'I'm sure | can!" Twisting vigorously, she almastefd herself, but Charon's
steel-like arms caught her to him again and oncesrsloe was compelled to
endure the hot passionate kisses he rained oipseahd her throat before,
roughly removing the narrow strap forming the skeulof her dress, he
sought to explore the tender curves of her br&sgtSarah, outraged at the
idea, renewed her struggles, praying for some teirdat would save her.
And suddenly, as if in answer to this prayer, theas heard from below a
feminine voice calling Charon's name.

'Where are you?' the voice added in Greek. 'l kpowre back——-

'What the devil--!I" Releasing Sarah, Charon sttodbe door and wrenched
it open, dark fury on his face. 'Why in the nameHafdes did she have to
come here?' The last words were muttered to himbalf Sarah caught
them, and she understood them perfectly even ththeghwere spoken in
Greek.

Charon went out; Sarah heard the click of the lagkhe key turned in it.
Breathless, and quite unable to believe she hadpedcfor the second
time—although only temporarily, if Charon shouldvlahis way—she
turned to another door which she had noticed @t éntering the bedroom.
She had assumed it to be either a bathroom orsaidgeroom. It proved to
be the latter, but an examination of the windowesded the same sheer drop
outside as she had already noted in the bedroomth&ndoor! It actually
looked like one of the wall panels but was in fa@mall door. She tried it
and, to her amazement, it gave beneath her hamdhddet pounding with
excitement and hope, she stood, concentrating @ was the best thing to
do. Surely she could escape! Should she wait Ghtiron returned? Would
he pass this door on his way to the bedroom? Yesyealised he would
have to do so. And while he was entering one rooencsuld be leaving the
other. But, she thought, she would be limited leaa of seconds only, a



lead which could be lost even before she left thesk, for she did not know
how to open the front door.

'l wouldn't have time for fumbling with it, thafsr sure!" How, then, could
she use this situation to her own advantage?

Taking a chance, she drew the door inwards, hapiaigthe two downstairs

would not happen to glance upwards. They wereerhtil; she could hear
their voices quite plainly, although, as they wspeaking rather quickly,

she could not catch all of what was being said. elew, she soon . realised
there were three people—two women, not one.

'Elena has been given a house,” Charon was sagmythis, suspected
Sarah, was a repetition of a previous statemehe Kdew right from the
start that our relationship was not permanent--'

‘Charon," interrupted the voice which Sarah haddagfirst, 'you have been
long enough philandering ! | believed you would mdlena I'

‘Then, Grandmother, you made a mistake!" Briskttime, but amazingly
respectful. Sarah recalled having heard it said tthe Greeks revere their
grandparents, respecting their wishes and venlyrgr@ng against their
advice. It was said that a Greek woman had to ddelore she came into
her own. 'Elena was not deceived by me in any wal;ashe accepted the
situation, with the promise of a house when thestarrived for us to say
goodbye.'

'‘But--but, Charon, | came afterwards to believe fpmed me.' The younger
voice was harsh and grating to Sarah's ears, getecsely, it had a tone of
childish pleading which undoubtedly caught the rditen of the older

woman, for she instantly began to upbraid her ggandvho, with what

Sarah guessed was a tremendous effort at conisténéd without

interruption, speaking only when the old lady haxpped.

'l have known, Grandmother, that for some time gowhave wished to see
me married and settled down. This is not my intantt the present time. |
am sorry to keep on disappointing you, my love, diter all, my life is my
own, and | shall live it as suits me best.’



He spoke calmly. Sarah, interested as she natwakyby what she heard,
almost forgot her own danger, or that here beferewas a positive means
of escape. However, as the conversation once adgaeame too difficult for
her to catch anything, she stepped out, closingltiwe behind her with a
deliberate bang, so that the three below glanceBaah's eyes met those of
her captor; she smiled serenely while he, on tlmerohand, glowered,
appearing stunned by her presence as, with hergreadly held, she came
down the wide oak staircase. Charon's eyes movesal;keew he was
looking with puzzlement at the protruding key whiod had turned in the
bedroom door as he left it, with Sarah inside,isgorer—or so he believed!
Then she saw his eyes wander to the other doora gedceptive light take
the place of his puzzlement. He frowned darkly,inyafurious at his
omission in making sure the small door was locked.

'Who--' The old lady, dressed from head to fooblaxck, had been staring
dumbfoundedly as Sarah descended the stairs, abdngi| at her side. As
Sarah drew nearer she gave a start, appearing ftasbmated by Sarah's
eyes. Sarah had swiftly taken in the appearancestof women—the girl,
tall and dark with big brown eyes and a flawlessiplexion. Sarah thought
her beautiful, but disliked the hard mouth and ghter in her eyes. The
older woman was stout, with a lined face whiche ltkat of her grandson,
was sun-tanned to gipsy duskiness. 'Who," dematidedvoman, still
staring at Sarah's eyes, 'is this?'

Sarah, opening her mouth with the intention of Ep&pin answer to this,
closed it again, deciding to pretend that she hadinderstanding of the
language.

‘A friend," began Charon in Greek, and then, t@Bain English, 'l expect
you're congratulating yourself?'

Her serene smile became evident again.

'‘But of course. | trust you will be a good sportlaccept defeat without
rancour." Amusement looked from her eyes, and femaseconds his own
eyes glittered. And then, quite surprisingly, he@ega short laugh. But he
had no time to speak; his grandmother, after stibgpSarah to a most
searching scrutiny, said in good but broken English



'Who are you, girl? Or need | ask? You're his ldight o' love, | expect?'

She coloured delicately, aware of the scowl whigtead over the younger
woman's face.

'‘No," replied Sarah. 'l am an Englishwoman whonthieeight fit to abduct,
and to bring here, where he hoped to hold me peisdhen you arrived
just now he was attempting to force his attentionsne. | know, madam,
that you, as a Greek lady, will be horrified bystrand save me.’

To her surprise the hint of a smile touched the aamdry, cracked lips.

'l am never horrified by what my grandson doespoaded the woman
calmly. 'We are of the Mani, you see, and crimesi@maturally to us.

However, Charon has never abducted a female befodeso | am interested
to know more.' Her eyes, almost as black as théseharon, subjected
Sarah's body to the same kind of arrogant examoimais that employed by
her grandson on more than one occasion. 'Your, @aseways, is excellent,’
she added, this time speaking to Charon, and irlGre

'It so happens,' he returned with a curve of sacdmmmour to his lips, 'that
fate threw her in my way. | had chosen anothere-'stbpped and gave a
careless shrug of his broad shoulders. 'No mattal;fell through. | found
myself with this one on my hands--'

'On your hands, Charon?' His grandmother, plainisigued, did not wait
for an answer, but suggested they all go intoittiag-room and have some
refreshment. 'And while we eat and drink you stedlime the whole story,’
she said in English, looking at Sarah. 'l think gngndson might be tempted
to leave out the more spicy ingredients, and thiknet please me at all. |
enjoy an unabridged story best." A slight pause e, 'l take it my
grandson has—so far—failed to seduce you?"

'Madam!" exclaimed Sarah, going hot all over. "Tkiat of talk surprises
me. I've lived in Athens for some time and neveveh& heard a Greek
woman speak as you do--' Her voice trailed off aghiCharon and his
grandmother burst out laughing. "You obviously hagemet Greeks from
the Deep Mani, my girl,’ continued the old woma&ie'are vastly different



from the rest—in fact, they have little or nothitggdo with us! We're a
wicked, untamed people, you see, and both men aothew act
outrageously.' Again she laughed. Charon had moweehing the door of
the sitting-room, he invited Sarah and his grandimoto enter.

'Elena will not be interested to hear the story said coolly, turning towards
her. "You can occupy yourself with a book in thieestroom.” So abrupt the
tone, and commanding. The girl flashed him a fugiglance, meeting the
challenge in his eyes, and would have steppedomt fof him, in order to
enter the room into which Sarah and the old lady d@ne, but Charon put
out a hand and took the girl's arm. "That waysaié between his teeth, and
this time Elena offered no resistance.

Sarah, standing just inside the sitting-room, shwhes, and it amazed her
that the girl should be desirous of marrying s@@ant and formidable a
man. As far as Sarah herself was concerned, hawasson to be avoided
like the plague, since no happiness could resoihfa union with him. It
was clear that he was of a savage disposition, m wkeo would always
domineer over those with whom he came in contambklng at him now as
he turned to enter the room, Sarah gave a smaldehand sent up a prayer
of thankfulness for the timely appearance of haaagmother.

Although the old lady took possession of the moshfortable chair in the
room, she derived no advantage from that comfart, dat erect, like a
statue, her face expressionless, her bony hantilsges her knees.

'And now,' she invited when Charon had orderedréfieeshments to be
brought in, 'you can let me have your story.’

Charon, reclining with a sort of languid casualnagainst the cushions of
the couch, caught Sarah's attention and she sauli¢tker of sardonic
amusement in his eyes, the faint curve of hislfpge That he was intending
to enjoy her narrative was certain.

Sarah began to talk, watching the old woman alltthee. She seemed
absorbed by what Sarah was saying, but much cdittemtion was arrested
by Sarah's eyes. Yet nothing moved on the old wésrfane, not a muscle,
nor did her eyes blink. She might have been ligldbought Sarah,



strangely affected by her presence. The womanfa eakteptance of her
grandson's behaviour was something which Sarahdcook at first
understand, but it was slowly dawning upon her thigtwoman, product of
the Deep Mani that she was, could be just as ghjast as cruel, as any of
its men. She was tough and hard, unemotional ia f#csomething so
serious as an abduction. The woman could have ln@ag in the past,
almost, when abductions of females was the ruteerahan the exception.

When at length Sarah stopped speaking theje waseent's silence before
the old woman, speaking in a leisurely way, andhwan impersonal

formality, told Sarah outright that she and heerfd had been absurdly
venturesome in even considering the abduction ohaam like Charon

Drakos.

'Perhaps if you'd known my grandson you'd have ghbuwice before
embarking on so crude a scheme as that?'

'l must certainly would!' returned Sarah with untesig honesty. 'In fact, |
did think at the time that it was risky.'

'‘But you agreed to help your friend, nevertheless?

Sarah nodded her head. Suddenly becoming troulyletbbbts as to the
certainty of enlisting the woman's assistance ssi anxiously,

"You're going to help me to get away from here?"
No answer. Instead, the woman spoke to her grands@reek.

‘Those eyes—they're uncannily typical of the Pavcbalis tribe. But you
must have noticed?'

Sarah held her breath, finding the greatest ditffcin not giving away the
fact that she understood the language.

'I've noticed, yes. One could scarcely miss angthilke that. However, it's
merely coincidence. The girl's wholly English.’



'I'm not so sure...." A thoughtful silence followélNo, I'm not so sure,’
repeated the old woman, her eyes narrowing alnoostits. "You'll recall
that a Pavromichali girl once ran off with an Esglnan?’

'So she did," agreed Charon musingly. Sarah sawyas narrow as they
looked into hers and she was reminded of his pusvieference to her eyes
and the impression she had gained of his waitinge®if she would make
any comment. Was it possible that, at the timetrdme of an idea had come
to him that she might be descended from the trédoschhated?

'It's by no means impossible.' The woman pausexli'lihot deny this?"

'‘No. On the contrary, | agree with you." Charon geal) his black eyes
became piercingly intense as he looked into Safab&s She managed to
remain outwardly calm, but her heart was thuddingvenly. For both on
his face and that of his grandmother there waslgleaitten their hatred of
the Pavromichalis family.

'The eyes give it away, Charon. | believe we haveaf that vile tribe in our
hands at last.'

Sarah's heart jerked. She suddenly realised tiebtti woman could be
even more dangerous than her grandson. She maragask, with a
calmness that amazed her,

'What are you saying? Are you telling Mr Drakostthau're intending to
help me get back to Athens?'

Charon was shaking his head.

'We're discussing something private, Sarah. So hesguiet for a few
minutes.’

Although anger rose at his manner of speaking tpSerah, acutely aware
of the danger confronting her, guardedly held hegea in check. She
wanted to mention Miranda, to ask this old womashi could persuade her
grandson to send help to the island, but the wowas speaking, rather
rapidly and excitedly. It was with the greatesfidiflty that Sarah caught



the gist of what was being said. She felt suffotatgh apprehension as she
realized that these two were becoming more and mncer&ain of her
connection with the family of Pavromichalis. Manymés, as they
conversed, the two sent strange, searching glaaidesr and when at last
Charon spoke to her she was too flustered to ttiedaly.

"Your father was obviously English,’ said Charondguely. 'What about
your mother?'

'My—my mother?' she quivered. 'l d-don't understaBdth Charon and his
grandmother stared directly at her; she felt theworise in her cheeks,
found it difficult to lie in face of these piercirgjares which seemed to be
aimed at penetrating her very soul.

'What nationality was she?'

'Er—English--'

'Wholly English?" interrupted the old woman harshly
'‘No—I mean, y-yes...'

'Was she or wasn't she?' demanded Charon's graneinnothe same harsh
tones. 'Speak up, girl! And don't lie!" The deatdliye matched to perfection
the glitter of hatred in the woman's gaze.

Sarah's eyes flashed.

'Don't speak to me like that," she snapped. "Wahitto you if my mother
wasn't wholly English?' Foolish to show her temgerrt this was all too
much for Sarah. She supposed—on thinking aboutdatveards—that she
could have made a fairly successful job of lying Bhe not been keyed up
initially by hearing all that was being said in @keby Charon and his evil
old grandmother.

'She wasn't wholly English." The old woman's eyesewnow on her
grandson's face. 'This girl's given it away." Chamvas nodding in
agreement. He said slowly,



"You're of the Pavromichali. You managed to keedram me most
successfully. | see now why it is you know so mabbut the Deep Mani,
and the blood-feuds. Your mother told you?'

'It was Father,' she replied huskily. '"My mothexddwhen | was very young.
| mentioned this, if you remember?' She knew she wiaite, but hoped no
trace of fear was revealed on her face.

'So," said the woman on a great sigh of satisfactit last we can be
revenged!" A consuming fire seemed to blaze intbenan's eyes and in
spite of her determination to hold fast to her egey;, Sarah once again felt
her nerves tingle with apprehension. For undouptéds woman was as
savage as her grandson, and even more primitive.

Averting her head in order to break the hold whtedwoman seemed able
to exert over her, Sarah once again found hergglning in to their
conversation.

'She must pay for that crime, Charon!
'l agree.’

'Death alone will satisfy me," said the old womemd Sarah had the greatest
difficulty in not uttering some exclamation. Sheosh a suitable moment to
glance up, into the eyes of Charon, black eyeshwlittered with the same
intensity as those of his grandmother. Swallowiogwulsively to dislodge
the lump that had settled in her throat, Sarah woedlif she were actually
facing death.

'Fool that I've been!" she cried to herself, feglghe could scream with
frustration at her own helplessness. If only shel ls@me weapon!
—something with which to defend herself againsséhevo savage pagans
who desired to use her as an instrument of reveargewrong done several
generations ago. They were mad! They ought to beayway—and in her
country they would have been put away, she thought.

Charon remained strangely unmoved by the demartdsofrandmother
and, watching him closely, Sarah was unable taraete whether or not he



was in total agreement with her. She spoke agaking that Sarah be

handed over to her, going on to say that she wkitdv better even than
Charon how to deal with her.

‘Torture first,’ grated the old woman, 'and theratde-a slow death!

—Ilingering and painful! That's what | want, Charand you shall grant me
this wish!'



CHAPTER SIX

For a long moment there was silence in the room, blatsh Charon spoke,
and his hated words had to be accepted by Saralsteaw to be grasped at
all costs.

'She happens to be my prisoner, and it so happans would rather have
her alive than dead.’

Viciously the old woman's teeth snapped together.

'You desire her body? Pah!" The word was spat ndtfar a space deep
contempt was portrayed in the glance she threwhair@). 'She'll pollute
you! Give her to me, | say! I'll keep her alive farwhile—until I've
disfigured her and crushed her like our own dedd evas treated! She must
pay, Charon!

'She'll pay, have no fear of that," agreed Chasarynpleasant gleam in his
eye as for a moment he turned his attention tolS&tae looked down at her
hands, clasped tightly in her lap, the palms wét werspiration. Should she
reveal her knowledge of the language? she wondérachuld not do her
any good that she could see, and so she heldiguepcontinuing to listen
in to what was being said. 'Yes,' repeated Chdstwe,1l pay. But for the
time being | claim the right to keep her. She'samiot yours, and itis | who
shall mete out the punishment—when | have decideldawve done with
her--'

'She must die!" almost screamed the woman, inreited voice. 'l want to
see her dead!'

Charon shook his head. Fascinated, Sarah sat @ikmet witness of the
struggle going on between these two. The old womedaring that, as the
oldest member of the family, she alone had thet tiglsay what must be
done with the girl. Charon on the other hand, manbut that, being the
eldest male in the family, it was his prerogativelecide the girl's ultimate
fate.



