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'From the eyes of a maid in love there glows tbhtlof a thousand stars'
goes the Eastern saying - and that light had bisemed from Lisette's eyes
when her fiance Dick had gone off on an extendesiness trip with a
glamorous singer, and she was glad of the oppdyttmigo to the Greek
island of Aegina for a while, as companion to thareming Mrs. Mallory.
However, there was not only Mrs. Mallory but heplhew, the handsome,
unpredictable, stern Greek Sula Condylis. ThoughBick began to fade in
the company of the attractive Sula, and Lisetteéothe light of a thousand
stars beginning to shine in her eyes again. Butvea® still technically
engaged to Dick, and Sula - if he should find dadu it - would regard the
engagement as being just as binding as a mari$agke must not find out.
But suppose hdid learn how Lisette was deceiving him?



CHAPTER ONE

HUMMING a little tune to herself as she gave a final patdr short curls,
Lisette allowed her gaze to settle for a spaceasirihg, a single diamond,
glistening in the reflected light from the mirr@he was sublimely happy,
and it showed - in her fleeting smile and in thewglin her soft
almond-shaped eyes. Large and brown, they glowed évighter as she
heard the car stop, followed by the two short pijpthe horn which were so
familiar. A moment later she was in Dick's arms &ndvas telling her how
beautiful she was.

'l never know why you chose me,' he declaredMerhundredth time. 'I'm
the luckiest man on earth!"

'So am | lucky," came the spontaneous reply frosett¢ as she gazed
lovingly into his handsome face. His blue eyes sdjilhe thrust a hand
through his fair curly hair. 'Dick -1 love you, lewou, love you!

They went out to the car hand in hand and drotkadarton Hotel where
the dinner dance was being held. It was the staftd given by Dick's firm,
where he worked as a traveller, or outside reptatea, as he was now
termed. This time the staff dance was somethingiapeecause the guest of
honour was Lana Southern, the famous singer, wisav@resent staying
with one of the directors and his family at thesuke in Surrey. From there
she would be going to the United States, havingiobtl a contract to tour
the country for six months. Her success had beenghenal, but then she
possessed beauty as well as talent. Men couldesist her and already she
had had three husbands.

Her beauty had not been over-estimated nor didpfetures do her full
credit, Lisette was quick to admit on first seeimgr, and Dick heartily
agreed. In fact, he seemed quite unable to takeeyes off the singer
throughout the entire evening. He danced with et the two seemed
immediately to act as if they had known one anodtigheir lives.



Towards the end of the evening, when Lisette am#t @ere sitting together
chatting, Lana approached their table and smiligled if she might join
them.

'Of course,’ eagerly from Dick, who instantly gayehis chair and went off
to fetch another. The singer's wide blue eyes fikeuinselves on Lisette's
engagement ring.

"You're lucky," she purred, her long lashes drogpinmask her expression.
'Richard - he is just something!

'l think so too," smiled Lisette, throwing him ader glance as he returned
with the chair and sat down opposite to the sinddre glance went
unnoticed, for Dick's eyes were on Lana.

Two days later Dick telephoned Lisette at the effamd asked her to lunch
with him. Naturally she agreed since this was aisppéreat, Dick almost
invariably being away at lunch time. In fact, hib jtook him away from
home for a week on occasions, although for the padthe and Lisette did
manage to see each other three or four times a.week

‘This is lovely!" she exclaimed on meeting him algsthe restaurant. 'l
thought you were going up north today.' She smilea@t him and suddenly
a frown knit her brow. 'Are you not well?' she ask@xiously.

Dick shook his head but made no reply until theyenseated at the table,
when he then told her he had not been into workdag.

'‘Are you feeling ill?' she asked again, her spingling for no apparent
reason. Dick looked perfectly well, she now realizéut troubled. No, not
troubled exactly; uneasy would be a better worce ®fited for him to
speak, and this he appeared to have difficulty amngl However, he
managed to speak at last, informing Lisette thatal Southern had asked
him to work for her.

'Work?' interrupted Lisette, bewildered. 'What @ ynean?'



'She rang me last evening and asked me to medhisemorning. It was
important, she said, and so | went to the coffeesha mentioned—'

'Instead of going to work?'
His mouth tightened slightly as he nodded.

'She's offered me three times what I'm gettingkBidgeted with his folded
serviette, unable to meet Lisette's gaze.

'What sort of work? You have an excellent job,eliis's voice was husky,
her lovely eyes still bewildered.

'‘As you probably know, women like Lana have of sty to have a man
around - to keep off the cranks and fens, and afrsm the press
photographers, who are useful at times, but veignahey're annoying to a
star like Lana. Her husband is a cad, and hashé&ftalthough this is not
common knowledge at present. And so she has ntwcneell - protect her,

as it were.

For a long moment Lisette could only stare unbeligly at her fiance.

Vaguely through her mind ran the thought that Leaha'sts must know her
husband had left her - but this was irrelevant ahd wondered why it
should have occupied her mind when all her dreaamesd to be crashing
about her.

'l don't know how you can even consider workinglfana,' she managed at
length. "You're willing to leave me?"

'It's for six months only— Don't look so hurt, dagd," he begged. 'Just try to
imagine what it will mean to us - the extra mon&je need this money,
Lisette. All the struggling we do, you and I, and don't save a lot, do we?
At the rate we're going it'll be another coupleyetrs before we can get
married.' Dick looked up as the waitress appeahnedwaved her away,
telling her to come back in ten minutes' time.



'‘Are you trying to convince me that you're doingstfor us?' Lisette's face
was pale. This was not happening, she told hefigetfely, recalling her
delight on receiving her fiance's telephone cal fnan fifteen minutes ago.

"It is for us," he promptly asserted, and Lise#éd the sure conviction that he
was trying to convince himself as much as he wasdrto convince her.

A nerve throbbed in her temple; the veins, blue @elitate, shone through
the transparency of her skin.

'l don't mind waiting," she told him in distractemhes. 'I've always said so
when you yourself have become impatient. We hawve going without
things so that we can save.' Yes, they did havedapecially when they
decided to have a reckon up. 'l like going for wgalkstead of dining out; |
don't mind in the least not having new clothegaRingly she looked at him
across the table. 'Can you really leave me fonsigle months?’

He moved uncomfortably, but she saw that his jaw sé.

'l had hoped you would understand,’ he said caddlllast. 'l felt sure you
would see the advantage of my accepting the postedd, you're adopting
this most unco-operative attitude - being thoroygimreasonable.'

‘Unreasonable!’ she retorted, stung by his heartéss. 'Supposing it were |
who had been offered a post that would take me dreay you—?"

'l knew that would come,' he snapped. 'You havmeén offered a post, so
why begin an argument that can have no satisfactamglusion?'

'What about when you return?' she asked, her mimaded by misery.
You'll have no job.' Lisette recalled what Lanallsaid about Dick's being
'something'. Lisette also recalled that, duringehgre evening of the staff
dance, Dick had seemed mesmerized by the beasitifgér, scarcely ever
taking his eyes off her. That circumstance tookaodeeper significance
now. Was Dick attracted to Lana? Could that be¢hson why he wanted to
accept the post offered? And Lana... What a detestthiohg to do!- to
tempt a man away from his fiancee. The woman mestcampletely
heartless.



‘Jobs are easy to get these days,' Dick was pgiotih defensively, and he
added, 'I've never cared for my present job anyway, would soon have
considered looking for another.

"You have an answer for everything, it see®ise spoke her thoughts aloud
and as he did not comment she went on, 'Have yothaoght how unhappy

| shall be without you? I've given up most of therids | had, so I'll be quite
alone. Still he made no response and she said, softhptatiingly, 'Were
the positions reversed | shouldn't even considavitg you - I'd find it
impossible.

'It's for the benefit of us bottDick returned stubbornly, and as the waitress
reappeared he and Lisette were forced to give thider. She would not be
able to eat when it came, decided Lisette, stitledaby what had transpired
during the past few minutes, and half believingwhe dreaming and would
soon awaken from her nightmare.

The meal was eaten in silence; the fact of Lisepertaking of scarcely
anything escaped the notice of her companion, whbseghts were

obviously elsewhere . .. with Lana Southern, nobdlosurmised Lisette,

bitterness welling up within her. How little shedhienown her fiance, after
all. And yet how often he had asserted that thengw®ade for one another,
that no two people could ever be as close as they.

‘There doesn't seem anything more to sie murmured when their coffee
had been brought and Dick leant back with his edhtigarette between his
lips. "Your mind was already made up even before tgtephoned meA
statement; he went slightly red, but his mouth tegled as he took the
cigarette from it and held it between his fingatsying at the rising curl of
smoke in order to avoid the eyes of his fiancee.

'l fully expected you to be reasonabl@ick's voice was pettish and for one
impulsive moment Lisette could have taken off hegrand handed it to
him. But no, that would be too melodramatic, sheidtd, and for the next
few minutes she sat there, sipping her coffeel@anse. Other couples were
seated about; nearby a couple of teenagers wedingdiands across the
table and looking soulfully into one another's eyasette glanced again at
her ring. She said quietly,



'Do you want to break the engagement, Ditk& voice was hollow; it did
not sound like hers at all.

'Are you crazy! And indeed he did seem quite dumbfounded at her
suggestion.

'I'm dreadfully unhappyshe returned, a break in her voice. 'Please gon't
. please.’

An impatient sigh issued from his lips, the firlsedad ever heard from him
in the year and a half they had been going outthege

'It's only for six months. Why, it'll be over beéoyou know I've gone.

'l can't take it in. How can you leave me?' Bewidkher tones, and her
lovely eyes beseeched. She felt she was fightingdovery life.

'l know you'll be lonely," Dick admitted in a safied voice. 'But it'll be
worth it, | promise you. | shall save every singénny.'

'l can't take it in,' she repeated, and anothdr gfigmpatience fell from her
companion’'s lips. Nothing could ever be the sanagnadiisette told herself
miserably, since here was proof that Dick could agenvery well without
her.

Her entreaties were resumed the next time she acidret, but he was
determined to go with Lana Southern. In fact, fridtre things he let slip,

Lisette deduced that all the preliminary arrangesidrad already been
made.

'lt's the most shocking behaviour on both theitgddvlaureen, Lisette's
married sister, was speaking her mind with vehemehovas three days
since Dick and Lana had left by air for Americat Ihis was the first
Maureen knew of what had transpired, for Lisettepwad a small flat in
town, had kept the secret as long as she couldal&atys on Fridays she and
Dick spent the evening with Maureen and Stephed,aanLisette saw no



advantage in holding back the news any longer v t@ her sister's alone,
and within five minutes of her entering the housedister knew everything,
and now Lisette's tears flowed freely, releasethftbe suppression she had
imposed upon herself.

'I'd have chucked his damned ring back at him aidi him where to go!
Maureen's face was red with temper as she wataresidter endeavouring
to dry her eyes. But the tears still came and Mawugedded, 'Are you going
to sit moping for six months - waiting for that @ad

'He isn't a cad—

'Well, you can hardly describe him as the adorawgit! In my opinion you'll
do very well without him. Forget him, and start@ler again.’

So simple to proffer advice like that. But Lisett@&/hole life had centred
round her fiance. She could never visualize a &tmithout him - no, not

even now. Yet this act of his would always be thehe would remember to
her dying day that he could leave her for six whlnths, remember that
she was not as necessary to him as he was to her.

'It's not so easy to start all over again,’ shenmuwed at last through her sobs.
'l gave up everything for Dick; | didn't feel | rae anyone else at all.’

You'll make new friends. In my opinion this is aming to you, Lisette - a
timely warning. The man's not worth a thought, @ngbu carry on as you
have in the past, working and saving and goingauthhings, then you're
not right in your head. Enjoy yourself, because gan be surée will be
having a good time ... in his role of gigolo !

'Oh, he isn't—

'Why delude yourself? Lana Southern's already hegethusbands - and
heaven knows how many lovers. What makes you tlidk will be
immune to temptation?'Lisette said nothing, but@idd not help dwelling
on these assertions which Maureen so freely voitéglll be in a servile
position," Maureen added. 'He'll be at the beckaildof his mistress, and
he'll jolly well have to pander to her needs.



Would these needs really include what Maureen wegdying? Once again
Lisette with a switch of memory saw her fiance logdthe singer in his
arms as he danced with her ... and only now didttasadmit that he had
held Lana far too intimately, and that it was bwgida and not by accident
that his cheek had rested against hers.

For a whole month Lisette stayed in during the ewgrreading or listening
to the radio. Dick had promised to write every daxen if it was only a short
note, and in fact he had written six times the firsek. The second week she
received four letters and the third week one. r@r @ week now she had
not heard from him, so there were four of Lisetieters remaining
unanswered. Why didn't she face the truth? shedas&eself. And yet the
engagement was not broken; as things were Dick dvexpect her to be
waiting when he returned from the tour. Was hergaevery penny, as he
had promised to do? Lisette herself certainly aasl, yet through it all she
was constantly aware that things would never bes#imee again, that she
could never forget what Dick had done. Could theyhbppy? Six months.
Already an eternity had passed and she felt thest lmel strangers when at
last he did return to her. Added to this naggingiety was the uncertainty
of his relationship with the beautiful singer. Weesalready her lover? The
idea was too hurtful, and yet she could not helpltimg on it. But her mind
was diverted somewhat when one day she met amieltifwho was now
married. They met in the park, both having gonemtoatthe spring sunshine
during the lunch hour break from their respectilsees of work.

'How nice to see you!" The exclamation was balrhisette's wound, as it
was spoken with obvious sincerity. '"How's Dick?'

'He's working away at present,” was all the infdrama Lisette would
provide at this stage, for she did not want pignirthis old friend of hers.
'How are you? You're looking fine. Marriage agrest you.'

Sylvia blushed and nodded, then suggested thelpgih on the seat under
the trees.



'‘Mother's very ill," Sylvia was saying a momentetather eyes clouding
suddenly. 'Susan's had to give up a marvellousnalrder to be at home
with her. | would have given up mine, but Susan Motthear of it. She says
| need the money more than she does - with hawarfgrhish a home and
pay the mortgage on the house.'

'I'm sorry to hear about your mother. Is it veryi@es? | mean, she'll get
better?

'Oh, we think so. But it'll be a long job, the dacsays." A small pause and
then, 'Susan's a good sport, because the job slawhat she wanted. She's
tried for several jobs abroad, and always failegie¢b one until this came

along. It's in Aegina - a Greek island.

Have you heard of it?
'Yes; it's supposed to be very beautiful.'

'Most of the Greek islands are. Susan was to Ifkgk an old lady - act as
sort of companion-cum- nurse.'

'A Greek woman?

'‘No. This woman's English. Her nephew, though, ise®. He came to
London to interview the applicants, and | thinkchese Susan because she's
older - she's thirty-six, as you know.wry smile touched Sylvia's lips. 'He
didn't have much of an opinion of young women, fiom what Susan
gathered. And was the interview tough! He askedustrabout everything
he could think of.'

'l suppose he had to make quite sure before offdran the post, because of
the expense of the journey out there.’

‘That's what | said. But Susan wasn't at all enaswwith this Greek - Sula
Condylis, his name is, and Susan said he was sp@asrand superior that
she felt no bigger than a flea!"



Lisette had to laugh. Susan was so confident akeaand had often bragged
that she could stand up to anyone.

'‘Would she have had much to do with him - had akert the post, | mean?’

‘Shouldn't imagine so, otherwise she'd never haveea to go and work
over there. She said she just couldn't stand the'ma

'He sounds awful. Why should he be like that, | den?’

'Dunno. Susan got the impression that he interdisliked females in any

shape or form." Sylvia laughed and went on to bay e would like them

less when he received Susan's letter saying shé ootinow take the post.
‘Just think, he came all this way in order to i the applicants, and the
one he chose has let him down.'

‘Surely he'll understand,’ said Lisette indignarfypur mother comes first,
after all,'

‘Certainly she does, but | very much doubt whethat high-and-mighty
Greek will think so.’

'He can't dislike all females,' said Lisette al@riibsently, for she was not
really interested in the conversation and onlyiedrit on out of politeness.
'He must like his aunt, simply because of all tioailble he went to in order
to find her a suitable companion.’

'Perhaps it's only the younger generation of fematedoesn't like. They're
a peculiar lot in many ways, these Greeks. Haven®nf lovers and then
expect to marry a virgin. Now where do you findiegwm when they're all
being seduced?’

‘They don't seduce their own women," explainedttesevho had read a
little about the way of life in Greece. Their oginls are too well protected
by their fathers and brothers, so the men findiforezomen to pass the time
with until they decide to marry.’



'l see. So that could explain the man's attitute probably only Western
girls he doesn't like.'

By this time Lisette was growing bored by the sabpnd she changed it,
inquiring about Sylvia's other relatives, and glagat her wristlet watch as
she did so, because she had further to walk theueSsnd she had no wish
to be late for work.

'f you get lonely come and see usyited Sylvia as the two girls parted at
the gate. 'Just give me a tinkle first, to be suedl be in.

Thanks, | will. It does get a bit lonely sometimasother week passed and
still there was no word from Dick. In spite of helfsLisette was fast
becoming embittered. And she was becoming restbes$She felt she could
not go on like this for another four and a half tienand when, on visiting
Sylvia one evening, she was told about the repfusan's letter, she found
herself actually quivering with excitement.

The old lady's asked Susan to find someone tohakelace?

‘That's what I've just saidSylvia was in the kitchen making coffee and
sandwiches, while her husband had just poppedduiy the evening paper
and a packet of cigarettes. The nephew doesn't laroything about it,
apparently, because he's had to go somewhere amebsisThe old girl
opened the letter on seeing the postmark.

'Will he be mad, do you thinkRot as mad as if no one at all turned up.
Shouldn't imagine he wants to go through it alliagahe advertising and
the interviews.

'Has - has Susan anyone in mind?' What was shagsayiisette asked
herself. It would be quite unfair to take the pastl then leave in a few
months' time.

‘Not as far as | know. She was trying one or twd@f more venturesome
friends, but she hasn't rung for a couple of dags|'ve no news—' She
stopped, the breadknife poised. 'You! Are you camtiating the possibility

of going?'



Mechanically Lisette nodded.

'l wouldn't mind."' She stopped at Sylvia's lookastonishment; then, after
only a trace of hesitation, went on to explain gtreng to her friend.
Sylvia's eyes became even wider as Lisette talkedvehen Lisette had
finished she said in disbelief,

'Dick's gone and left you? But you were so devdtedne another! How
could he go off like that?'

'It's so he can save more,' began Lisette, théadgpheérself up, aware of just
how weak and unconvincing the explanation was. Diadwantedto go,
either for the adventure of travelling to the Udit&tates, or, more likely, for
the pleasure of being with Lana Southern. 'Do ywokt | could do the
work?' she asked, anxious to change the subjeatérfore questions were
put by the astounded Sylvia.

‘The work? Oh, yes - er - yes, | expect so,' Sykaa shaking her head and it
was plain that her thoughts were still on what lshé just heard. 'But the
post was supposed to be permanent, and you saywilidke back by the
middle of July.'

A bitter smile touched the full, generous moutlsdtte said,

'He'll be back in England, yes, but whether hethe back to me is another
matter. He - he might already have fallen for Lafhbhe words came slowly,

and with difficulty, and ready tears filmed Lisédteyes. It did not seem
possible that Dick could ever love someone else.&ldl he were meant for
each other. He was hers and she was his; it wsisngde as that - had been
right from the very first meeting. But now ...

'Would you take the post permanently?' Sylvia wésarty feeling
embarrassed and she bent to her task again, cthitmglices of bread from
the brown loaf on the board.

‘That | can't truthfully say," admitted Lisette.d\she added, 'It wouldn't be
fair to take the post and then leave.' She pauséubught, then shook her
head. 'No, I'll not bother. You see, the way | faal, it seems that Dick and



| can never successfully pick up the threads, fitug does come back to me
then I'm sure I'll feel differently - that | shallant him." Her voice caught
because of the tightness in her throat.

Sylvia's face flushed with anger, just as Maurebat done, but the anger
was not expressed in words, as Sylvia did not demnshe had the right to
voice her opinion.

"Il give Susan a ring in a minute," she saidt assif Lisette had not spoken,
‘and see if the post is still vacant.’

'He wants an older woman, though,' said Lisette gort of panic-stricken
tone. 'No, Sylvia, I'd better forget the whole tiin

But she did not forget it. When Sylvia rang hetesisind discovered that no
one had yet been persuaded to take her placetd.isate again found
herself quivering with excitement. She could tdie post and after a month
or two she would be able to see the position betvitaek and herself more
clearly. If he should resume his letters, and badér and loving, she would
tell her employer that she would soon be leavirgs Tiephew of hers would
then have time to find someone else. And should Dat write then Lisette
would have to face the fact that the affair waaraend, in which case she
would remain in Greece - if she liked the work ttvas.



CHAPTER TWO

AFTERflying to Athens Lisette took a taxi to Piraeusm where she caught
the ferry to the island of Aegina. In just overrenur she would be there; less
than half an hour after that she would be meetargiew employer. Lisette
was glad that the nephew would not be there; simtaddao settle in before
undergoing the ordeal of meeting the arrogant apdrsor Sula Condylis. A
faint smile touched Lisette's lips as, standinghgyrail as the small craft left
the quay at Piraeus, she dwelt on the conversatierhad had with Susan.
After her initial surprise Susan had been rathkeved to find that Lisette
would be willing to accept the post as companioaltoMrs. Mallory.

'l felt terribly guilty at letting her down," Susawned to Lisette, 'and for that
reason | was anxious to help her, when she sugpésited a substitute. It
was proving more difficult than | at first surmisedut then | expected
people to be like me, and have an insatiable wggtabroad.' Susan had
then gone on to talk about Sula, and although desudrimace betrayed an
inner humour Susan's mouth was tight, and it wagliffocult to conclude
that she intensely disliked the man who had inesved her for the post.
'However," continued Susan, 'you'll not be meehimg yet awhile because
he's away from home, so his aunt says in herdtistr| It's perhaps as well
that you'll be settled down - and have proved featisry - before he meets
you, because, quite frankly, he strikes me asype who, if he didn't like
the look of you, would pack you back to Englandhaiit even giving you a
trial. As | said to Sylvia, he seemed to approvenef only because | was
older than the other applicants. | gained the isgion that he was wary of
the youngsters who might be interested only inglaenour of living on a
Greek island.’

'l sincerely hope | do prove to be satisfactoryi® aunt,’ put in Lisette a
trifle anxiously. 'If I don't | shall find myselfdzk in England, without a job,
and blaming myself for acting so impulsively.'

A strange look passed between Susan and her ststiera said, without
much expression,

'It was a retaliatory action, wasn't it, Lisette?'



Faint colour fused Lisette's cheeks. She noddet dwst.

'In a way, it was. Although,' she added instaritlyeemed to have come to a
stage when | just couldn't settle. | felt the némda complete change. I'm
not nearly so restless now that I've made up myrtorgo to Greece.'

'l hope everything will turn out just as you wahta," from Susan, who
looked sympathetically at her. "You might comeike lthe island so much
that you won't want to come home again.’

Lisette nodded, aware of what the two sisters wlerking. Maureen had
again voiced her own thoughts, and these two gwdse of the same
opinion. Dick had acted in a callous manner, andwasn't worth the

devotion which Lisette had always lavished upon.tay this time Lisette

was reluctantly beginning to agree about that,set still loved Dick, and

each moment away from him hurt abominably. Thig pbsoad would help,

though; she would be busier than she had beere aiffice. Moreover, she
would not be alone during the evenings, which hesheed so long since
Dick went away. Her employer would in all probatyiliequire her to read to
her after dinner, or perhaps talk or walk in thedga. Yes, time would be
filled and, therefore, would pass much more swiftign it had done in
recent weeks.

Lisette's musings were interrupted by the actiaibpard the little vessel.
People were talking excitedly; cabin boys wereritigting paper containers
and old, black-robed women were crossing themselséseir lips moved in
prayer. A rough passage was expected. Automaticebtte glanced about
her. It was a very small craft indeed and Liseitendt know whether or not
she was a good sailor. Well, she would soon firtdshe thought wryly, and
went inside to find herself a seat. She was invitegit next to a young
woman. With her was her husband and two small ilda girl and a boy.
The girl was already asleep, stretched out on #w; she boy was
whimpering and his father reached for a contaim&nding it to his wife. He
smiled at Lisette, who responded, then leant baékk.boat moved and the
bright caiques and larger craft receded, beingdafe in the harbour of
Piraeus, which was soon a semi-circle of indistwwbite buildings with
grey, ominous clouds gathering in the sky above.



For a short time the sun managed to shine throbghctouds, and it

produced a metallic effect on the sea, but sooglthels triumphed and one
vast cumulonimbus portended imminent rain, probablipge accompanied
by a thunderstorm.

‘Ayios Christopholos ... Ayios Nikolaos ... Ayiose@gios ..." The old
woman at the other side of Lisette was praying Ilkdhe saints as she
repeatedly made the sign of the Cross. The young Ibegond her was
cutting a lemon in half. Across the old woman hedea a piece to Lisette,
who took it out of politeness, thanking the manpwshid,

'Suck it - all the time. | have plenty more. You'tit be sick. Eat the skin as
well - go on, try it now!