'As an offshoot of the hated tribe of the Pavroraighhe went on, 'she must
obviously pay. But as I've already said, she's rane for the time being |
want her alive.'

"You don't believe in murder—that's what it islosked his grandmother
furiously. "Your generation sickens me! Are youwaadrof the police?’

'If | were she wouldn't be here now," pointed obhafon reasonably.
‘That's not the same! Abduction's child's play! Maris man's work—and
you are shirking it! You're afraid of being caughtut if you were half as
clever as your great-grandfather you'd be ableetoagvay with a killing
every day of your life!"

Sarah shuddered ... and knew that Charon had dotite stared, holding
her gaze with his, but she did not make anotherastid after a while he
looked away, returning his attention to his granttrag who was glowering
evilly at him.

'l think it best that you leave,’ said Charon cpali length. 'Take Elena with
you and please do not trouble me with her agagngidded frowningly. 'The
affair is over, and she has known this for sometim

'I'm no longer interested in Elena! It's this Pawichalis scum that | want!'
"You'll not get her.'

The old woman's nostrils flared.

'l demand that you hand her over!

‘The girl's mine and | intend keeping her untiré of her.’

‘And then?'

'We shall see.’

'‘No! I want a firm promise that she'll be handeéraw me!



'l can give you no such promise,' he returned slovidet us leave her
ultimate fate in abeyance for the time being.'

Sarah, sitting very still, her whole body wet witerspiration, felt suddenly
as if this were a dreadful nightmare from which sheuld eventually
awake. For it seemed so unreal, so utterly imptesgitthese modern times.
Tales she had been told of the Deep Mani and dplps had at the time of
telling seemed rather like fairytales— gruesomevas true, but fairytales
for all that.

Charon's grandmother was speaking again, so quakdly excitedly that

Sarah was unable to catch more than the odd wardand then. She made
no sense of these few words she heard but shenwasdoubt that what the
woman was saying annoyed her grandson exceediAglgst he said, his

tone unpleasantly hard and derisive,

"You've gone quite far enough, Grandmother. I'vd say last word about
who shall have her. | keep her—get that!'

She glowered at him, and for a space it seemedtbatious quarrel would
ensue. But quite unexpectedly the old woman seetnedccept her
grandson's authority and when at length she spaanait was to

reintroduce the matter of Elena. Charon brokeeéminding her of what he
had just said—that he did not want to be troublét the girl again.

'Perhaps you don't, Charon, but she's the mosttdaigirl you've had up till
now. | feel she'll make you a tolerably good wife.’

'‘No doubt you do,' returned Charon stiffly, 'busd happens that | do not
feel she'll make me a tolerably good wife.'

'How annoying you are! Marriage is imperative fouy
'‘Nonsense!

His grandmother drew a deep breath and rose fromhagr. Sarah also rose
and spoke, saying what she knew they would expadiohsay.



'Madam—are you going to help me get back to Athens?
The woman's mouth twisted into evil lines.

'‘No, miss, | am not! My grandson wants you fortbig—and it is not for me
to spoil his pleasure!" She swept from the roomayiley Sarah standing
there, every nerve in her body affected by the that engulfed her. The
woman stopped outside the door and spoke to Chamndmg had
accompanied her.

'Elena will have a very valuable dowry. You've pmbly overlooked this?'

'l haven't overlooked anything. When the time corfoesne to marry—if
ever it does come—I believe | shall be quite capaislmaking my own
choice.’

'‘Bah!" retorted his grandmother disgustedly.

'You seem to forget that Elena's been my pillowenid," Charon reminded
her. 'I'd never respect a wife who'd given heraglfreely as she.' He looked
over his grandmother's shoulder, and met Saralzs. géhe lowered her
head, certain that if she met his eyes for anytlen§time he must surely
learn that she understood what was being saids Gitne, now, will fight me
until she has no strength left in her body.'

'Respect?’ repeated his grandmother, ignoringetiésence to Sarah. 'Am |
to understand you're wanting to respect the womliamillone day be your
wife?'

Faintly he smiled.

'‘Unbelievable as it might seem to you, yes, | dotwa respect the woman
who becomes my wife.’

'How very odd.' The woman turned her head to glat&arah.

"You sound as if you already have respect fordhe!'



'Strange as it might seem to you, Grandmother Had@ a certain amount of
respect for her.'

‘A Pavromichalis brat?'

'‘Don't worry," laughed Charon, 'I'm not likely toret who she is. Respect
her I might, but give quarter | shall not.’

'I'm glad to hear it," snapped his grandmother. Wgat no English women
in our family!

Another laugh, a harsh and grating laugh that chaseidden frown to cross
Sarah's forehead.

‘A Pavromichali woman is the last I'd think of mang!'

Sarah, white with anger, almost retaliated. But gteserved her caution,
again seeing no gain in letting them know she hatkrstood everything.

However, as she made this decision, she felt sthééther approach the old
lady once again, for already Charon was starindyoalcher, as if unable to
believe she was accepting defeat so easily.

'l cannot think you are refusing to help me, madam . English, and have
been abducted--

'I've told you, my grandson wants you. You're hiswan for the present.’
'No! You musttake me with you!

'Must!" snarled the old woman. 'Whom are you orag?iYou inferior scum!

Take her, Charon, take the Pavromichalis wenchshod/ her what it's like
to be the slave of a Drakos!" With this she sweptards the front door,
calling to Elena as she went. The girl came at pegeerging from another
room on the opposite side of the massive hall. '‘€bisnapped the old
woman, 'lI've had enough of this unhealthy placs! riink from the filth

which Charon keeps in it!'



A few minutes later Sarah once again found heedetfe with Charon.

She said, feigning puzzlement, 'What were you aadr ygrandmother
talking about? | felt, somehow, that you were déstng me.' She glanced
away as she spoke, preferring to avoid his all-ensrm gaze while she was
practising this deceit.

'l should think you'd have been lacking in intedinge if you hadn't
suspected we were discussing you,' returned Clraralty. 'It might interest
you to know that my grandmother desired nothingntioa@ to torture you,
disfigure you, and then kill you.'

Assuming an expression of horror, Sarah askedsikihd of barbarism was
usual in the women of the Mani.

'‘Greek women in other parts of Greece are so gesttle added.

‘They are, yes. But those of the Deep Mani areteqnaturally, hard,
toughened characters who've learned from their allepist how an enemy
should be treated.’

'‘And you..." Sarah looked up at him, looked intos#nhard basaltic eyes. 'Do
you believe in torture for your enemies?’

'l believe in an eye for an eye,' he replied unéonaily.
"You have no compassion at all?'

‘None that | know of," he returned with a shoriglau
'Shall you let your grandmother have her way wit?in
'l want you for myself.’

'For now, yes. But later. What happens then?'



He looked at her with a strange expression. Shgesehis perplexity as to
her apparent acceptance of her lot.

' might just hand you over to her. It'll be anyasy of getting rid of you.'

She coloured hotly. But she was determined noive lgm the satisfaction
of deriving amusement from her embarrassment.

'So eventually I'm to die?' she said, and to heazement a swift frown
crossed his forehead.

"You seem quite unperturbed by the idea?' He loakeidusly at her as he
spoke. 'If I do decide to hand you over to herlspet you through the
hottest fires of hell.'

In spite of herself Sarah went pale. Charon, noting, seemed to frown
again, but Sarah could not be absolutely sure of it

'She'll torture me in reprisal for what some anmesf mine has done,’
returned Sarah contemptuously. 'What a system!r&¥@li' barbarians '

'We own to it,’ was Charon's cool agreement. 'There pretence about the
people of the Deep Mani.'

"You appear to be proud of your barbaric ways!
'We accept them as custom, not as law.'
'‘Custom appears to be stronger than law!"

'It often is, Sarah. Your ancient feudal system Wased on custom rather
than law.'

She shrugged her shoulders, dismissing the subject.

'‘Are you going to have Miranda set free?' she whtdeknow, and Charon
looked at her with the most odd expression.



'In spite of the danger you yourself face, you stlhbe concerned about
your friend?"

‘Certainly | can! There's nothing heroic about that

"You might not think so, Sarah, but | do. In fdet beginning to admire you
more and more with each hour that passes.’

‘Thanks for nothing. Your opinion matters not at@ame!"

He only laughed, amazing her, since she expectsédahat familiar gleam
of fury enter his eyes.

'l can appreciate your feelings, Sarah,' he retumeetly. 'What | cannot
fully understand is this lack of fear..He pausedmament, nodding
thoughtfully. "Youare afraid, but you've no intention of allowing mesiee
your fear.' He stopped again, and there was nakirgj the expression of
deep admiration in his black eyes. 'How old are, y®arah?' he inquired
almost gently.

‘Twenty-four.'

'‘A mere child—and yet you have this tremendous agewr | should have
known, without having the matter brought out by gngndmother, that you
were of the Pavromichali--'

'‘But you said that their courage never came updo beauty,’ she could not
resist reminding him.

'Perhaps that was a little ungenerous of me," hattdl after a moment of
thought. 'Some of them were outstandingly courageeand it would
appear that you have come from that particulardiranh the family.’

She fell silent, yet there was an urgency to kéepdonversation going,
since while she was here, in the sitting-room, whe comparatively safe.
As if reading her mind Charon said, in his finetgltired accents,



'Have no fear, Sarah. | shall not molest you yetfact, | believe | am
anxious to know you better before we embark on ni@e intimate
relationship | first had in mind.'

She stared, unable to take him seriously.

'You mean—you don't intend to—to--' She stopped andeavoured to
rephrase her words. "You're willing to wait for—fdrShe allowed her voice
to trail away slowly on seeing the dawning amusdnrehis eyes.

'As I've just said, Sarah,’ he murmured, comin@pdo rescue, 'l prefer to
learn more about you before we become lovers. ¥tsigue me, you see...'
His own voice drifted to silence as, his wholemtitan becoming focused on
her face, he stared as if compelled to take Hisffther beauty. 'l think, my
dear, that we shall be friends first, then lovetsi.’

Sarah leant back against the cushion, and a gheatdering sigh issued
from her lips. What miracle was this? And why hlaid man whom she had
branded as a ruthless pagan, a man totally wittheuty, suddenly changed
his mind about taking her as his pillow-friend? Wdia he hope to gain by
the delay? That he had changed his character wgsossible; that he had
changed his intentions seemed totally at varianitie this character. She
said at length,

'l fail to understand you, Mr Drakos, but it woudd most unsporting of me
not to own to being grateful for this respite yoa affording me.’

She heard a breath being drawn out, knew for cwae he had waited
expectantly for her words of gratitude, knew alsat tthey were what he
hoped to hear—nothing humble or ingratiating, prsthonest admission of
her relief at his change of mind.

'More and more you intrigue me, Sarah.' He spotar aflong pause. 'Yes, |
am very right to desire this knowledge of you, ofiypersonality, your likes
and dislikes, your spirit and your loyalty." Anothgause and then, "Your
friend will be rescued from Iscarte without too rmudelay,’ he promised.



‘Thank you.' She fell silent, thinking of the plaaslife she had led before
becoming involved in Miranda's plot. The schoolnhich she taught was
small, with the result that her class consistefbafteen pupils only. The

working hours were short; the vacations came ofteth were of a much

longer duration than those existing in England.,Yiesad been a pleasant
life, an easy life.

'What are you thinking?' inquired Charon interelste@’hose lovely eyes
are brooding, and restless.'

She looked up.
'l was thinking of my very happy life," was herrikareply.

'‘And bitterly regretting your headlong plunge imtrigue?' he added with a
hint of amusement.

‘Naturally I'm regretting my involvement.’
'As | said, the girl wasn't worth the risk you tdok
'It's too late to think of that now.’

'It's too late for regrets of any kind. Brooding mMtoavail you anything,
Sarah.'

She nodded in agreement.

'I'm not usually so impulsive,' she murmured, spagaknore to herself than
to him.

'It was loyalty which impelled you to help yourend.’

Again she nodded, this time automatically, and tbleanged the subject,
bringing it back to what they were talking about\ypously.

'Will you eventually hand me over to your grandnesth



For a long moment silence reigned.
'l haven't yet made up my mind.’'

'If she were to enlist the aid of other memberkaffamily, would they be
likely to—to take me by force?'

‘Take you from me?' The black eyes glittered with €vil expression she
was beginning to know so well.

'Yes—that's what | meant.'

'No one will take you from mel You're mine and yguonly if | decide you
shall go.'

"They'd—xkill me?"

'l expect they would,’ returned Charon with a casess of tone. 'My people
have wanted to get their hands on a Pavromichaimsle for years, but the
family's dying out rapidly and there aren't any ygdemales left, not here,
in the Mani.'

"Your family ... are they still strong?’

'In numbers?'

‘Yes.'

‘Not really. | believe there are about ten of uegdther.'

"You believe? Don't you know?"'

Charon shook his head. But he hesitated beforehgatfing a verbal reply.

‘No, I don't." A glimmer of humour lit his eyeshéven't bothered to count
them for some time.'

Sarah frowned in puzzlement.



'People usually know how many relatives they hahes'said.

'Perhaps they're more interested than I. In ang,c@s have the odd death
now and then, caused by thendetta.'

Sarah drew a breath.
'How stupid thevendettas!

'It's stupid to you simply because you do not usided it. It serves a
purpose—and it suits the mentality of those pewayie practise it.'

Her lovely eyes looked into his.
"You practise it, of course.’

'Is that a question, or a statement?’
‘It was a statement.’

"You might not believe it, but | personally haveveepractised it. However,
that doesn't signify anything. If the occasion hexpgd to demand reprisal,
then | should not hesitate to practise it.'

She knew he spoke the truth; his expression atvérig moment appeared
murderous to her.

And | am in his power, she thought, trying to kéepnind the fact that all
was not yet lost. She would watch for a chancesoépe ... yes, every single
moment of her waking hours she would be on the sdean opportunity of
freeing herself from this barbarian into whose ahats she had fallen.

But this was far easier decided than carried oatals was very soon to
realise that if escape ever did fome, it would kedenpossible only by a
miracle. For the bedroom door was locked on heryewight, and although
during the day she was free to wander in the grewidhe tower, always
there would be, somewhere close at hand, thelewiting figure of Marko,
one of Charon's manservants. He would be movingtabstensibly pulling



a few weeds, or holding a rake or spade, neithevhaéh Sarah had ever
seen him employing. Charon himself was invariabiguad, and at last
Sarah was brought to the despairing conclusion hieatonly hope was
Miranda who, once she was free, must surely gde¢opblice. But when
Sarah mentioned this to Charon he immediately sinskead, confidently
saying that it was most unlikely that the policeudocome into the Deep
Mani to look for her.

'We make our own laws here," he added. 'We dotiiebthe police and they
don't bother us.’

'‘But I'm English!" she protested. 'They must tryital me 1' -

'What are you to them?' he responded carelesshy 8Nould they trouble
about a missing female?"

Sarah was not convinced; she would wait, and hopmse-for help to arrive
before Charon changed his mind and took her fopiimw-friend.



CHAPTER SEVEN

THE sun had left the mountains; its rays filtered ltih@nches of the trees,
sending darts of light on to the naked rocks ouyoiog along the steep
sided, dry river bed. Giant cactuses took on welrabes, as did the tangled
scrub and cistus bushes growing among the bouidgliag the flank of the
Taygetus.

Sarah stopped and glanced around, wondering howonanycould
voluntarily choose to live in so grim a wilderness.

'What is it?' The voice of the man at her side ghawa swift frown to her
eyes. How she hated him! With his arrogance, higlescending manner,
his swift resort to total mastery if and when amyuanent threatened to take
place between them, the unflagging vigilance byciwhie made escape
impossible.

‘This place ... | can't understand why you liveeher

A strange silence followed; she half thought hearathe verge of making a
confession. She glanced up into his dark forbiddimgntenance and tried to
find some softness in his features. This searchegnot new; she had done
it several times during the two weeks she had lega with him, in his
tower in the deepest and most primitive regiorhef¥ani. Why should she
seek for softness in so evil a face? It was absurdnd yet she knew a
strange unfathomable desire to make a discovery...

For what reason? She shook her head, recalling dlwwne occasion when
he had almost forgotten his resolve to be her drieefore he became her
lover, he had taken her to him and kissed her. $ungincomprehensible
had stirred deep within her. She had hated hiswesar his lips on hers; she
had wanted to do battle with him, to knock him he ground. And yet,
conversely, she had looked up into his cruel faced-searched for some
redeeming feature...

That had been the beginning of her search; sinee she had more than
once found herself exploring those hard linesngytio discover ... what?
Nothing tangible ever came to her mind.



'One lives where one's home is.' Charon's quietevii@ached her at length,
answering what was only partly a question.

"You could live anywhere you wished.'

'l suppose so.' He began to walk on and she fotlowe

'You're a strange, unpredictable man,' she sagd afivhile.

'Is that an invitation?' he inquired, and she thhéw a puzzled glance.
'An invitation?'

'For me to explain why | am acting as | am?

Why | haven't molested you in any way at all?’