'Yes.' Gingerly she bit at the peel, which she ttfe@wed in obedience to the
order being rapped out at her from across the leickkclad Greek peasant
woman. 'lIt's very good.’

'‘Good? Yes. And it stop you from being ill.'

Lightning flashed as he spoke and a clap of thufakwed; then the rain
came, in one continuous sheet, tropical rain @mstted the writhing sea and
the windows of the tiny craft. It rocked, and crnsnt up as articles placed
on the table were thrown to the floor. Cabin boysenstill rushing about,
emptying containers and providing others. They al@ppeared to be
enjoying the voyage; they laughed together and hedhta themselves as
they raced around, cheerful as birds in spring.

Lisette felt her stomach lurch and took a large biit of her lemon. It set her
teeth on edge, but she persevered. She felt bétiedooked out of the
window instead of at the people, most of whom witréslands rose from
out of the gloom, their twisted barren peaks redembthe horns of
grotesque monsters; the sea frothed and boileavamds rose high, tossing
theMykenaiabout as if it were a mere cork.

‘The sun come out soomaid the man with the lemons, and a young woman
sitting opposite nodded her head.



Lisette looked doubtfully at the sky and decideevatuld be a very long
while before the sun appeared. But she was mistakenclouds parted
miraculously an hour later as the boat was appiogcekegina, and the sun
appeared, shining over the lower slopes of thedsknd revealing them to
be lush and colourful - in great contrast to thelotmed heights above.

As the boat drew closer Lisette discerned rockffscinterspersed with
smooth sandy beaches backed by tall stately pahthsacient plane trees.
The hills in the distance were clothed with olivdir silver-grey leaves
fluttering and twisting in the breeze. White builds appeared, and the
campanile of a church shone brilliantly in the sGabic houses dotted the
hillsides, flowers spilling from their balconiesesvat this time of the year.

On disembarking Lisette was approached by thedaxer she had been
told would be there to meet her. He was stout aadi and his ready smile
was generously illuminated by flashes of gold. ttessevas soon to learn that
the Greeks loved to have their fillings made o$ ghiecious metal.

'Miss Tracy"?HaIflquestion, half statement and Lisette noddsdi smiled.
'My name'’s PanosA chubby hand was extended and Lisette put hésstin
"Welcome to Aegina!

‘Thank you.She got into the cab and watched as her luggageisked up
and put into the boot. T understand we haven't faarjo go?'

‘Not far, madam Sliding into his seat, Panos started the car aod they
were passing along a street of white, flower-bedddkouses. Lisette was
struck by this whiteness; it was everywhere, aredvglis also struck by the
peace, and the paucity of traffic. The island sekhke paradise after the
rush and bustle of the big town in which she hadke® and lived.

Within a few minutes of leaving the quay they h&badeft the houses and
were climbing into the foothills of the mountairtbjck with trees and
brilliant with yellow flowers. Here and there was arange grove, or a
pistachio orchard, while everywhere flourished thequitous olive trees
and vines. Lisette had been told that Aegina wgrean island, and this was
proving to be true. As the road wound its way ithe heart of the
mountains, passing through the lovely villages gfio& Nektarios and



Messagros, the scenery became even more spectasitampine forests

taking over from the less hardy trees growing lowlewn. It was a

breathtaking vista such as Lisette had never be@sreountered and
excitement held her despite the ever- present hessiof her heart. This
was a new life into which she was entering and hdreit was to be

temporary or not seemed unimportant at this tirhe.\8ould try to put from

her the old life and enjoy what the new one haofffer. Perhaps she would
be called ujbon to work very hard; that did not teatShe would enjoy
working - so long as her employer was pleasant, slreddid seem to be,
judging by her letters to Susan, which had beemwnlto Lisette.

'We are on the other side of the island n&&nos was saying as they drove
on through the wooded mountains. There, on thatcy@u can see the
Temple of Aphaia—He broke off as Lisette gave a gasp of appreciatio
and then added with a smile, 'You like?'

'It's wonderful!" And it was. Poised in solitude @plateau on the summit of
a hill covered with pines, the grey limestone Ddemple stood etched
against the sky, while below - far below - the niless sea battered at the
ragged cliffs. Clawing mist hung low in the clefi the mountains; the
dimness produced seemed only to illustrate the rfiegnce of the temple.
Out across the sea other islands could be seatinfiovaguely like marine
monsters that would dive suddenly, and disappelae. dun, still shining
weakly, was dropping in the west, leaving a tréiluoid yellow on the sea.
‘The temple's been so beautifully restorddette spoke hastily on realizing
that the driver was waiting for her to continueaitmg with his eyes on her,
and not the road!

"You go there soon - yés?

‘Yes.'

He turned his head again to look at her.
‘You have ... no man?'

She frowned slightly. What did he mean?



'I'm not married, if that's what you mean,' shdiegpinnocently.

Then you let me take you to the temple? | taketgaather places also. You
like?'

She understood, so her tone was a little cold asrbwered,

'I've come here to work - for Mrs. Mallory. | doepect I'll have much time
for going out." Which was the wrong thing to sagh@ugh at this stage
Lisette did not know enough about Greek men tazeahe should have
been much more firm than that.

"You have time off. Yes, of course you do. | cal fyfou— Tomorrow
evening | telephone and make arrangements.' Heegalgs negotiate a
hairpin bend and then asked Lisette her name.

'Miss Tracy, you know that," she said stiffly, aheén added, "You mustn't
telephone me, understand?’

The man looked pained.

'‘Not Miss Tracy," he said, ignoring her last worti¥hat is your given
name?'

Lisette sat back in her seat and pressed herdgether. She was learning
quickly and although he again spoke to her shenedaa frigid silence: and
this was continued right up to the front door a# thagnificent white villa
which they had approached along an avenue of ptaas interspersed with
fragrant shrubs and flanked by terraced gardermrgavith exotic colour.

Thank you," was all that Lisette said as Panoshputbags on the white
marble step. She rang the bell, relieved to seente get into his car and
drive away. The door was opened by a Greek maidsafited and said,

'‘Miss Tracy? Mrs. Mallory said | must take you & s soon as you arrived.
Come with me, please.’



Hesitating, Lisette glanced at her suitcases,mugtrl said she would send
someone to see to them immediately, and they wbeldaken up to her
room.

‘Thank you.' Lisette followed the girl through thig square hall, along a
wide passage and entered a south-facing sittingrroonished entirely in

the English style. Mrs. Mallory extended a hand.isette, apologizing at
her inability to rise from her chair.

'I'm so glad you could come, Miss Tracy,' she saitth a smile as she
grasped Lisette's hand firmly. ‘It was such a disagment to receive your
friend's letter saying she now had other commitsiedbwever, I'm sure
you'll suit me just as well." She broke off to tile maid to bring tea and
cakes and then invited Lisette to sit down. 'Hava flad a good journey,
dear?' Her pale lined face was a trifle anxioush@sadded a question about
the crossing from Piraeus. 'The sea was very rdugh?

'Yes, but | was on the boat only about an hourahdlf. The flight from
England was very smooth and enjoyable.’

'So long as you weren't ill on the boat - I'm dusbould have been, because
| just abhor the sea even when it's calm." Mrs.|dMal picked up her
spectacles from the table at her elbow. "You knmevduties, | expect?’

'Sylvia - Miss Craig did explain. You require a quamion?’

'Rather more than that, I'm afraid. Today I'm notbsd, although | can't
walk, and quite often ¢anjust manage to get about with the aid of a stick.
However, I'm having a good day, on the whole. Somext | have to stay in
bed; it's my heart, you see, but rheumatism as+ik# scourge of old age,
my dear, and nobody seems to do anything aboMYhty do we have to
grow old when all we can expect is discomfort? Dgou think it's very bad
management on someone's part?'

Lisette felt at a loss as to how to answer this str@remained thoughtfully
silent. Mrs. Mallory appeared to understand, far EHughed and, changing
the subject, asked Lisette to tell her about her$dklt | knew all about

Miss Craig because Sula, my nephew, had intervidwezdand was quite



satisfied with her. She was a sensible young woimasaid - though not too
young, as you know. | was surprised that he wasfigat with her, for he is
sodifficult! Nothing pleases him, believe me. Hedsfault with everybody
and everything! Of course, I'll admit he's hadl$rigith these companions of
mine—'

Abruptly she stopped, staring at Lisette as ifdoestain just how much she
had deduced from those unthinking words. Lisetté daduced nothing
whatsoever, as the blank expression on her facete@nThe old woman
breathed a sigh of relief. 'As | was saying, myrdegelt | knew Miss Craig,
but you ... I know nothing." She peered at Lisediggomatically leaning
forward in her chair. Her eyesight was none toodyddsette realized, and
wondered why She did not put on her spectaclesy \Meee in her hand, and
it would almost seem that she had completely faegothey were there. T
suppose you've been wondering about me? - wondbeongl come to be
here in Greece, and with a nephew who is whollyet?pe

'l admit | was rather puzzled, but of course | wasrally curious.

You weren't?' with some measure of surprise. 'Shitald be pleased with
you, since he himself is never curious about peopld I'm afraid his
disinterest stems from boredom. People bore hind, laexpect that's
because he has so little patience. As I've jusl, da finds fault with
everything and everyone; he's so very hard to pldaxpect that's why he's
never married - no woman comes up to his high stalsd These last words
were added as an afterthought, and were quiteevuaeal, but even on this
short acquaintance Lisette was beginning to reétaeMrs. Mallory talked
about what was in her mind at one given momengspective of any
guestions she had previously asked, or any swdydmg one subject to an
entirely different one. 'Now, what was | saying dref. ..?" A frown of
concentration settled on Mrs. Mallory's brow and hleie eyes flickered.
'‘Ah, yes! You were asking why | was English—'

‘No, | wasn't,' objected Lisette without thinkirtgat it might be considered
rude to interrupt. 'If you remember | said | was really curious.

'Sorry, dear, of course you did. Well, to explaiaven though you aren't
curious. | married Sula's uncle, who was Greek,rapciame was Condylis,



like that of Sula. When my husband died ten yegesladame to housekeep
for Sula who was then only twenty-three. Four yeays | met and married
an Englishman and moved back to my own countyppsse I'd been away
too long, though, because | wasn't happy. PerHdgsale persevered had
my husband lived, but he was knocked down by acdrdied a week later.
We'd been married just over a year, and Sula camreamd fetched me back
to his home."' She stopped a moment and an almatrtemile hovered on
her thin pale lips. 'Sula must have a soft spohfer because he knew | was
no longer in good health, and that | would becomenemore inactive as
time went on. He doesn't seem to mind that I'veivexa liability to him.

Lisette said nothing; she was thinking that Suladitis must be a man of
dual personality, yet in spite of this conclusidre scould not dispel the
vision she had built up of him, both from thingss&a had said and from
things his aunt had mentioned only a few moments &g made an
unattractive picture and Lisette sincerely hopeslwbuld be able to avoid
too much contact with him. That he had an exaggdraense of his own
superiority was plain; that he lacked tolerance @attence was also plain. It
was as well that he had never married, since hddasauwrely make some
poor woman's life a misery.

Dismissing the absent Sula from her mind, Lisettearned her attention to
the woman sitting in the big armchair opposite ¢o. \bout sixty years of
age, Mrs. Mallory was slender of build and arisaticrof bearing, despite a
back that was slightly bent and a leg that was lemoHer hair was grey but
smartly set, with waves at the front and a buhabtack. Her skin was lined
but otherwise unblemished; her blue eyes were larngeher lashes thick
and long. In her youth she must have been a beaay, Lisette's firm
conclusion as, noting her interest, the woman smded put on her
spectacles.

"You haven't told me about yourself,' she saidn@gkff her spectacles again
and proceeding to polish them with her handkerchYefu have parents, |
suppose, and sisters and brothers?'

'l have one sister, and that is all. My parentsbath dead.’



'How sad. You just have this one sister, you say®l Avhat about a
boy-friend?' Before Lisette had time to reply Mx&allory had gone on to
say, 'But no, of course you haven't a boy-friendot one that matters,
obviously. Otherwise you wouldn't be here. We dga'bff and leave those
we love.'

Lisette looked down at her hands; bitterness swgepver her as she
recalled the ease with which Dick had gone off Eidher. His ring was
hidden, for one of Lisette's hands was restinghenother. She glanced up;
the old woman was still polishing her spectaclasswiftly Lisette removed
the ring, slipping it into her pocket. Far simpter forget all about her
engagement for the time being, she decided, glgngiras the maid entered
with the tea tray.

‘Thank you, Chrystalla; just leave it on this taflkeat's right. Have you seen
to everything in Miss Tracy's room?'

'Yes, Madam Mallory.'

'‘And her luggage has been taken up?’

'Yes - er—' She turned to Lisette. ‘Do you wanttenpack for you?'
'Yes, please, if it's not too much trouble.’

‘Nothing's ever too much trouble for Chrystallait jm Mrs. Mallory. 'We
are certainly blessed here with the most willingyaats - but then of course
Sula chose them. He never makes a mistake in diggrjant of people.’ By
this time Chrystalla had left the room and Mrs. Mgl asked Lisette to pour
the tea. The spectacles were fixed at long last thedfirst thing Mrs.
Mallory did was to peer keenly at Lisette, who wasv closer in any case,
standing at the table which was by her employé¥érc

'‘Good God!" suddenly exclaimed the old lady, andhsop was the tone that
Lisette actually jumped.

'Is something wrong?' she asked anxiously.



'Wrong! How old are you?"
"Twenty-two—'

'‘And you don't even look that! Now, what's to bexe® Didn't Miss Craig
tell you that my nephew preferred older women?'

Lisette swallowed.

'Yes, she did hint at something of the sort - k't see what difference it
makes, not so long as my work is satisfactory.’

'Oh, dearie me!" Mrs. Mallory took off her spectschnd shook her head.
'‘Now we're in for trouble, both of us. Sula doekndbw anything about this
change-over; he wasn't here when | sent the legtpresting Miss Craig to
find a subsititute. He'll be furious—!"

'‘But why? If | do my job efficiently he can't haamy complaint.’ Lisette
looked indignantly at her employer, the tea forgitWhy does he have
this preference for older women?'

'Woman, in the singular,’ said Mrs. Mallory absgntbrgetting that she
herself had mentioned women only a moment agos Time, he said, he'd
have someone with a little common sense. And waat kve? A young girl
- just like all ..." The voice trailed away and eragain its owner examined
Lisette's face to ascertain how much she had gdeksette frowned, but
eventually shook her head in bewilderment.

'l don't understand, Mrs. Mallory. You've had a ajrenumber of
companions?’

'I've had quite a few—' She broke off and shruggedshoulders. '‘Never
mind, my dear," she said reassuringly. 'You're hexg, so he'll just have to
get used to you. And in any case, I'm sure you'serssible type." The
spectacles were fixed again and another examindtok place, with

Lisette standing there, feeling like something ghap window. 'Yes, you've
a sensible sort of face, so | don't see how heobgett to your working for
me.'



'‘Obviously these young women have, one and allyg@tainsatisfactory.'
Lisette picked up the teapot but made no immeditigmpt to pour the tea.
'You've been unfortunate, Mrs. Mallory, and | maal that it seems a
strange coincidence that they were all the same.l Bigsure you it had
nothing to do with their age.’

'Oh, but it had!" A small pause followed during walhniMrs. Mallory
appeared to be endeavouring to make up her minat abmething. At last
she said, with a note of determination in her voi¢eu see, my dear, they
all—' She stopped as the door opened. Turningiteistéared at the tall man
standing there, just inside the room, his handsstiaeeply into the pockets
of a light grey linen jacket of superlative cut ditd The dark brown hair
was slightly awry, due to the wind blowing outsidiee topaz eyes were
narrowed and alert. Beneath the high cheekbones,which a very dark
unblemished skin was tightly drawn, were deep hadlaovhich lent an added
angularity to features which were already clearand lean.

Lisette gave a little inward gasp. The man was Lienebly handsome, but
in a sort of severe and chilling way. One couldkloand admire, she
decided, but one could never get close to suchra Slae thought of the
picture her mind had conjured up; the arrogancea@maf superiority were
there, but of course Lisette had not envisaged ramy&o inordinately
good-looking as this man who, having taken a coapteps into the room,
stopped again, his eyes fixed on Lisette's face.

'Who are you?' he asked in perfect English, artlermost attractive voice
Lisette had ever heard. It was deep and rich amdaoeed an edge of
authority which made Lisette feel quite small ahd was reminded of what
Susan had said about feeling no bigger than a flea!

'Oh, dear, yowould come back just nO\}\compIaineq his aunt. "You were
supposed to be in the capital for the next ten day®.

'My business couldn't be conducted owing to theembs of one of the

directors,' he explained, his eyes leaving Lisefae for a moment to rest
in a puzzled way on his aunt. 'Aren’t you goingntooduce me? | must say,
you don't appear at all pleased to see me.’



'l was never less pleased to see you!' She lookkdette, then told her to
leave the room. This Lisette was glad to do, agingaseen Sula Condylis,
she had no wish to be present while the explamati@re being made.

‘Come back in half an hour, de&fes, Mrs. Mallory.' Without even a glance
in Sula’s direction Lisette went out, pulling theod to behind her. She had
not taken more than half a dozen steps when Chigysiapeared.

"Your suitcases are locked, Miss Tracy—' 'Of cotingy are. I'm sorry; I'll
have to get the key from my handbag. ih the sitting-room.

'Shall | be unpacking your hand luggagasked ,Chrystalla, and Lisette
nodded. She ran to the door, hoping to get herbleégre the conversation
between Mrs. Mallory and her nephew got under way; she was
disappointed, for the whole appeared to have ayrbaen blurted out and
Lisette halted by the door, unable to go in.

'So you have it all, Sula, for there was nothingeayained by beating about
the bush. She's here and we can't very well senbldoé without giving her
a trial.’

'She's going back, you can be sure of that! Thér'ho trial either! If you
had to ask Miss Craig to find a substitute then wigyn't you make it clear
that you wanted someone her own age - or older?’

'l didn't want anyone her age or older. You di2ori't let's get ourselves into
an argument. You know the reason why | won't haupid, featherbrained
English girls in this house, girls who invariabbflbw the same pattern—'

'‘And fall in love with you.' The voice was untroedinow and faintly tinged
with humour. "You shouldn't be so attractive, S¥laur uncle was the same;
no girl could resist him. | certainly couldn't." Aaxasperated sigh was the
only response from Sula and his aunt continuedsdpally, | feel she'll be
different from the rest. She seems to be a sensinteof girl." A small pause
as if giving Sula an opportunity to speak. Lisé&ttew she should move, but
curiosity held her to the spot. Chrystalla had piissared, so there was no
one to know she had eavesdropped. 'I'm fairly oetteat she won't follow
the same pattern; | can't imagine her sitting theraking play at you the



way the others did - with their soulful eyes. Itsmembarrassing for you,
Sula, | do admit that—'

'She's going," interrupted Sula at last. 'Whenchltethe way that Margot
used to sit there, right opposite me, and flutesrdamned silly eyelashes—
| was driven at last to leaving the dinner tableoopasions, as you know.

"You've no proof that Miss Tracy will be the same.’

'All young English girls who take these kind of fgdo so with the idea of
finding a husband - or at least a rich lover. Ehathy | said that the next
would be an older woman, one who was obviouslygresi to spinsterhood.’

By this time Lisette's shackles were well and truly. The pompous,
self-opinionated creature! Perhaps girls in the pas fallen for him, but
that didn't prove that she herself would do so. Sloged away and went
upstairs, forgetting the key until she saw Chryatstianding by the chair on
which she had placed one of the suitcases. Withhaaf impatience at her
own forgetfulness Lisette turned instantly and waémivnstairs again. Her
knock on the door was answered by an invitatioreriter, spoken in a
masculine voice. Mrs. Mallory frowned, however, aachinded Lisette that
only a couple of minutes had elapsed.

'l told you to come back in half an hour, if yourrember?’

'l came for my handbag,' Lisette began, when sheimtarrupted by Mrs.
Mallory, who introduced her to Sula. 'How do you'dte said stiffly, and
picked up her handbag from the chair where she lefdt. Her cold
treatment created a tense atmosphere which lastéd.isette reached the
door. Then Sula spoke before she could leave thma.ro

‘There's been a misunderstanding, Miss Tracy. Yewat suitable for the
post of companion to my aunt.’

Turning, Lisette allowed her eyes to run disdailgfalzer him. He seemed to
give a slight start, a circumstance which affordedette enormous
staisfaction. But, basically, her spirits were Id8he was to pay for her



impulsive act in coming here; she was to be semtéhand there was no job
to which she could go - not immediately.

'Mrs. Mallory has been telling me that you prefemgone older. I'm sorry
I'm unsuitable, Mr. Condylis, but unfortunatelydni help my age.'" And
without even waiting to note the effect of thoseragon the arrogant Sula
Condylis Lisette turned stiffly away towards theodoNevertheless, she
would dearly have loved to see his face at this ersince she felt sure
that no girl had treated him with such icy indi#face as she.

Half an hour later she returned to the sitting-ro@mobedience to Mrs.
Mallory's request. The old lady was sitting in blair, frowning darkly, but
she looked up as Lisette moved from the door inéocentre of the room.

"You didn't have your tea," she began, rather dlysdrer thoughts plainly
being on something more important than tea.

'l don't feel like any. When do you want me to kv

'l don't want you to leave, but my nephew doastching her, Lisette
wondered if she would disclose the reason for lkephaw's attitude, as she
had obviously intended doing when she was inteediffity the arrival of
Sula. However, if the idea did occur she Allowetbipass, probably of the
opinion that there was nothing to be gained now $wda was so adamant
about Lisette's leaving the island. 'He says yostratay tonight—'

'How generous of him," Lisette couldn't resist aexuoing. 'l believe there
isn't a ferry to Piraeus this evening in any case.’

‘That wouldn't matter; Sula has a launch. You'denayet him on one of
these public ferries - dear me, no. He uses hislawmch all the time.’

Too high-and-mighty to use the public launch, wa® msufferable snob!
'l leave in the morning, then?' 'I'm afraid so, rdeldirs. Mallory looked

apologetically at her. 'lI've caused you considerabtonvenience, and |
must make some sort of reparation. I've a littleneyosaved—'



'l want nothing more than my fare,' interruptedettie quietly. That | can't
afford to lose, and therefore I'll have to insisti@aving it refunded.’

‘Certainly you shall have your fare. I'm so sor@feéarly Mrs. Mallory was
uncomfortable and Lisette had to feel sorry for. ltewasn't her fault, after
all. The situation resulted from the unreasonatilaide of her nephew.

Dinner was an ordeal, but Lisette maintained anfiopt, speaking only
when she was spoken to - and never once directigéprace at Sula.
Immediately the meal was over she rose stiffly,used herself and, with a
fleeting glance of disinterest for Sula, she |&k dining-room. A short
while later Chrystalla appeared with a message ula wanted to know if
Lisette would join his aunt and himself for coffee.

‘Thank Mr. Sula, but tell him | prefer to remainrmy room. Perhaps you
will see that my coffee is brought up to me?’

'Certainly, madam.’
That, decided Lisette with satisfaction as the gobded and departed,

should be more than enough to put the conceitdBipgmionated Sula
Condylis well and truly in his place.



CHAPTER THREE

THE feeling of nausea came upon Lisette immediateéylalg down. She
should not have drunk the coffee, she decided)gittp and taking a small
bottle of aspirins from her handbag. An hour lalt@ving tossed and turned
from one side of the bed to the other, she gotngsat by the window,
opening it so that she could have air. But sheeshiy, and all at once she
was shocked to realize that she had all the syngptdnmfluenza. She must
have caught a cold while on the boat; the wind Wwgsvhen she stood by
the rail and even inside the saloon there wasdaainp chill.

It was dawn before she slept and when Chrystallkened her at eight
o'clock with tea on a tray Lisette was soaked irspieation.

'Mr. Sula asked me to remind you that your boalssat ten o'clock—'
Chrystalla stopped on seeing Lisette's unsucceatikrhpt to sit up in bed.
'Is anything wrong, madam?"'

Lisette's throat was swollen; she spoke gruffly @rnurt.

'I'm afraid I'm not very well,' she admitted relarctly. 'Just leave the tray
here, on the table. The boat sails at ten, you?5aid

'Yes, madam ... but you are not able to get upnk®"

Tl manage." A wan smile was produced as a sifjrcamfidence, but
Chrystalla's gaze remained troubled.

'I'll tell Mr. Sula that you are not able to getdp

'No, you mustn't," interrupted Lisette with hadtshall be all right in a little
while - when I've had my tea.'

Silently Chrystalla left the room; two or three miies later Sula knocked
and waited for permission to enter. Half suspectirvgas he, even though
she had heard no sound of his approach owing tthitleness of the carpet,
Lisette hesitated a little while before, shruggiagignedly, she called,



'‘Comein.’

He came straight to the bed and stood staring datwmer, a formidable
figure whose face was set and hard. Lisette hadpeession that he had
not believed she was unwell and had come himsefiviestigate.

'What's wrong?' Crisp the tone and piercing thazagyes. 'Chrystalla tells
me you are off colour?’

That was putting it mildly, she thought, angry witérself for standing out
on the deck of the boat when everyone else had gomediately to the
saloon.

'l caught a chill on the boat. The weather was \eatg and blowy.' Her
voice was gruff still and a small frown appearedwaen Sula's eyes.
Unexpectedly a hand was lowered to her foreheadrenfiown deepened.

'You won't be sailing today," he pronounced aftdratvcould only be
described as an angry silence. 'I'll send for ngtate—'

It isn't necessary,’ she put in, then stopped oting his expression.
Apparently the superior SulaCondylis was not useoking interrupted.

‘This whole business is damned annqyihg, said shortly. 'It looks as if
you're going to be here for a week at least.

Her cheeks reddened, but she could find nothingayp, for she was
thoroughly exhausted, both from the way she fett ftom lack of sleep.
Disgustedly she recollected that it was five ysamse she had been ill - and
then it was for no more than a couple of days. Aa@ she had to be ill in
this insufferable man's house!

The doctor, a Greek of stocky build and very daktdires, diagnosed
influenza, as Lisette expected, and he said shédwamiin bed for at least
four days.



'But probably longerhe said, writing out a prescription there and tiée
was kindly and Lisette was tempted to tell hintladit had happened, ending
by expressing deep regret that she was causing8uhaich inconvenience.

It isn't your fault,’" he said with an understamgdgmile. 'lliness is one thing
over which we have no control." A small pause &ed'You mustn't worry;

it won't do you any good - in fact it will have thdverse effect. Just take the
tablets | shall give you - and relax. No amountfrefting is going to hurry
matters. You'll ' be here in bed for the greatet pha week, and after that
you'll need to be kept warm for another few daysit @ill be about ten days
to a fortnight before you're able to leave.'

'So long as that?' She bit her lip. Sula would Un#otis, she thought, but
when on the doctor's departure Sula appeared thase surprisingly,
nothing very alarming in his expression at allidat, his face was merely an
unreadable mask as he stood by her bed, his eyeteonflushed
countenance. She wondered vaguely if the doctordy@ehted what she had
told him. If so, then Sula would know how deeplg sbgretted causing him
this inconvenience. He continued to stare, butvgae too ill to feel any
embarrassment. Her lips were parched and stiffabléngth she managed
an apology. His expression remained unchangedikeithe doctor, he said
it was not her fault.

'‘Chrystalla will look after you," he promised, thasked if she had eaten
anything yet.

'| couldn't, she answered. 'l don't think | can swalldthy was he here? she
wondered, for she knew he had no interest in lsposition. His aunt had
sent him, Lisette decided; she would be anxiodsytiw how she was, and
whether she was comfortable. Chrystalla® opiniorulddanot suffice for
Mrs. Mallory, Lisette thought, and she asked alibatold lady, surmising
that this was another of those days when she walsleito walk - otherwise
she would have been here herself.

'My aunt is not well today either. The dampnessa#f her greatly, but she
says she will try to come up to see you later.



'She mustn't, not if her rheumatism is so bad.'ndmkngly she allowed a
wealth of compassion to enter her voice, and tlais keflected in her eyes.
Her grandmother had suffered with rheumatism arsgtteé knew exactly
what Mrs. Mallory was going through.

Sula’'s eyes flickered with an odd expression aedhtish that fell on the

room was more than ordinary silence. Even in hesgmt condition Lisette

sensed the strangeness acutely and for some raasoite quivered on her

lips. Sula's instant reaction was to stiffen and khew she had made a
mistake. He wanted no friendly gestures from her.

'She'll insist on making an effort, but if she ddgesome you must excuse
her.' Coolly impersonal tones and unmoving counteea.. and yet in spite
of the surface austerity Lisette could not dispel growing conviction that

he was now a little less hostile towards her. Waddginning to admit to

himself that she was not one of those 'stupidhizéirained English girls' of

whom he had spoken so disparagingly to his aunptééous afternoon?

It was three days before his aunt could get in;vgae full of apologies, but
even now she was in pain. Lisette could see tbis fthe twitching of her
mouth as she walked with the utmost difficulty asrthe bedroom floor.

'My dear, you must consider me very bad-manneratfraly, I've been
quite unable to walk.'

'Of course | don't consider you bad-mannered,'ttasgenied swiftly. 'In
any case, I've been so ill I shouldn't have knoom were there.'

'Yes, Sula told me how bad you've been. It was mo&irtunate ... but .. .'
Silence fell upon the room and Lisette glanced wipldy, her heart missing
a beat as she noticed the faint smile on the otbenan's face. It appeared
for a fleeting moment only, then vanished in théstwf pain that touched
the colourless lips. But it spoke volumes and ltesgthopes had risen even
before Mrs. Mallory spoke. 'It could very well bdélassing in disguise, my
dear. My nephew is melting slowly and | feel thisrevery likelihood of his
reconsidering his decision about you.'



This fitted in with Lisette's own assumption thiaésvas now considered in
a very different light by Sula. Her coldness anéhfeal lack of interest on
that first evening had served her in good steagketmed. Also, on the two
occasions when Sula had come into her bedroom rgesteshe had
practically ignored him. No more smiles - not undey circumstances, she
had decided.

'l might be able to stay, then?' she murmuredragtlte and Mrs. Mallory
nodded. Having moved over to a chair she sat down.

'l sincerely hope so." Another difficult smile fleted. 'l can't manage
without help, especially now, for | do seem to le¢tigg worse every day.
And if Sula had to go through all that wretchedibess again it would be a
considerable time before | was fixed up. You seedol prefer an
Englishwoman, someone with whom | can converse tationgs which
interest me." She fell into a reflective silenced arsette dwelt on what she
had mentioned about Sula's 'melting slowly’. Opmmmigrew as the
moments passed and by the time Mrs. Mallory roskedoe Lisette had
become convinced that she would at least be gitdaala

And she was. A week later, having fully recoverkd,$ound herself in
Sula's presence, having been told by Chrystallahthavanted to see her.

'He is in the small sitting-room, madam. | will shgou the way.'

This small cosy room looked out, over the pine-didid, to the site of the
Temple of Aphaia, buoyantly outlined against théverng, contrasting
blues of sea and sky. In the foreground, hills vegread with riotous colour
as spring flowers splashed their vivid scarlets yltbws and blues across
the lush green landscape. This was an idyllic gldloating in dreamy
peace on the smooth still waters of the Saronid¢. Gul

'Sit down, Miss Tracy." The cool invitation was aopanied by an
impersonal - yet slightly imperious - wave of a tidowards a chair. Sula
scanned her face for a fleeting moment before agdiviou are fully

recovered?



‘Thank you, yes.' Her voice clipped off as the Vestd was uttered. Lisette's
manner was as cool as his ... or even cooler. IBaii@ked at him, noting
the prominent jawline that spelt inflexibility, tHgs that were full and

sensuous while at the same time giving the impoessi firmness and lack
of feeling. His eyes were piercing under theirigttablack brows. Without

doubt this man was attractive in some unique cosmngeiway. Lisette had

the unaccountable conviction that any woman whowadt herself to be

drawn to him would be inviting self-destruction.fRetively she saw Dick,

and comparison took place in her mind, almost usciouisly. With a shock

she owned that Dick was ordinary when viewed befiideaustere Greek.
Everyone had asserted that Dick was exceptionaimdsome, and

undoubtedly he was, so why should he now fadeimdignificance when

compared with Sula? And why should the comparisreloccurred at all?
Unaccountably she felt a strange uneasiness cregpher; it was gone on
the instant and yet she was left frowning, mora assult of bewilderment
than anything else. Sula had taken possessiogtwdiaon the opposite side
of the room and she saw that his brows were rasightly as if he were

wondering at the reason for that sudden frown. et frown was not

dispelled by a smile, as it would have been ined#ht circumstances.
Guardedly Lisette changed her expression to oneqoiiry, but otherwise

her face was set, and the contours which normadiseveo alluringly soft

were now deliberately etched into hard, severesimatching those of the
man sitting opposite to her. "You have somethingartant to say to me, Mr.
Condylis?'

Faintly he relaxed.

'It would appear that you have guessed why youhare,' he remarked,
instantly disconcerting her.

'l have been hoping you would give me a trial,' Washonest reply as she
met his searching gaze.

‘That is my intention, since my aunt has undoulytéakten a liking to you.
We will consider that you were employed from thg glau arrived here.’



'Oh, no!" came her automatic response. 'l couphssibly accept money for
doing nothing. I'll start from today," she endedt her voice had trailed
away to a mere whisper as she noted the man's iclgaexpression.

"Your salary will be paid as from the day you @ed here,' he said softly,
and Lisette averted her head. His words had pratadaush, but she had
no intention of allowing him to see this. 'lI'd like know something about
you," he requested. 'How was it that you wereposition to accept the post
- at such short notice?'

She had fully expected this and, omitting to mentleer fiance, she
otherwise told the truth, saying that she had beconsettled and felt like a
change. She knew there was a risk, recalling whaais had said about his
being wary of young girls who were interested anlthe glamour of living
on a Greek island. But Lisette also surmised thi#éh @ man like Sula
Condylis honesty was the best policy, and thatatgmpt at dissimulation
would be spotted immediately - and condemned. the Ilireathlessly she
waited; a swift glint lit his eyes, then flickeredt.

'l admire your candour,’ he returned unexpectdsiliy.at the same time he
shot her a shrewd glance which left her in no dalatl that he knew why
she had not made any attempt to deceive him. Nptfos man; he would be
alert to every trick. Lisette was tempted to couite remarking that there
was nothing else she could say; Sula's reactitngevas a slight inclination
of his head in acknowledgment and Lisette permitiecelf a secret smile.
They were actually sparring! Had Sula realized2Hsit surely he had. 'So
you had become unsettled," he murmured at laskjigdbeyond her in a
preoccupied sort of way, 'and felt like a changéat\éort of work were you
doing?'

'l worked in an office.
'In what capacity?'
'l was secretary to one of the managers.' Sula's #igkered over her.

'What you are contemplating doing will certainly dehange - a complete
change.' He paused, frowning. '‘Are you sure thighat you want?'



She nodded, and after another thoughtful pauseitietss voice over-crisp,

‘The post is permanent, Miss Tracy. | trust youemgiven to understand
this?'

She glanced down, hesitating before, once agaaididg that she must be
completely honest.

‘| was given to understand this, Mr. Condylishut I've never done this sort
of work before and until | have given it a triatdn't say whether or not |
shall remain here with your aunt.’

'Fair enough,' he returned, surprising her. 'Mytauiti give you a trial and
you in turn will give the work a trial. How long...? Shall we say three
months?'

‘That will suit me perfectly, Mr. Condylis.' Thefallowed some talk about
salary, the amount of which Lisette already kneamirSusan, and about
time off. Mrs. Mallory would manage with Chrystakk&ery Sunday, Sula
told Lisette. In addition, she went once a montkt&y with another relative
on the other side of the island.

‘This has been the procedure up till now, Miss Yraunt Alice goes on

Friday afternoon and Ibring her back on Sunday exgrso for the time

being you will have this long week-end every moribwever, my aunt's

deteriorating in health - being quite unable toknatl times, as you already
know - and it's impossible to say when she willcredhe stage where
travelling is too difficult.’" He went on to explaihat this relative, a distant
cousin to Mrs. Mallory's husband, did not mind dpthings for her guest
and that the visits would stop only when Mrs. Mallberself decided they
should.

All the time he spoke Sula's manner was cool anpemsonal; Lisette
responded by a cool nod now and then, or a crisg wden necessary.
Once or twice Sula looked oddly at her and sheeghine impression that he
was puzzled. He would be more puzzled as time wenshe decided with
some considerable measure of satisfaction. Foitteismew that the only
way to retain the post was for her to avoid thegearof allowing him to



think for one moment that she found him attractRerhaps she should have
told him she was engaged; that would no doubt katisfied him that there
was no possibility of her falling for him, as dlketothers had done, much to
his annoyance.

But as the days moved on into weeks Lisette begavonder whether she
were engaged or not. Since coming to Aegina fivekseago she had
received only three letters from Dick, and two bbge could only be
described as mere notes - conscience notes, sighthmtterly as she stood
on the balcony of her bedroom, staring out towdéndsTemple of Aphaia,
rising in great beauty against its background 8§ lmn which the fragrant
stone-pines flourished in such glorious profusittnrwas now the end of
April and the sun was rapidly gaining heat. Suld haen swimming every
morning for over a fortnight, but Lisette had net yentured into the sea,
inviting as it was, gently lapping the golden samist of which formed the
sheltered bay owned by Sula.

She glanced down as a tall lithe figure moved witav. Sula had come from
the house and he stood now, gazing down at a floegblazing with exotic
colour. Stooping, he pulled out a weed and tosseavay over a hedge
formed of pink and white oleanders. He had a nepepander his arm and
after a few minutes looking round the garden heleain underneath a tree,
opened his paper, and began to read. Lisette mivgedthe window, in
case he should happen to glance up. It was Satuadédyhis was the second
time Mrs. Mallory had been away since Lisette adivwn Aegina. Lisette
was now settled into a fixed but pleasant routiher. employer was never
difficult no matter how much pain she might beldunt if she decided she had
been rather trying she would then insist on gombedd before dinner, just
so that Lisette could have a rest. This kind ofscderation naturally found a
response in Lisette, who for her part went out ef Wway to make Mrs.
Mallory's life happier, taking on tasks which iretbrdinary way would not
be hers. Sometimes Lisette would surprise a cumysession on Sula's
face and she would wonder in a vague sort of whg tbo was appreciating
what she did. To Lisette it came natural, becaudsbeo compassionate
nature, but often Mrs. Mallory would express gaté by telling Lisette that
she was the most conscientious of all the Comparsbe had had.



She once said this at the dinner table and Sutecgthup, his eyes flickering
from his aunt to Lisette, and remaining there.

"You're obviously happy here," he remarked, aneéttes adopting the cool
demeanour she kept for him alone, inclined her lstiétl and replied,

'I'm extremely happy - in my job." The slight haitn was not lost on him,

she felt sure, and she lowered her head, regrettaglip. For it was a slip,

and she did wonder if, momentarily, her expresdiaa reflected the

unhappiness within her. If only she could forgetiishe felt sure she
would be wise, since by his action he had provatlfs love was not nearly
as strong as hers. Unfortunately for her she caoldforget him; he had

been her life, her all. Yet even though she cooldorget him she dared not
think about him too often, as the picture was abkuég same: him and Lana,
together most of the time, attending parties - gindhg them, going about

from one hotel to another as Lana's work took hheurad the country. No,

she dared not dwell on Dick, and the life he wasrasent leading.

Unhappy now, Lisette moved apathetically aboutrtiwm, deciding one

moment that she would write a very straight letteDick, conveying her

anger at his neglect, and the next moment feefiaga more revealing letter
would perhaps have a better chance of jerking him & consciousness of
what he was doing to her. Pride, however, forbadé she should lay bare
her misery. Besides, Dick had said in his lasetethat he and Lana were
moving on again and that if she wrote to the addiedlew York there was

every chance that he would not receive the letter.

At last Lisette went downstairs and out into thedga. She would go for a
walk, she decided, but as she wandered along theégaards the gate Sula
glanced up and, to her utter astonishment, he dratider and beckoned,
actually moving on the seat so as to make roorhdoto sit down.

Warily she took a place as far from him as possieseemed to frown at
her action even while the smile still hovered omlips.

T wonder if you would do me a favour?' he said wuthpreamble. 'l require
some typing to be done and it's rather urgentreépert having to be in first
thing Monday morning. Would you do it for me?"



'Of course.' The spontaneous reply was out befmette remembered to be
cool and aloof and an odd expression entered hapaoion's eyes. Her
mind carried the conviction that he welcomed tlppaaent thaw, but, with
what she had overheard so strongly fixed in hersconsness, Lisette
repressed the smile that rose as an accompanimeat swift agreement to
do his work for him. The sudden change in her marm#omatically
influenced the timbre of her voice and he seemexdsi to give a start at its
coldness as she added, "When would you like meateera start?'

'‘Before dinner, if you have nothing important to About two hours today,
and another two in the morning, should suffice.olldn't ask you to work
during your free time, but this has cropped up iEsalt of a telephone call |
had just before lunch.’

T have nothing important to do," she returnedlgti¥o | can begin at once if
you wish." She knew that he worked in Athens, hgvmmany business
interests there. He had his office staff employktha time, Mrs. Mallory
had told Lisette, but he himself usually put in gpearance only about
twice a week.

'He can do much of his work from home," Mrs. Mallbad said, 'so there's
no need for him to be going over to the city ewday.’

‘The typewriter | have here is rather old," Sulawaying. 'l hope you can
manage with it.'

Sula dictated to her and afterwards she typedvier an hour. He read what
she had done - or part of it - and expressed lpsoapl of her work.

"Your employer must have been upset at losing yteilooked oddly at her
as he spoke. Still puzzled by her decision to leaw take on the task of
caring for his aunt, Lisette surmised.

'He did try to persuade me to stay,' she said{dregs curt and impersonal.
'‘But as | told you, I felt like a complete chandsmth of work and
environment.’



Sula was returning his attention to the paperssmand, and he appeared to
have lost interest in the reason for her being barthe island.

They had dinner together. It was not a very corafug situation in which
Lisette found herself because, for one thing, sbeldvmuch have preferred
to be natural, to chat with Sula and be friendlaads him. But she dared
not, and so she remained stiff and remote, andwitnto her surprise Sula
made some attempt to draw her out she maintainedrtpersonal front.
Towards the end of the meal she had the astoumndimgession that he was
piqued by her attitude, and that nothing would hatferded him greater
satisfaction than to conquer this frigidity whichescontinually extended
towards him.

They took their coffee in the lounge, it being tolly for sitting out on the
patio. Another month and the weather would be yea#irm, Sula told her.

'l think I'll take a short stroll before | go todyeLisette said on glancing at
the clock and realizing that it was ten minuteteta Time had flown from

the moment she had begun working on Sula's replbig.was the first time

he had remained with Lisette after the evening mweaalfinished. Always he

would go along to the small sitting-room that lodkrit towards the temple,
and there he would read or listen to the radiowdsn't very sociable, Mrs.
Mallory had said, but in a tolerant sort of wayttiekearly conveyed her
opinion that everyone had a right to do as he erptbased.

'It's very dark," returned Sula with a slight frawkhich way are you
going?'

'‘Along the cliff path. It's all right; I'm used tbby now.’
'It can be treacherous in the dark. | should dgivemiss if | were you.'

Lisette's chin went up. She rose, excused heesedf|eft him, the frown still
between his eyes. But she herself was frowninp@smsade her way through
the villa grounds and came to the cliff path. Whgswit becoming so
difficult to retain her cold manner towards Sul&® svondered. At first it
had seemed the easiest thing in the world to hieatvith complete lack of
interest, since in any case this appeared to be¢ kéhhimself desired. But



recently Lisette had found her role not only diffidout irksome. It would be
much more pleasant to be free with him and to atenself to smile now
and then.

Slowly she proceeded along the cliff path, desaandil the while towards
the sea, and the semi-circle of sand which formdd'Sprivate beach. The
sea was gently heaving and here and there whibe éaaght the moonlight.
Islands floated all around, dark against a purgie Blot a breath of wind
stirred the scented air, yet there was a chilhim atmosphere and Lisette
drew her coat more closely around her. How stilais! - and how lonely!
Not another human being, not a sound other thaswingh of the waves on
the deserted shore below. Lisette stopped, andddep ache of her
loneliness rose up in her throat. If only Dick wérere with her what a
paradise this place would be. A trembling sigh ket lips as she recalled
the happiness they., had known together, findiegsire without difficulty
in small things like buying something for the hothey would some day
have. They had needed only each other . .. andh2idkso often maintained
that it would always be so. It seemed impossibé tte could leave her,
could go off with Lana Southern, not caring how miaics fiancee might be
hurt.

How long she had stood there, on the cliff edg#) tie dark heights behind
her, their peaks melting into the sky, and witholaeher an almost sheer
drop to the sea, Lisette did not know, but she enlydrealized that it must
have been some considerable time and she hadgcisked to return when
she became conscious of a movement in a bend gbatie For a split

second her heart lurched, then settled instantlghasrecognized the tall
figure striding towards her. How distinguished resyeven in this indistinct
state. There was something majestic in the way dked, and the way he
held himself, with his shoulders so erect and kedhheld in that proud and
aristocratic way. His curt voice appeared to besedgith anxiety as he said,

'Do you know how long you've been out? | becameiedrabout you.'

'I'm sorry. | didn't notice the passing of timeiypust now, | realized | must
have been out a long while.'



'‘Over an hour,' he informed her, anxiety replacedternness. 'l felt that
something must have happened to you.' He stoodiddser, his gaze
moving from her profile to the dark outline of thleore below. 'l told you,
this path can be dangerous in the dark." The maesstation and then, 'l
prefer you not to use it at night.' An order ...daget for some
incomprehensible reason Lisette took no exceptioit. tShe murmured,
without turning her head,

'l enjoyed the walk, though. One feels - well - g@m the world—' She
spread a hand. 'The islands out there - so lomedydark. The sea and the
sky .. . everything is so immense .. ." She tadédwishing again that Dick
were here with her. He would have her in his awhspurse, and the magic
of the night would affect his lovemaking, and sheuld be the one who
would have to be strong. She closed her eyesyidhit moisture escaped to
dampen her lashes. 'I'm sorry if | caused you apxishe said again. T
seemed to lose all idea of time.’

'One does out here,' he agreed in a softened é&wias looking sideways
at her, but Lisette kept her profile towards hiMoung women like you

don't usually enjoy such quietness as this. Thegnde favour night life and
dancing and the rest.’

'l never danced very much.' Only at the staff danske recalled bitterly. If
only she and Dick had not attended that particafee! Lisette had been
reluctant to spend the money on a dress, but Rickiswas time she treated
herself, so she did .. . with the result that Dhekl met Lana. ... 'Perhaps I'm
old- fashioned.' Lisette spoke to herself, andvogre was natural - soft and
pensive, unmarred by the curtness she always idfinse it when speaking
to Sula.

'‘An old-fashioned girl, eh? You must be unigé@int satire in his tone?
Lisette thought she detected this, but could natuye. She knew his gaze
was one of interest and the situation became ratimeal. Hitherto Sula had
appeared aloof, even if piqued at times, and theme occasions when he
seemed totally unapproachable. It would strike ttés¢hen that a wife

would not have a very happy time with such a macabse she would find
herself pushed away, occupying a place outsidauhe of superiority with

which he surrounded himself. Now, however, Sula suaklenly human; he



was talking to her because he wanted to, othefvaseould have suggested,
immediately on finding her, that they should rettohe house.

'l don't consider I'm unigue.'" She spoke at lasgra that some comment
was expected from her.

'‘Unusual, then. Decidedly unusual." Soft tones,rgtdining the rich firm
quality which Lisette had even from the first adett was inordinately
attractive. "You're entirely different from the etlygirls who've come here as
companions to my aunt.’

She knew what he meant, but turned her head imglyribecause she knew
this would be expected of her. But Sula did nobefate and for a little

while they were both involved in the vast silentéeir surroundings. How

strange it was, standing here with this man whal mmow had been so

distant, affording her neither time nor attentiSnddenly Lisette discovered
to her astonishment that she was tensed in sonedinablle way, and she
strove to throw this tension off. But some intathgiforce seemed to have
taken her into its grip; she felt different, somehdout in what way she

could not even begin to explain.

'It's becoming chilly." The words were spoken im &igstomary curt tones;
she wondered if Sula had noticed that for a few e she had dropped
them. She wondered also if, with his alert mindséesed the awkwardness
which now assailed heTl - | want to go back.’

No comment from Sula; he merely fell into step dedner as she began
walking back the way she had come. The path waklbostrewn here and
there, the result of fallen debris from the rodke\ae, and once or twice Sula
warned her to take care.

'It seemed to be lighter than this when | was cgminsette turned her head
as she spoke. Sula's dark face was like somethisglied out of stone.

‘The moon is hidden," he pointed out. 'Clouds akegng it.'

'Yes, of course." The awkwardness remained. Faapparent reason she
wished she was back at the house, and upstaier ibddroom, away from



this man. Silence fell between them, but suddemdgtte stood on a small
boulder and a cry of pain left her lips as, unablsteady herself, she fell
against Sula. 'Oh ... I'm so sorry ..." But thedgadrifted away as her mouth
tightened. The pain in her ankle was excruciatihghink I've pulled a
muscle.'

'l warned you to take care.' Slight impatience édgs voice as he reminded
her of his advice that she should give the clitihpamiss. 'Is the pain very
bad?' She was still close to him and his arm $louaiher. "You can't put it
down?'

Lisette shook her head, angry with herself fortaktng more care.

'Perhaps in a moment—' she began, then stoppdeskading down, Sula
took hold of her ankle.

'Swelling already," he observed, the impatient betmming more apparent.
You'll not walk home on this.’

'‘Not—?" Her eyes widened. 'l shall have to.’
Faintly he smiled, but without humour.
'It would appear, Miss Tracy, that | must carry you

'‘No!" The exclamation escaped almost before he fimshed speaking.
‘Certainly not, Mr. Condylis! It's unthinkable!'yitones; Lisette drew away
from him and gingerly put her foot on the groundithW\difficulty she
smothered the cry of pain that rose to her liph, @ar ..." The fight went
out of her and although hot with embarrassmenthsigeno option than to
allow Sula to pick her up and carry her back tohbese.