She nodded automatically.

'It was an invitation, yes.'

"You're so very cool about it all," he commented] there was no mistaking
the admiration in his voice.

'Hysterics wouldn't get me very far, would they?'

‘They'd get you nowhere.' His voice was smoothliacleed; he seemed
remote suddenly, as if absorbed by his own priveflections. And so they
continued in silence for a while, towards some &drplane trees growing
along the loop of the dry river-bed. It was a lgnefrld, a wilderness of
moving shadows and brown parched earth, a moorstape of dark and
winding canyons, of empty ragged heights whose dhageaks had
stubbornly resisted the soothing emollience of timdl was an
abomination, the haunt of the goddess Artemis ardrio of goat-footed
nymphs whose delight it was to entice lonely trerslto dance and then
lead them unsuspectingly to the edge of a precigmcesend them hurtling
into the gulf below.



This was the terrain in which Charon Drakos chodese out his life.
Sarah gave a small sigh and, hearing it, he stoppguiring about its cause.

‘This foul wilderness..." She shrugged, and spread hamds. 'l can't
understand why you live here,' she said agaidodsn't make sense.’

There followed the same strange silence which hadexd before, and again
she felt he was on the verge of a confession. Baintoment passed and,
reverting to something else she had said before,

Sarah reminded him that he had not accepted héatiowm for him to
explain his present behaviour towards her.

'You had not expected me to be so controlled?' @ with a hint of
amusement.

She nodded, aware of the colour rising in her cheek
"Your control has amazed me," she returned, wonglérow she could talk
in this way to him, for surely the subject of hid@ur was one to be avoided

at all costs!

'It's amazed me also,' he returned with a twitchifips. 'My grandmother
would never believe it.'

"You have a reason,’ she stated curiously.

'l gave it to you: | desire us to be friends first.

'We shall never be friends; I've told you severaks.' She frowned at him,
and shook her head. 'You have some other reasendsserted, watching
his face closely so that any change of expressmridibe caught, and read.
But his dark features remained as impassive ag thiog statue.

"You don't appear to be afraid that | shall go backny decision,’ he said.

'l never cross my bridges until | come to them."



'What a logical person you are! How very differ&oim the rest—in every
way. It's no wonder | have come to respect you.'

'You ... respect me?' she murmured in amazemesithdt why—why...?"

He nodded, and for the first time a full smile camdis lips. Sarah gasped,
for the transformation to his features was staggeriGone were the evil
lines, the cruelty of the eyes and mouth! A stramgmor swept through her,
a new and disturbing emotion for which there wasogent explanation.

'Yes, that is partly the reason for my present— ieaetion.’

Sarah's, colour heightened, as he meant it tohadaughed at her expense.
The laugh, like the smile, was different from ahg $iad noted previously.
No harsh sound to grate upon her ears, no cynicistontempt. She would
almost have laughed with him, had not his wordsamnalssed her.

Her composure was soon recovered, however, ansestheuriously, 'l take
it that none of your other women has inspired yegpect?'

"Your assumption'’s correct. You are the only fenfatevhom | have ever
felt respect—except my mother and grandmotherpofse.’

"You're praising the qualities of a Pavromichal@smnember," she could not
help reminding him, and her voice was light sudgealthough she could
not have said why this should be. 'You're suppésdthte them.'

He seemed to smile as she was speaking, but'sié moiube sure. What
struck her as odd was the fact that he did not idiately confirm his hatred
for the whole of the Pavromichalis clan.

'I've already said | admire your courage. | alsmiael your honesty, your
logic, your composure, your optimism. All theseihbtites are exceedingly
commendable, and therefore to be admired.’

'You're a strange mixture,’ she observed, awarenagh some new
unfathomable stirrings within her. A fortnight shad been this man's
prisoner—a fortnight in which she had never onagreason to fear him, or



to endure any objectionable act on his part. Tthere had been several
slanging matches between them but, strangely, mptinihich could be
truthfully described as hostile.

"You sound as if you would like to know me bett@haron was saying in
response to her comment, and Sarah could not denyrhe man intrigued
her, just as she intrigued him—or so he had said.

"You appeared so—so evil at first...'

'Evil?' he laughed. 'Because of the connection gfmame and Hades,
perhaps?' He was actually teasing her! Had he anaide to him, this
pagan from the remote wilderness where so manygsastaeds had been
perpetrated in the past? And was it this other ®devhich she searched?
Amazed at her mind-wanderings, and unable to utalesthem, she
instantly dismissed them, tossing them away lilelihgering shades of a
bad dream. 'Tell me, my Sarah," he said after @ $itlence, 'am | as bad as
you first expected me to be?’

'‘No," she replied promptly, 'you are not.'

‘You're not afraid of me?'

She paused a moment, then shook her head.

'Fear is not one of my weaknesses,' she returnathgiy.

'‘But you were afraid at one time—you must have Been

'l was greatly perturbed,' she had to admit. 'Amlyvgould be with a threat
like that hanging over her head.'

'It's still hanging over your head, Sarah.’

She said nothing and they walked on in silence.



This strolling after dinner had begun after thetfievening when Charon,
having kept Sarah confined to the house all dekedhef she would care to
take a stroll.

‘The prisoner is allowed to take her exercise,stesaid sarcastically, but
added before he could speak, 'Yes, a walk in #shfair would be pleasant.’
And so each evening they strolled through the \gdddens of the tower,

into the lane and then on to the winding path feilg the river bed. To one

side stretched leagues of cactus scrub, whilegsdth-west lay the silent
sea, a long way off, and visible only through areéo the mountains. To her
surprise Sarah had come to look forward to theséistshe enjoyed them in
spite of the pagan at her side, in spite of theldésn of the scenery, in

spite of the stark fact that she was a prisonean§e, and unfathomable!
She now seemed to have reached a point where shpoiged on the edge
of some new realm—afraid to go forward, reluctanstep back. This man,
this strong-willed creature of the wilds ... thevas something about him
which affected her profoundly, and in a way sheld¢dowt have begun to

explain. That she still hated him was an' undisptaet, and yet she frankly
owned to herself that she would not have enjoyedédtstrolls half so much
had she been on her own.

The admission had at first angered her, then fliledwith apprehension, for
it did seem that he possessed some power by whicbhuid—just whenever
he chose—Dbring her totally under his dominationatTine had the gift of

magnetism she would not deny, since he could ckenfull attention just

whenever he chose to do so, no matter how forbgddid austere might be
his demeanour at the time.

He stopped suddenly and, following the directiorhsf gaze, she saw a
tough weather-beaten peasant jogging along on kegomrumming the
poor animal's ribs with his sandalled feet.

'Poor creature,” murmured Sarah impulsively. "Wizat it got to live for?

Charon turned his dark head, an unfathomable esipresn his face.

"You feel pity for this animal?’



'‘But of course! Its life is a misery to it! Deathlvbe a blessed release from
the torture inflicted by man." .

His eyes flickered over Sarah's lovely face; heddhe firm classical lines,
the perfect contours, the flawless skin. The marestement of his throat
betrayed the fact that he was swallowing hardwhtehing of a muscle at
the side of his mouth gave evidence of some emaetitmnn him.
'‘Compassion ... and in a Pavromichali...’'

‘Their blood is well thinned in me," she was quickemind him, and to her
surprise he nodded instantly in agreement. 'Wexe ¥bry cruel?' she asked
after a pause, and again her companion noddechd h

'Very. Their heinous crimes were legion.’

'‘And you—your clan, | mean?"

The trace of a smile touched his thin lips.

‘They too practised barbarism.’

She frowned then and said,

'l don't understand how people can inflict painooe another.’

'My grandmother shocked you, then?’

‘Naturally she shocked me. She's uncivilised!

To her surprise he let this statement pass witbaoment, merely standing,
silent and still, peering ahead to where Taygetysieep in shade, while the
arc of the sky above it retained the buoyant ramiaof the sun's final
glowing flames.

'Shall we walk on?' he said at last. 'Or are ymdf?'

'I'm not tired. I've done nothing today.'



‘That remark comes out every evening. Perhapdlifsitchyou something to
do.'

‘Such as?'
He had begun to move on, and now he sent her argjdook.
'Do you want some occupation?'

'l certainly don't enjoy doing nothing,’ she regokt'l'm not used to it for one
thing.'

‘Tell me about yourself," he invited. 'l know sttlé of your life--' He
indicated a large boulder, flat-topped, that laythosy river-bed. ‘'Let us sit a
while and talk.’

Sarah paused, then decided this was preferabletunnimg to that dismal
edifice he liked to call his home. Here, despite pinimeval nature of the
terrain, was the sunset, and the softness whichow®ring light was

spreading over everything. She sat down, with Ghatder side.

‘There's not very much to tell,’ she began, butr@nhanterrupted and in his
customary imperious manner told her to begin ab#wnning and carry on.

She told him a little about her childhood, aboetway her father had had to
bring her up after the death of her mother.

"You mention that it was your father who relatedy¢w tales of the Deep
Mani," he interposed at one point when she pausadrinarrative.

'Yes. He had it all from Mother. But he visited tani once--' She stopped
and a faint smile touched her mouth. 'He never adhta visit it again,’ she
added at length.

Charon laughed; she turned to watch his profilecéldd be handsome, she
realized with a little shock of surprise.

‘Tell me some more. You were clever at school, alsiy.’



'l trained for teaching, then wanted to work abrbad
A small silence followed before he asked, turnimdgice her,

'‘And now you regret the desire?' Half statemenf,dqueestion; she made no
reply, and when she did speak it was to switctstligect and ask him what
his livelihood was.

'Many things,' he replied. 'l have several hotélewn olive groves and
citrus orchards.’

'Hotels," she murmured with interest. 'Where aeg?h
"Two are in Athens, two in Corfu and one on thansl of Hydra.'

Sarah's blue eyes flickered. Hydra ... where hitiyyvas moored. Hydra, a
most enchanting island, a place where almost anyandd be happy to

live. It was an island where resided several of eGe&s wealthiest
shipowners, men whose ancestors acquired theiegidhy contraband
trading in the early years of the nineteenth cgntiven Hydra's ships sailed
even as far as the West Indies. It was a smalhdslavith a quaint little

harbour lying serenely at the foot of Mount Prophillias, and from this

port the sponge-divers sailed every spring, to gpbe summer sponge
fishing along the coast of Tunisia.

"Your hotel in Hydra ... you stay in it sometimes?’

Charon moved, bending to pick up the head of a pie&nder that had been
carried either by the breeze or by a bird, fromtla@opart of the river bank.

'‘Sometimes,' he offered at last, and she thoughtths not quite the truth.
'Why don't you live there always?"

Again he hesitated. The air was strident with casadnd he seemed to be
diverted by the noise.

'My home is in the Mani," he replied presently€lalready told you that.'



She made no comment. Why should she care thatdee ¢his bleak and
outlandish place in preference to somewhere likerblpr Corfu? The Mani
suited him, no doubt of that. The land of eaglasrfted crags and gloomy
gorges, of pagan gods and superstitions—the stadkuatamed terrain
where Satan walked at noon and ghosts aboundedewahelead of night
witches led people up the mountains to inflict loge tortures upon them,
where a man's blood calls out loudly the day befwalies, or where if a
man should go to sleep beneath a wild fig tree ilewake up mad.

Yes, this abominable realm suited the dark forlsigdCharon Drakos
admirably ... and yet...

She looked at him in profile, saw the noble lingsarply etched in the
afterglow of sunset, the firm chin and jaw, thestmgratic way in which his
head was held. Frowning suddenly, Sarah glancele a&s if she would put
from her a picture which was beginning to hold inesome way which, to
her practical mind, was by no means desirable. mha was a fiend, a
primitive savage whose grandmother would commitdaurat this very
moment should Charon choose to hand over his migorher.

'What are you thinking about, my Sarah?' The vofc€haron came to her,
unexpectedly soft and gentle.

'You,' she said, and turned to him again, compdiiesome force she could
not resist.

'Me?' in some surprise. 'Must | feel honoured,aorysfor myself?’
'My thoughts were neither flattering nor derogatory

‘Tell me," he said imperiously.

"You suit this infernal terrain.’

He laughed, and in the lowering shadows all thé returned to his dark
features.

'I'm beyond redemption, you think?'



Her eyes flickered.
'What answer would you like to that?'

'l don't care what answer you give. However, I'mesihat, coming from
you, it'll be a truthful one.’

'l don't believe that anyone is beyond redemption.’

"You haven't answered my question.’

'l feel you could be different—but that you havedssire to change.’
Silence fell between them. Sarah thought she haasigh issue from his
lips. He was staring across the cactus-haunted ieesgt beyond the
meandering river bed to where the low hills, alseathrkened by the
shadows, took on the appearance of a cluster ofe@hbacks, bare and

weird.

'Shall we return?' Sarah spoke at last, for somgore disturbed by the long
silence, and by the forbidding spectacle of the meside her.

He turned abruptly and spoke.

'Why are you not afraid of me, Sarah?' His voice harsh, demanding. '‘By
all that's logical you should be terrified.’

'I've said,’ returned Sarah quietly, 'that feamist one of my weaknesses. |
also told you that | never cross my bridges befam@me to them."’

'l could change my decision tonight!'
'‘Undoubtedly, but | don't think you will.'
'‘Confidence! | suppose you're expecting the pabcarive at any time?'

'l sincerely hope they will," was her frank rejogmnd’l'm not expecting to
remain much longer in this wilderness!'



"You obviously do not like my homeland?’

'Like it?' she repeated, amazed that he shouldymit a question to her. 'l
hate it!"

'‘As you hate me?'

'As | hate you, yes.'

To her surprise he took no exception to this horegdy. She had expected
some show of temper, or to see an ugly twist tdipssbefore he subjected
her to a harsh and scathing retort. Instead, haeg¢o fall into a brooding,
pensive mood, and a deep frown knit his dark fatinig brow. For one
crazy, incredible moment Sarah found pity entehiagheart. Pity? For this
creature? It was jail he deserved, not pity!

'l want to return to the house,' she almost snappextired.’

At the sharpness of her tone he gave a start, adddked keenly at her,
guestioningly.

'Is something wrong?' he queried.

She set her mouth.

'What an absurd question to ask me! Everythingsg¥
You're in a temper. | haven't seen you quite tike before.’
'l want to go back to the tower!

'Very well." He rose as he spoke, and offered herhland, which she
ignored.

‘Take my hand!

She glared at him and shook her head.



'l don't require your help, thank you!" The wordsrev scarcely out of her
mouth when his hand gripped her wrist, and savagested it.

'Don't you dare treat me like this!" he snarlédh Your superior, and never
forget it!"

Pale but still composed despite the pain he wéistinfy on her wrist, Sarah
looked into his black luminous eyes unflinchinglyhere was a sort of
devouring intensity in them, deep and unfathomalis.other arm came
around her, bringing her to his hard and sineweatyb8he closed her eyes,
shuddering at the contact. Roughly he turned her fa him and, bending
his head, he took her lips with all the savagerhisfmerciless ancestors.
She tried to struggle and then gave up; it wasesselo pit her strength
against his.

'‘And now," he said menacingly, 'perhaps you'll ob®y when | give an

order!" His mouth was still close to hers; sheligdtwarm breath on her lips,
saw the fire of passion in his eyes and wonderdtsifcontrol would last

beyond this night. 'Much as you abhor my touch ly&eep your hand in

mine the whole way home!'

Much later she was walking about the bedroom lileaged animal. This
waiting to see if he would come! This utter helglesss and the frustration
resulting from it! If only she could use the wind@s a means of escape--
Her thoughts were cut and she stood stock stitir@ihwas coming up from
the hall...

Her hand went to her palpitating heart. How longuldoher own control
last? Nerves were never made to stand a strainasushe had been through
during the past two weeks. Why didn't the policene@ Miranda must have
contacted them long before now, for Charon hadrgyarah his word that
Miranda had been released.

Charon stopped outside the door and the key wagduiThe door swung
open and Sarah, white to the lips and resignededdor him to enter.

But he remained in the doorway, that brooding esgicm on his face. He
looked at her; she knew he was taking in her palibe convulsive



movement of her throat, the way her hands wergeths front of her. She
saw his expression change ... and knew that yghancespite was to be
hers.

'‘Good night, my Sarah," he said quietly. 'Sleepl,ve&ld peacefully," and
without waiting to hear a reply he was gone. Séedrd the key turn in the
lock, and then his quiet footsteps swiftly dyingegw

The following morning at breakfast he met her asathing unusual had
happened. He was cool, composed, very much maskes emotions. His
attire was immaculate, his jet black hair shininthwleanness.

'Did you have a good night?' he inquired politedyh& pulled out her chair
for her.

She sat down.
'l slept well, if that's what you mean?’

'I'm glad.' Moving to the other side of the tablghwthe grace of the born
athlete, he sat down opposite to her and helpetbloaffee. 'l have to go out
this morning,' he told her. 'So if there's anythyog want from the shops
then let me have your list and I'll get the thifgsyou.' She made no answer
and they ate in silence. When the meal was oveahSaent out to the
garden and, settling in a corner she had previotlshgen as the most cool
and shady place there was, she opened one of tkes &haron had given
her. It was a book of poems and- its presencesihtiise had quite naturally
surprised her.