CHAPTER FOUR
SuLA laid her down on the couch, but she instantlyupat
'l must go to bed. My ankle will be all right inettmorning.

An exasperated sigh issued from Suligs but, ignoring her protest, he took
off her shoe and began to probe with his finge¥slifig for any sign of a
broken bone. As she watched his dark head, andierped the firmness of
his hands on her ankle, Lisette became consciows grfpping vibration
which attained such strength that her whole bodgtesl in a way that left
her trembling inwardly. What was the matter witlih&/hy should she be
affected like this? Lisette came to the conclustbat she had been
thoroughly shaken and her nerves were playing pasta result. Yes, it was
nerves that caused this trembling, she told hefgeity, and when after
fixing her a bandage Sula insisted on her havindriak she accepted
without protest.

'It - it affected my nervesshe told him, reverting to her cool manner after
thanking him for all his trouble. To her surprigeesaw a humorous gleam
enter his eyes as they roved over her before yimaditing on her face as she
sipped the brandy he had given her.

'l don't think your nerves have suffered overmutkiss Tracy, he
commented, holding out a hand for the glass adteigenptied it. 'Feeling
better now? Is the pain eased?

'Yes, thank you.

‘Then we'd better have you to b&he frowned at him. 'l can walk upstairs,
Mr. Condylis.He shrugged his shoulders.

‘Then I'll bid you good night. If you happen to fbeubled by pain take a
couple of the tablets which I've put on the tabjeybur bed.' He went
towards the door and on reaching it held it opewviting her to precede him.

'You've put tablets in my room?' She looked at imrsome surprise. "'Thank
you very much.



‘The servants were in bed, so there was no ondefs®vide you with the
tablets - and it's very probable that you'll ndesht. Are you going up now?

'Er - yes.Her uninjured foot touched the floor, but an inuwhry cry rose

when she tried to put her weight on the other @fee looked at Sula,
constraint in her manner, but an expression in éyas that was half
apologetic, half pleading, and a wave of colour Bpickad over her face. 'l
can't ... after all .. she ended in a subdued tone.

'l didn't expect you could, Miss Trachis face was an expressionless mask,
but the cool formality of his tone was a mixturesatisfaction and censure.
The arrogant Sula Condylis would have hated to h@aen proved wrong.

The following morning Chrystalla was there, hertgyréace touched with
concern. 'Mr. Sula says you have hurt your footit Ia little better this
morning?"'

Lisette tried to wriggle it about, but winced ag shd so.

'l can't tell yet, Chrystalla. | sincerely hopeésitlt will be a nuisance if | can't
walk.'

'l think after a while you will be able to - to— \&@hdo you say - hobble?’
Chrystalla ended brightly and a swift smile lit éite's eyes.

'Yes, that's the word. Well, if | can hobble it Mile something." She had
Sula's work to finish, she remembered, but thatldvoot necessitate using
her injured foot, she thought with relief.

'Would you like to have your breakfast in bed?'uined Chrystalla, and
Lisette shook her head.

'‘No, | must get up. What time is it?'

'Only half past eight,’ with faint apology from @htalla. '‘But Mr. Sula sent
me up to make sure you were all right.'



That certainly was considerate of him, thought ttesenot fully aware at this
stage that she was revising her original opiniohiuof.

'I'll be down in about half an hour," she said,ihgmshe was not being too
optimistic.

With tremendous perseverance Lisette managed nd,séad to get to the
bathroom. And she also managed to get downstairs.

'So you're much improved,' Sula observed, entathiegbreakfast-room a
few seconds after her. 'l rather thought you mighout of action for a day
or two.'

'l was a little afraid of that myself,' she adnidttéooking at him in some
surprise as he brought out a chair for her. Hestwechad never before taken
breakfast together, Sula usually having finished While Lisette was
preparing breakfast for Mrs. Mallory, who alwayslheers in bed. 'Have -
have you not had your breakfast, Mr. Condylis?'

‘Not yet. I'm a little late this morning.’ Sittipwn opposite her, he eyed her
across the table. "You're pale,’ he observed.y@ichave a disturbed night?'

'l woke twice, and took the tablets. They easegthe/

'It's always unwise to ignore the advice of thos$®\know better than you,
Miss Tracy,' he said, a hint of arrogance playibgud his mouth. 'There
have been two nasty accidents on that road, ovehafh almost proved
fatal.’

She bit her lip, hating being admonished even thalte secretly owned
that she deserved it.

'l shan't venture along there in the dark agdie,'ssid at length, and gave an
inward sigh of relief that Chrystalla had appeasith the breakfast.

During the meal Sula would have chatted, but takipgher guard again,
Lisette reverted to her former aloof attitude, @fthat he might misconstrue
any display of friendliness on her part. She saw fiowning to himself



because of her change of manner, and then a gimé ento his narrowed,
topaz eyes, just as if anger had flared momentadhce again she had the
impression that he was piqued. What did he want? hidd spoken
disparagingly of the girls who had fallen for hifitqmly declaring that he
would send Lisette back to England, simply becalewas young and in
his opinion would follow the pattern of all the etk. Yet, conversely, he
appeared to resent Lisette's lack of interestnm, land more especially her
lack of response to his deliberate attempts to awakbme sort of emotion in
her. Lisette supposed that had she not overhearddmments about the
companions whom his aunt had employed, she would hated with her
customary friendliness and warmth. This would urdedly have misled
him into believing that here was another of thasgpid females who had
caused him so much annoyance, but fortunately fisette shehad
overheard his comments, so it had been a casereiéarned is forearmed'.

'Do you feel like continuing with that work for mé® inquired stiffly when
the meal was over.

'Of course. I'll come along to your study right gwa

The work took longer than anticipated by Sula aheélaven @lock he
suggested they have a coffee break.

'We should be through by lunch time, though," hd,daintly apologetic.
And he added, 'If you are feeling tired, just sayaed we'll leave it.

'I'm not in the least tired.' Lisette felt she abuwpare him a thin smile
without running any risks. 'l shall welcome thefeef though. Chrystalla
has a special way of making it which 1 like.

'Chrystalla does most things welias his only comment as he reached up to
pull the bell-rope.

The work was completed ten minutes before lunchtaridsette's surprise
Sula invited her to have a drink with him while yheaited. She hesitated,
every nerve suddenly alert. Was he playing a gaitieher? Could he be so
greatly piqued that he was determined to make bgcenhim? This idea



seemed not to fit in with his personality ... amd g little warning voice told
Lisette to take care.

‘Thank you, but | have to wash, and change my di@ast tones and the
merest glance into his face. 'It will take all @htminutes, with my ankle as it
is, she added with a little deprecating shrug of heulters. The snub went
right home, and during lunch Sula scarcely spokieeto But several times
she caught him glancing at her with an odd expoessie was puzzled for
the first time in his life, she concluded, and feltinge of satisfaction that
she herself was responsible for it.

At the end of the month Lisette received her cheasiaisual, and after
attending to Mrs. Mallory's supper and making hemfortable for the
night, she sought Sula out in his study.

‘Come in, he called in reply to her knock, glancing up imsosurprise as
she stood there, cheque in hand. Sula had histbatle window, and the
garden was alive with all the pristine beauty dbecian spring. Flaring
hibiscus bushes splashed their scarlet blooms stgtie deep green of
ornamental cypress trees, while to one side ofr¢hiang lawn clouds of

jacaranda swayed in the breeze, misty purple agdiaeslear sapphire sky.
'Is something wrong?' Sula's eyes were on the &aqd Lisette moved
forward into the room, putting the cheque on hiskde

"You've paid me too much,' she began, but Sulaalraddy interrupted her,
saying the extra money was for the work she haa donhim. His mouth
was set in an implacable line, almost as if hecgrated an argument, and
was ready for it.

'| didn't expect payment, Mr. Condylis.'

‘Then it has come as a pleasant surprise.' Sulab@ak in his chair, tapping
the arm idly with his fingers.

'I'd rather not accept payment,’ Lisette said gutdifter all, it was only a
few hours, and | did it in time which | would nadrmally have off.'



A dark frown settled on his brow.

‘Shall we not argue, Miss Tracy? | was more thaisfead with the work you
did for me and | see no reason whatsoever why lyould not be paid for it.’

'‘But—' She stopped, warned by the raising of hi&k Beows and the sudden
cautioning glint in his eyes.

'| said," murmured Sula in a very quiet tone, ‘thatshall not argue." And,
picking up a pen, he eased himself forward in hesrcand began to write.

Flushing, and more angry with herself than him,ettis picked up the
cheque and turned away towards the door. This eéirst clash of wills

and she was the one left smarting. She should kraaen that to argue with
Sula was to invite trouble. On his having saidfisoly, that they would not

argue, she should prudently have allowed the maiteirop. Instead, she
had made an attempt at protest, with the resuttamiliation.

She had been with Mrs. Mallory almost three momien Dick began
writing more regularly, excusing his earlier remisss by saying that as he
and Lana were on the move all the while, his litssvaectic. It was a weak
excuse, to say the least, but the letters from timewere all that any girl in
love could desire. Dick was missing her terriblg;, Wwas making a lot of
money but had begun to wonder if it was worth ib&oparted from the girl
he loved. He asked Lisette how she was faring imbe job, and whether
she was able to save, as he was doing. She wroke &applying all the
information for which he had asked, but somehowange had taken place
in her feelings for Dick, a change that she bitedgretted even while
wondering how it had occurred. Despite his actealving her Lisette had
still loved him; love did not die easily - not réave. And yet she now failed
to experience any thrill or excitement on his lettieeing brought to her by
Chrystalla. In fact, his last one had lain on hegsding-table for almost a
whole day before she opened it, for she had beéa &xisy with Mrs.
Mallory, who had had a slight stroke and was cadito bed. When she did
finally open it Lisette read it through several ¢isn feeling she should be
able to grasp something by reading between the,liaed yet there was
nothing tangible. She gained the impression thek bad becomes restless,



that was all. It never occurred to Lisette at 8tage that Dick was tiring of
the glamour, or that the demands of his employeewecoming irksome.

It was a week before Lisette got down to replyingen she did she actually
found that she had scarcely anything about whiclwtibe. What was
happening to their wonderful love? Dick, it seemeds now as devoted as
ever ... but what had happened to her own feeliliga® it possible that she
was fickle? Lisette would have liked to throw dfigidea, but found herself
brooding on it instead. Yet she was unwilling tongidthat a love such as
that which had existed between Dick and herseliccdie.

She set her mouth. She would not succumb to tlee fibrat seemed to be
drawing her away from Dick, she told herself fidyce and yet at the same
time she was being torn in another way - a waycslid neither analyse nor
comprehend, but ever in her consciousness dweltntemory of the
sensation that had swept over her on the nightadesprained her ankle.
Prior to that she had been finding it increasingjf§icult to maintain her
austere front with Sula; since that night it hadtiates been almost
impossible. She knew a vague longing to be friemitts Sula, although the
precise reason eluded her. In any case, she muestine too affable towards
him, in case she was instantly placed in the sategory as those girls who
had fallen in love with him, much to his annoyangéth the complications
brought about by these various facets in herpiies the extra work entailed
by her employer's rapid deterioration in healthwés only natural that
Lisette should begin to look rather worn and tirAdd as always when in
the throes of some deep anxiety Lisette lost herucaompletely and her
eyes became dull.

Inevitably Sula noticed these changes and, debpstéecy indifference of
late - adopted in retaliation to Lisette's resiseato his friendly overtures -
he inquired one evening at dinner if she were figelinwell.

'‘No - I'm all right," she answered, but listlesahyd with an absence of her
curt accents. 'lt's nothing."'

His searching gaze remained on her white face aside his voice slightly
edged with irritation,



'You look thoroughly tired. Aunt Evelyn is becomingore than one
person's work. | must get you some help.’

Lisette stared, speechless for one astounded moi&eah consideration

from Sula! - who in recent weeks had adopted tow/éuwer a coldness and
indifference far exceeding her own. And now, withihe slightest warning,

he was evincing this grave concern.

'I'm perfectly able to cope with Mrs. Mallory," sheturned in curt clipped
tones. 'Looking after her is what I'm paid for alk no complaint
whatsoever with my work." She sat upright in heaicltas Astera, the
housekeeper, served the second course. Sula's trghténed, but naturally
he refrained from making any comment while the aetwas there, but his
intention was so apparent that Lisette steeledelfefer it, making a
determined effort to maintain her austerity. Howeudsette was quite
unprepared for whatSula did have to say and onam afpe was reduced to
a state of dumbfounded amazement.

'What the devil's the matter with you!" He spokenediately the door had
closed behind his housekeeper, and his voice ebratith suppressed
anger.Is this iceberg state normal - or do you thaw aubocasions?' He
glared at her, enraged because she had pickedrumife and fork with
what appeared to be complete unconcern. But iityaalvas a nervous and
delaying action resulting from her disconcertméstit possible that you're
a man-hater?'

She glanced up from her plate, remembering thalewtd was not actually
her employer, it was in fact he who paid her héarga

'Have | given that impression, Mr. Condylis?' skskeal, and he drew an
exasperated breath.

‘The impression you give,' he replied in acid torisghat of a woman who
has no time at all for the male sex - and nevdrhaie.'

Why should that trouble him? she wondered, blinkihgis plain speaking.

I'm not a man-hater,' she said in a rather subdoaz.



‘Then why this incivility?' he demanded, eyes ghgt

'I'm sure | haven't been uncivil to you,' she adgukm not a demonstrative
person by nature." Which was totally untrue, ak®Dvould assuredly have
agreed.

'One need not be demonstrative in order to act @athmon courtesy—'

'I've never been discourteous!" she protestedwast not allowed to say
more, even had she wished to do so.

"You obviously don't intend making any admissions,5napped, 'so we had
better get back to this question of my obtaininipier you.' A small pause
as he eyed her with an expression which was a mmgf expectancy and
warning. Lisette now followed the course of prudemand refrained from
arguing or even inserting a comment. 'No rash mdve?ueried, reading
her thoughts, and the colour did then flood into tleeeks. This lent an
enchantment to her elfin face of which she wadlyotmaware, but Sula's
quick change of expression, the curious light #raered his eyes, and the
inexplicable softening of that stern mouth certaitiid not escape her and
she stared at him in bewilderment. 'You'll havesgkis break,' he told her at
length. 'Aunt Evelyn won't mind in the least, sirste's fully aware that it's
no easy task caring for her now that she's bednidaled has to have
everything done for her. You won't get your longekrend off any more, so
obviously you must have a break now and then.'dakdd at her, inviting
some remark, but she held back, quite unwillingrigk incurring his
displeasure again, and in any case, his interest@amcern were balm to her
distress and also acted as a boost to her mo@lalthough Dick's love was
hers she still felt the sting inflicted by the calsmnanner in which he had left
her, going off with the glamorous Lana SoutherheThree-month trial you
set yourself is almost at an end. Have you decidesfay on here with my
aunt?'

So that was the reason for his concern! It hadingtto do with her at all; he
was thinking only of his aunt, who had often expegsher satisfaction with
Lisette and the hope that she would remain with here on the island of
Aegina.



Il stay on for the present,’ Lisette answerdte flatness of her tone
bringing a frown to his brow.

'I'll get the nurse in as soon as | can,' he predhiand gave an automatic
little nod, indicating her untouched food. 'Eat stining, Miss Tracy, and
after dinner | should go to bed if | were you.'

Lying in bed a short while later, Lisette dwelt @hthat Sula had said, and
his expression of concern was a clear vision, thefere her, all the time.
Surely he could not look like that unless he reals a little concerned for
her alone. Warmth entered into Lisette quite undiddShe would not be
quite so cold with him in future, she decided. Cautioles, as he must not
misconstrue her altered manner. He must neverhgeidiea that she was
attracted to him, a circumstance that would beigaranyway, since there
was not the remotest possibility of her becomirtigaeted to him.

Mrs. Mallory, pale and drawn as she lay back agaims pillows which
Lisette had arranged for her, smiled and exprelsegleasure that Lisette
was to have a week's holiday.

'‘And thank you, dear, for deciding to remain witk.Mid never get anyone
like you—' She stopped and watched as Lisettegstianed the bedcover.
'Do you mind if | call you Lisette?'

'I'd much prefer it,' responded Lisette, going orsay that she had been
hoping for some time that Mrs. Mallory would do 4adon't feel | need a
week's holiday,' she added, anxiously regardingeh®sloyer's tired face.

'Sula’'s very determined about your having it." Ayvedd note indeed crept
into Mrs. Mallory's voice and the expression in Bges was impossible to
fathom. 'l've never known him show such concerna.. .. never .. ." Mrs.
Mallory shook her head from side to side againstgiiow. 'He's always
been just the opposite with the girls I've hadtingcso impatiently with the
poor things. And he'd never think of dining witheoof them if | weren't
there too. He used to have his evening meal tagemnh in that small
sitting-room he always uses. Most impatient,, muskd old lady



reflectively. 'Don't know what's come over him. Yfeuvery honoured that
he dines with you . . ." Again she tailed off, b@@ag deep in thought for a
space before continuing, 'Really anxious about hewvas. Said you were
thoroughly worn out, and pale and tired-lookingstJmagine his noticing

such things!" Mrs. Mallory's voice was little mahan a whisper; clearly she
spoke to herself, merely voicing her thoughts, Whapparently were

puzzled in the extreme. 'What are you going to dkb wour break?' she
asked presently. 'Are you intending going to Athems merely taking a

rest?'

'l haven't given the matter much thought.'

'‘Well .. ." A sidelong glance and a small hesita@md then, 'Sula seems to
have it in mind that you'll rest.He talked of yawimming and sunbathing
on the beach. And he seemed to have the ideadhawguld mereTy want
to sit about most of the time, on the lawn, readind relaxing.'

Lisette said nothing, but this interested her edegy all the same. No
doubt about it, Sula had changed. Last eveningreted encouraged no
doubt by Lisette's own dropping of her coolnessaims him, Sula had
chatted in the most friendly way. He smiled ofterg, and on a couple of
instances she had, quite unconsciously, broughttoamind the night when
she had hurt her ankle. Some change had taken iplde prior to that...
some subtle, impalpable change that infected higr awlesire to establish a
more friendly relationship with Sula. And on thaght, as she and Sula
stood there on the cliff path, she had been ovdmihgly conscious of that
desire, just as she had been profoundly awareeofnidn's presence, aware
in a way totally different from anything she hadolim with Dick. There
was a strange magnetism about Sula, and Lisettel@ved if it were owing
to his being a Greek. He was so dark and distihgdisooking, so
aristocratic in bearing and severe of feature.tblmz eyes searched even
while they appeared to be dulled by boredom; histlowst jaw spelled
implacability and there was a certain element dflassness about the high
cheekbones, prominent in a face that was othersadean that it gave the
impression of excessive angularity.

Lisette's reflections and musings were cut shoMiss Mallory's breathing
became difficult.



'Do you want to lie down?' Already Lisette was @epg to remove a
couple of the pillows. 'Shall I give you a tablet?

'Perhaps I'd better have one. It's not that seresr, but— Yes, I'll take a
tablet." She swallowed it with the water Lisettegher, and then lay down.
'I'll not have the pillows, Lisette. | think | shaly to sleep.’

'Ring the bell if you want me. Promise, now, beeaysu don't always ring
it. You didn't last evening and it was just goodKuhat | came in when |
did.’

The old woman nodded.
'Yes, | should have rung for you. But you'd hadsaidrying day.'
'I'm here to look after you, Mrs. Mallory; that's/nob.’

Mrs. Mallory's eyes were closed and Lisette staadihg down at her for a
long moment. She had grown extremely fond of hepleyer and it grieved
her to know she was in pain. Lisette turned hedhleer pulse increasing the
merest fraction so that she was only just aware 8tila came and stood by
the bed. He had sat with his aunt for a coupleooir$ during the afternoon
after sending Lisette off to have a rest. Lateh&e expressed slight concern
about his aunt and now, as he stood beside Lidetiking down into the
pale lined face, his brow creased in a frown. Hk bt speak, but sent
Lisette an interrogating glance.

''ve given Mrs. Mallory a tablet," she told himmiting as the tired eyes
opened. 'Are you feeling better now?'

'Much better, Lisette dear. Sula, have you eateithout Lisette?"
'No, Aunt Evelyn. It's only half-past seven.
'Really? | thought it was much later .. ." Her wofaded to silence, but a thin

smile appeared as she turned her head into thewpill shall be quite all
right. Off you go, both of you. | want to sleep.’



Sula was frowning as he left the room with Lisette.

'l don't like the look of Aunt Evelyn this evenihge said when they reached
the hall. 'I've a good mind to send for the docttor.

'She won't like that. | suggested it one day lastkvand she stated definitely
that she would not have him. She seems to haveansian to doctors.'

'She always did have. Said she was a do-it-youtrgedf, and | must admit
that when she was younger she always managed & harself of any

ailments that came her way. She maintained thatceh&l sleep herself
better from a cold, for instance. For other thisge had all sorts of herbal
remedies.' Sula paused in thought, the frown deegem his brow. This is

different; not only does she suffer from rheumatidnt she has this heart
trouble also. Yes, | think she must have the dachororrow.’



CHAPTER FIVE

ALTHOUGH the doctor's face was rather grave as he exarmMnedMallory's
heart, he told Sula afterwards that there was moadchate danger. He would
change the tablets, he said, and he would alsoMrgeMallory something
to ease the pain of her rheumatism.

'It's a new drug and up till now I've been reluttangive it to my patients.
However, it has been proved over a long periodneg now, so I'm willing
to prescribe it for your aunt.'

‘Thank you, doctor. Mrs. Mallory does need somegharelieve her pain.' It
was Lisette who spoke, involuntarily and withouliging that it was Sula
who should have replied. Hesitantly she glancdiintin an apologetic sort
of way, but to her relief he took no exception & tinthinking interruption.

'You seem to have become most attached to my &uis'observed when
the doctor had made his departure.

'She's such a kind and considerate employer. Yol lealp liking anyone
who is so appreciative as Mrs. Mallory. After dllis my job to look after
her, and it would be quite normal if she took whad for granted.'

'‘Aunt Evelyn never did take kindness for granted.'

Sula and Lisette were on the patio; across the daesunlit Saronic Gulf

islands floated like pearls on the gentle sea,enbdyond them, to the west,
the hills of the Argolid were festooned with swagle chartreuse mist. In

the opposite direction the gentle hills around Athshone clearly in the
sunshine. The capital seemed so close; Lisettelel@she must pay it a visit
at the first opportunity. Perhaps during her wedldBday, she thought,

automatically glancing at Sula as she remembeicthtwas expecting her
to rest the whole time.

'She always seems to feel she owes me some®irg,was continuing, his
eyes pensive and strangely softened by his musiBgs.she owes me
nothing. On the contrary, it is | who am in her delde became silent and
thoughtful. Lisette felt she dared not intrude, 3tthe same time wondering



if he expected some comment from her. 'She wabsalthings my mother
was not,' said Sula as if talking to himself. "Yias, greatly in her debt - if
only for the wisdom of which she gave me the bénéfe looked at Lisette,
but she felt sure he did not see her. He was baiewhere in the past . ..
with his aunt. 'Values, Lisette, are so import@nie must sieve and sort and
be sure to place them in their correct order. | mgdvalues all mixed up;
Aunt Evelyn helped me to get them straightened out.

Still a long way off, Sula gave a small sigh. Itsatatally out of character
and Lisette watched his dark face, fascinatedtahee by this man she did
not know, this softened person who, within secohdd,become thoroughly
human. Did he realize that he had called her la8e8he felt sure he was
entirely ignorant of the fact. What was he thinkiriyithout knowing why,
Lisette was convinced that his thoughts were withioman. Had he ever
been married? So many people these days were thamgseparated and
Sula could easily be one of these. Inwardly Listtitened, bewildered by
the sudden dart of dejection that passed throughttibe idea that he might
be married. He was looking at her again, and sdenghis time because at
the corners of his mouth little humour lines waaerfing out. 'Have | been
boring you, Miss Tracy? I'm afraid | was miles awapnd speaking my
thoughts aloud.’

Lisette was shy all at once, and she could not ha&es cool with him no
matter how hard she tried. A soft smile flutteredher lips and her big,
almond- shaped eyes looked with childish frankne&s his. She saw his
own eyes widen, slowly and ... could it be appracdy! Something stirred
within her and she spoke with breathless hastegliegbto break the silence,
a silence so deep and wide that it extended oeeenlire garden. Even the
cicadas had ceased their whirring in the olivesdre®d on the hillsides the
goat bells were momentarily hushed.

"You weren't boring me, Mr. Condylis. In any cagey weren't talking for
very long.'

'l wasn't?" with faint surprise. 'Then | must haweeced very little of what |
was thinking.' His gaze was still fixed on her faoeenly searching.



'l must go back to Mrs. Mallory," Lisette said avdedly, turning as she
spoke.

‘The nurse will be here the day after tomorrow, sinelll stay the week.

Lisette merely nodded. She knew that something ntbes physical
tiredness accounted for her loss of energy andloiuc, but Sula did not
know, and in consequence he had decided she nadmtedk. His mind was
made up and Lisette admitted to herself that it ldidae futile for her to
protest; Sula Condylis was used to having his owg.w

To Lisette's relief and satisfaction the new tablgtoved to be instantly
effective and the palpitation and breathlessnesshwiirs. Mallory had
recently been suffering did not recur. And as hang were also relieved
Lisette began her holiday in a much happier frafm@iod than she had at
first anticipated. The nurse, a middle-aged Greeknan called Iphigena,
but which both Sula and his aunt shortened to Geas,a smiling, pleasant
sort of person and at the same time highly efficieisette wondered why
she had not been employed permanently and mentibinetb Sula on the
evening of her first day, when they were having-gireer drinks on the
patio. She had been lying in the sun all day arehdly she felt different -
had gained a little more energy. Sula had been awatghens; on his return,
fairly late in the afternoon, he had walked onhe kawn and stood staring
down at Lisette, who was clad in brief shorts arstiatop.

'Good girl, he approved unexpectedly. 'This is how | meanttgqass your
time. Imperious the tone and Lisette did wonder why siheuld accept it
without resentment. She had never cared for béogsed aboutand,
fortunately, Dick was not the masterful type. Sahethe other hand was not
merely masterful; he could be domineering, Liseti@d long since
concluded, and she had also decided that, shoukl/éetake a wife, he
would very soon reduce her to a state of complabtgugation.

'Gena won't accept a permanent pestd Sula in reply to Lisetsequestion.
'In any case, Aunt Evelyn had no need of a nutsgas a companion she
required - until quite recently. | did advertise éonurse-companion, | know,
because | could see what was coming, and so couléunt. Sula was
immaculately dressed in a suit of light grey mohtiie collar and cuffs of



his white shirt contrasting vividly with the mahagaof his skin. An
attractive if formidable figure he made, with tloatt-thrust jaw, stern and
flexed, and those hollows beneath the prominenelchaones. In the
shadows cast by the gentle-moving vines there wameeality about him .
.. almost as though he were merely the ghost obseparted heathen god.

Lisette, smiling at her thoughts, was stirred adgaynthat inexplicable
emotion and, instead of endeavouring to cast itnénalysed, she allowed
her mind to dwell on it, and to admit into her cansisness the findings she
made. Her lovely brown eyes widened. Was she gtlydyialding to the
driving force of this man? Surely she was not gdimdollow the pattern
after all. Besides, there was Dick. He had writlenee times in five days,
written the sort of love-letters she had longedhi® beginning to receive.
But what kind of letters had she written back? 8ae tried, no doubt of
that, remembering how acutely she had been hurhvihek's letters had
lacked sincerity and depth. Yes, she had tried, stm&l hoped she had
deceived him, because when she and he met agdiardibve would flow
unrestricted. ... Would it, though? It must, shie teerself. Their love had
been so strong that it could not perish owing tenere six months'
separation.

Profoundly aware now of Sula, sitting there juséa feet away, reclining
with a sort of easy grace in the comfortable gaeir, Lisette fluttered a
glance at him from under her long curling lashes.dyes were on her and,
disconcerted by that unwavering stare, she felttteur rise to mantle her
cheeks. Faintly he smiled; with perception? shedeoed, and instantly
averted her head. He must not class her with tbthee's - she wasot one
of those others!

'Dinner is ready, Mr. Sula." The voice of Panagiotiusband of Astera,
came quietly over the air as he stood in the openveay of the sitting-room
on to which the patio opened.

‘Thank you.' The man withdrew and, rising, Sulatedhfor Lisette to do the
same. Awkwardness assailed her; she wished sheshakd to join Sula
for drinks before dinner because the velvet nighgpped as it was in the
mothy, scented darkness of the East, was far téengp exotic .. . and
romantic. If only Dick had been here— She brakedtheughts, realizing



they were not desires. Dick was a million lightseeaway . . . and Sula was
right here, beside her, waiting with a sort of ilggunt humour for her to
precede him into the house.

The dining-room was no less romantic than the rogitside. Tall candles lit

the table, held in elegant silver candlestickswielis spilled their colour and

perfume, wineglasses sparkled, reflecting starsoathe silver arrayed on

each side of the place settings. Sula pulled osette's chair for her, and
either by accident or planned intent, his warm Isadodched her bare arms ..
. and remained there a split second longer thanneasssary. Enchanting
colour rose. She must be cool with him, and impskashe whispered to

herself - and instead she flashed him an open ¢hgrsmile and murmured

a shy, 'thank you', as he moved away from her chair

What folly was this? Could she possibly be in #tate referred to as 'on the
rebound? Was she trying to assuage a hurt by gndylin a flirtation?
Alarmed at this idea, she strove to recapturerigidfmanner, but so abrupt
was her changed attitude that it had the sametedfeber companion as a
douche of water from a freezing mountain streamstdeed in disbelief at
the cold proud face opposite to him, unable tonaissie the icy, impersonal
reply to the question he had smilingly asked.

'Is something wrong?' His query was voiced as ssoRanayiotis had left
the room after serving the fish. 'Are you not fieglwell?'

Lisette sat upright in her chair, meeting his angigaze unflinchingly.

'Is something wrong?' A small, almost arrogant shafther head. 'No. What
makes you ask, Mr. Condylis?' With fine unconcdrae gicked up her knife
and fork. But she lowered her eyes as she notledniuscles contracting
round her companion's mouth. The sensuous lips sesrsuous no longer,
but tight and thin and giving the impression tlmatit owner could be totally
ruthless.

'Why the sudden change?' he demanded, making em@ttto touch his
food. "You don't switch about like this for no reas—'



'‘Switch, Mr. Condylis?' Again she shook her headaetion that seemed to
set his temper well and truly alight.

‘Very well, Miss Tracy," he returned with biting phasis, 'if that is how you
want it, then that's how it shall be!

Her heart seemed to sink right into her feet. WHzat she done? And what
of Sula? How unpredictable he was. He should hiytsig had he followed

the course she would have expected, and whichealigmth his character as
she had come to know it - have assumed a cooffeneint air towards her,

uncaring whether they dined in an atmosphere a@ibdify or one of near

silence. It would appear that either he was plagiggme with her in which

it was his object to make her fall in love with hijast for his own private

amusement, or that he was in deadly earnest andllyaiesired to arouse in
her an interest which would be reciprocated. Neittiehese aspects found
favour with Lisette, simply because they were bathvariance with his

character. He himself had expressed annoyance aetmaviour of the girls

who had previously embarrassed him by felling welavith him.

Her thoughts causing her some considerable bewilelet; Lisette gave an
involuntary sigh - and was glowered at for her bdeuHer eyes fell to Sula’s
hand, which gripped his fish knife so tightly th&t knuckle-bones glistened
through the skin. She had the staggering imprestiah he would very
much have enjoyed rappirgr knuckles, good and hard, with the blade of
the knife he held. She glanced quickly away andcentrated on her food.
And no other word was spoken throughout the maatlaBthe end Sula said
to his manservant,

'‘We'll have our coffee and liqueurs on the backamda,” and this was
accompanied by another glowering look in Lisetti&’'sction, as if he were
daring her to raise any protest or refusal to fum. What odd behaviour
from so superior a being as Sula Condylis! Whattydad he in mind?
Perhaps, she thought, he was hankering after ar,affut instantly
dismissed the idea. He'd had affairs, she felt, sure he would have more -
but not with a girl who was in his aunt's employ.

The back veranda, arched and marble-paved, loakedwards the Temple
of Aphaia, elegantly poised in its pine-enclosegemaabove the limpid



waters of the Gulf. Terraces of vines arrayed thisidies, winding towards
the Agia Marina where there was a delightfavernawhere Lisette had
eaten once 011 her day off.

'Sit down, Lisette, and relaxtirm tones, yet oddlygentle; Sula's flare of
temper appeared to have died now and he seemegtoetaiget the friction
that had been responsible for that silent mealwide drawing forward a
chair for her and she murmured, "Thank you, Mr.@tis," as she sat down.

'Sula," he said briefly, his gaze narrowing asgtheced up swiftly, her eyes
guestioning and wide. She wanted to know what he alaout. 'We've
known each other three months, so it's high timewtd¢he formalities.’

'Oh, but... I don't think | can call you - call yesula.'

"You have - and charmingly too. Your shyness ie&reshing as your frigid
veneer is irritating.

She blinked at him, vaguely ashamed that her mialnot on her fiance ...
but he was only a shadow, and Sula was real.

'I don't understand you, Mr. Condylis," she begamen with an imperious
lift of his hand he cut her short.

'Sula, if you please.’

She swallowed saliva which had collected in her timou

' - | was saying that | didn't understand you.

'Yes, | heard you. What is it you want to know?agteng for another chair,
he put it close to that of Lisette and sat dowrgtshing his long legs out in
front of him.

Disconcerted because she had no idea what to sytd_glanced sideways
at him. The profile was dark and forbidding, bugrth was an ease about

Sula for all that. She gained the impression tleawhs fully relaxed . .. and
content.



'Here's Panayiotis!" A great sigh of relief camelibly from her lips and
Sula's dark head turned and she saw the half-emitgs lips and the faint
lifting of his brows that betrayed amusement. 'He®ught the coffee and
liqueurs, she added brightly, and of course quite unnecgssarthe
half-smile broadened as with a lift of his hande&nhapped on a light above
their heads. Lisette noted the gleam in his eyghéu evidence of an inner
access of amusement. This was yet another sides toakure . . . and an
exceedingly attractive one, admitted Lisette, atidyavoice inside seemed
to be asking her where she was going. Heedingrtice, she attempted to
bring her fiance's face into her line of visiont lailed utterly. Dick was
nebulous; he did not exist in this realm - a reedaolent of Eastern magic
where nights were balmy and sprinkled with statligthere sweet-smelling
flowers and herbage mingled with the tang of tha aed where the
atmosphere was alive with reincarnated spirits loing departed past. For
the gods were present if unseen, inhabiting thamely temples on the
mountainsides, and enticing to their shrines hosiager pilgrims in the
shape of modern tourists.

Panayiotis poured the coffee and departed silefiysed, and strangely
alert, Lisette picked up her cup and held it tollpey, watched by Sula, who

seemed quite unable to take his eyes off her. Aadttwas every excuse for
him, although Lisette did not know it. But the pict she made, sitting there
under the soft rose-coloured lamp, her hair glotinth lights of bronze and

russet and burnished gold, her pale skin tight -andlemished over

perfectly-modelled bone structure, was one thatrfen would have been
able to ignore. Her great brown eyes, so deliglytkliaped, looked into his,

not with proud coolness and indifference, but wéthsoft and sweet

expression she had never dared let him see béfoleed, she was unaware
of its presence now, but even had she known shiel cat have changed

that expression, simply because she was caughteimigic surrounding

her, and in the magnetism of this man's personality

'l was asking what you wanted to know about mee' l@minder, spoken in
the softest tones, was accompanied by that humesrails, to which Lisette
managed after a while to respond.

'l don't want to know anything.' Lisette reachedfer cup again, a nervous
gesture which was not lost on the man sitting leebit.



"You don't? Then tell me about yourself. | know yage, and that you have
no parents - at least, | believe my aunt mentidhedto me at one time or
another.’ Lisette nodded and Sula went on, 'Yoe tewthers and sisters?"

'l have one sister, that's all. Her name's Mautreen.
'She's married?'

'Yes." Placing her cup and saucer on the tabletteiseached for the large
blown glass and watched the cognac glisten with-siglulated interest. A
quiet laugh escaped Sula and he said,

'Still shy? What a strange girl you are, Lisette.isure of yourself one
moment and determinedly offhand and arrogant the-re

‘Not arrogant,’ she protested instantly. ‘No, aelstanot arrogant.’

‘That is a matter of opinion.' Reaching for his aylass, he put it to his lips,
savouring the aroma of its contents. 'Have youad personality or is there
some reason for this inconsistency?' Naturally didenot reply and Sula
went on to say that his aunt had always found tedeendly and cheerful -
certainly never cold and indifferent.

"You discuss me with Mrs. Mallory?' she retortéaskiing him an indignant
glance.

'l did ask if you treated her with the same friggdyou extended to me," he
admitted with a bland smile. 'She seemed amazegdigpossessed such a
side to your nature. | gathered, therefore, that goldness was reserved for
me alone.’

Lisette fingered her glass, wondering what he waalg were she to give
him the reason for her attitude towards him. Shédcoot, of course, as she
had had no right to be listening to that conveosadt all.

'One doesn't feel bright and friendly all the tihsbe said at last after several
attempts to find something less weak. Again hehadg



'‘One day you might decide to explain. Meanwhil¢hesthaw permanent, or
merely an interim of warmth in this ice age throughich we've been
passing?'

He was actually teasing her! What a contrast tontasner when first he
spoke to her, saying she was unsuitable for thé giosompanion to his
aunt.

'l try to be more friendly she promised, surprising herself as much as him.
But she felt impelled to add that he himself ha@rbélistinctly hostile
towards her at first. He nodded reflectively asthut made no apology,
merely saying,

‘There was a very good reason, but let us forgétritcertainly not hostile
towards you now, Lisette.' He sounded so sincéettsought, wishing she
knew just how to take him. Was he playing with Isée asked herself again,
or was he ... could he possibly be attracted tarhargenuine sort of way?
The idea persisted even while she chided herse#fifimving it the smallest
place in her mind. She was engaged to Dick, who exgecting to marry
her - soon, he had hinted in his last letter. H# $@/ed and hoped she had
also. They would marry, and what they did not haweld come later. 'But |
can't wait much longer, my darling Lisette. Howavlke missed you these
past months ..." There had been much more and Diglehded by saying
that in less than two months they would be togetBérangely, though,
Lisette had not been affected in any way by thia¢leHer home was here,
on the lovely island of Aegina - and she had nardés look into the future,
which had lost substance and colour the instark Bed told her he wanted
to work for Lana Southern. And yet, unaffected &g svas, Lisette
obstinately refused to believe her love could @ace she saw Dick, and
found herself in his arms—

'What gargantuan problems are causing that hauepdession?' Sula's
half-bantering voice cut in on her reflections amte again Dick became
lost in the mists of the past. Here was the presknturious surroundings
and good wine, an attractive companion whose ister&hatever its object
- was flattering and also comforting. Lisette swhilat him, a smile of
unaffected charm which brought an odd expressidnstbhandsome face.



‘They're not gargantuan,' she replied easily. [hirsdr ones that will resolve
themselves with time - | expect.’

The hesitation did not escape him, but he madenowent, and when they
had finished their drinks he invited her to walkiwiim, which she did, and
they took the path through the pine-woods, makamgte temple which was
the glory of Aegina; and indeed it was a spectacsiight as the moon,
having emerged from its covering of light cloudosé full on to the flecked
and granulated stone of the columns. Palm treetherhillside swayed
gently and their fronds moved with the grace otdeles in water as the
zephyr rippled caressingly through them. Stars kigish from a velvet sky
and the stolen light from the moon flared acrossaof glass. They reached
the site, entering into a sacred, hushed and triawguld where no living
thing existed but their two selves. A feeling ohélessness swept through
Lisette; she made no demur when Sula took her lestensibly to help her
over the fallen masonry.

'How still, and peaceful.' Lisette whispered therdgp looking up into her
companion's face. His eyes held hers and she éefteti caught by the
power of him, unable to move or even draw her éyea his.

£Did anyone ever tell you how beautiful you are?ftdantering his tone,
but grave too, and his manner was serious. Lisettddur rose enchantingly
and emotion brought depth to her eyes. Shakingdasl as if endeavouring
to throw off the effects of some potent drug, hatlie whisper in her ear,
'Still shy? You're unique, Lisette, for girls amat shy these days, least of all
English girls.’

'You - you seem to know," she countered shakilg,rmanaged to laugh.

"You're asking if I'm a womanizer? I've had my maiseLisette, but | don't
think I'm any worse than any other man.’

'Why tell me? Your past is no concern of mine." Sf&s trying to gain
confidence, to disprove his assertion that sheshigis



'Of course itisn't.' Sudden tightness entereddiise and Lisette wished she
had not tried to be arch, because undoubtedly atiesoiled a pleasant - if
dangerous - situation.

'I'm sorry . . ." Her eyes were raised and he satthey had shadowed, but
the hard glint in his remained. 'Have | - angered?

Sula did not reply instantly and in the velvet balsiience she found herself
willing him to soften.

'‘No," he answered at last, 'you haven't angered and, with a hint of
amusement, 'Would it have troubled you if you had?'

'It would have spoiled this pleasant interludeg sdsponded frankly.
"You find my company pleasant, then?"
'Yes,' she answered simply. 'Yes, |1 do.

‘Then we must walk again, you and I." A small paosire he said, 'How
would you like to come to Athens with me one day?’

Her eyes brightened.

'I'd like that very much. | was thinking | must dayt then | thought you
might not—" Abruptly she stopped, colouring assitraight brows lifted in
an interrogating way.

'‘Well?' he queried briefly.

Lisette looked down at her hands, not quite knowiogv to answer and
wishing fervently that she had thought before sheks. At last she

shrugged resignedly and said that she had it fras. Mallory that Sula

hoped she would rest all the while, except fotteelswimming. Also, when

he had seen her on the lawn, sunbathing, he hddssithis was the way he
had meant her to pass her time.

'And you meant to obey me?" with a sort of satirtsbelief. "Well, well...’



Lisette's pointed chin lifted. In the darknessduling the masking of the
moon by cloud she saw only the outline of his fegurot his expression.

'l do not like the word obey, Mr. Condylis!"

He laughed, a deep attractive laugh and said,
'So we're back to Mr. Condylis, are we?'

T wasn't aware that I'd called you anything else.’

"You did - and charmingly, if you remember?' Theom@merged again
from behind the cloud and Lisette saw that Sulges evere flickering with
amusement. 'If | agree to take you to Athens tlmnmust agree to call me
Sula. In fact, | shall not in future answer to dnyg else.’

Lisette laughed in spite of herself; the laugh echthrough the sanctuary,
sweet and clear as the goat bells on the moundan#ind before she
realized what his intention was Sula had caughirhars arms, and before
she could even recover from her surprise his lggsfound hers and claimed
them in a long and ardent kiss. Shocked by her lawk of resistance as
much as Sula's totally unexpected action, Lisetenially did make some
sort of effort to twist away, out of those encingjibands of steel. But she
was not allowed to escape; Sula held her with eéfss ease, and when she
would have opened her mouth to protest her word® wmothered in a
second kiss, more ardent even than the first. igghmugh her mind there
came a vision of Dick, and she wondered if she dondke a confession,
telling him of this lapse.

Sula's arms relaxed and Lisette moved away, butlglddis hands had
caressed her back and waist, and she could gilafsort of guilty pleasure
in the experience. His lips also seemed to beatilhers, pressing hard so
that they hurt a little . . . but it was a sortexfquisite pain which left her
mouth feeling rosy and warm . . . and yearningiiore.

'You - you shouldn't have k-kissed me," she staradhefeeling foolish
instantly because of the amused gleam that enteutals eyes and the
humorous twitching of his mouth. But he refraingdni making any



comment which might embarrass her and pronouncgtead that it was
time they were getting back to the house. And teted on the way so that
Lisette regained her composure, and by the timge thached the villa that
little scene might not have taken place, so prosad become the
conversation. Chrystalla came to them in the lousugg asked what they
wanted for supper.

‘Just a cup of tea for me," said Sula, and Lisettethe same. 'l have a strong
suspicion that we're going to lose Chrystalla ie tiear future,” Sula
observed when the girl had left the room.

'‘Lose her? Why?' Lisette sat down on the couchglheeks flushed from the
cool night air, her hair en- trancingly windswéhe wouldn't leave you to
go somewhere else, surely?’

Mechanically Sula shook his head.

'Not to go anywhere else - but she'd leave me tim gohusband.’

'She's engaged? But she never mentioned a boy.'

'She isn't engaged yet; she would have told meeifigas. But she's in love.'
Lisette blinked at him.

'How do you know?' A faint smile hovered on thd &énsuous lips, but
before Sula had time to answer Lisette's questi@vgas saying, 'Greek
girls don't marry for love. Their marriages are @@ arranged for them by
their parents.’

‘Not always," he corrected. 'Chrystalla has veffgdint ideas. You see, she
lived in England for three years, with a marriadrid who has settled there,
and that's why she speaks such excellent Englishaso came away with
her own ideas on marriage and she once told méthdéoy who wanted her
would have to take her for love, and to prove itwmuld not ask for a
dowry.' He paused, but Lisette merely waited anddi@, his eyes twinkling
suddenly with amusement,



‘There's an ancient Eastern saying, Lisette. "Rieeyes of a maid in love
there glows the light of a thousand stars.” Takeo& at Chrystalla's eyes
when she comes in with the tea.'



CHAPTER SIX

LISETTE combed her hair in front of the mirror; she waskiog at her eyes,
and recalling what Sula had said the night befast. [From the eyes of a
maid in love there glows the light of a thousaratst

A sigh fluttered as she put down the comb on tlesging table. There were
no stars in her eyes, and no matter how hard steghe could not produce
any. What must she say to Dick when they met inabeven weeks' time?
But surely, when she saw him again, and he smilettiat particular way

that had thrilled her, and when he spoke tenderlyer. ... Yes, surely she
would recapture the old excitement, and her heauldvbeat far too rapidly

as he took her into his arms.

Glancing at the clock, Lisette grabbed a coat amddownstairs. Sula was
waiting, a smile on his face.

'Ready?' he asked, and she nodded. Here was egoitemd the quickening
of her heartbeats. .. .

They boarded his launch, a luxurious vessel withaa to do all the work.
Lisette and Sula sat together outside, enjoyingstheshine and the sail on
the calm waters of the Gulf. Athens lay so closd they were there in just
over an hour. Sula had some business to which ls¢ attend, but promised
to dispatch it promptly and meet Lisette for lun&he would spend the
morning on the Acropolis, she said, but Sulaadvissdagainst it.

‘There is an extraordinary beauty of light in Adtiche told her, ‘and this
enhances the Acropolis best in the late afternespecially at this time of
the year.'

'In that case I'll explore the town and wait foe thsit to the Acropolis.’ She
felt glad in a way, because now Sula would be wh#r when she
experienced her first exploration of the sacred rith its buildings, one of
which was unanimously declared to be the most Hehypiece of
architecture in the world.



She wandered about, in Omonia Square where shandat trees and had
coffee, and then in Constitution Square. She ewadigttound herself in the
Plaka, ancient Athens, region of tortuous alleywalere blacksmiths and
tinsmiths and numerous others plied their tradethéosound obouzouki
music from the nearbyavernaand the smell okebabscooking on the
charcoal stoves. Children played in the streetsinbdethe shops, men
sprawled in the pavement cafes; swarthy men beckoneiting Lisette to
purchase souvenirs. She could not resist, andalghbthings to send home
to Maureen and her husband, to Susan and Sylat.what of Dick? For a
little while she searched, and then gave it up. iBua junk shop whose
window was cluttered with dust-begrimed items frold smoothing-irons
to crustacea-covered amphorae taken from the sedté.ifound an antique
silver bracelet that she knew Mrs. Mallory woulddp because she was
extremely fond of old jewellery, and an ivory figuof Hermes who among
other things was the ancient Greek god of lucksTas for Sula, although
she did not know why she should have wanted toHwnysomething, nor
did she know how she was going to present it tq bum she optimistically
hoped an occasion would arise where this coulddre dvithout causing
undue embarrassment to either of them.

Promptly at the time appointed she was at the mggilace in Omonia
Square and they went into a hotel for lunch. It wesfirst time Lisette had
known this sort of luxury, as she and Dick, savsaghard right from the
first, had always eaten in small cafes, usuallysoay the price list before
venturing inside.

'l expect you're keeping to English food?' Sulaikayes smiled tolerantly
as he handed her the menu, taking up another Himsel

'l hadstifadoin thetavernaat Agia Marina," she told him, glancing quickly
down the list of foods. 'It was wonderful.'

‘They cook it very excellently at thédverna.You can have it here, but it
might not be quite the same.’

Tl try it

Sula nodded, his attention on the menu.



'l think I'll have the same."

The stifadowas served as the third course; it was a mosttiapype stew
made with meat and vegetables marinated in debcspices and wine.

‘That wasn't at all bad,” Sula declared as theewagimoved their plates. 'l
thought that perhaps they might not have the spadihere that the keeper
of the cafe at Agia Marina has.'

After lunch they went through the Plaka, climbihgough groves of trees to
the great rock which was the Acropolis, droppingeston all sides but the
west. Many sightseers were strolling about amoeguins; Lisette stopped
and stared at the Parthenon, bathed in a stramgeofioolour ranging from
shadowed ochre to tawny brown but with the fantgsiay of light which
Sula had mentioned - and this was due to the ifdeedlarity of light in
Attica - many other subtle colours sprayed theautg over the columns of
the great temple to Athena, protectress of theeancity.

'What must it all have looked like when every binitd was standing?
Lisette, speaking in a rather awed voice, was wiglshe had brought her
camera. 'And the gold statues—

‘They weren't made of gold,' he interrupted. 'Eindledd, yes, but even in
those days they couldn't afford to make them dmgtiregold.’ He fell silent,
pensive for a moment. 'l agree, it must have bady magnificent, for all
the buildings were of white Pentalic marble. Theather has done this -
changed the colour.'