'l wouldn't have expected you to have books in Bhglshe said when he
handed it to her along with three others, all ofoltwere novels.

'l have a library..."He had stopped, and turned awayattention apparently
caught by a brightly-coloured butterfly which hadtked on the tangled vine
which climbed the slender trunk of a tree.

'"You have a library?' Sarah had repeated, frowimnmzzlement. 'l haven't
seen it.'



'l should have said | did have a library.’
She was still frowning.

'Where is it now?'

Charon shrugged his shoulders.

‘The books are about somewhere."

She had turned away, and left him, puzzled by tiengeness, and even
more by the fact that, having had a library, he m@as without one.

The incident came to her as she opened the bopkeahs, she was still
puzzled, but as there was no answer to any quastvwbich she might ask
herself she dismissed the matter and settled doweed.

She had been there about an hour when, hearings/acsed in excitement,
she looked up. Marko was running towards her, sle&w manner one of
urgency. On reaching her he spoke rapidly—too tgpahd she could not
grasp anything at all.

'Siga, siga,'she said, forgetting that he might tell Charon aheld speak a
little of his language. 'Slowly, slowly.’

He began again, and this time Sarah heard more géhangh! Her face
blanched as she stood up, her eyes darting tordiné door of the tower
where five men were gathered, fierce men ... witilavoman in the middle
of the group ... Charon's grandmother.

'Mr Charon,’ faltered Sarah, real fear entering ivdr for the first time in her
life. 'Where is—is h-he?' She spoke in Greek; thenmnderstood but
shrugged his shoulders. He was agitated, and $ataiorry for him despite
his evil countenance. Charon had charged him tolwar, but now he was
helpless. These men, people of Charon's family, ¢t@de to take her
away--They meant to kill her.



Marko was speaking again, telling her to run. Stevkit was too late; three
of the men—dark fiendish men from the heart of Breep Mani— were

approaching with deadly steps towards the littleoar where she stood.
Marko shouted; the other manservant was alreadyimgrfrom the house,
towards the three men. The two servants closed thigim, but within

seconds both were on the ground, unconscious. Sagatbling from head

to foot, prayed for Charon's return, vitallyawahatf with him here, she
would not have feared these men—and yet she knikwéill that he could

never tackle five Maniots single-handed.

A tirade of Greek burst out as, grasping her byattmes, two of the Maniots
half carried, half dragged her until she stood feefbe old woman.

'So—we have you! Charon ought to have known I'd wai chance! Take
her away!" she screamed. 'l want to see her wgtimragony! Then she will
die by the knife! | want to see her blood flow!"

Sarah struggled, but was very soon overcome. hies arere pinned behind
her and she was dragged on again, this time toge an which was
discreetly parked among the scrub.

She had made no sound at all up till now, but eg began to bundle her in
through the open doors of the van she spoke, wgthem of Charon's fury
when he returned to find her gone.

'He'll kill you," she cried. 'He'll slay every siegpne of you—including that
old she-devil!' Sarah spoke in Greek and for a nrdrtiee woman was taken
aback. But when Sarah called her a she-devil eahe forward and, with a
vicious cry of fury, she struck Sarah across tloe f& stone from her ring
broke the skin and blood flowed from the wound. T\@man screamed
again, pointing and crying,

'Her blood's flowing already! That's what | want gee--' She stopped
abruptly as one of the men gave a sharp cry of wgriSarah, her arms
bruised, and blood pouring down her cheek, twisteshd as the hands of
one of the men fell to his sides.



Charon was racing across the uneven ground, aefiguift as Hermes
himself. Within seconds he had reached her.

'‘Charon!" she cried, quite unable to believe h@&seiit's n-not true..." She
was still speaking in Greek and for an instant aesmarmed Charon's face.
His brain was working with lightning speed, foresddy he realized the folly
of attempting to do combat with odds like theseragehim. He spoke, his
face black with fury.

'‘Davos—kindly unhand my wife!" Charon's voice ramgf, imperiously
arrogant, and the man instantly obeyed.

"Your--I' The eyes of the old woman smoulderedhigirt sockets. Her tone
was a cracked invidious snarl. 'l don't believ€itrse you, Charon, you lie!"

Sarah, her eyes fixed on Charon's face, saw theffaker of his lids. She
knew she must support him—or die.

'We were married a week ago,' he said quietly amaljing closer to Sarah,
he held out his hand. She took it unresistinglgresely able to accept that
this drama was being enacted. It was too unrealinredibly fantastic.

The old woman turned on Sarah, her mouth twistongyalsively from side
to side.

‘This isn't true!" she snarled in English. 'Sayat) Pavromichalis scum! Say
he lies!"

'It's the truth,’ returned Sarah huskily. "We'verbenarried for a week.'

An hour later, her wound dressed by Charon himSelfah was lying on her
bed, having been told to rest by Charon who, dfearing all that had
happened, explained how he came to return so appmyt He had
forgotten some papers which were necessary forbtie@ness he was
intending to conduct.



And what a fortunate circumstance it was, thougiraB as she stared up at
the ceiling. She dared not dwell on what her situatvould have been at
this moment had those brutes managed to carryheirtintention. That old
mad woman too!—bent on torturing her before havimgy brutally
murdered.

Switching her thoughts a little, Sarah saw agamt tall athletic figure
racing across the uneven expanse of scrub thatlmadtdeen a lawn. She
guessed that his mind had leapt to the stark fiattte stood no chance at all
against so many, and it was then that he concehedlea of saying they
were married. Only in this way could he save herd-aimself as well,
since if he had fought those men he must inevitablye either been killed
or very seriously injured.

A clock struck somewhere downstairs and Sarah kbaktdner watch. Only

half past ten! It seemed like an eternity sincels sat down to breakfast
with Charon. Only two hours...Yet she was tired; gleevered temptingly

and she succumbed to it, turning on her side anggdimg her cheek into the
pillow.

It was almost two o'clock when she awoke and sbe abonce. She washed
and brushed her hair, grimacing as she looked enntirror and saw the
dressing on her cheek and the bruises on her &hason had been seized
with a black fury on seeing them, and she knevstwe that, should he ever
meet these cousins one at a time, they would sigifevhat they had done to
her.

'‘Ah," he said when she appeared in the open doooivélye sitting-room,
'you've had a sleep?'

She nodded, and came into the room.
'Yes, thank you.'

'‘Lunch has been ready for some time. | had it batk, hoping you'd be up.
We have something to discuss.'

'Have we?"



Charon nodded, then clapped his hands to fetch ddark
"You can serve lunch now,' he said brusquely, badrtan departed.

'We'll talk while we eat,' he said, noticing Sasaflance of inquiry. 'How's
that wound on your face?' he asked, putting ourgef to touch the swelling
above her cheek. 'Painful?'

‘Not very. | was lucky.’

'Lucky.’ The trace of a smile touched his thin lipgt many young women
would say a thing like that after the experience ad. Aren't you going to
berate me?' he added with a tinge of sardonic amerse

"Would it do me any good?' she asked.

‘Not a bit." He looked towards the door as Markpegped to tell him that
lunch was ready.

'‘Come, Sarah, you must be ready for somethingtto ea
She was ... but little did she know that her appetas soon to go!

Charon spoke only when Marko, having served theestaetired from the
room and closed the door after him. Charon's grantlden had telephoned
soon after Sarah had gone to lie down. Convincat ibth Charon and
Sarah had lied about their being married, she veasadding proof. If
Charon failed to provide it within two days she Wbstorm the tower,
having already had the offer of reinforcements fratmer members of the
family.

'Every one of them is against me, she says,' aosditCharon. 'l must admit
| cannot defend the tower, simply because | havengoat all to call upon.’

Sarah's heart leapt. So he must free her! Yespabli he would set her
free, for he himself would be in grave danger stidnése barbarians storm
his home.



Sarah exclaimed excitedly,

‘This means, then, that you're intending to free' hevas a statement,
spoken in the most confident tones, and she agtsaliled at him, feeling
she could forget all he had done to her now thatwas on the verge of
gaining her release.

'Free you?' he murmured softly, his black eyesifxiers. 'What gave you
an idea like that?'

She stared at him, her fork poised half-way torheuth.

'What else can you do? | mean, if I'm not here'th&garcely carry out their
threat to storm the tower.'

Charon continued to look at her, his silence causlisturbing tremors to
run up and down her spine.

'l can marry you," he replied quietly at last. ‘Thavhat | can do. The priest
will—for an extra thousand drachmae—back-date thmuthent--'

'‘Marry?' she cried, all her loathing written on fere. 'Marry a heathen like
you? You're out of your mind even to think of sacpossibility!

The black eyes glinted dangerously.
"You'll marry me—and be glad to! It's either thatarture and death.’

"You can release me,' she blazed. "That will selxerything. I'm willing to
give you my solemn promise that I'll never breagheord of all this to
anyone; I'll not bring a case against you--'

'Save your breath, Sarah,' he broke in. 'Ther® igsassible chance of your
getting away from here unmolested. My cousins élposted all around
the tower by this time. My grandmother informed that, even while she
was speaking, the rest of her family was being dednup and they'd be
here, surrounding the tower, in less than a coapleours from that time.



They'll be hiding among the rocks and if you shaddnuch as step through
that gate you'd be seized.’

‘Then how do you propose to get a priest hereXisheanded.

'He's already here,” was Charon's cool and qumy.ré&even before my
grandmother had gone off the telephone | had gMarko orders to fetch
the priest. He's been here for a couple of hoursae.’

Her blue eyes flickered.

'So ... if you had time to get him here, you mustéehhad the same amount of
time to get me away.' Her teeth snapped togethéeirfury. 'You didn't
want to get me away!'

"You know very well | didn't," he agreed coollyvd told you you're mine,
Sarah, and what | have | hold. You and | shall laeried this evening.'

'If we marry, these people will go away?'

'Of course. They would never infringe our laws bgl@sting a member of
their own family.’

She fell silent, her mind working furiously. If & men went, then she
might be able to escape... Charon was speaking,ipgiott that his way
was the only one in which his enemies could be gt "You might as
well agree, Sarah,' he ended. 'For this is the walyof saving your life.' He
paused, waiting for her to speak, but she saidimgtfor the first time in
her life she was having to admit that total defeas hers. "Your choice,' he
murmured after a long while. 'Have you made ita8ar

She looked at him with black venom in her eyes.

'I'l marry you,' she said and, flinging her napkimthe table, she rose from
her chair and went up to her bedroom.



CHAPTER EIGHT

WITHIN six hours they were married, by the Greek prieggusted by his

leering expression, by the clammy warmth of hischas he placed hers in
that of Charon, by the idea that he was willing—dorextra one thousand
drachmae—to commit a felony, Sarah knew she wolndys remember

this as the worst day through which she had ewedli And she would

shudder at the memory. Charon, tall and noble, Wighharsh patrician

features unrelieved by even the trace of a smpeks in Greek, as did
Sarah. Charon had previously congratulated hereorsinall knowledge of

Greek, but immediately admonished her for not riewvgahis knowledge

earlier.

"You understood everything, then?' he had askadséah shook her head.
'No, | can only understand when people speak slowly

The priest spoke slowly and so did Charon. Marka, @lavcos, the other
servant, were witnesses. Sarah, as desolate assitpwmssible to be,
wondered if any woman had hated her bridegroom ashnas she hated
hers. When at the end of the ceremony he kisseshieawas so low in spirits
and lethargic that she scarcely felt his lips orshe

'Well, Mrs Drakos," smiled Charon when at last thwaye alone, the priest
having retired to the room which had been allottelsim until the following
day, when the ruffians outside would be leavinga©h's grandmother
having been supplied with the evidence she demanded does it feel to
be a Greek?'

'I'm not a Greek! I'm English and always shall be!
"You're still hoping to escape me?'

'Of course. Ishall escape you eventually." Why, she wondered, had nof
Miranda done something about rescuing her? Chaadtitmly maintained
that Miranda would not even go to the police, bedfigaid to do so on
account of what she herself had planned for Cha&arah could not bring
herself to believe that Miranda would abandon aed yet it did seem as if



she had been abandoned to her fate. Yet each rgavniopening her eyes
Sarah's first thought was: 'Will this be the dayr set free?"

As if reading her thoughts Charon said slowly,

'‘Now that you're my wife, Sarah, there is no hopkezdom for you. Even
if the police were contacted by Miranda, and evéimay did decide to come
here to search for you in this barren wildernesgasso often call it, they'd
never take you from me. In Greece a wife is hebhnd's property..."
‘Chattel!" she flared. 'I've lived in your countong enough to know that!
Well, I'm not your chattel, so you can get any sidefa out of your head! I'm
not only English, but I've Pavromichalis blood ity meins and no Drakos
will ever subdue me!'

To her amazement he applauded this, actually atigpwa glimmer of
amusement to be revealed in his eyes.

'Well spoken, my Sarah! I've already predicted theecess .of our
relationship. | still maintain that it will succeed

"You talk like a fool!"
'‘And you like a fishwife! Keep your voice down.’
Her eyes glazed, and her small fists clenched.

'l wish | could kill you!" she cried, and again Clal's eyes glimmered with
amusement.

‘That's a true Pavromichalis speaking. They wezartbst bloodthirsty lot in
the whole of the Mani.’

"You have room to talk! Those creatures out thetderig to your barbaric
tribe, remember 1'

To her surprise he laughed.



‘This is our wedding day, Sarah. Let's not fighdt jyet. Later, it will be
diverting for us both, but for tonight...." And theoment she had dreaded
came. She was drawn possessively into his armgabetifted and her lips
taken with all the arrogant mastery of those padeora whom he came.
Pagans and villains, thieves and murderers. Wioat af good could there
be in such a man? Why should she search for saheemgng feature or line
in his face? And yet, even now, as he releasedretheld her from him to
look with admiration into her face, she found hHregploring, examining
his dark face... 'l believe," he murmured softly, torey finger caressing her
cheek above the dressing, 'that you will soon ctoiiike my kisses, and to
desire them--'

'‘Never!" she broke in contemptuously. 'It's likeiyarrogance for you to say
a thing like that!

His eyes glinted suddenly. His fingers on her aghténed painfully and
once again she was pulled against the solid frarhesdoody.

'Whether you ever come to like my kisses or noy'ngogoing to have to
accept them! You're here, a prisoner in my towed, Idl do with you what |
like! And now," he added harshly, 'you will recipate!" She shuddered as
his vile lips claimed hers again. What hell was &hgo through before she
was rescued from this prison? Tears were very clbsé with innate
courage she defied their insistence and held theek. BReciprocate, | say,'
he commanded imperiously. ‘In the name of Hadet, I4i bring you to
heell"

But she remained quite impassive, even when, msriging, he actually
bruised her mouth with the savage pressure ofiength he released her;
she knew she would later pay for the frustrationvas at present enduring.

Marko knocked at that moment and opened the do®isgdke in Greek to
Charon, who replied.

'Dinner," said Charon briefly to Sarah, and gestdioe her to precede him
from the room.



It was to be a special meal, he had previouslyméa her, but to Sarah the
whole thing was a farce and she told Charon satd Bnd despise you, so
what is there to celebrate?'

The black eyes hardened.

'‘Be careful,’ he warned softly, 'you're my wife namd you'll remember it!
Greek wives are subject to their husbands, andstlomer you learn to
respect me as your master the sooner you willdordtentment.’

‘Contentment!" she quivered. 'What kind of contearthdo you expect me to
have?'

'Far better you accept your fate, to reconcile geliirto it,’ he told her
practically. 'Straining at the bonds like this walail you nothing. In time
you will come to realize this.'

Time... How long must she remain here? Sloeild escape! One day there
mustcome a chance!

For her part the dinner would have gone untouchetdCharon, with typical
arrogance and mastery, told her to eat. She refimgdvhen at length he
made to rise and come round to her side of the tabk decided it were less
wearing to give him his way. But the food, deligaas it was, felt tasteless
in her mouth, and as the minutes passed she fiettsélphysically ill as the
compulsory swallowing of food began to choke her.

At last it was over; Charon had ordered coffee laqeeurs to be served on
the verandah outside the dining-room window. ThahKbr the cool
evening air Sarah tried to relax against the cushaf the rattan chair, but
her heart and nerves were in a state of chaosth®hght of those men out
there, and asked Charon how long it would be befoeg abandoned their
posts.

'l can't bear the thought of their being all around," she added with a
shudder.

Charon shrugged, and answered in tones of calcliladgference,



‘They'll not act without orders from my grandmoth@tavcos has already
gone off, taking to her the necessary proof of union. By mid-morning
tomorrow they should have received a message femaid they'll leave.'

She said after a while,

'l can't understand theendettalt doesn't make sense. Why don't some of
you get together, act sensibly and put an enddode and for all?'