'It's richer, somehow. | like the patina of age.’

Sula turned his head and looked down at her, segtoibe taking in every
detail of her face. Then his eyes moved slowly appreciatively, over her
whole body, from the lovely arch of her neck to timy waist and down to
her brown, sandalled feet.

'Yes, the patina of age is most attractive," heedjrreturning his attention to
the temple.



'l wonder how much it cost? | suppose it wouldetvery much in those
days.’

Sula's brows lifted.

'What gave you that idea?' He turned, indicating Bropylaea - the
magnificent entrance to the Acropolis. 'That cbst sum of a million gold
pounds - and that was well over two thousand yagos

She blinked.
'‘As much as that, and for one building only?'

Sula nodded, telling her that the taxes levied theAs on her allies paid for
all these things, but inevitably it led to strifeda in the end, the breaking
away of those allies.

After a long while they moved away from the Parttrgrand wandered over
to the small Temple of Nike, where they sat dowrttenwarm stones, and
fell into casual conversation. That feeling of wlity engulfed Lisette again
as she cast her companion a sideways glance. Hbshdicome to be sitting
here with this magnificent Greek? Only a week dg® possibility would
have been as remote as a trip to the moon. Suanavould never become
interested in a girl like her. But he had beenrggted for some time, Lisette
now realized that. And although his interest haguipeas pique, something
else had developed . . . and Lisette now sensegth tb his interest, a depth
that thrilled her in spite of herself and her stirbrefusal to admit that her
love for Dick could die. If it weren't for him shweould enter fully into this
situation, and accept whatever it was that Sula k@ding out to her,
tentatively, it was true, but honourably. Lisetteel instinctively that Sula
was to be trusted.

She continued to watch his profile. His mouth wias f but there was a
strange movement in his throat. What were his thta®yHis eyes were
fixed on the distant rise of Lycabettus and Lisédiowed their direction.
The sun shone on the hill, and on the gentle Hilisircling the city.
Buildings were clustered closely together on theeloslopes and so thick



were they even lower still that it would appeart ththens must soon begin
bursting at the seams.

Sula turned his head, his eyes falling automaticalthe watch on his wrist.
‘Do you know how long we've been here?

'l expect it's a long while. Time goes so swiftihhem you're happy and
contented.’

His eyes flickered.
You're happy?'
Lisette gave him a ready smile, and inclined hadhe

'Yes, Sula, I'm happy.' It was the first time shd hised his name, despite the
threat he had made, and a smile broke from his lips

'I'm glad you're happy, Lisette. You see, | hadithpression that you were
not only thoroughly tired, but that you were - wellnhappy about
something.’

She looked down at her hands, half inclined toltefi the whole truth. But
she refrained, and for some reason which was impbrand yet
inexplicable. All she knew was that she had anwkietming desire to keep
her engagement from Sula.

'Perhaps | was a little homesick," she offered,sic@ring this to be a
reasonable explanation. 'But, as | said, I'm hapy.'

They stayed on the Acropolis for a little while ¢gm and then went back
through the Plaka and, after taking some refresksn@natavernawhere
they watched men dancing to the strainbaizoukimusic, they returned to
Piraeus and boarded the launch.

''ve had a lovely time? Lisette turned to Sulatlesy sat down, and the
words came spontaneously. 'Thank you very muckafong me.’



His lips twitched. He said slowly,
'Don't thank me, Lisette. I'm quite capable of dediag payment.’

'Payment?’ Her heart gave a tiny jerk despitedbedf her having decided
that Sula was to be trusted. 'What s-sort of pay#ien

He laughed softly.
'Nothing more frightening than a kiss, Lisette.’

'Oh ..." Delicate colour fused her cheeks. Sheneasnded of those other
kisses, and of her vague desire for more. '‘But ybu shouldn't k-kiss me."’

He looked swiftly at her, and she gained the impogsthat he frowned
inwardly.

'Is there some good reason why | should not?' Tigene had started up and
the launch was moving, leaving behind all the brigthe craft, and the large
white cruise ships anchored in the harbour.

'Well... not really.. .'

He did not speak immediately, and when he did bisevhad taken on an
edge of harshness.

‘There are no complications in your life? No - berid?’

'‘No." The lie came instantly, appalling her so tbla¢ gave a little inward
gasp. By what compulsion had that one short wocdpesd her? She must
retract, she thought desperately, because sometimmged her that to
deceive Sula would have the most dire results,wea¢ he to discover that
deceit his fury would sweep her to destruction witle swiftness and
ferocity of an avalanche. But he was speaking &gle she made that fatal
hesitation, speaking softly to her in a voice nogler tinged with harshness
and his eyes were almost tender as they smiledhets. She caught her
breath and her heart did strange things. She cmitldisclose the truth and



see this most attractive mood swept away and Insggad that harsh edge
creep again into his voice.

They arrived back at the villa at six o'clock, kere was time for a visit to
the sickroom before preparing for dinner. Mrs. Malls eyes lit up on
seeing both Sula and Lisette enter together, asydhrted from one to the
other in a way that brought an amused smile to'Slies and a faint blush to
Lisette's cheeks.

'‘Are you staying a while?' she asked as Gena finaxcpillows and, when
Sula nodded she told Gena to go off for half arrleogo and get a breath of
fresh air. T tell her to go and have a stroll ia garden,' Mrs. Mallory said
when the nurse had left the room. '‘But she's seaentious that she won't
leave me." A smile flickered for Lisette as Mrs. Mgy added, 'How very
fortunate | am - with two such kind and efficierggple to look after me.
Sula, how can | ever thank you?"

"You mustn't thank me for Lisette," he replied vadime amusement. 'If you
remember, | would have sent her away.'

'‘Because she is young,' mused the old lady. '"Wekpect you're thanking
your lucky stars that you changed your mind?'

He assumed a mask-like expression but said, annfiédtion in his deep
rich voice,

'Yes, Aunt Evelyn, | am certainly glad | changed miyd.’

His aunt looked at him long and hard before rengier gaze to Lisette, for
whom Sula had drawn up a chair so that she coultbgin by the bed. He
himself stood for the present, his eyes now ontteseflushed face. He
seemed amused that she was embarrassed yet dragpetd on to her
shoulder, as if he would help her over her discturdi which had been
caused both by his words and those of his aunthEompart Lisette was
passing from the stage of bewilderment to thatntife comprehension.



Sula and his aunt had been discussing her ..Salachad given some hint to
Mrs. Mallory that he was interested in Lisette.

'l have a small present for you.' Lisette just tadpeak, so that her chaotic
thoughts would not trouble her so. If Sula cared.found it in a junk shop,
but it's really lovely." She spoke with breathldésste, her voice far from
steady. If Sula cared. .. . 'T'll go and get ithdAwithout another second's
hesitation she left the room, running upstairsethe small parcel from her
handbag. Did she want Sula to care? Hastily shehguidea from her and
willed Dick's face to appear before her vision. Batwas a vague shape in
the cloud-mist of the past. She frowned. Coulceitabmere four and a half
months since the parting between them? It seent@tgdong while ... and
in that long long while something had happened do feelings for her
fiance. She was fickle, this had to be admittedt IBn not in love with Sula!

| couldn'tforget Dick, and fall in love again so quicklytasit! What sort of
a girl would I be if | could change so easily? Whyouldn't be any good to
a man at all, because there would be no constdyayt ane!’

The bracelet lay on the palm of her hand. Dirt wasrusted in the fine
filigree and in the clasp with its semi-preciousr&. Taking it to the
bathroom, Lisette gently scrubbed the bracelet \Wwih nail brush, then
dabbed it with the towel. Delighted with the resslhe went downstairs
again to Mrs. Mallory's room.

' hope you'll like it." Rather shyly she handeaver, her eyes brightening as
she heard the little gasp of pleasure utteredeabrticelet changed hands.

'Like it! |1 adore it! My dear, how clever of you fond it. It's a genuine
antique - but of course you knew that. It's a gdimank you very much,
Lisette.' She held out her hand and asked Lisettasten the clasp for her.
"You see how lucky | am, Sula. And I'm sure | dai@serve it, for I'm the
most trying patient imaginable.’

'Mrs. Mallory,' protested Lisette, 'you are a perfeatient!"

'She's merely asking for praise,’ teased Sulangakold of his aunt's wrist
and examining the bracelet.



'Yes, it certainly is beautiful.'

The handing over of the present, and the conversatihich followed,
served to take Lisette's mind off her problemspf@ms that threatened to
grow and expand enormously. She was glad to betalideget them in the
pleasant atmosphere of Mrs. Mallory's room, with delightful antique
furniture - her own which she had brought with frem England - the
glorious views it commanded from the two high wida@dows, one facing
east and one south. Wooded hill slopes formed istard backcloth for
orange groves and carob fields and, closer tostimedrenched gardens of
the villa, smouldering with exotic flowers and dhsu Just outside the
window a Judas tree flaunted its delicate pink $oss, and against the
stone support of the patio roof a bougainvillea allsowered its bloom in a
cascade of violet that mingled enchantingly with trellised vines shading
one large section of the patio.

The conversation eventually becoming centred roQfulystalla, Mrs.
Mallory told her nephew that the girl had hintedaatengagement in the
near future.

'We'll miss her," admitted Sula on a note of reg&hat does her future
husband do? Can we employ him also, do you think?'

'l doubt it, Sula. He's got his own little holdifgst above the village of
Messagros; it belonged to his stepfather and k@opect he'd want to give
it up to enter service.

'No, of course he wouldn't. Oh, well, we must rasigirselves to the loss.
Did Chrystalla give you any idea when the weddiridj lve?’

‘Not yet awhile - | don't think. Chrystalla's ayeensible girl and she knows
that once she's married there'll be children cgoien and she won't be able
to go out to work. So she did say that she wanésygving in her home
before she gets married. She'll get engaged, akepand so you must be
prepared to attend the party.’

As it happened Chrystalla decided not to have &/phut she asked Sula
and Lisette to attend the engagement ceremonyeirchiarch. Her fiance



was a Greek Cypriot who had been brought over tgireby his mother
when, after being widowed at the age of twenty-she,had remarried eight
years later. The ceremony, therefore, would be wcted in the Cypriot
way.

'It will be a very quiet affair,” Chrystalla-saitthave only a sister, you see,
and Petrakis has only one sister also.' She swatbdr sadly, for it was not

often that Greeks were lacking in relations. On ¢batrary, they almost

always had a surfeit of them. 'l hope, Mr. Sulad Miss Lisette - that you

will be able to come to the church to see Petrakis me get engaged?”

'Most certainly we shall come.' Answering for théwth, Sula glanced at
Lisette as he did so. She nodded instantly. dt'bet in the church here, |
suppose?'

'Yes, that's right. And it's to be a week on Satyrd

The following day Lisette was lying in a hammocktboe lawn when Sula
came out to her, a letter in his hand. She sawdpproaching, saw that his
eyes were on the envelope, as if he were examthsgandwriting. On all
other occasions when Lisette had received letteng had come by the first
post, and Chrystalla had brought them up to Lisete®m with her morning
cup of tea. Therefore Sula had not seen theserdettéh the various
American postmarks.

'For you, Lisette." Sula looked curiously at hershe took the letter from
him. 'It's just arrived.'

‘Thank you.' Because that lie flashed into her cansness Lisette coloured
slightly, and averted her head. The letter wagpslipunder the cretonne-
covered pillow on which she had been resting hadh& matching garden
chair stood close to the hammock and Sula tookgssssn of it, his eyes
wandering without restraint over Lisette's lovelywes and slender bronzed
legs, which were naked to the limit of decency. Hieish deepened - not
owing to embarrassment but, to her shame, owinlgetgleasure which his
admiring look gave to her. She felt she was beiisg) §s unfaithful to Dick
as if she were married to him, and being so, gavsdif to another man.



‘You're not going to read your letter?' Soft toard eyes that were questing
and keen. 'You have friends in the United States?"

‘Just one.’ Tell him the truth, said a warning ®oicell him, before it's too
late.

'‘But not an important one, obviously?' Tones stft and the topaz eyes still
guesting. But they moved suddenly and with a sigthankfulness Lisette
saw Chrystalla approaching with the tea. This vea®at on a small table, a
usual procedure during Lisette's holiday, which waw nearing its end.

‘Shall | bring another cup and saucer?' smiled §hhga, glancing at Sula.
He nodded and she went away, returning a shortewlatier with the
necessary crockery and a few more sandwiches &ad.c8lipping off the
hammock, Lisette donned a gay towelling beach varag sat down at the
table opposite to Sula. It was an intimate occasiath just the two of them,
having afternoon tea in the welcome shade cassatihe wide velvety lawn
by a cluster of high palms growing on the edgéhefgarden. From a hedge
of pink and white oleanders a timeless fragranagghan the still summer
air, and in the nearby olive grove countless cisgatavided the only sound,
for the sea below was still, touching the shoret soundlessly, and
spreading out like a sheet of glass towards tharsigring horizon.

The tea was piping hot and fresh cream was thetbédaking. Sula did not
take milk or cream in his tea, but Lisette helpedsklf liberally.

'‘Not troubled about your figure," he observed asteg accents, and Lisette
shook her head.

‘Not yet, thank goodness, for | do enjoy creamsarah things as puff pastry
and doughnuts.’

He smiled indulgently and Lisette felt her heark jexcitedly. There was no
doubt that this tall lean Greek could without caoss effort completely
upset her equilibrium and send her grappling wittogons and sensations
which she feared would in the end be sure to ovelwtner.



Did he care - as she was beginning to believe ti&ddd what of her own
feelings? His touch, his kiss, his voice and evendmile ... all these
affected her like some irresistible motive forcet Bhat of Dick, who, she
knew, still loved her? - had never ceased to lae He would be back in
England in six or seven weeks' time, and he woxgiebet Lisette to be there,
eager and loving and ready to fall in with his gldor an early marriage.

'Lisette, my dear—' Sula's soft and faintly anxiaaéce broke into her
troublesome musings and she uttered a tiny sighlief and automatically
sent him a glance of gratitude. 'You're a long wfiyhe murmured, picking
up the plate of sandwiches and holding it out to Néhere were you - with
that faraway look in your eyes?'

A sweet smile broke and her eyes brightened beca#uke way he regarded
her and the gentleness of his voice which so shtrme ago had been cold
and indifferent so that its owner seemed remoteimpdegnable.

'It was nothing important, Sula,’ she told him, andact those thoughts
were no longer important. For as her eyes met his adtos table, in the
strange little silence following her words, Lisedtielast knew that profound
moment of revelation. .. . And she lowered her dfles because she was
recalling what Sula had said about a maid in Idw@m her eyes there
glowed the light of a thousand stars. He must mmwk yet, not until he
himself revealed what was in his heart. Somewhetbe deep recesses of
her mind guilt vaguely lurked, because of Dick.Haged there too, a tiny
access of fear that she might just have made akeisand-that she attached
too much significance to the change in Sula. Heellplips trembled then
and a frown touched the brow of the man oppositesto

'What is it, child?' he asked her concernedly.

Her face cleared and her doubts fled, and she tbsé@dorable in her relief

that Sula leant across the table and, taking harighnis hand in a masterful

sort of way that sent tingles running all along $igine, he kissed her on the
lips.

‘The payment | spoke of,' he said with some amusentut consider that
merely an instalment. There'll be others to pay!



Lisette read Dick's letter later when she went ¢o toom to shower and
change for dinner. At first she left it on the drieg table, reluctant to read it,
but after her shower she sat down on the bed @psin the envelope.

Dick began with, 'My darling', and went on to sayimuch he was missing
her. It was a tender love- letter ringing with &nty. In another moment of
enlightenment Lisette saw the whole position unfb&fore her. In the
beginning Dick had been dazzled by Lana, and byglkamour of travelling
around with her. Lisette suspected he had becofawated with her, but
that both the infatuation and glamour had soon begufade, probably
helped by Lana herself, who would not be able t Hier true colours for
long. Lisette had known from the first that she ldomot be anice girl,
simply because she had gone out of her way toeeBiick from his fiancee.
Also, rumour had it that all three of Lana's husisahad walked out on her,
and Lisette could not see them doing that for mgth¥es, Dick was tiring
of the post he had accepted with such eagernedd,isette now realized
that this had come out in a previous letter, buihat time she had not been
able to read what was there between the lines.

'l can't wait to see you, my darling Lisette," Digkote several times in his
three-page letter. 'But it will not be long nowsuppose you have already
told your employer that you will be leaving her yaoon? Does she know
you're getting married?'

Lisette was pale when, dressed and ready to go dowula, she took one
last look in the mirror. Taking out her blushere sipplied a little and felt
more satisfied. Sula was so quick to notice - andancerned for her. He
would be bound to ask questions if he thought fog@ smoment there was
something wrong.



CHAPTER SEVEN

THE little church shone like a jewel in the sunshind as Lisette and Sula
entered the gate a smiling black- bearded priest flom a wrought-iron
chair and came across the flowered courtyard tetghem.

‘Yassooy he said, embracing them both with a besigre from piercing
brown eyes.

"Yassod responded Lisette and Sula together.

'‘Chrystalla and Petrakis are not here yet, as yau see. They are at
Petrakis's house and they will come from therettogye

After chatting to the priest for a few minutes Stdak Lisette's arm and
together they entered the church. It was the fiims¢ Lisette had been in a
Greek Orthodox church and as she sat down she oalydtare for a while
in appreciation of the magnificent ornamentatiome fovely cut-glass
chandeliers and the delicately-carved wooden pudpjported by two
massive lions. In the centre of the church wascan of the Virgin Mary -
the saint for that particular day.

Women were still dusting, their faces serious, rth@ngues miraculously
still. The couple were late, but no one seemeatbds. The priest still sat in
the courtyard; the women had departed after lightime candles which
they placed in hanging silver candlesticks. All wasy leisurely, with just
Sula and Lisette sitting there, right at the frohthe church. Birds sang in
the lemon trees outside and in the distance a cocWwed. Children's
laughter could be heard from the cluster of culbbigdes just across the way.
A donkey brayed on the hillside. Lisette, whosedrtiad been troubled by
her problems, and by the uncertainty of her futtoend herself becoming
totally relaxed, her anxiety stilled by the peaoeeg off by this easy-going
atmosphere and unhurried tempo.

Choirboys arrived, their faces expressing religit tthe couple were also
late. Next came the photographer; then the sistbitbe couple entered
carrying trays of cakes prettily wrapped in colauggaper. Two crosses
made of olive leaves lay on another tray, alongpwito gold wedding rings



to which bows of crimson ribbon had been attacteok or two people from
nearby houses came in and sat down; they chatyedhter until Chrystalla
and Petrakis arrived, followed closely by the gdries

'Doesn't she look lovely!" Lisette turned to Sula she uttered the
exclamation. 'The dress, and the flowers in hett'hai

'‘And the stars in her eyes,' supplemented Sulastnaagely teasing voice.
And then he went on to tell Lisette that the dneeslld have been made by
Chrystalla's sister who was an expert with the leeeghe’ll be delighted to

make you a dress if you want one,' he ended, asetteinodded eagerly, for
the dress, made of pale lilac embossed satin, ardaqb both in fit and style.

It had long wide sleeves and a high neckline. Tinvedrs in Chrystalla's hair

were white; the dainty sandals on her feet weleér kid. In her hand she
held a small bouquet of mixed flowers from Sulasdgn.

The photographer was already busy and the senésedelayed while he
took numerous photographs of the couple, the praasl the small
congregation. Then the priest began to chant whéecouple stood facing
him, their hands clasped in each other's. OncwigetPetrakis would turn
his dark head and give his fiancee an affectiogkece. Lisette was still
entranced by the beauty of Chrystalla.

'Will she be married in the same dress?' she aska&tbw tone as the priest
stopped chanting and one of the choirboys begasintp Sula shook his
head.

'No, she'll have something much finer than thahfarwedding.' Lisette said
nothing for the moment, but sat listening to theesinclear voice of the
young boy who was singing. The others joined in padple at the back
began to chat.

'It's almost like having two wedding services.'

Sula nodded and smiled. Casting him a sidelongcgldnsette saw that
despite this smile his face was fixed with a sesiexpression and the topaz
eyes were grave as, turning his head, Sula staladedte for a moment in
silence.



‘This is our custom,' he told her presently. 'Thgagement service is very
solemn because, you see, we regard the engagesnemvacably binding.
Once we're engaged we never break that engageSweras you say, we do
in reality have two marriage services. In otherdgothe engagemeisithe
marriage.'

‘This is a Cypriot way.' Lisette's mouth had sudiglgone dry, and all her
anxieties pressed in upon her again. 'Is - is ythesame?'

‘Not quite, but similar.’

The engagement is the marriage.. .. But not in &l Lisette hastily
amended. Yet, according to Sula's beliefs, the ggrgant was definitely
binding.

She closed her eyes, trying to disentangle hefsath a net that was
remorselessly imprisoning her. If Sula were to krshe was engaged, then
he would without doubt expect her to remain engajeglould be the end,
she thought with a kind of frantic despair. Sulauldoturn from her in
disgust were she even to suggest putting an ehdrtengagement.

'l think the photographer is wanting to take usffaSmurmured, and she
opened her eyes. 'Smile, my dear - prettily, n@w| shall want to keep this
photograph.’

She obeyed and Sula smiled approvingly when théoghapher had turned
away.

'It should be a good one,' he said, and his wamd Isaught her little cold
one, and enclosed it in a firm possessive grip.

The priest had taken the rings from the tray, wimatl been held out to him
by Sophia, Petrakis's sister. Turning his backhe touple, he began
chanting again before, once more facing them, ke tteem the rings which
they exchanged, and wore with the ribbon bows stilithem. The rings
were on their right hands, but at the wedding theuld then be transferred
to the left hands, where they would always remiinally, the two crosses
were handed to the couple.



Everyone began to move now, and there was lauginigércongratulations
and the passing round of the engagement cakespriés& was shaking
hands with Chrystalla, who bent to kiss the hamd jtowas instantly drawn
away.

'Do they normally kiss the priest's hand?' Lisetented to know, feeling
slightly disgusted at the idea.

‘Yes, I'm afraid they do,’ replied Sula, not withautinge of amusement on
seeing her expression. 'However, this priest olshjodoesn't believe in it—
See, he won't allow Petrakis to kiss it either.'

'‘Well, 1 think that is very nice of him," said Lise, rising from her seat as
Sula got up from his. There were more photograpt®e congratulations
from the people who were now running in and outhef church, as were
their numerous children. Everyone smiled; it wasnaple occasion, yet an
extremely happy one, with Petrakis now kissing fiasicee as the last
photograph was being taken. The couple then carBealtand Lisette, and
Chrystalla said, in a faintly husky voice,

‘Thank you very, very much for coming to my engageimAs you see, we
have not many people ...’

'I've thoroughly enjoyed it, Chrystalla. Thank yimu asking me. | found it
most interesting.'

"You do not have this ceremony in England - yé&sow this because | lived
there. It is very strange to us when you don't bheeceremony.’

‘The customs are different,’ Lisette said, feefaigtly embarrassed as the
Greek girl kissed her on both cheeks.

'Yes, the customs are different. But you are jisstsarious about your
engagements as we are, | suppose.'

Fortunately Lisette was spared the difficulty oplgeng as the priest was
beckoning to the couple and they went over tdla Biicove where they paid
him for his services.



Sula and Lisette left the church and drove bacthéovilla, through lanes
bordered with flowering Judas trees and jacaraaddsalmonds. Sula was
strangely quiet, as if he were still thinking oétberemony which they had
just attended: Lisette's thoughts were troubledsdredwished one moment
that she had been honest with Sula and told himtebck, while the next
moment she admitted that the last thing she waBted to know was that
she was engaged, and she wondered if she couldgmémaxtricate herself
without his ever discovering the truth.

That she could not marry Dick there was no douldtadever. Her love had
died, despite her efforts to keep it alive; theasapon had in reality been an
act of fate for which she was now deeply gratefuiad proved that neither
her love nor that of her fiance was strong enowogtatry them through the
rest of their lives. Had Dick's love been strongcbeald not possibly have
left her to go off with the glamorous Lana Southennd had her love been
strong it would have stood the test. She would Hzeen able to forgive
Dick, now that he was sorry and desired only td pig wherethey had left
off. Could she have forgiven him had she not met fatien in love with
Sula? No, it would not have -been possible, Liss#t® that now. She had
said at the time that things would never be theeshetween Dick and
herself, and that was true. All her life she woligve remembered what he
did, remembered that he could manage without het,that he had not
cared that she was immeasurably hurt at the idégsdieing able to leave
her for six whole months. And he might have doreeshme again, later on
when they had children, should the opportunity hengen.

Immediately on their arrival back at the villa Liteewent up to her room to
put her handbag away before going down to Mrs. ddgliGena had come
in for a couple of hours this afternoon, so thateltie could attend the
engagement service, but she had to be away byphstffour to attend
another patient. The little ivory figure was on tlressing-table and Lisette
picked it up. Silly to have bought it, since shesw@o shy to give it to Sula.
It seemed too personal an action; they weren'tsyéficiently close for
anything so intimate as giving presents. Suddeméyglanced up; the door
was open - wide open - and Sula, who had evidéygbn passing, had
glanced in and then stopped.