'It's a part of the life here—and in Crete alsa@sviis unconcerned reply.
‘The blood-feud will continue for a long time yéié paused a moment and
the trace of a smile hovered about the hard oudings mouth. 'We here
were six centuries behind the rest of Greece iptaglgp Christianity," he told
her in some amusement.

'So you have adopted Christianity," she said with surpriseccasm. 'l
wouldn't have known if you hadn't mentioned it.'

Charon laughed, his black eyes regarding her vapraval.

‘Total frankness again, Sarah? It pleases me thapgssess this honesty as
one of your many distinctive attributes.’

'Don't praise me! | certainly wasn't praising y&hristianity!" she added
derisively. 'Pagans— every one of the Drakos famihand that rascally
grandmother of yours is the worst of them all. Yan't tell me she practises
any faith except paganism?'

'Her home is full of ikons," was his amused rejemdAnd every night
without fail she goes round the house and kissa®s tl.'

'How disgusting!'
'Not to her, Sarah.’

She looked at him in the shaded light from thedemtibove their heads. His
face in the dimness was like that of Satan himsdHlk and evil, with those



luminous black eyes appearing to reflect all thelhass that lay within his
heart and mind.

'‘Can you in all honesty reconcile this absurd kigif ikons with her insane
desire to torture me, then murder me?'

For along moment he paused, and she found herssdfagain seeking for a
sign of softness in his face. She saw only a hasdrutable mask—the
tough uncompromising exterior of what lay beneath.

'It's difficult for strangers to understand our Ipkophy,” was all he said
when at last he broke the silence.

'Difficult?’ she scoffed. 'lt's impossible!’

He nodded in agreement.

"You are right, it is impossible.’

‘It would be better if strangers never entered yeurtory at all.’

‘They do, though; many venturesome travellers ctongee what we are
like.'

‘To their peril, I'm led to believe.'
'From what your father told you?'

'‘And from what little I've read about the Deep Mdhisn't a place in which
one would choose to live, that's for sure.’

'You,' he murmured, taking up his glass and motiegamber liquid so that
it caught the light. 'Did you never have any desrevisit the place from
where your maternal side originated?"

She had to be honest, and admit to having beeopusutd visit the Deep
Mani.



'‘But it was my intention to keep my background ereg’ she added, 'for |
could not ignore the possibility of my becomingahxed in thevendetta.’

'Knowing of your particular clan's activities iretipast, eh?' The flash of an
amused smile accompanied the words.

'l was well aware that there might be people hdre would like to get their
hands on one of the Pavromichalis clan." She paasetbment. 'You
yourself said that peril threatened any girl of Bee/romichali your family
might one day encounter." A question, yet she vaasafraid for her own
skin, not now that she knew just how strong waslbgre to own her body.
He smiled faintly; it was clear that he read hewthts, clear even before he
said,

‘You're not afraid, though?"

'l heard you tell your grandmother you preferredatiee rather than dead.
In any case, you wouldn't have insisted on marrtesgge you not wanted to
keep me alive. You were ready to forfeit reveng®rider to satisfy your
own selfish desires, apparently.' Contempt edgetoine, but Charon made
no visible show of temper, although his mannenulidergo a change and an
unpleasantly metallic glint entered his eyes.

‘It would be a pity to destroy such beauty," he c@nted after a small
silence. 'l have never met a woman | desired sdasd desire you.'

'Obviously not. You never married any of them!'

'My wife--' He murmured the two words, then repddteem, as if to impress
them firmly upon his mind. Sarah stared at himha dim light, aware of
some strange emotion stirring within her. She sobjdkenew that he was
deriving pleasure from the sound of the words nd ahe watched,
fascinated by the change taking place in his espas—in fact, in his
whole demeanour. Whatever his private thoughts titamgsformed him, and
without warning he seemed to become possessednsidarable charm.
Gone was the austerity, the haughty composurehadhae metallic glitter in
his eyes. Leaning forward a little, Sarah took wgr boffee cup and
pensively sipped its contents. Without warningdireseemed charged, and



she found herself once more owning to being oretitge of a new realm
and, as before, she had the strange unfathomaisdatsen of being afraid to
go forward, yet reluctant to go back. Bewildereceagly by these
impressions and sensations, she tried to shake diffeeingry with herself
because she knew, deep in her subconscious, tkatval shirking an
analysis of her hatred for this Greek who was n@&w tusband. On the
surface her hatred was so strong that, given aorappty, she could have
struck him a mortal blow, in order to gain her ftem; conversely, she had
the startling impression that were she to expldre tepths of her
subconscious mind, she would have doubts as tsttbegth of this hatred.

The silence lasted, and became more charged wignypwoment that
passed. And eventually she knew she must breadugt try to discover this
man's mind.

'What are you thinking?' she asked, putting dowrchp and picking up her
glass.

His gaze was transferred to her face.

'‘Are you really interested, | wonder?' he spokeobnagly and almost to
himself. 'Have you any interest at all in me?"'

She stiffened, but could not have given a reason.
‘That," she returned curtly, 'is an exceedingly tilog to ask.'

'So was your question odd.' The black eyes fliake'i2o you want to know
what my thoughts were, Sarah?’

She frowned, and made no answer for a while. Sitenled instead to the
chirp of the cicadas in the stunted olive trees] #re distant sound of
goat-bells on the bare brown earth of the mourftathills. The moon was
a crescent hanging in argent, splendour amongténg. §he sky itself was
cloudless and soft.



'l merely wanted to break the silence,’ Sarah addhdt last, seeing that her
husband was awaiting her reply to his question. wis—was an
uncomfortable silence,’ she added on a slow aret gote.

'‘Uncomfortable?’
She shrugged impatiently, and took a drink.
'l can't explain.’

"You don't want to try.' He fell silent again, leges staring straight ahead to
the rough skyline of Taygetus, and, following thesction of his gaze,
Sarah picked out the tall straight shape of aaglitower, perched upon a
stony ledge, similar to that on which Charon's towas set. Her glance
swayed around, to one or two other towers, standitagk and straight, like
sentinels of a bygone age. All were in a stateisfige, and the more she
thought about it the more she became convincedGhaton's tower had
also fallen into disuse before he decided to reteova a little. Her
deductions brought two questions in their wake: netead he lived prior to
taking up residence at the tower? And what had keenreason for
renovating it and deciding to live there?

She sat back in her chair, strangely absorbed éyntiistery which she
herself was weaving around this dark pagan whomhskebeen forced to
marry. He was so strange a personality, a quiedthamable man whose
entire family had been willing to turn against hiiis defence of her,

causing him to resort to marriage when he couleasily have given her up.
From what she had gathered he had had many wonoelos& one surely
meant nothing to him. But the thought of losing bertainly had. meant
something to him. The more she dwelt on the cir¢dantes of the marriage
the more deeply enmeshed she became, and it wagefwhen Charon,

coming out of his own reverie, brought her fromshby suggesting they
take their usual evening stroll. Surprised—for $lael not expected his
patience to last much longer, she immediately nddael said she would
very much like to walk, her swift acceptance bmgga curve of sardonic
amusement to his lips. But no unpleasantly cynieatark was made, a
circumstance for which she was glad, since it walldbe embarrassing
later, without any preliminary discomfiture troutwj her now.



He, took her hand in his as they stepped down frenverandah; she felt its
warmth, its strength, its strangely pleasant as®araof protection. She
recalled how, when finding herself surrounded bgsth men and that
rascally old grandmother of his, she had mentaligdcout for Charon's
presence.

As soon as they were approaching the gate Saralpesto catching her
breath. Perceptively Charon looked down at her.

‘The gang out there will not molest us,’ he s&du'have no need to worry
at all. They'll not even make themselves visit8e.reassuring was his tone
that she no longer hesitated, and his words weia&cirto prove correct, for
they saw no sign of the men lurking in the shadoivhe boulder-strewn
scrub and cactus plain.

'‘Are you feeling chilly?' Charon's voice cut interhthoughts and she
instantly shook her head.

'No, it's a beautiful night.'

'In Athens—you went for walks?'

'Of course. We lived outside the city itself, thaoug

'l take it that you like Greece?'

'l did like Greece," she was swift to correct hiihate it now." He said
nothing and sh.e had to ask, repeating a questiernat put to him on a
previous occasion,

'Why do you live here?' and she received the sara@ex as before,

'It's my home, Sarah.’

'Has it always been your home? Were you born irbisep Mani?'

'l was born here, yes, of course | was.'



'Have you lived here ever since?' she persistedelou never left it to live
somewhere else?'

He turned, casting her a downward glance.
'What makes you say that?' he wanted to know, iawsiring to his voice.

'l have the impression that this is not really vehgou want to live--' Her
voice trailed away as surprise caught at her mividy had she said that? It
was not what she had intended saying.

'If | didn't want to live here then | wouldn't, widu?"

She frowned a little, falling thoughtfully silerithey-were making for the
path which ran along the looping river bed, butiwiégetation here was so
high that they were literally threading their waydugh a winding labyrinth
of tangleweed. Charon's fingers tightened around tmhaen, catching her
foot in an exposed root, she had to do a littleo ski order to keep her
balance. His other hand came out, to encircle laestwand she had to stop.
Charon drew her to him, unresistingly, for she savgense in fighting him.
Let him take what he desired; she would never girreanything willingly,
soif he should eventually tire of making love toifeless statue then the
better she would like it. He might then let her gelease her from this
bondage in which—by her own folly—she had landeds&ié

"You are entrancing," he breathed as, slowly, aavburing the very act of
approaching her lovely mouth, he bent his headiss ker. She stood,
straight and still and unresponsive, waiting foe thigns of fury and
frustration she expected to encounter. But shewvasg. His lips explored
hers in gentleness, they explored her shouldehanthroat before finding
her lips once more.

'Kiss me, Sarah,' he murmured persuasively. 'Kissmnthe way | kiss you.'
Instead, she twisted in his embrace, and managedeaderself.

'As if | would kiss you!" she flashed. 'Your reqtess absurd as some of
your threats!



"Threats?' he echoed, for the moment diverted.
‘Threats of subjugating me!

‘You're telling me | can't subjugate you?' he qeebristanding a little way
from her. Shadows enveloped them both and althdweghppeared to be
looking down into her face she doubted his abtlitgee her clearly.

'l shall resist, naturally.’
'‘Because you're a Pavromichali?'

'‘Because I'm me. My background doesn't matter. Asrninded you once
before, the Pavromichalis blood is greatly thindedn in me.’

Charon moved a step closer to her, his face harsieistarlight.

'Perhaps it's as well. Had you been a first gemeratmight not have been
able to resist calling you to account.’

'‘Nonsense!' she retorted. 'You desired me, andaasithe only reason why
you decided | should not die. Had | been of th& fyeneration it would have
made no difference.’

He shrugged, as if the matter were suddenly bddrigm.

'‘Come," he invited, 'let us continue our strolheTtangled path was even
narrower at this point —too narrow to walk abreasig Charon went on
ahead, parting the scrubby vegetation so as to imakprogress easier. He
wore a white dinner jacket, and his tall broad fegstood out against the
dark mountain ahead. It was a distinctive figure—ajestic was an apt
description, and mentally this was the descriptghre gave him, but

grudgingly.

'‘Are you all right?' he asked after a while. 'Adogown isn't exactly the
most sensible garment to wear for this type ofaegi

‘I'm all right, thank you.'



Delay. Every step taken increased the distance tmathe tower, and an
increase in distance meant a delay in time.

When at length the roughest of the vegetation wtidkehind Charon was
able to come to her side. He slid his arm aboutast and she shivered at
the contact. His hand was warm and she hatednh$jrsg this, Charon in his
arrogance closed his fingers, trapping her flestvéen them.

Stoically she bore it, fully aware that to twistawvould avail her nothing.
It was like living on a knife-edge, she thought, ndering desolately
whether she would ever see the day when she was fre

'What are you dreaming of?' inquired Charon. 'Yeuween walking along
with your eyes staring ahead, as if you were sesimgething which | did
not.’'

'l was dreaming of freedom.’

'‘An unprofitable dream, then."'

'l be free some time,' she returned doggedlguYseem to forget you said
you might one day tire of me.’'

'‘Ah, but the position's very different now. Youlrey wife, Sarah, and in
Greece marriage is permanent.’

"You could tire of me just the same."

'l could," he agreed, but added without hesitatdfe'd still stay together,
though.'

She said, sending him an upward, slanting glance,
'Do you really believe you can keep watch on meherrest of my life?’
'If we stay here, yes. There are my servants, rdmeenThey know better

than to allow you to escape.' Something in his twmesed a great shiver to
pass along Sarah's spine. What, she wondered, ineuttb to his servant



should he allow her to escape? Kill him? The mtats was dismissed as
Sarah inquired curiously,

'What do you mean by "If we stay here"? Is themaesgossibility of our
leaving the Mani?'

'‘None at all. As I've just said, | can keep yowsgnier if we remain at the
tower. Should we leave, and decide to live elseehdrwould not be
possible for me to hold you prisoner." A pausenificant and yet oddly
baffling. "Were the day to come when you desiregttoain with me of your
own accord, then perhaps | would take you somewdisee'

She gave a little gasp.

'How can you entertain the idea that I'd ever stép you of my own
accord? You're mad!

'‘And you, my dear,' he returned with surprisingdméss, 'are not as clever
as | believed.’

'l don't know what you mean?'

"Were you smart, Sarah, you'd play up to that padfnise; you'd attempt to
convince me you wanted to stay—then once we lef gou could make
your escape.'

She said nothing to this and for a space they maleag in silence; his
words had reminded her that he had cleverly mantgegade answering
her earlier query as to whether or not he had lexest anywhere other than
in the Deep Mani.

They reached a clearing in the scrub and the mowntame into view

again, their spiky summits harsh as steel in tloevgrom a myriad stars.

Then suddenly the twinkling lights of a mountailage appeared as if by
magic, from out of the wilderness of barren crags.

Sarah had seen the lights before, but tonight skedsabout the people who
lived in the village.



‘They must be so poor,' she added with a hint ofgassion. 'What work can
they find in a place like this?'

‘They grow a few olives and keep goats," was higfarent reply. 'They
don't grumble at the life. After all, they do géemty of God's fresh air.'

‘That's no compensation for lack of food and clsthe
‘They don't miss what they've never had.’

She looked again at the lights. And then her egasrsed the dark terrain
around her. Great banks of prickly pear reared #mky heads across the
river from where she and Charon were walking, #ilest growing all of
twenty feet in height. A few straggly wild fig treea few struggling carobs,
and that was the extent of any growing thing frofmol profit could be
derived.

'Why don't they leave?'

'People don't leave their homes," was his half trapa answer. 'They
happen to be happy here.’

He stopped, and said it was time to turn back. &ahily she fell into step
beside him and half an hour later they were ergehnough the front door
of the tower.

Sarah shivered, and in her deep desolation sheeveddvhat was in store
for her.



CHAPTER NINE

SARAH stood in the middle of the bedroom floor waiting €haron to come

to her. She was aware of the subconscious hopenté sniracle that would

intervene to save her from the caresses of the sharhated. But logical
thought overrode this wild craving for an eventiyalvhich was almost

impossible. Apart from his falling down and craakims head, or suddenly
dying from a heart attack, there seemed to be pe bbhis not coming up to
her within the next few minutes or so.

She heard him at last, quietly mounting the st&les.heart seemed about to
burst within her and for one weak moment she fedtmust plead with him.

But no! She would never allow him the satisfactioh being able to
denounce her as a coward.

The door swung inwards; Charon stood there, fulbssged, his dark face
impassive. Sarah stepped back, an automatic motvemdmot meant as an
attempt at escape, which would have been botlefatil absurd. But it was
a movement that had a strange effect on Charamgibg a sudden frown to
his face. Her own face was white; it accentuates ibff colour of the

dressing which Charon had earlier applied to heekhHer hand was lifted
to her heart, for its throbbing frightened her. Yste faced him

unflinchingly, her head held high. She had no idbat a tempting picture
she made, with her glorious hair falling like a dgn cloak on to her
shoulders, her eyes bright and unblinking, herslygparted lips moving

convulsively despite her efforts to keep them sgedébr a long, long

moment Charon stood there, his face an impenetrabgk, but at the side
of his mouth a nerve twitched, and in his blacksegédorooding expression
lurked. Suddenly he drew a deep breath, which hengid to a long,

lingering sigh. She knew even before he spokethatas intending to leave
her.

"You're tired, and you've had a severe shock totiaysaid almost gently.
'Sleep well, my Sarah, I'll see you in the morriing.

She stared wordlessly at him, vitally aware of sthimg akin to pity rising
within her. She had experienced this once befodenanv it shocked her to



discover she could feel the same again. As bestietold herself that it was
jail he deserved, not pity. She managed to say,

'Yes, | did have a rather bad shock." And thenptGaght--' She broke off,
saw the contraction of a muscle in his face ancddplickly, '—Charon."'

The flash of a smile took every harsh line fromface.

'‘Good night, my dear...' He came forward; she madatteonpt to evade his
arms as they encircled her warm slender body.iplssrhet hers in a gentle
kiss. He bade her good night again and then hegaas, locking the door
behind him.

She lay awake into the small hours of the mornwagndering about this
man who, having gone to the lengths of marryingiherder to keep her
alive so that he could own her, had, on their weglaiight of all times, left
her to sleep alone— and in peace.

She wanted to cast thoughts of him aside, to ratakgo to sleep. After all,
he was nothing to her even though the law now Isaidas her husband.

She hated him-- Or did she? This question cametaaitly, but it came all
the same. She asked herself how she could fedtiagyelse but hatred for
him, and naturally found no answer.

This pity she had come up against? Was it pity? I®tesv for sure that it
was, yet, conversely, she still told herself shiedhdim.

Try as she would she could not succeed in casimgrtage from her. His
dark face intruded all the time; it was as if itres@ermanently imprinted
upon her mind and nothing could erase it.

Sleep came to her at last, and she slept late oG veais nowhere to be seen
when at half-past nine she put in an appearanteibreakfast room. Marko
was there, making his customary silent approactaghed what she wanted
and she told him, using Greek as best she couldniderstood, of course, as
he always did, for she spoke very slowly to hime 8had already taught him
a few words of English, something which Charon hader bothered to do.



The man seemed grateful, and she actually coagedla from him on one
previous occasion.

'‘Where is Mr Charon?' Sarah asked in Greek asalgos/n at the table.
'He has gone out, madam, to do the business whdcshbuld have done
yesterday. He told me to tell you this, and thatoelld be back in time for
lunch.’

‘Thank you, Marko.'

After breakfast she went into the garden with* heok, but she had only
just settled down when Marko appeared saying tahad a caller.

‘A caller?' she cried, springing to her feet. Hmds threw her into a state of
elation, for she felt sure the caller was someoom the police. 'I'll come at
once!'

Marko looked at her with a sort of mild surprise.

‘The caller, madam, is Miss Elena.’

She stared, her spirits sinking into her feet.

‘Then it's Mr Charon she wants,’ managed Sarahast{ bwallowing
convulsively. 'You'd better tell her he's out.’

"It is you she wants to speak to, madam,’ said Magkpectfully.

Sarah frowned, and stood there undecided. Whatdbel girl want with
her? Marko spoke again, saying he had shown Eteadhe sitting-room.

‘Very well, I'll see her," decided Sarah resignediynd as she walked
towards the house her curiosity began to be arous#dt could the girl
want with her? she asked herself again. A car sabdlde side of the house,
close to the open door of the garage where Chaephhks car. It was large
and fairly new. If Elena was alone, then she hagedrthe car herself.



The Greek girl, beautifully dressed and coiffuregs standing with her
back to the window; she merely turned her headjigas Sarah entered,
her dark eyes narrowed, her mouth twisted in arsée was very different
from the quiet, almost subdued girl who had accaorngah Charon's

grandmother that first day. Confidence flowed frber, and no sooner had
Sarah entered than she spoke, saying she had @uaade she knew that
Charon was out.

'l heard he had gone to the village,' she addetiSanah wondered if one of
the men outside had acted as a spy for her. Wtrague! It was like living
in a city of gangsters!

"You want to see me about something? Perhaps Chajandmother sent
you?' Sarah spoke in English and the girl pausedoanent, mentally
phrasing her answer.

'l come on my own. | think you are not married $ar long as one whole
week.'

Although her nerves tensed instantly Sarah remamédardly in full
command of herself. She said coolly and with tledgance of which her
father had so often spoken,

'‘And what has given you an idea like that?'

"You were abducted by Charon. It is not—not—beli@@ahat you marry
him by yourself--'

She stopped and frowned in concentration. Sarald ¢t@ve helped her, but
she decided not to do so. 'l think you not willitmymarry Charon?' A
guestion; Sarah made no attempt to answer it andithcontinued, 'It is my
thought that he make you marry him because it spwes life from those
men who are told by Charon's grandmother to taketgder tower.' Elena’s
face suddenly twisted into lines of venomous hati€Hdaron want you so
much that he go to these lengths of marriage! Hstimet mad for desire for
you—because he tells me many times he never magidd woman! Why
do he want you so much that he marry you?' The dgels swept Sarah's



figure disparagingly. 'l have the better body tlyan! | am what men like!
You have not the fine figure what the Greek merhwishold--'

'‘Charon's grandmother also lives in a tower?' brokeSarah at last,
bypassing the wild ravings of the girl, a girl wiwas crazed with jealousy.

Elena glowered at her for this change of subjeu, iawas some moments
before she was able to regain her control. Howevken presently she did
speak, her voice had assumed its former cold anfidemt timbre. 'A more
lonely tower than this. One—two hours in a car.’

'Do you mind telling me why you are here?' askec$after a pause.

At the hauteur in her tone the other girl bristi8drah had no doubts at all
that, as an enemy, this girl could be dangerous.

'If you are not married for one whole week, them youst have married
Charon because your life in danger." Sarah saithimgptand the girl
continued, 'l think you are married only yesterddyhink Charon make up
his mind after the men come to get you.' Her efiesegl as they looked into
Sarah's. 'lt is my belief that the priest is $téke, waiting till the men go so
he can return to his village. You see, English, giHave made message to
the distant village and their priest is not at hoie is not expected home
last night, so | have made my mind that he isigtibwer. | know Charon so
well. It is the thing he do when he make up his dniNothing makes
him—makes him..." Her voice trailed away as she fresvim concentration.
'l think it is "daunted" that is the word | want?'

"Your brain,’ returned Sarah, 'appears to have hearking overtime.'
Despite the heavy sarcasm contained in her voieaeahSwas mentally
admitting to an admiration for the girl. She hada@aly been perceptive in
her treatment of the situation.

However, she was not too perturbed, simply becdhsedate of her
marriage to Charon was not important; it was sidfitthat she was married
and, therefore, safe as far as vieadettavas concerned.

'Does Charon's grandmother have the same ideasia@s y



'No. She very old and she not think with the cleasiso much any more.’

Sarah said quietly, 'She wished for a marriage éetwyou and Charon.
Why was this?'

'‘Charon should marry. It is the desire of old pedpl see the young ones
married." The girl stopped, and her mouth movedratsively. 'He would
have married me in the end, if you had not comegilo

'l believe you are mistaken in assuming he wouldehmarried you,'
responded Sarah in a cool and distant voice.

"You are—what you say?—too arrogant! | think | witit offer to help you,
after all"'

Sarah's eyes became alert.

'Help?' she echoed, catching her breath.

'If you are married against your will, then you wemescape—no?'
Silence; every nerve in Sarah's body quivered. ieddalena was willing, to
gﬁlp her. That the help was offered merely to spharon mattered not at
"You can assist me to get away from here?'

The girl nodded.

'Of course. | know of secret way out. It lead frima small room which is a
saloon to sit in some time when the big room natted--'

'Yes—yes! | know the room," interrupted Sarah, lmwnconsumed by
excitement. '‘But where is the door? | presumaiti®or to an underground
passage?'



‘That is right. In the days of war many passageseweade, but | am
believing that there is only one left at Charooisdr. His grandmother has
four of these--

'‘Never mind that! Tell me about this passage inr@fia tower. Where is the
door?'

Elena's eyes became veiled. 'l not tell you thgtEeglish girl"

‘There are conditions attached to the offer of lyelp have made?’

'Of course.’

‘They are...?"

The girl looked down at the floor. When presentig spoke Sarah strongly
suspected there had been a tense moment of iratewigh the girl, as if the
condition she was about to make known to Sarahhigigy distasteful to
her. However, she said in quite unemotional tones,

'l want you to promise you will prosecute him whye get back to Athens.'

Contempt looked out from Sarah's eyes.

‘The woman scorned, eh?' she said, and as wastpbeted the girl looked
guestioningly at her.

'l do not know this scorned? What is it?"

Sarah's mouth curled.

"You want Charon put in prison?'

The girl frowned, but within seconds her face hadted with hate.

'Yes, for what he has done to me! As you say, rasdmother believed he

would marry me—but he marry you—an English girl+ea! | like to see
him lying in jail!"



'l could make the promise,' pointed out Sarah aftgroughtful pause, 'and
then go back on my word.’

'In that case,’ returned Elena significantly, 'lukbsend some of my people
to—to—aqgive you therendettal’

'So your people are just as bloodthirsty as thésgharon?"

'‘We have thevendetta—yes. Everybody in the Deep Mani have the
vendetta.'

You believe they could find me, once | had leftd®
‘They find you, English girl.’
'l might go home—back to England.’

‘They still come. Thezendettadoes not know a boundary.' A silence fell;
then Elena spoke again.

‘The Pavromichali, cruel as they were, never brgaknises they make. |
believe you will not break yours—for | think if yodo this your own
con—con—-* She stopped, looking for help from Sarah

'‘Conscience,” she supplied, her mind confused, reurostance which
amazed her. Why should she hesitate about accethis@irl's offer? It

wasn't as if she, Sarah, had made any definite ipeoto Charon not to
prosecute him. She had offered her silence in exgdhdor her release; he
had refused and therefore she owed him nothing.

'You are going to make this pact with me?' The pad spoken with
difficulty through the entire conversation, but &apreferred to speak her
own language rather than that of Elena, since smseli knew so little
Greek and she did not want any misunderstanding.

She became thoughtful, seeing no reason why sheédshot be able to find
this secret way out for herself.



Intently watching her changing expression, Elerakepand now her voice
was a languid drawl, and full of confidence.

'If you believe you can manage without my help, lishggirl, you are a fool!
No woman can find her way safely out of this plagmny chasms and
precipices are here, and there are no real ro8dddenly the dark eyes
glittered. 'There are bandits, to spring on trarslland throw them into a
gorge!

Charon had said something of the sort, Sarah ezt;ahd she was ready to
believe it. She had acted with foolish impulsivenesce; she was not now
so stupid as to assume that these two were lymdjttzat she could in fact
make her own way safely to the coast. In any cds=had no Greek money,
no transport, no guide as to direction. She mighargund in circles, might
even lose all contact with civilisation. Her thotglwandered on; she tried
to visualise her situation should she have recotosseek help from one of
the cottages, those primitive buildings in whicheliwthe strange, barbaric
people of the Deep Mani. She shuddered involugtardnd Elena
immediately said,

'For your safety, English girl, | tell you thaistnot possible to get from here
by yourself.'

Sarah nodded, conceding this point.

"You are willing to help me, once | get away frdmsttower?'
Elena nodded eagerly.

'l have a car, which I drive myself. I--'

"You can help me now, this morning?' interruptedaBain swift and
breathless tones, but this time Elena shook het.hea

It i* not possible, because we might see Charothenvay. It must be done
when he is in the house. | will tell you of thiscest panel in the--' She
stopped a second, then continued,



'When you are in the tunnel | wait for you at timel.el have my car some
way away—one kilometre. We go to the coast andgeilboat. | give you
money for this boat. | was thinking | could takeuyadl the way by car, but it
is too long. Boat is better.’

Again Sarah became thoughtful.

'‘But, when Charon misses me, he can get in touth tive captain, and |
might be held aboard?"

‘This can happen,' frowned the girl. 'l think thke you some of the way on
land, and you then get hired car which | will pay if you have no money?"'

The idea of accepting the Greek girl's money, altjinoabhorrent to Sarah,
was a necessity. Her freedom being her first thgugithing else was of any
major importance. However, she did promise to réhaymoney, but even
before she could ask for her address Elena wasgayi

'l not want it! I have much money which Charon gawvene. | want only this
thing—to see him in jail'" Black vindictiveness lam from the girl's eyes,
and as Sarah's own eyes travelled down she sawéhdists were tightly
clenched against her sides.

'When can this escape be effected?' inquired Samafl, Elena's eyes
glittered with triumph.

'So you are ready to give me your promise?"

Intense the silence which followed. Chaotic thosghtruded to prevent
Sarah from supplying the spontaneous answer whigihtaoy rights to be

leaving her lips. Charon in court, being prosecute@haron languishing in
a Greek prison. The prisons here were grim, shenkadd more than once.
Charon himself had implied this.

'"You hesitate,” snapped Elena. 'Why is this? Youlike my man--' She
stopped abruptly, colouring. '"You not like Chartins not possible that you
like man who abduct you—no!'



'l hate him," responded Sarah slowly. 'l want majhinore than to escape
from here.'

'Well, then! What is this hesitate! | not understavhy you not in big speed
to leave him!" Elena stopped again, and this timevenom was mingled
with actual pain. 'Last night—he make love to yd® find you like it and
you--'

'‘Be quiet, girl! No, he did not come near me laghtl' Fury caused Sarah's
voice to take on a low bass note and Elena lookééran surprise.

"You have the temper of the Pavromichali! They hiéneeworse tempers in
all the Deep Mani!'

'Shall we get back to the question of my escape®hfed Sarah. 'The time is
the important thing. Each morning between brealdadtlunch | am usually
alone--'

'l know this,’ snapped Elena gratingly. 'l haveetivhere, remember! | was
the mistress for many long times! Charon alwayssdois work in the
mornings!'

Diverted for a space, Sarah said curiously,

'He's told me he owns hotels and other properess he do all his own
office work?"

‘The hotel managers do their own. Charon doe$ealbig things.'

'l see." A small pause. Although doubting the gwillingness to answer
guestions, Sarah decided there was nothing taopgeitting them, and she
asked Elena if she knew why Charon lived herepidesolate a place.

The girl's eyes narrowed and her mouth tightened.

'Why you so interested in Charon? If you hate hinyau say, and all your
mind is for this escape, then why you ask me thesey things?'



Shrugging with affected carelessness, Sarah andwétejust seemed
strange that he should live here when, obviousycduld live anywhere he
chose.'

There was a long pause; Elena scanned Sarah'sasaifeseeking for a
reassurance that she really was disinterestedngaatisfied herself of this
she became unexpectedly expansive and Sarah leafreeshew virulent
hatred, the hatred of one man for another who aleeht his loved one from
him.

It happened over ten years ago, when Charon wgswenty-three. He was
living on the island of Skiathos at the time, havbeen asked by an uncle a
year previously to take over the management ofodiiee old man's hotels.
This uncle had left the Deep Mani thirty years iearlhaving become
disgusted with the way the blood-feuds had contintte had branded the
people—his own among them—as uncivilised. A wedbkiaehis death he
had told Charon that all his wealth was left to hibut in return he
demanded a promise that Charon would care for bdclgld, a lovely
Greek girl whom Charon had never met, but who caws to Skiathos in
response to her godfather's summons, for he knemakalying.

'One look at each other and they were in love,ticoad Elena, and her
voice was strangely unemotional. 'They were betwtimmediately,
receiving the old man's blessing, and making himy \r@ppy before he
died.' Elena digressed here, informing Sarah thair@h's grandmother had
told her this story some months previously. 'Sherofvanders off into the
past with her mind, and she makes you listen teghales she likes to tell.’
Returning to her narrative, Elena then continued,

‘There was a brigand living in the Deep Mani, a wao distantly related to
Charon's uncle, but not by the blood tie, you knbighear that this relation
of his is dying and is giving all his great weaithsomebody else, so he set
off in great haste to see Charon's uncle befokendHe arrive, but the nurse
will not allow him in to see Charon's uncle andhgoseek for Charon who
happen to be out in this moment.

'He see this lovely girl who tell him she and Clmaere to marry.' Elena
stopped and, as it was clear that she was havigrgat deal of difficulty



with the language, Sarah was just about to teltdearry on in Greek when
Elena began again and Sarah heard how this brigaethg a way of forcing
the old man to change his will, took advantage bAiGn's temporary
absence and, seizing the girl, he drugged her anted her off in a boat,
bringing her to his lonely cottage in the mountainigere he meant to hold
her to ransom, forcing the uncle to change his wmilfeturn for the safe
return of his goddaughter. Charon, unwilling to etplsis uncle by letting
him know of the girl's abduction, followed swiftligut the girl, believing she
was to be seduced by this barbarian, had throwselidrom a cliff and
Charon was in time to attend her funeral.

'Driven mad with grief and the desire for revenGaaron went from the
church to seek out the man responsible. He hapmissed without a trace.
Charon swore to get him, and to murder him. Anfirsit Charon spent all
his time at his tower, having had it made—what ysay—? a bit
comfortabler in a few rooms. He sold the hotel kiagos because he not
bear to go there any more. But his uncle have ro#mr hotels as you know
and so Charon had to attend to his business astheish to let all his
uncle's working go for a ruined business, you ustdeid?'

Sarah nodded.

'He felt he must keep faith with his uncle's tiashim.’

‘This is it. But he say that no matter what calishas on his time he will
always spend six months of every year in the DeapiNboking for this
wicked man.'.

'What a sad, sad story!" Something painful caugl@asah's throat, all her
innate compassion going out to the young man ofityvethree who had lost

his beloved.

'Sad, yes," agreed Elena, but her tone was cofdelimg. 'It is in the past,
though. Charon, is not hurt any more.'