'‘Gena’s just going, Lisette. Are you ready to se&unt Evelyn's medicine?’



1l be down immediately—' She stopped as he digtisdepped into the
room.

'‘Where did you get that?' He was looking at thergwhich she had put
back on the dressing-table.

'It's exquisite. Did you buy it here or did yourggiit with you?"

'| bought it when we were in Athens, at the samme tas | bought your aunt's
bracelet.' Shyly she handed it to him. "You - yi&e It, then?' Here was the
opportunity she had been seeking. She hoped helvaauakpt her gift.

'Very much, Lisette .. ." He turned it over, admgrithe fine workmanship
which had all been done by hand. 'As | said, ktpuésite.'

A small hesitation and then,
'l bought it for you, Sula.'

'For me?' He stared, perplexed. Plainly he was eng why she should
have waited all this time before giving it to hid.faintly sceptical light
entered his eyes. 'Are you sure you brought itrfef’

'Yes.' She nodded, her colour heightening a littleouldn't give it to you
before .. . somehow.'

'‘Somehow?' he echoed, suddenly amused as percdpiiored.

‘There wasn't a suitable occasion. You see, you wie-don't really know
each other very well and after I'd bought it | izadl that it wasn't quite the
thing to do - to give you a present, | mean." Sald nothing, but his regard
was strange and searching as he looked down io&etheautiful brown
eyes which were upraised to his, wide and frankyaida little timid too,
revealing the fact that their owner was unsureesélf. 'I'd been buying
presents for everybody,' she elucidated when thg $ilence threatened to
continue indefinitely. '‘And - and | decided to barye for you.'



'We don't know each other well..." He spoke softlyhimself, his eyes on
the exquisite little statue of the god. Lisettetbatre, at her dressing table,
her heart beating a little too quickly. It would $i&ch a disappointment if he
refused the gift, to say nothing of the embarrassgrslee would experience.
But she need not have worried; Sula's face softenddenly and an almost
tender light entered his eyes. He held the fignrerie hand while with the
other he took hold of her wrist and brought heth&y feet. And, quite
naturally, she was in his arms, her lips quivedand parted and ready for his
kiss. 'Thank you, Lisette,’ he said when at lashéle her from him, and
looked deeply into her eyes. She caught her bidtis expression, and at
the magnificence of him, so tall that he literatbyvered above her. 'It was a
charming thought, my dear; | shall treasure thisur first gift to me.

Your first gift. ... Words portraying confidence @ future together and

although Lisette gave herself up to the wondehefhoment as, drawn once
more into Sula's arms, she knew the thrill and $svwésasure of his lips

against hers, she trembled inwardly. What was teéhkbeoutcome of her

deceit? Could she hope to keep her engagementStda? Lisette decided
to write a frank letter to Dick, confessing to lebange of heart, and asking
him to consider their engagement to be at an end.

But the letter was never written. By the late gbste arrived a letter from
Dick informing Lisette that the tour had been cliors owing to a
disagreement between Lana and several artists,, bansaid, had become
SO arrogant - because she was the star of thestiatvithe others refused in
the end to work with her. 'I'll come over to Aegirtae added, and Lisette
immediately sensed his eagerness. 'I'll be therenalthe twentieth.

The twentieth! Lisette's heart missed a beat. Todas/the eighteenth.

That evening after Mrs Mallory had been made cotafde for the night,
Sula and Lisette remained with her for a little tand then left the room
together. For a few moments Lisette's troubled nouridout the problem of
Dick as she turned anxiously to Sula, who, sheantbt noted, was as
concerned as she.



'Mrs. Mallory ... | felt she wasn't too good. Hees kept moving strangely
..." Sula was nodding as he walked with Lisetteatms the lounge. 'Do you
think it's anything serious?'

Again he nodded, his mouth tight and his eyes gramey entered the
lounge and he closed the door.

'In my opinion it's extremely serious. I'm phonifay the doctor—' He

stopped, appearing to be overcome with emotionettasrecalled his

affectionate manner on the occasion of his saymag his aunt had helped
him get his values right. That was at some cruaia in his life, Lisette felt

sure, and she remembered wondering if a woman mweoéved. Had Sula

been in love with the wrong one? - with someonewlnis aunt could see
would do him no good? If so, he must have been yeung at the time,

since Lisette could not imagine his making that sbrmistake now.'I'm

phoning for the doctor," Sula repeated, 'but | heweeling that he won't be
able to do very much.’

Lisette felt the colour drain from her face. She lgaessed that there was
something seriously wrong with her employer, byténand optimism had
been uppermost in her mind. Now, these words cd'Swere so final. She
knew he would never have uttered them unless hediirwere convinced
that his aunt was dangerously ill.

The end came suddenly, that same night. Both Swdd esette were with
Mrs. Mallory and it was a painless, peaceful endette was weeping as
Sula led her from the room, his comforting arm aldar shoulders.

'I'm sorry," she apologized, but the tears stithea'l was so fond of her - and
she was so patient and kind ..."

He gave a deep sigh.

'Yes, she was patient and kind," he agreed in atraated sort of way. I

know just how you feel, dear, but," he added, tos/h clearing somewhat,
‘we should be thankful that she didn't suffer ia &mnd. It could have been
much worse - and she had no inkling that she wasydy



'‘No, and I'm glad about that.' Lisette raised bar-stained face to his. 'lt - it
must be awful when you know you're dying.

Suddenly he became stern.

‘Let us not talk about it. Come into the lounge &asie a drink. Then you
must go to bed—'

‘I can't! | won't sleep!" She tried to tell SulababDick's visit, but could not.
Why hadn't she told him immediately she receivedi¢tter? What a tangle
she was in now.

"You'll sleep,' he told her firmly, adding that shas to take some tablets he
would give her.

She had been in bed half an hour when to her sar@ula knocked gently
and entered her room. The tablets lay on the tapteée bed where she had
put them. She did not want to sleep; she rthisk -about Mrs. Mallory and
Dick and Sula and the future. But her employer oaipained on her mind.
Her death was a shock even though the doctor hddhed with these new
tablets she could last for years - or die tomorr&wvangely, Lisette had
dismissed the latter possibility - until this evamiwhen Sula had spoken
those words, the words which rung with an awfulity.

"You're still awake?' Sula's voice was edged wigbelief. 'That's very
strange . . ." He had caught sight of the tablets iansferring his gaze he
said sternly, 'Why haven't you taken the tablets?"

'l don't take sleeping pills." She dared not tat khe truth, that she wanted
to lie awake and grapple with her problems, fos@® as he stood there he
would demand to know what these problems were.

"They're not ordinary sleeping pills." Sula pickgda tumbler and half-filled
it from the water jug. 'Sit up," he commanded ine® that brooked no
protest. 'Take these with water." The tablets weneded to her and she
obediently swallowed them. 'All right; now lie dowlt's a good thing |
came in - just to make sure you were sleeping pelyehe added still with
that stern inflection in his voice. "You can dogund at all by lying awake



all night. Further down,' he ordered, and as sheyed he pulled up the
bedclothes and tucked them around her. 'One ten@el cold at times like
these.' Straightening up, he stood for a whileféte taut because of the
emotional stress which he himself was experiencihg.doubt about it,
concluded Lisette, he had thought a great dealtdbs@aunt.

At breakfast the next morning she had to tell Hat & friend of hers would
be arriving on the Monday. It was certainly not tight time, she thought
unhappily. Sula looked tired and she knew he hadstept despite his
insistence that she should do so.

‘Tomorrow?' sharply. 'But why didn't you tell mefdre?’

'l didn't know myself until late yesterday aftermowhen the post came.
There was no opportunity of telling you—"

'No opportunity?' He stared at her, impatienceataain the frown between
his eyes. 'There was plenty of opportunity. You ldobave told me at

dinner.' He was angry, and Lisette could fully wstend this. Never could
the time have been more inopportune for receivimgj @commodating a
visitor, and Lisette felt a sudden surge of anggirest Dick for taking so

much for granted. He should have inquired firsit iivere convenient for

him to visit her at the home of her employer. Qdirse, he was not to know
of the tragedy, nor that, far from being ready aadting to receive him with

open arms, Lisette was in fact dreading his visie knew of Sula's

existence, but that was all, Lisette having memtbhim casually in her first
letters, but later omitting to say anything about fat all.

'I'm sorry.' She spoke hesitantly, angry with hiéfee her stupid silence. 'l
suppose | should have told you, but - but ...'&lweved her voice to trail off
lamely. How could she explain her reluctance td &lla of Dick's
forthcoming visit?

'I'm afraid, Lisette," said Sula in a slightly mibelil tone, ‘that you'll have to
put her off. As you know, we have to bury peoplaightaway here and it
would not be convenient for me, or pleasant forrydand, if she were here
on the day of the funeral. Invite her to come agama week or two.' He
paused and Lisette tried desperately to say thidtibad was a male, but for



the moment she was also occupied with these wdr@ila's. Invite her
friend over in a week or two. ... So revealindgar.by rights she should be
leaving the island, now that her employer was d8aith loved her and had
no intention of letting her go. Soon, when he haidoyer his aunt's death, he
would declare his love, and ask her to marry himsTuch Lisette knew,
yet her heart was heavy as lead itself, becaueeqgilight she was in - not
merely owing to the lie she had told but owinghe fact of her engagement,
which, in Sula's eyes, was irrevocable. 'You camdsg cable,’ Sula was
saying. 'She's coming from England, | presume?’

Averting her head, Lisette stammered,

'It's - it's a young man. He's been in America kirgg, and now the job's
finished and - and he wants to look m-me up, agrew

Silence dropped like a blanket on the room. Lisktiteguilty and unhappy
that she should be upsetting Sula at this timeagfi¢ loss.

‘A young man," he repeated slowly at last, his diesl on her bent head.
'He's not a special friend - for you said you htadné, when | asked you, so
| find it very strange that he should be comingeherespecially without
sending you ample warning, which he has not dondeatly. | should have
imagined he would in fact have asked you if it wbloé convenient for him
to come. He knows you're working here?'

'Yes, he knows." She looked up, guilt and fearapualogy in her eyes. Sula's
own eyes narrowed; and she saw him as he had bdest:acold, aloof,
unapproachable.

‘The letter | brought out to you, it was from thigriend?' An edge of
harshness had crept into his voice and Lisette kmawment of near terror,
for those topaz eyes seemed to dart fire.

'Yes - yes, it was.'
'You're not exactly at your ease, Lisette,’ he nkek 'Is something

troubling you?' No concern on this occasion. Ondbetrary, his voice so
lacked feeling that it gave the impression of reishess - or even actual



cruelty. Lisette found herself quaking and it wasydoy the greatest effort
that she managed to keep her voice steady.

'l expect it's because he's coming at such an usoent time, Sula. And |
can't get in touch with him.

But when he does come Ill explain, and tell him mest go. He'll
understand, naturally." He would have to go, steded firmly. Once she
had talked to him, and explained that there coeladthing between them
now, he would not want to stay in any case.

"You'll tell him to go?' Sula's face relaxed aneltitace of a smile touched his
lips for one fleeting moment. ‘Well, | know it wbbe good manners, but as
you say, he will understand - or he should do.' dlirenge was miraculous;
no doubt of the relief her words had brought hide tould stay in Athens

for a week, and then come over for a short stayhat is what you want?'

‘Thank you, Sula. But | feel that he might wangtostraight on to England.
You see, his home's there.’

Sula nodded; Lisette saw at once that his mindneasnger on the visitor
but on his own loss, and without even a word omédeshe rose from the
table and went out, leaving Lisette alone with theubled thoughts .. . and
with the strange fear that Dick was not going tsbesasy to handle as she
had so optimistically hoped.



CHAPTEREIGHT

THE phone rang and Sula answered it, frowning heaaslya voice at the
other end spoke.

'For you, he said curtly, holding the receiver until Lisetek it from him.
'I'm sorry | can't have your friend here - but y@n explain why," he added
impatiently, and left the room. He looked tired amdwn and she suspected
he'd had another sleepless night. He was dresselhak, as were all the
servants, who would be attending the funeral irhaar and half's time.
Lisette saw the door close, then looked at theivecen her hand. Dick had
certainly chosen the most inopportune time possdfgone.

'Lisette ... darling!" His voice, eager and happgyhe heard her speak,
seemed to jar on her nerves and automatically slethe receiver away
from her ear. 'I'm here - at the harbour! Justéahidlom a small tug which |

boarded at Piraeus. I've got a taxi and the dsegs I'll be there in about
twenty minutes. | can hardly wait! Darling, are yibere?'

She found her voice. It was low and husky. It wgsetlent too, but this was
unintentional. Never would she have believed shddcbear her fiance's
voice and feel no emotion other than annoyance.

'Yes, I'm here. But my employer died early yestgnt@rning and we have
the funeral today. I'm sorry, Dick, but it's notspible for you to visit me
here.' The words tumbled out. Lisette wanted ngthiore than to keep him
away ... to send him away, from the island, toure $ie would never come
back. Yet conscience smote her for all this. Diall bome a long way to see
her. As far as he knew she was still his fiandee girl he loved and hoped
soon to marry. He was confident of an eager welcarharms outstretched
and lips that smiled, and invited. 'Mr. Condylisobqgizes, but says you
can't stay here, at his house, and you will undadstl'm sure.’ That was all;
she could find nothing more to say. Silence folldweer words, an
unbelievable silence before Dick said,

'I do understand of course, Lisette .. . but witkiidot understand is the tone
you're using. Aren't you glad I'm here?’



She swallowed hard, but her throat felt blockediéttiheless she decided to
be fully honest. The sooner Dick learned the tthéhbetter.

‘Things have changed between you and me, Dick.don't feel the same.
It's most unfortunate that you've come all this way had you written first,
and told me of your intention, then | could haveeshyou a good deal of
trouble and expense.’

Another astounded silence. She swallowed agaihsbaly she had spoken
in this way. It would surely have been kinder todauggested Dick stay at
an hotel tonight and in the morning she could hgmee to the harbour and
met him, when she could have talked and told hifmesfchange of heart.

‘Things have changed, you say? I've come all tlaig to hear that! | don't
believe it. You're just angry because | went away—'

'No, Dick. In fact | was never angry, but dreadfuiurt, as | told you at the
time. I'm not at all angry, but | am feeling diféatly about you. It's just one
of those things which happen and it was betterwsatound out now than
later, when we were married.’

"You're telling me you no longer love me? - thatiwe short months you've
had a change of heart? No, Lisette, | absolutdlyseeto believe it! When
can | see you? What time's the funeral?’

'In an hour and a half—'

"You don't have to go, do you?' he broke in sharf@@n you come over
now, and see me?"'

'I'm going to the funeral,’ she told him quietlygrdering if she were as pale
as she felt. 'l became most attached to Mrs. Malod | wouldn't dream of
not attending the funeral. Besides, it would beeadful slight to Sula - to
Mr. Condylis.'

'Sula ..." softly from the other end of the lirkhis is the nephew you spoke
about in your first couple of letters?'



‘That's right.'

'‘And you call him Sula, do you?'

'We all use Christian names—'

"You called your employer by her Christian name?'
‘We'll - no-'

‘Just her nephew, eh? | believe, Lisette, thatkminning to see the light.
You said in your letters that the man was extrawdiy handsome, but
cold. That he had an exaggerated sense of his operierity. And yet
you're now on intimate terms with him." A short Isignificant pause and
then, "The man you describe is the type women déi&for—'

'Please, Dick! | don't want to talk about Mr. Cohsly

'It seems to me,’ Dick said ignoring the interrapti'that you've been foolish
enough to become infatuated with the man.’

She glanced at the receiver in her hand. It seemgaissible, but she had an
almost irrepressible urge to hang up on Dick. Buiutd she do that he
would probably ring again and again, or even comier,odespite the

inconvenience he would cause.

'As I've said, | don't want to talk about Mr. Cotigly she said quietly. 'And
I'm afraid | must go, Dick. Perhaps you'll stayrtheat an hotel on the
harbour, and I'll see you in the morning, when ae @lk.'

'‘About what?' gratingly from over the wires.
'Us,' she said, her voice sinking even lower. H'tcenarry you, Dick. It
wouldn't be fair for me to pretend, or even to wagbur time. I'm quite

determined to break the engagement."’

A long silence followed during which she began tmaer if Dick were still
there. He spoke at last, and no sign of hurt cbeldetected, merely anger,



deep and somehow frightening. Lisette frowned. Wdimpuld she be
trembling like this? No matter how angry Dick mide, he could not do her
any real harm.

'We'll talk about us, shall we? And what of thiss€k you've lost your head
over?' For the moment Lisette was too angry hetsedpeak and Dick said
in rasping tones, as a thought suddenly occurrddno 'Does this fellow

know you're engaged?' 'l didn't tell either himhas aunt.' ‘And why not,

might | ask!'

‘There were reasons, the main one being that, baaéd to being engaged,
these people would have thought it very strangeeddhat you could have
gone off and left me—'

'Oh, my God, not that again! All right, | was tabie, but surely we can let
that drop now. | asked you about this Sula youwet your head over!

'I'm not talking about him," Lisette returned prdam@and with emphasis.
'‘And in any case, | haven't said I've lost my headr him - though it

wouldn't be relevant if | had. Nothing can put tsrright between you and
me, Dick. | don't love you any more and, frankhdd feel that your love

wasn't strong either—

"You shan't say that, just in order to vindicateiryown behaviour!" He
stopped and Lisette heard a sound that was almssb.aAnd when Dick
spoke again a profound change and taken placevdiie was hoarse and
faintly pleading as he admitted that he had beepicgt making the wrong
decision when offered the post by Lana. 'But | lgoe, Lisette, and that
love was always strong, no matter what you would hke to think, just to
suit your own ends. lwas strong, and still is - and I've no intention of
allowing some damned foreigner to take you from ineany case, he
wouldn't be interested in marriage, not to an Esigtjirl." Another slight
pause before he continued, 'Must you go to thieraln darling? Make an
excuse and come over here to see me. There's ahrlghtt here - the
Atlantis. I'll book in and then wait in the lounfp you.'



‘That's impossible,’ she returned in firm and defitones. 'I'll meet you in
the morning if you want me to, but it won't do aggod. I'm not marrying
you, Dick.'

Another sound, that of a trembling, indrawn breaikette's eyes filled up.
How had she and Dick come to this? Why hadn't thegovered, long ago,
that they were not really in love? But Dick waslave, or so he truly
believed and, in consequence, was suffering immeabkiuhurt.

'l refuse to accept that you won't marry me,’ hd s& length. ‘It will be
different when we meet, Lisette, | know it will.yéu insist on attending the
funeral then | must be patient. But surely you daxdme this evening?'
‘Tomorrow morning, Dick—'

'l expect your damned Greek needs comfort, is ttfathe suddenly
exploded, and Lisette excused him because unddybiedflare of wrath
was ignited by pain.

'What time do you want me to come in the mornirs®' asked. 'Shall we
say about eleven o'clock?’

'‘Can't you come earlier than that?'

Ten, then.'

‘All right. You will come? That's a definite prorei®
'Of course,’ she answered gently. 'l shall be there

She told Sula, at dinner that evening, that she goiisg to see Dick the
following morning.

'You were a long while on the telephdﬁm commented, 'l noticed this
because | was wanting to use it myself.

'I'm sorry. | didn't know.



'lt wasn't importantA pause while he eyed her searchingly. 'Yes, g lon
while, Lisette.'

She coloured, because there was an unmistakalbdti@uen the words . . .
and a trace of doubt.

'We - we had a lot to say to each oth8he looked down at her plate,
wishing she could be completely honest with Sutal an so doing find
relief from her oppressive anxieties. If only shmuld say to him, 'I'm
engaged to that young man, Sula, but I've discaMiedent love him.And if
she could tell Sula of what Dick did, that he hagrfbable to go away with
the glamorous Lana Southern and leave his fianespit® her pleadings; if
she could tell Sula these things and be sure hédwowlerstand. .. . But he
would neither agree with her decision to breakehgagement, nor forgive
her for that impulsive lie. His own ideals werelhidis character strong. He
would feel only contempt for Lisette if she toldrhthe truth.

It seems strange that he should come here, withming you ample
warning. Sula spoke meditatively, voicing what he had alyeaxpressed in
a previous conversation. ''deome a very long way.

'Yes.

Sula glanced swiftly at her; she raised her headhan eyes were troubled.
She could not go on like this, but, on the poinbloirting out the truth, she
had to draw back owing to the entrance of Chryetaith the sweet. The girl
was red-eyed from weeping, and she still wore bl&sleryone had been
devoted to Mrs. Mallory, and a pall of gloom hadlsdton the house.

'Well have coffee on the patiocSula said quietly, and although Lisette
sensed that he now had more on his mind than #lggcttoss of his aunt,
Sula refrained from mentioning Dick again that emgn But he left her
early, bidding her a rather curt good night, anel sfmained on the patio,
brooding over her situation and knowing that, wele to lose Sula, she
would sustain a wound so deep that what she hddredfat Dick's hand
would seem like a mere scratch. Everything woul@lbeght once she had
seen Dick, and convinced him that she meant wheasald. He would leave
the island and that would be the end; he would mexaat to see her again.



And Sula would never know that she had been prelyoengaged to be
married.

However, it was not to be so simple, and as Didktlsare, in the hotel
lounge, stating vehemently that he would not gipevithout a fight, Lisette
again experienced that access of fear which haadledsher on more than
one occasion of late.

'I'm quite determined,’ she told him. 'We usechtok we were in love, but
we weren't, otherwise our love couldn't have died—'

'My love hasn't died! And | don't believe yours tegther. It's this damned
Greek! You've lost your head over him - you, whaevaways so sensible!
Well, I'm not losing you that easily! It isn't dshie means marriage,-1 can
tell you that!" Dick's face was becoming redder esdtler with every word
he spoke. One or two people at the far end of diade were casting
interested glances across the room, but of cohesewere too far away to
catch the words being so furiously uttered by Digkette's voice was much
more quiet and controlled, yet inside she was tigmland every nerve was
on edge. Her hopes of an easy way out were fadimjyet when she tried to
visualize losing Sula she could not bring suchanwuality even remotely
into her consciousness. Dick was still speakingasgieed her outright if she
were in love with Sula and although she refusedn®wer her heightened
colour instantly gave her away. Dick was so maddé¢hat there was not the
remotest semblance of the man she had known inaBdgHe declared
emphatically that he would see Sula and no amdysieading would break
his determination.

"You'd spoil my chances of happiness?' Her voickhaar eyes pleaded, but
Dick in his enraged state remained immune, reitggahtis threat to visit
Sula and tell him that Lisette was engaged to beieta 'I'm not engaged!
Her voice sharpened for in her opinion this implalty was both futile and
ridiculous. 'I'm free to make my own decision, dhnat decision is that | no
longer want to marry you.'

His teeth gritted together and his hands clencketthey lay on the arm of
his chair. On the table in front of him a large 8Ky stood untouched.
Lisette had refused a drink, wishing only to haee $ay and leave the hotel



as quickly as possible. But of course it had noted out that way, Dick
being stubbornly unwilling to accept that the eregagnt was broken.

"You want to marry this foreigner instead?' Theesriell harshly on Lisette's
ears and as she looked into his face and saw théwigt of the lips she did
begin to wonder if there was a side to Dick whiel hever been revealed to
her.

'l must admit that Sula has not yet mentioned rages; or even mentioned
love," admitted Lisette in all honesty. 'But by thiay he has acted lately |
know he cares, and if he asks me to marry him |l slcgept.’ She was
recalling with a switch of memory the conversataryesterday afternoon
when Sula had said that Lisette must not troubtsdiieabout her position,
now that she no longer had employment. It washwtitme to talk at length,
he had said, but Lisette must not think of leaviaije must have guessed
that he wanted her to stay, and for the presegtwioeild leave it at that. She
had smiled, and nodded understandingly. His aynttkere, in her room.
And over the whole household lay a brooding sadesSula said, this was
not the time to talk. But the promise was there hisétte had no doubts
about his future intentions.

'He probably has no intention of marrying you.' lavseized on her words,
Dick spoke with a flash of triumph not unmingledtiwicontempt as he
looked into Lisette's face. 'These Greeks are matsrfor using foreign
women, but marrying their own.'Lisette's colourerobut anger was her
chief emotion.

"Yon don't know Sula, so please don't voice aniopiabout him.'
Dick's eyes glinted and his teeth snapped togeitein.

‘Touchy about him, eh? Well, he'll not get you witha fight, whether his
intentions are honourable or not! I'm going overéito see him—'

'Please don't,’ she broke in, the whole scenegriginlike a lightning flash
before her vision. She continued with the hasteledperation . .. and
without thinking, 'Sula w-won't marry me if he knewWve been engaged
because in Greece they attach tremendous importanite engagement,



believing it should never be broken. It's as straiig as that of the marriage
- so please, Dick, promise you'll not go to SulaSlowly and perceptibly
she allowed her voice to trail away into silencel3 eyes were narrowed;
his whole manner was one of triumph. 'Promise ste'whispered fiercely.
'It would be a dog-in-the-manger action, and onéclvitouldn't possibly
benefit you in any way at all." He sat there, agig expression on his face.
It was as if by sustained silence he would suldjesstte to torture. 'You'd
deliberately ruin my chances of happiness?' Sheokshber head
unbelievingly. 'It doesn't seem credible.’