'How can you know that?'

Elena spread her hands indifferently.



‘Ten years ... it is too long for having broken he€haron have many
women since then. He enjoy his pillow-friends anche not have time to
think of this girl who is no more alive.'

To her own amazement Sarah felt the prick of tbahsnd her eyes. Would

Charon have been different had everything gone fighhim? Sarah was

positive he would. Obviously he had been willingeave the Deep Mani

and make his home in a more civilised part of Geeas his uncle had done
before him. Sarah rather thought he would nevee haturned to the Mani.

In fact, she saw by the attitude of his family thatwas no longer regarded
as one of them.

'When he isn't here,’ she said at length, 'whees tie live?'

'He has a house on the lovely is--' Elena brokehafif mouth twisting. "You
ask too many questions! It seem you might wantag with Charon?"

Sarah shook her head.

'l want to get away,’ she said quietly. 'l thoulgihéd convinced you of this?"
Elena relaxed, nodding her dark head.

It is on the island of Hydra that he has beautifoine, with gardens and
flowers and many nice furnitures and two Greek peopo do the
housework for him. He has two men for the gardeso,aland his
grandmother tell me he is bigly..." Elena let herceoirail off, looking at

Sarah with a frown between her eyes.

‘Are you telling me he is highly thought of on tistand of Hydra?' asked
Sarah, and Elena instantly said yes, that was s¥teahad been trying to say.

'He never take his pillow-friends there." Elenagslia moment and the
frown deepened. 'He would have taken me if | besemife! But he would
never take you because you not really his wife——

'Why am | not?’



'He marry you against your will, and so you candidne marriage put away.'
An annulment--Yes, this was what she already hadiiml...

'l would have liked to get away today.' Sarah labke her, thinking of the

coming night and feeling sure that Charon would Ieatze her again. 'In

fact, | mustget away today.'

'l have said, if we go now we might meet Charohesome back from the
village.' Elena’'s face actually lost a little of @olour as she added, 'He kill
me if he find out that | help you to get from him.’

'Marko,"' said Sarah as the thought suddenly ocduoeher. 'He will tell
Charon you've been here today.’

The girl shook her head, and told Sarah that stielmld over the man, that
she could expose him for theft, and so she had edaimm not to say
anything to Charon of this visit.

'Surely you can go another way—missing the roadnfrihe village?
suggested Sarah, leaving the matter of the Gragkrse

'It is possible, yes! I not think of the small rdaeicause we never use it. So
many stones and big holes, you see.’

'‘But you can manage it?'

'l think so." Elena became thoughtful, Sarah fohedself looking at the
clock every couple of seconds or so.

'We shall have to make haste.'
‘That is true.'
'If we go along to the small room you can show heeganel.’

The girl hesitated.



'You have not make your solemn promise that yowe gdharon to the
police.'

Sarah looked at her, saw the hatred in her faeegxpectancy in her eyes.
Some strange compelling force seemed to be holBargh back, exerting
some pressure whereby she was unable to give doeed promise.

What was the matter with her? Her freedom was auniost vital
importance to her and here it was, being offerad,\&@t she was hesitating
about giving a promise which would ensure thatdose. It was illogical to
hesitate, and presently her common sense prevaibed she gave the
promise.

'l will have him brought to justice,' she said)igtg tremor in her voice. 'He
shall be put in prison.’

Elena became brisk then, and, making sure that dads not about, Sarah
accompanied her to the small room and was showpahel. It swung open
easily and Sarah, peering into the aperture, sayvidackness.

'l have no torch.' Sarah was frowning heavily. 8iséked intensely the idea
of travelling any distance in that tunnel. Yet slsémated she must spend at
least ten minutes in there.

'l carry a torch always in my handbag,' said Eldat, it is not very good
light.'

She produced it. Sarah accepted it from her haml snitching it on,
decided it would do very well.

'l just carry on until | see daylight?' she asked.

‘At the other end is a door, hidden in the hillsaael with many earth over it.
| clear away this earth and you see daylight, yes!'

‘Thank you.' Sarah closed the panel, then operagghih, to make quite sure
she knew how to manipulate the rather complicatedhanism by which it
was opened. 'How long must | wait until | beginstliark journey?' she



inquired, and Elena said she could start as so@haherself had left the
tower. 'l not take long to get to the outer doadt emclear away the earth.'

The two went from the small room to the hall; thaeras still no sign of
Marko and Sarah surmised he was outside in thengsas usual, keeping
watch in the front door, which was the only onentyrch anyone could enter
or leave the tower.

'‘Adio,' said Elena as she ran lightly down the stepss'béen most pleasant
talk with you!" These words were spoken loudlyt jascase Marko should
hear. But as Sarah glanced around she saw no slgmoHe would be in
the bushes, she thought, elated at the idea ddeleiging watch on the front
door while she escaped by the secret door insel@dnse. He would be in
serious trouble with Charon, but Sarah dismissedrthtter of his probable
punishment. She had the more important matter oot skin to think
about, for she would never feel safe from Chardil sine was actually back
in Athens, in the villa she shared with Miranda.



CHAPTER TEN

THE panel was just sliding open under Sarah's fingerd she was preparing
to enter the inky blackness of the tunnel when lsbé&d her husband's
voice—ijust outside the door!

With a thought as swift as lightning she knew shi@@d not make it, not with
having to close the panel behind her. With disapipeent flooding over her
she reluctantly pushed the panel back into pladébarely had time to move
to the centre of the room before Charon enteredy Wéa he to arrive back
so soon? Had he seen Elena on his way? He sto jingt inside the door,
his black hair a little awry, having been teasedh®s/wind. A slow smile
touched his lips and she let out her breath. It plam that he had not seen
Elena— or, if he had, he had no suspicion thatsitebeen to the tower.

'Marko said you were in here," Charon came towdasts 'l should have
thought you'd prefer the sunshine; you usually Aajuestion in his tone
and glance, but she chose to ignore it as sheetepli

'l did go out, but the sun was becoming hot. |gréd read in here.'
Charon glanced around.

'Read?’

'l came in and left my book outside. I'll fetchrita few moments.’

'‘Marko will do that for you." Charon paused a motn&he felt a sort of
electricity in the air, as if he were on the vemfemaking some quite
dramatic statement to her. His mouth was no lotigarand cruel, nor did
his eyes wear that metallic glint. She found héigzting her lips, as they
had gone dry for some reason.

Her disappointment lay upon her, a dreary weightlvkhe had the greatest
difficulty in hiding, but she knew she must act maily, must remember
that there was still a chance, for Charon might ielintending to go to his
study. When he made no move she ventured to ask,



'‘Aren't you going to do some work?'
He shook his head.

'l thought I'd take you for a drive. You haven'tesemuch of the
countryside--'

'I'm not particularly enthusiastic about a drivehe interrupted. 'What I've
seen already is quite enough for me.’

His eyes kindled.

'Sometimes, Sarah, your rudeness astounds me.'

'Do you expect civility all the time?'

He said, his eyes resting broodingly on her face,

‘Last night you were different.’

'l don't know what you're talking about?’

"You do, Sarah. You called me by my name—and ibhded soft and gentle.
You were in a most attractive mood, and | wondaféstwards if | had done
the wisest thing in leaving you.'

'I'd had a shock, you yourself admitted that. Ideskthe complete rest.’

'‘And now...?" Softly he spoke, his eyes devouriegdeauty.

She said, frustrated by his failure to leave, 'Ndeel like resting again. |
believe my nerves have suffered by my experiensteyday.'

Charon frowned at her, and examined her featurtsanclinical stare.

'If you need a rest then have one by all meansdl Hfoped, though, that
you'd welcome the offer of a drive?’



She shook her head decisively. 'l prefer to rest.'
The black eyes flickered oddly.
'‘Are you intending to read?’

'Of course. | always read. You said Marko woulaHetmy book from the
garden.’

"Il tell him," he promised, and left her.

He seemed tired and dispirited, and she wondersdnfething had gone
wrong.

She turned slowly, and looked at the panel. It Wdé folly to attempt an

escape with Charonaround. If only he would go soshiidy and settle down
to work, as was his customary practice each mormngas Sarah glanced
at her watch she realised it wanted only an hodurioh time. She caught
her lower lip between her teeth, so tensed andr&tesl that she could have
wept. If only Charon had been half an hour laterif &lena had arrived

sooner. Time had been wasted in talking, and thmkbout it now Sarah
cursed herself for asking questions which it h&éeElena so much time to
answer.

It was done now, though, and no profit could be enlag regrets. What of
Elena, waiting out there, having removed the catagufg vegetation and
earth from the door? Already ten minutes had elhgs®e she had left the
tower; she would be expecting Sarah to appearatrament now. A deep
sigh escaped her as, glancing through the windoe,sew her husband
wandering aimlessly about the garden. She thougheareat sorrow of his
youth and wondered if its scar had healed. Onegtkime would never
understand was his continued seeking for vengearauesing himself all

this discomfiture. She saw now why he had neverigtdrit was clear that
he could not keep on bringing his wife to this klead dismal wilderness of
a place, not after having her live on the lovelgnsl of Hydra for part of the
year.



How fruitless had been these ten years! No oner ¢tia@ a Maniot would
have acted so.

He returned to the house; Sarah went out to mestihithe hall, not
knowing why she should, nor even asking herselé &tted from some
compulsion and wondered if pity was intruding eyehagain.

His face seemed to lighten when he saw her startierg, after she had
come from the room behind her. She stood immobiénder and graceful
as the lovelieskore, her delicate, fine-boned features as unmovingeas h
body, her dark blue eyes wide and staring. He sih®kead, and a slight
movement of a nerve in his throat gave evidencesawhe deep and
disturbing emotion affecting him. It was a tensermeat, electrically
charged like the moment in the small room whenhsttegained the fleeting
impression that he was on the verge of tellingdmnething. The moment
passed, in the same way as it had previously. B& la most odd sensation
of regret and on analysing her feelings she owhatishe had been waiting
with an inexplicable expectancy for him to spea&.drhiled at her, and her
own lips responded; he held out his hand and witlogement not of her
own volition she placed hers in it. And as she sseoh Charon was not to
leave her alone again—at least, not tonight. Ahéinhe was more than
usually attentive, and his tone of voice was néwash or cynical. They
strolled in the moonlight, then came back to thveeto And Sarah had been
in her room a mere ten minutes when he came, agtafter the quietest
knock and closing the door firmly behind him.

Coming over to where she stood, by the window loglout at the rough
outline of Taygetus, he took her arm and turnedidvards him, speaking
softly as he drew her close.

'My lovely wife!"

Comprehending the vibrant note of ardour but fgilio catch the hint of
tenderness, she recoiled from him, every sensenanc rebelling at the
contact of his body, her one despairing thoughdpeif how close she had
come to escaping from him, and tears actually gathat the backs of her
eyes.



Her action seemed to snap something within him,esoord that held his
pagan traits in check. With brutal compulsion hecéol her to accept his
caresses, and his kisses. She struggled instihgtihe one searing idea in
her mind now being that, if only she could hold raffitonight, she might
escape unscathed, for she was sure Elena woulcatomér tomorrow
morning somehow.

But Sarah's struggles served only to incense Chamdrall the savagery of
his barbaric forebears was released in the deluigegry passion that swept
over him. With ruthless arrogance he dominateddetermined to show her
who was master.

'Let me go!" she cried when for a few seconds k& dhis hard possessive
lips from hers. 'You— fiend!" The tears were closgt, but she would not
let him see her cry. 'Get out of my room!

For answer he swept her once again into the fieryex of his passion,
bruising her mouth and her body, until, the blobdithming through her
brain, she was reduced to utter weakness both fhyeata physically. His
face became blurred, as if seen through a hazetsbeadvage outlines were
there, terrible to see—the thin cruel mouth, tleg@ng, luminious eyes, the
out-thrust jaw, hard, implacable.

'‘Get out!" she repeated gaspingly when once morkeehe her from him.
'How can you want to stay when | hate you so!

He received this in silence, but it was a terrdllence—like the fatal hush
of doom. Yet when presently he spoke his voice uvesxpectedly quiet and
controlled.

'Have you not thought how considerate | have b8amh? | could have--'

'‘Considerate!" she flashed. 'Keeping me here, soper! You call that
considerate?'

'l could have taken you, Sarah, long before now.’

She had to concede this, but she would not do dualhe.



‘Tonight ... if you would wait until tomorrow night?'
Charon's black eyes kindled strangely.

'What difference would that make?' he queried,estthjg her to an intense
scrutiny as if alert to any changes in expressibitiwwould give him a clue

as to the workings of her mind. She stared himloett face pale and drawn
but with no sign of fear to mar the beautiful, siaal lines inherited from

her ancestor, the Maniot who was supposed to hareed a 'mermaid'.

Charon seemed fascinated by her; she wondereddftaess had come to
his face or if it was merely her imagination.

And then, staggering her, she knew she was seekiyyet again for some
redeeming feature among the harsh satanic linbssdace. And with this
admission something stirred her senses, a yearniedpulous and
fleeting—Ilike the vaporous thread of a dream thatls tantalisingly out of
reach. What was this emotion which defied integireh? And as she asked
the question many incidents came before her visithre—pleasure she had
always derived from walking with him, repellent tlgh the terrain was; the
pity she had experienced on more than one occasieme-luctance to give
Elena that promise and, lastly, she was hearingndhe story of his youth,
when the girl he loved was brutally snatched fram,lHo meet her death in
the most horrible way.

'What are you thinking?' His imperious voice cubiher reflections and she
looked up into his dark forbidding face. His eydasrged; Sarah's lids

quivered, but she would not allow them to fall.té&l, she met his gaze
unblinkingly, confident of her ability to hide whatas in her mind.

'My thoughts are private,' she returned with adl #nrogance of which her
father had spoken. Her chin was lifted and her eyese dark with

contempt. She knew she was deliberately putting dight against some
inner force which seemed to be striving to breakmlthe hatred she felt for
her husband. 'All else you can take from me, butmoyghts are my own!'

'‘And your arrogance,' he remarked, his eyes kigdiiangerously. 'l ought
to humble you, madam! And | will do if you persistadopting this manner
with me!’



She turned her face from him, but he roughly brouigback.

‘Take that look off your face," he snarled. 'I'mt @oworm for you to
despise--!"

‘No, a vile beast!" she inserted. 'That's what i@

The words seemed to ignite the embers of his fodytas passion. A terrible
expression leapt into his eyes before, sweepingnb@his arms, he carried
her across the room.

'Vile beast, am I'' he said through clenched te&then, my girl, you're
going to have to endure the caresses of this eitest

Dawn crept slowly into the room, followed by a @&ysunlight which stung

Sarah's eyes. Turning her head, she looked atthegipsy-like face on the
white pillow and shuddered. She rose and, aftehingsand dressing, she
parted the curtains and, sitting on the window-deaked out unseeingly on
to the desolate countryside. But the terrain wasmoccupy her thoughts
for long. Escape was what must from now on podseiswhole mind. Elena
would contact her, she was sure, but how she walithis Sarah could not
conceive. However, so strong was the girl's defsirerevenge that she
would undoubtedly scale any obstacles which mighirgher way.

And Sarah's predictions were to prove correct.eitda’clock that morning
she was wandering around the grounds, alert foruamgual sound, when
suddenly she heard a quiet,

'English girl"" coming from behind a derelict buiid.

‘Elena!” The girl's name, spoken by Sarah for tret fime, was a mere
whisper, uttered while Sarah was glancing swifttyusmd. Marko was there,
as usual, ostensibly weeding one of the borderstuHed his head and,
holding her breath, she reached up to pluck aasglitiower from a
struggling hibiscus bush. Marko returned to whatwas supposed to be
doing.

'l expect you guessed that Charon returned?' sagmhSjuietly.



'Yes, | guessed.' Elena spoke in her own tongu Y©u come now?'

'l think so." Sarah could scarcely speak for thiel wulsation of her heart.
'‘Charon's in his study.’

'‘Good! It is now, then! | shall be waiting for you!
'I'll see you in about fifteen minutes' time.'

That was all. No other sound came from behind thieling. Sarah, aware of
Marko's eyes once again coming in her directiorsualy moved on,
twirling the flower between her fingers. With unhad steps she made her
way to the front door and entered, going straighihe small sitting-room. A
glance through the window told her that Marko wasvrstanding idly
looking around, his hand going to his pocket tal fancigarette. He would
not bother to come in yet awhile.

Without going upstairs even to collect her bagaBaook the torch from
under the couch where she had hidden it yesteogeyned the panel, passed
through, then closed it noiselessly behind her.

It was late that evening when she walked into tioeigds of the villa. It all
appeared unreal, and she herself felt like a stratigivas as though she had
been away for years.

Miranda saw her through the window and ran to dperdoor.

‘Sarah! How on earth have you got here?' Mirandagout the words, but
Sarah noted at once the lack of enthusiasm, theMuanda's eyelids came
down, so that she did not need to meet Sarah's gaze

'l escaped.’ A silence followed these two briefagoiSarah entered the villa
and stood looking all around. She shivered, foregheas something cold
about the room—an unfriendly atmosphere which heden been there
before. She turned her head but not her body; Maamas standing by the



open front door, and their eyes met. Something iraMia's expression
made Sarah say,

"You didn't tell the police that | was missing, dgiou, Miranda?"
Miranda was very pale, and for a long moment didspeak.

'l feel so ashamed,’ she muttered at last. 'lt Mather-- No, | shouldn't
blame her altogether. We talked a lot, and decigetl be in dreadful
trouble if we contacted the police, so--' Mirantizpped as Sarah, swinging
right round, raised a hand to silence her.

"You needn't say any more. Charon had doubts glmoutdoing anything to
rescue me.'

'l was amazed when | myself was rescued." Mirarmtkes awkwardly;
Sarah guessed she was so embarrassed that shenaweellchade her escape
if she could. 'l believed I'd be left there to die!

Sarah looked at her through contemptuous eyesc&@lid have said that it
was she who had persuaded Charon to have Miratelseel, but she held
her tongue, too impatient and disgusted to protbegonversation with the
girl whom she had considered to be her friend.

'What happened to you?' Miranda's question wagfband it was plain that
she was only saying what was expected of her.

'l was forced to marry Charon Drakos.'

'Marry!" ejaculated Miranda, gaping at hé&viarry him!" Sarah merely
nodded and moved over to the window. The Acropbbsked in the
sunshine, its famous buildings soft and goldent By did you have to
marry him?"'

"Thevendetta.'

'l don't understand?' 'l was involved. Only by marg Charon could | save
my life.'



'‘Good God, Sarah, but how calm you are about!it all
Sarah swung round, her eyes blazing.

'‘Calm! she cried. 'Where are your wits, Miranda@We any girl be calm at
going through what I've gone through?'

Miranda blinked, then went red.

'He—I mean—it wasn't just a marriage of convenietioen?'
Impatiently Sarah turned away again.

‘You're absurd,’ she said.

'l can understand how you feel about everythireggd Miranda after a long
pause. 'But you seem to forget that I've suffesed/al.’

Sarah's eyes lighted on the old gardener, pottesibgut among some
tomatoes he had grown, stooping to pick out a wead and then. He
reminded her of Marko, whose pace was just as uielguas that of the old
man out there. Marko ... and Glavcos. Two dour &esith scarcely a
smile between them. These were Charon's compantngg his
self-imposed sojourns at the tower. What was Chaang now? Sarah
dismissed the question she could not answer.

'How long were you on the island?' she inquiredeagth, as Miranda's
petulantly-spoken words returned to her.

'Four days. It was awful! | was terrified!"
"'The abduction was your idea. There was alwaysskef its going wrong.'

'It was all your fault, Sarah. I'm sorry to saybitif it was! Had | gone back to
the boat it would never have happened.'



'‘Charon suspected from the first. He was intrigbgdyour invitation and
decided to see what you were up to. He never di@kine—but | expect
you guessed that.'

No answer from Miranda, so it was impossible tbwéiether any of what
Sarah was saying came as a surprise to her.

'How did you manage to get away, then? | suppose@haron Drakos
helped you--'

'Helped?' Sarah swung round again, staring at MaarHe had me a
prisoner in that tower—and it was no luxury hotebhe stopped, frowning
heavily. 'l don't want to talk about it, Mirandslje said, and went up to her
room.

Standing in the doorway, she looked around. Objgets recognised yet no
longer familiar. All was different, all seemed te part of a former life.

Vaguely she was aware that she and Miranda mustparpany, that they
must find separate accommodation. They werentidseany more.

'Everything is changed,' whispered Sarah as shvdyskntered the room.
‘Not one thing, or two— but everything. | feel undortable, as if | don't
belong here, as if none of these things is realherhAbsently she picked up
an enamelled hairbrush and flicked the bristleghthsame absent manner
she brushed her hair, and as she did so it camertthat Miranda had not
really wanted to pursue the matter of Sarah'shierexperience; she was a
shirker. She had not desired to be faced with aldgd guilt.

Again Sarah's eyes swept round the room. For arfgeeecond she thought
of Pam, then frowningly dismissed her. The bed-other bed seemed to
take its place ... and on the pillow lay a darkchea

'What are we going to do about this villa?' Sarsked the question the
following afternoon, when Miranda came in. She badn to see her mother
at her work, guessed Sarah, and wondered if MrsdMad was as
indifferent as her daughter.



'l don't know what you mean?' Although Mirandadrie inject a hint of
puzzlement into her voice the relief in it was ajepa

"You can't want to live with me any more than | wamlive with you.'

Miranda swallowed, then admitted it would be prafide for them to
separate. They would see one another, at schooighi Sarah, but she was
determined to give in her notice and leave as ssopossible. She would
return to England and try to forget her terriblgpexence. After a long
hesitation she said, 'I'm charging Charon Drakdbk abducting me,’' but no
sound came. She had been talking to herself.

Two days went by, Miranda had gone to stay withrhether, so Sarah had
the villa to herself, a circumstance for which st&s more than a little
thankful. To have come into daily contact with Mida would have been an
impossibility, unbearably for them both.

On the third morning Sarah went out, intending tkenan appointment to
consult a lawyer about the charge she meant tg lagainst her husband.
But without her own volition she found herself etPlaka, and then her
footsteps took her towards the Acropolis. Oncedahshe sat down on a
broken column and hoped for peace to fall uponBuetr she felt lost and her
mind was in chaos, as it had been since she hapeitad to herself that she
was prosecuting Charon.

The proud aristocratic Charon Drakos brought tal tfor abducting an

English girl, putting her in a position where mage to him was imperative.
Sarah thought that if he had not asserted hissiglimight have got off with
a lighter sentence, but as things were, his condaatd be condemned and
he would receive a punishment fitting the crime.ddald get ten years, ten
years--The same length of time he had already Wwasteking vengeance
for the wrong inflicted on him.

'l can't do it!" She rose from the column and wdlksbout, thinking,
thinking, remembering her promise to Elena and kngwhe could not go
back on it. 'What shall | do?'



She had no fear of the reprisals of Elena's gariguafs. She would be safe
enough once she returned to her own country, wknohld be made
possible as soon as she could obtain her releasetfre contract she had
made with the school authorities. They did not lieachers breaking
contracts, but they rarely tried to keep one whsirdd to go home.

For the past two days Charon's face had risen fgpebker continually. And
never did she see the harsh contours, the thinl eneeith, the hard
incalculable eyes. No, instead she saw the sofstesfiad searched for on
SO many occasions, she saw the smile which tramsfbrhis face. She
wondered what he would look like if ever real japlght laughter to his
face.

Restless and bewildered, Sarah continued to pam#,atmly half aware of
the crowds, the guides with their husky voices, ¢hédren irreverently
playing hide-and-seek in the sacred temples, atitrg the fallen columns
as stepping stones. What she Waly conscious of was the face before her,
the face of her husband. And with it came the ssslabe had seen there, the
brooding expression—Suddenly she knew she coulcernéave him
brought to justice, and swiftly upon this was theokledge of her
unwillingness to break her promise to Elena. She made a pact, had
accepted the girl's help in exchange for that psemi

'l must go back--' Her eyes widened at the ideaw ldould she think of
going back? With a sudden flash of perception stenkshewantedto go
back! This was the reason for her restlessnessfeleéng of loss, of no
longer belonging here. For if she wanted to go bdeke could only be one
reason— 'l don't love him,' she breathed, her stasg dazedly at the little
Temple of Athene Nike, serene in the sunlight. 'H@m | love a man like
that? And after what he's done to me...

Her thoughts were cut as a staggering idea leaptaiber. Had Charon
begun to care for her? He could have taken hefitsahight. But instead he
had said he wanted to get to know her better—toid&eds before they were
lovers. What was his reason? And then, on theidimggdnight, he had once
again controlled his desires. Pagan, she had dalkedbut was he a pagan?
He had not molested her until she herself had drhien by her arrogance
and contempt. 'Can it be that he was learning\e tae, and that was the



reason why he was so gentle at times, and resti2iffdis was the only

thing about the whole affair that made sense. 8trga back!" she said again,
and having finally made up her mind she was as ti@piaas a child to be

moving.

The following day she was in a hired car, drivingpithe Deep Mani, her
heart lighter than ever before in her life. The éowame into view at last
and a smile spread over her face.

'My master has gone away," were the words she easnig a moment after
she had run lightly up the steps to the front ddolo not know where he has
gone.' Marko spoke in Greek, his glance accusingnbt unduly so. Sarah
knew for sure that he had not received any punisiirfiee allowing her to
escape.

You do not know, but--' Sarah broke off, her eyadening. 'All right,
Marko, thank you very much.'

The car was turning and she was in time to hailtiner. Glad of the fare
back again, he smiled broadly.

'l want to get to the island of Hydra,' she sgilkdse make the port as
quickly as you can.’

She remembered the island from that last time, hvee@emed an eternity
ago, so much had happened in her life since themldh\she find happiness
with Charon? Was she making one great mistakeimkitig he loved her?
That the idea was incredible she would not demgeslove seemed totally
alien to such a man. Yet he had loved, a long \enite ago, so surely it was
possible that he could love again?

The house, she was told after she had steppeledficat which had brought
her to the island, was on a plateau on the hiljsadel she would have to go
by foot or donkey, since there were no roads dh@éomountain; it rose far
too steeply from the shore.



'It is a beautiful house,' added the man whom slagealpproached. He spoke
in broken English, looking Sarah over with a sdrtutical interest as he
added, 'Mr Drakos has been away for some timehéig at home now. He
returned only yesterday.'

‘Thank you," said Sarah. 'l walk up those stepgank?’
"You can have my donkey.’
‘Thank you very much,' smiled Sarah, 'but 1 thiskall walk.'

She wanted time-- Or did she? Suddenly she hadrge to run up the
whitewashed steps which served as a road, waniget to Charon swiftly,
in order to know whether her deductions were corer whether he did
not want her, after all.

He was standing on a lovely terrace, gazing auatéon, his tall figure as

formidable as ever she had seen it, his profileshan the sunlight. She

stopped, breathless, and stared, her heart pujsatwly, her legs weak, as
if they rebelled against carrying her any furti@ver the beautiful garden

all was silent, peaceful, with colour everywherbeThouse itself, noble and
mellowed, with its delicately-fashioned portals dlmver-bedecked patios

and balconies, had views sweeping down the mousitkano the sea, a sea
alive with bright little caiques and other boatsbbing about as the zephyr
of a breeze swept in to the water's edge. Whatase! How could Charon

choose to leave it and go to the desolation ofdter?

Suddenly Charon turned his head, forced she knewhéyknowledge of
another presence close by. He stared, seemedtorbfpidly, then started
forward. She saw even from here that a nerve tedamcontrollably in his
throat, that a hand was clenched at his side. Emaripped him, as it
gripped Sarah.

Overcome with a shyness totally new to her, sh& @daltering step
forward, then stopped. But the movement broughtr@h&om his stupor



and he moved with swift and eager strides towakts disbelief written
upon his face and yet, paradoxically, his eyes \abght with pleasure.

'Sarah ..." He reached her, then seemed to be ahwdssitant as she. His
hand came out to touch her, as if even now he make sure she was real.
"You—you have come back to me?' Deep wondermergcets tone, and
there was about him a humility which was totally oticharacter. 'Is this
true? Am | dreaming even yet again?’

'‘Again, Charon?' her tone was gentle, filled witd.

'l dreamed you'd return, then told myself | wasa@l.fSarah, my dear wife,
have you really come to—to stay?"

'If you want me--'

'Want you!" Charon swept her into his arms andaféwng, long while she
was unable to speak. Breathless when he releaseshieestill clung to him,
reluctant to let him go, even for one moment.

'l was so desolate when | found you gone--' Chéwroke off and a frown
creased his forehead. 'And yet | did not followdese | was so sure you'd
never love me--' He held her at arms' length an#dd searching into her
beautiful eyes. 'When did it happen?' he askedgradr in a voice which
was normally so clear and strong.

'When?' She gave a shaky little laugh and shookéad. 'l was hoping you
weren't going to ask me that, Charon. | cannot anywau, dearest. You see,
| thought it was pity--'

'So you did feel something other than hatred foP'me

'Yes ... it was strange, but | seemed so ofteneiasdrarching for some
softness about you. | realise now that, subconsbtipuknew that beneath
the shell there was something very attractive didenot speak, but drew her
close to him and kissed her tenderly on the ligger& was so much to say
between them, but this moment of blissful reuniaswot for wasting on
explanations, and apologies for past hurts theyiféidted on one another.



But eventually they did talk—not that Sarah had apgd to tell Charon
how she had effected her escape. He had guesses itvith help from

Elena because Marko, overcome by guilt, had maeledhfession that he
had stolen from his previous master and then gone explain how Elena
had threatened him with exposure if he told Chanfdmer visit.

'l went to see her and got everything out of tsaid CJiaron grimly. There
was no need to say more. Sarah shivered in spiteeofvarmth of her
husband's arm about her waist, and the tender widak other hand on her
arm. She would not have wished to be in Elena’'sshden Charon visited
her.

'l found | couldn't keep my promise to her," Satald him simply, and in
view of her subsequent action in coming to himéh&as again no need to
say more.

'l loved you almost from the first," he admitteteafanother tender interlude,
when he held her close to his heart and caressdipsevith his. 'That was
why | waited, for | hoped that we might becomeride, and from there a
more tender relationship would develop. | shoulgeh&ried harder, my
darling, and in fairness to myself | believe | wibhlave done so had not that
business of my grandmother's insane desire foresmge forced us into
marriage. Even then | could not sully my own lowetaking you against
your will. But that last night--' He stopped, afgtsaw at once how painful
to him was the memory. Tenderly she offered himlipsr his smile and the
swift clearing of his brow was her reward.

They talked again; Charon made some remark whieh §arah an opening
to ask about the girl he had once loved.

'Elena admitted relating that story to you," hedsai pensive expression
settling on his face for a moment. 'It hurt fooad time, and it was then that
| began to find solace in pillow-friends. But whilee pain of my loss faded
with the years, my hatred for the man seemed tewgrbad vowed to have

my revenge, and this determination to punish hinegae an aim in what

otherwise was an aimless existence.' He pausednaentdoefore saying,

slowly and quite unemotionally, 'l heard, about anth ago, that he had
died in a road accident.’



'So you'll not be going to the tower again?"
His eyes lit with tender amusement.

'l shouldn't be going anyway, not now that | have,yhe said. 'That is no
place in which to set such beauty as is possesseayhwife." He stopped

and glanced around. She saw the pride in his dyesppreciation of all he
perceived around him. He was a completely diffenea from the one who
had lived in that dark tower. Here he had sunsland flowers, the

wine-dark sea of Greece and the clear blue skig, Tthink, is a much more
appropriate setting.'

It is very beautiful, Charon,' she breathed.

'l haven't taken you inside yet; it's a pleasurstore for me because, my
darling, 1 know you will love your home.'

A few minutes previously he had rung a bell abosehead, and now the
refreshments he had ordered came, carried on er silay by a smiling
Greek woman, Sophia, who, having been introducedaetonew mistress,
had expressed surprise, of course, then delighthitramaster had at last
found so beautiful a bride. Sophia was smiling ages she put down the
tray on the table on the patio to which Charon lgading his wife.

‘Thank you, Sophia," he said graciously as the wost@od aside. 'l will ring
if we require anything else.’

How different! thought Sarah again. The charm, wasy he spoke to the
servant. Noticing her expression, Charon smiledh \sfteer happiness and
said,

'It's all due to you, my love.' But Sarah shook lnead.

'It's the setting,' she returned, then caughtriges '‘Charon, let's hurry, for
I'm dying to see the inside of this enchanting ledus

'Some refreshments first, my darling." He paused aavouring his next
words even before they left his lips. 'This is finst time you've eaten with



me willingly, my Sarah.' His voice seemed almostaiband she knew he
was too full to say anything further at the moment.

'‘Charon,’ she murmured after a while, 'am I righthinking that, on several
occasions, you were on the verge of telling melgoad me?'

He looked swiftly at her.
"You knew?'

'‘No. All | sensed was a sort of indecision, as otiywanted to tell me
something but couldn't make up your mind whethetd®o or not.’

He nodded his head.

"You were right, my love. And how | wish, now, tHatad told you of my
love.'

She made no comment on this, unable to say whethet she would have
wanted to accept this at the time. But his admissiade her feel guilty and
she said softly,

'I'm sorry for hurting you, Charon.’
"You'resorry! Beloved, it is | who must apologise !

These two apologies brought home to them the featt there were still
incidents to clear up between them—incidents whiculd be recalled,
mentioned, and then explained. But for now, shodidre the warmth of
their love for each other, and the peace and beafutlyeir surroundings,
they dismissed the past and, turning their mindeeéduture, they rose from
the table and, hand in hand, stepped from the patahe lovely blue and
white villa that was their home.