"You'd do it to me,' he flashed defensively, andiadiisette shook her head,
this time for a very different reason.

'When you went off with Lana | suspected you weteaeted to her, but |
knew that if this were so | must accept it and lpeeoesigned. | would never
have made a single move to interfere.' Lisette neatchim carefully, and
noticed the sudden lowering of his head as he adoier gaze. 'You were
attracted to her, weren't you, Dick? | mean, itniigisist the money which
tempted you.'

He glanced up then and his mouth went tight.
'What are you trying to do - vindicate your own doat?'

'l have no need to do that,’ she answered quittydoing what | know is
right.’

'If you hadn't met this Greek—"'

'It's nothing to do with him," she broke in, speakivith absolute truth. 'l
would have ended our engagement whether | had imedhnot.'

'l don't believe you.' Slightly softer tones nowdaome of the hardness had
left Dick's eyes. "You'll get over him, and want,rhisette. | always said we
were meant for each other, you and I, and thdthstids no matter how
you're feeling about this other man at presens'dyes met hers and, unable
to miss the shadows lurking there, Lisette knewwvas suffering. 'You've



admitted that he's never mentioned marriage, amgure I'm right when |
say it's the last thing he has in mind.’

‘There hasn't been much opportunity for talkinguthes, and your future,’
she returned defensively. 'At first we didn't getamd it's only recently that
he's begun to care for me. He has had the wornysadunt on his mind and
now her death. He will talk to me soon, | know itSHe broke off, and a
pricking sensation touched the backs of her eem't go to see him, Dick.
Let me be happy.' She flicked a hand across her&ythe tears reached her
lashes. In any other man this involuntary actioghmhhave inspired pity; in
Dick it lighted a flame of desire which fought sio side with the jealousy
slowly consuming him. With a glance at her wristlettch Lisette said, T
must be going. Sula expects me back for lunch.’

'So you're not allowed even a couple of hours wathr fiance, who's come
thousands of miles to see you?' The sneer wasrayglee looked down into
his handsome face, saw the twisted lips and kneavttie last vestige of
feeling for him had gone. Even pity had fled, bessaishe was now
convinced that what love he had for her was shallwd her heart was
stilled for one fractional space of time as shegbawa vision of what their
lives would have been had they married. Either theyld have drifted - as
so many couples did - into the 'habit’ of livingéther, or they would have
parted, perhaps when they had children.

'If you could only accept it, she said, voicingsk thoughts which had held
her, 'you would see that this has happened fobé&sé To marry, and then
make the discovery that you're not in love, mustbbth shattering and

heartbreaking. And that is exactly what would hagppened to us.'

He was silent for a space, brooding now and nodoggpped by anger.

'If 1 hadn't gone off with Lana—he began, when Lisette interrupted him.
‘That was fate, | own to it now. By your action were shown the way.' She
spoke softly, and a dreamy expression fleetingbgrex her eyes. She was

thinking of Sula. But the next instant shadows nedsthe love which had
appeared there and she knew only fear and a eedddpair.



'l was an utter fool," Dick was admitting, a sligiteak in his voice. 'l
thought it would hasten our marriage, you see -daming of the extra
money - but it wasn't worth it because she turnae-6 He stopped and
Lisette's eyes kindled perceptively. It was jusshs had concluded. Dick
had been infatuated by the singer and althouglonmesvague way he was
convinced that he really was making an earlier iagerto Lisette possible,
he had at the same time allowed himself to be dreatwhat he fully
expected would be a pleasant relationship with Lana

'She didn't come up to expectations? Is that whbat mean, Dick?' She
paused, glancing at her watch again. Sula hadsketdaher to be back for
lunch, but she had promised him she would be. lddedher - instinctively
she sensed this, and in any case she herself dlesihe to be with him.
'‘Something went wrong, obviously," continued Lisethen Dick remained
broodingly silent. 'l gathered that from one of ytaiters - although | should
have sensed it earlier than I did. | wonder, Ditkpu would be here now
had this something not gone wrong?' Her regardseasching and he went
red. His hand came up and he fingered the ringwia lain on the table in
front of him since Lisette placed it there only@eds after she and Dick had
met. 'You wouldn't,’ she asserted with convictitNo, Dick, you're here
only because Lana turned out to be quite diffefiemh what you expected.
However, it doesn't matter, for | believe the exgere through which we've
both passed has been of untold benefit to us. eqm is the best teacher
of all because what one learns by it is never fitego' She took a step away
from the table. 'lt's good-bye, Dick . .. and | cary hope and trust you will
be honourable and go away, so that | can be happy.'

T shall not! It isn't good-bye! No, I'm coming teesthis Greek who thinks
he can steal my girl from me—'

‘He doesn't know you exist,' Lisette reminded hirhe Svas trembling
violently now, for fear had her in its grip. DicKace told her that he meant
what he said. She had the firm conviction thatiefcould not have her
himself, he intended doing everything in his poweiprevent Sula from
having her either.

‘Then he very soon will! | shall see him this afi@on!"



She stood, a little way from the table, her eyesidéd with tears.
'He's just had this loss, Dick. You can't comeigohouse this afternoon.’

'Fighting for your life, eh?' he sneered. 'Wellséfte, you are fighting a
losing battle. You've said yourself that he'll n@rry you once you've been
engaged - and, believe me, he's very soon goihg tout in possession of
the fact that you're engaged.’

At that her eyes moved to the ring on the table.
'I'm not engaged,’ she murmured, but in brokeng@sefor the second time

in her life, she saw her happiness being utterbttshed, and there was
nothing she could do to prevent it.



CHAPTER NINE

NATURALLY Lisette was in a state of suspense both durinchiamd for the

whole of the afternoon. Several times she had apbee mouth to tell all,

but ever intruding was the hope that Dick, aftensa@uiet rational thought,
would change his mind about coming to see Sula. insdemed as if her
hopes were materializing, since dinner time arrigad still he had not put
in an appearance.

Lisette had managed successfully to hide her anaied as Sula was not in
the mood for work the two of them spent a quiethpanionable time
together in the garden. And after dinner they kdbin the grounds, and in
the quietude enveloping them words were superfluthessimple action of
Sula’'s taking Lisette's hand in his being all thas necessary to bring them
close in mind as well as body. He had earlier qoest her about her
friend, saying that if she wished he could comettay in about a week's
time. Lisette said she expected he would be goomgehto England and
there the matter ended, much to her relief. Sudangel too preoccupied to
dwell much on the situation, otherwise he must h@residered it very odd
indeed that Lisette was so vague about her friamd'gements, especially
after he had come so far to see her.

The following morning just as Chrystalla had sereeffee Sula came to
join Lisette and she saw the heavy frown on hisvbro

Tve to go to Athenshe informed her, still frowning. 'My presence is
required at a meeting and | can't get out of fleass | can see.

'You're going today?"

'‘No, tomorrow. And | might not be back for a fewyda it just depends on
circumstances.’

'Has something gone seriously wrong?' At the arimate in her voice he
smiled, shaking his head.

'‘No, dear, just one of those annoyances one hagpgect in business. It
concerns the export of some of our tobacco, butrthéle will be resolved,



though several discussions might have to take plabat's why | say |
might not be able to get home for a few days.'

She hesitated, telling herself she was not yeealw®ugh to Sula to extend
advice. However, she ventured to say,

'‘Athens isn't far; surely you could manage to gghl each evening?'
Sula shook his head.

'If prolonged talks do prove to be necessary thetoubtedly some of them
will take place in the evening.' Again he shooktesad, a little absently this
time as he appeared to be absorbed in grappling some problem.
Lisette's eyes shadowed; Sula could very well dbout business worries at
this sad time in his life. 'No, dear, it will be siumore convenient for me to
stay in the city.

He was away for three days but returned on ther@agumorning and spent
the week-end at home. On Monday morning early he ggme again and
Lisette, feeling lost on account of his absencd,sitl a trifle worried about
Dick's intentions in spite of the fact that hisesite seemed proof positive
that he was no longer on the island, decided tontgothe town of Aegina
and do some shopping.

The little fishing harbour was characteristic ggadm-studded lagoon, with
the motionless translucent water spreading likdneesof cerulean glass
towards the buoyant sea beyond. Peace and simpligte made more
apparent by the languid way in which the fisherrsanon the warm rocks
mending their nets and chatting together undereardirecian sky from
which the sun poured forth its dazzling light. Ticgiques and other sailing
craft lined the quayside or lay at anchor some kdislance out, while on
the misty horizon the white silhouette of a luxliner could be discerned,
cruising the magic waters of Greece. Behind thédar dark grey rocks,
superimposed one upon another in a series of ridgdsscarps, formed a
spectacular backcloth for the lush green slopesi@ewn where flourished
the exotic vegetation which itself formed an endimgsetting for the pretty
white villas with their red roofs and flower-bedeckverandas and patios.
Here and there, standing in a sort of proud anddyisolation, there rose a



mansion occupying far more than its share of tneldaape. Sula's house
was one of these, but it lay on the other siddefisland, over the mountain
crest.

After doing her shopping and strolling around tiheaB town for a little
while Lisette sat down and the owner of the paveroafe appeared on the
instant, smiling and allowing his dark eyes to sweeer Lisette's lovely
slender figure. She ordered coffee and leant daekeyes wandering - as
they had on several occasions as she had strditad ato the hotel where
she and Dick had met - and parted. No word had donteer from him -
neither reassurance nor threat, and a week hadgadsw long before she
felt a hundred per cent confident? She was glaal way that Sula was in
Athens. Had he been at home he might have asket Inearry him. As it
was, Lisette was being given time, and this times waal. For if only
another week could go by without any communicatrom Dick she would
then be able to accept Sula without any qualmsafressing down to mar
her happiness. Dick must have changed his mind,tslde herself, as
otherwise he would have contacted Sula in the @i coming over to
the house as he had threatened to do. He must Begiand by now, she
decided, and perhaps he had found a new job alr@adlyvas prepared to
throw himself into it, and to forget the past. el with his parents and an
elder brother. They were a happy family who hadnbdelighted with
Lisette, declaring that Dick was exceedingly foetein finding her.

On finishing her coffee Lisette ordered a taxi aras$ driven along the now
familiar road across the mountains on the other sfdhe island.

Sula telephoned during the evening, saying he wookdbe home until
Saturday, when he hoped to be in time for lunch.

'Sorry, dear," he ended. 'l hate this interludiehasre so much to say to you.'

Warm and reassuring words which sent a flood ophegss surging through
her despite the fact that her feelings were mixegharding this forced
absence of his. Here was the time she needed a@nshgemissed Sula
abominably. But the time would soon pass, and iitie uncertainty which
with every passing hour was becoming less and Ueds, by Friday

afternoon, Dick scarcely intruded into her minéltAnd so it was with an



almost paralysing shock that she heard Chrystalfaas she came into the
lounge after answering the doorbell,

‘A visitor, Miss Lisette - a gentleman.' Curiouszgaand puzzled tone.
Lisette felt the colour drain from her face.

'A - visitor?'

'He asked for Mr. Sula, but | said he would noBb&éome until tomorrow.
The gentleman then asked for ... his fiancee, Niasy.'

‘Show him into the large sitting-room, please, tgidhim I'll be there in a

few moments.' Lisette's voice was tight becauskefear and despair rising
within her. Why had Dick waited so long? Had herbee the island all the
time? Surely not— Putting a brake on these questidmnch she could not
answer, Lisette waited until Chrystalla had lef thom before she herself
moved. And when she did her legs felt so weakghatcould instantly have
sat down again.

He was standing by the window, looking out on ®lthively scene of temple
and mountain, of islands in the calm blue sea snuth closer to, the lovely
gardens of the villa from where sweet exotic frageadrifted on the Etesian
wind, so cool and welcome in the great heat ostimamer. Lisette stopped
just inside the room, her face pale as alabastehdnds clenched tightly as
if by this she would still the wild beating of hHeeart.

'Dick - why have you come?' She spoke with diffiguimoving further into
the room. He turned and she gave a little starthéowas thinner of feature
and his eyes were dulled. Was his love so verytgtieen? Had she made a
mistake in believing him to be shallow? His eydsethher in a way that
instantly robbed him of the sympathy she was réadxtend.

"You know very well why I've come. | said | wouldwant to see your fine
Greek and let him know you're engaged to me." Theme something
indefinable in his manner and Lisette gained thpression that he was
about to impart some momentous information to Bat.for the present he
remained quietly waiting for her to speak and stieed him why he had left
it so long before coming to the villa.



'Have you been to England in the meantime?' sheckrahd he nodded his
head.

'l was taken ill just after you left the hotel aadioctor was brought. | had
food poisoning and the doctor advised me to retuingland if it was at all
possible, as to be ill here would cost a great dealoney. As the damned
thing had not yet got a firm grip on me | did asduvised and flew to
England after the doctor had taken me to Piraeusoown private launch.

'I'm very sorry, Dick." She felt inadequate, loakiat his face again and
realizing that the illness had taken a great deabbhim. She had not yet
invited him to sit down, the omission being theutesf her own agitation of
mind. She now indicated a chair and Dick sat dowsette taking
possession of a chair opposite to him. 'You'rarigehuch better now?' For
answer his eyes glinted in a way that plainly gthe impression that he
treated with extreme scepticism any show of conaarnher part. She
swallowed the misery and despair gathering in herat as she asked him
again to go away and leave her to be happy with.Sul

For a long moment he stared at her across theylowelm and no sound
broke the silence until a dog barked somewheréendistance. The glint
remained in his eye as he said, slowly and witlsandt sneer edging his
voice,

'Did you know that your precious Greek was onckwe with Lana? - and
he still is, according to her, because he's newriad in all these years. He
was twenty at the time and she eighteen. And thdtdsg while ago, so it's
feasible that he still cares for Lana.' He stopmedunconcealed light of
gloating in his eyes as he saw what his words loae tb her. She was white
and trembling, recalling Sula's words about thistdnaving helped him to
get his values straight. Lisette had sensed dtirtiethat he was referring
indirectly to a woman who had at one time playednajportant part in his
life. But that it should have been Lana! It wap'$sible ... and yet what was
it going to profit Dick to lie about such a matter?

It - itisn't true,’ she whispered tremulouslyl&would never be attracted to
a girl like Lana Southern. He would see beneatlvémeer, because he's so
discerning. ..."' Tailing off as she realized heklaf tact, she looked at Dick.



His mouth was tight and it was plain that what bhd said was affecting
him, because a drift of colour had crept into laikosv cheeks.

'He would see further than 1, is that what yourgnuating?'

'So you admit you were in love with her?' flashesklte, for the moment
diverted. Dick's colour increased, but he refraifiech supplying an answer
to her question and instead went on to explain hevhad learned of the
affair which had taken place between Sula and lSmathern over twelve
years ago.

'‘Lana arrived in England a couple of days aftend, dick explained,
untouched by the paleness of Lisette's face osplasmodic clenching and
unclenching of her hands as they lay in her lap. [&rning | was ill she
visited me and I told her that you'd thrown me dwecause you had become
infatuated with the nephew of your employer." A Brpause during which
Dick appeared to be in a state of reflective amesenShe knew nothing of
your being here, as | didn't see the necessitpfiding in her.' He stopped
as Lisette raised her brows. He had not seen tbessity of confiding in
Lana, he said, but Lisette surmised that the reasmmthat there was no
room in his mind for his fiancee at that particulare in his life. He was too
fully occupied with his beautiful employer. 'Howeyecontinued Dick at
length, 'l did then tell her about this job of ypuand when she heard the
name of this Greek you've fallen for she roaredh\vatighter. He was an old
flame of hers, she said, and went on to tell maladiut it. He wanted her to
marry him, but on his terms: she must give up ddlai of a career.' Dick
shrugged and Lisette realized she was not to Eaynmore about the affair.
'He's still in love with her, obviously, otherwi$e'd have married long
before now." A sneer curved Dick's lips as he added you now resigned
to the fact that marriage is the last thing heihasind?’

She sat there in wordless misery, grappling with tiew situation in which
she found herself, and it seemed in this momeagohy that the best thing
to do was for her to leave the island before Setarned from Athens
tomorrow morning. Dick repeated his question, byttlis time a more
rational trend of thought was making itself feltldnsette allowed it to have
free rein. She had no proof that Sula still camdLiana; also, Lisette was
convinced that even if he did, his love was weakgrand that itwas



marriage he had in mind with Lisette. He respettedand there was no
doubting his affection which, Lisette suspecteds wary near to becoming
love.

'It might be love already,' she told herself fidycéHe can't still be in love
with Lana after all these years!

‘The obvious thing for me to do is wait until Suédurns tomorrow and see
what happens. | was expecting him to ask me toyrtamn—' She made a
pathetic little gesture with her hands. 'If he dtie=n | shall accept him, as
I've already told you - but then you'll carry ooy threat and tell him about
us?'

'Of course,’ grittingly as the muscles of Dick'sgaightened. 'I'm not losing
you, Lisette—'

'You already have, so please don't talk as if theary possibility of our
marrying.'

You'll marry me in the end," he returned with ciatien. 'We were meant
for each other and our path can never divide.'

Lisette ignored this and said,

'l shall tell Sula myself - about our engagemeel doesn't want to marry
me then | shall return to England and live with migter until | can
reorganize my life.'

Dick rose from his chair and came towards her;gtaip, and would have
backed away, but he caught her wrist and she wiédpato his arms. His

lips found hers, savage and possessive, and ddsgitetruggles Lisette
could not extricate herself and, exhausted, shegusined there, frustrated
by her helplessness.

And then, suddenly, Dick stiffened and drew awaynirher, his gaze
directed over her shoulder towards the open doer sgine tingling, Lisette
turned. Sula stood there, in the doorway, stanngisbelief at the scene



before him, his face dark and glowering, his ja@x#éd. Like the lash of a
whip his voice reached her.

'‘Will you kindly explain, Lisette?'

'Sula!" Drained of strength, her mouth bruised #@uwning, she stared
stupidly towards the door, terror seizing her ateékpression on Sula's face.
'You - you s-said you wouldn't be home until tonoarr Her voice was
cracked and faint; vaguely she was aware of Dlésence, but only Sula
seemed real. 'l didn't expect you today—"

'‘Obviously," through clenched teeth, his eyes npfiom her face to that of
the man standing behind her. 'Who is this persaghth ask? - and what is
he doing in my house?' He knew who Dick was, ofrseuLisette saw that,
but she answered, still in the same cracked voice,

‘This is Dick Ellwood - my - my friend from Americéa t-told you about
him." Instinctively she cast a glance of entreatpick's direction but the
blue eyes hardened.

'l came to visit my fiancee. You have no objectidrizope?’

Your . .. flance?' Slow and disbelieving wordsSaga's eyes were lowered
to Lisette's left hand. 'l don't think | understahéie spoke to Lisette,
moving into the room as he did so. '"You never noedl anything about
being engaged?’' He paused a moment and then, 'Wasked you if you
had a boy-friend you said no.' Hard the voice aswlising. Lisette felt sick
with apprehension and despair.

'l admit | - lied, Sula—' She turned her head.dhivto speak to Mr. Condylis
alone. Will you wait in another room? I'll ask Chtglla to take you to the
lounge." She spoke with a sort of panic-strickestdyaand moved towards
the bell. Sula barred her way, tall and overpowgrtignified even in his
anger. She halted and looked up, not a vestigeotwfuc in her face.
Measuring her darkly, he said in tones of ice,

'If this man's your fiance then why should he I&€axou've obviously
invited him here—'



'‘No, Sula, | didn't!" she broke in impulsively. 'ldame of his own accord.
I've told him our engagement is broken—'

'‘Broken?' Sula's topaz eyes narrowed. 'When waskien - and why?'

She looked down at her hands; the action was eff éisconfession of guilt
and her whole body sagged. What was the use ttgimndicate herself?
Her strength was insufficient for the struggle atiche said was,

‘A short while ago | decided that Dick and | hadd@a mistake, but before |
could write to tell him this | received his letsaying he was coming over to
see me.' Again she was only vaguely aware of Bitagding to one side of
her now, his eyes riveted on Sula, an expressiodeep hatred in their
depths. 'l told him, almost a fortnight ago whesaw him at the hotel, that |
could never marry him, but he seems to think llshahe end.’

"You knew your own mind at the time of the engagatmepresume?' The
metallic edge to his voice cut her like a knife.eShclined her head in
agreement and Sula then continued, making a mowards the open
window leading on to the back veranda, 'I'll leaui to discuss your
differences in private . . . and to resolve théknd with that he stepped out
on to the veranda, bright with the morning glorillsy over its trellis, and
with bougainvillea growing up the weathered limestsupports. Her eyes
followed, but Lisette was blind to the beauty of flowers and the garden
and the olive-dotted slopes beyond.

'‘Are you quite satisfied?' Her lovely eyes accudest, mouth trembled
piteously. It seemed incredible that Dick couldnsitahere, impervious to
her un- happiness. He who had been so tender angjJaleclaring over and
over again that he adored her and that he wasitheekt man on earth. 'And
now, if you'll go . . .?' She indicated the doorthwa listless gesture,
wondering at the way she felt - with no emotioneotthan a sense of
numbed desolation and an apathetic acceptance fditee Sula was lost to
her but she would never marry Dick.

"You're ordering me out?' His teeth gritted andMeat on to remind her of
Sula's reason for leaving them alone. 'Aren't wag@to make some effort to
resolve our differences?’ he ended, and Lisettarregh to life by the



absurdity of his request, gave him a piece of hadrhefore saying yes, she
wasordering him out.

'‘And don't ever come near me again,’ she flashgten | get back to
England | shall be with Maureen and her husbandirbtn was thoroughly
disgusted with' the way you treated me and shooldwenture to call she'll
probably tell you what she thinks about you.'

'l suppose,’ sneered Dick, 'that you're hopingakent up with your Greek?'

Stepping to one side so that he could reach the widundered, Lisette at
the same time rang the bell for Chrystalla.

‘Neither my intentions nor my future can be of amgrest to you now. All
that is to be said has been said—' She broke offraegstalla entered; the
Greek girl's eyes darted from one occupant ofdoerto the other, and then
wandered to the lonely figure going towards theelsummerhouse set amid
an enclosure spread with asphodels and poinsettidsshaded by tall
swaying palm trees. 'Show this gentleman out, ple@hrystalla.’

'Yes, Miss Lisette.' The girl, sharp of intelligernend sympathetic of nature,
looked squarely at Dick and said in firm and empteasaccents, 'If you will
come this way, sir .. ." She waited by the dooatlaer wooden expression on
her dark face. Eyes glinting, and with a spreadcrrinson fusing his
wrathful countenance, Dick threw Lisette a balefiaince as, passing close
to her, he made his way to where the Greek girlwasting to escort him to
the front door.

After a long and timid hesitation Lisette at laatigered sufficient courage to
go out to Sula, who was sitting in the summerhogaeing unseeingly at a
magazine he had taken from a shelf and openedmotiteotable in front of
him. He glanced up as she approached the openahmba swift frown
gathered on his brow. Looking into his eyes, Lesé&tt a stab of pain at the
hurt she saw there, although the veneer Sula hahedowas one of
contempt not unmingled with suppressed wrath.



'What is it, Lisette?' with marked impatience. 'fiot in the mood for talking
just now. If you have anything to say to me thenisater, at dinner time."

Flinching at his tone, Lisette coughed to clearthevat of the blockage that
seemed to have settled there.

'Dick has gone,' she began, entering the prettg litistic building despite
the deepening of his frown. 'He isn't coming bae&duse - because I've told
him I can't marry him. | don't wish to intrude, 8yuif you don't want me to
stay, but | -1 came to say how sorry | am for tgjlyou that lie. You won't
find any excuse, | know, but at the time | feltaasort of compulsion to keep
my engagement secret— Oh, | do realize just howkwleat sounds, but |
can't explain, not fully." Not now that she knewabhis affair with Lana;
had she remained in ignorance she could perhapsthad to make Sula
understand, just by telling him how hurt she hadnb@hen her fiance left
her to go off with the singer, but she was now prégd from doing this by
the knowledge which Dick had imparted to her.

‘At that time you were - in love with your fianceStiff tones and a

contemptuous raking of her figure. Yet undernesth sensed a tremulous
little note which did not fit in at all with Sula®ordinate strength of

character. Lisette had to hesitate a long whiletgafeplying to his question,

and when she did reply she knew just how weak h&wvar was.

'l don't honestly know, Sula. | suppose | belielvads in love with him—'
'In that case why did you disown him, denying his&nce?’
Lisette swallowed hard.

"Your aunt had previously asked me if | had a beyfl, but immediately
took it for granted that | hadn't, otherwise I shimt have been here at all.’

'‘But you were here. | presume you came merelyh@igtamour of living on
an island? If | remember rightly you admitted yob&tome unsettled and
felt like a change.'



Damning now, those innocently-spoken words. Padsengongue over dry
lips, she said,

‘There is much you don't know, Sula, and whichpthately | cannot go
into. But I'm deeply sorry for deceiving you - afod hurting you now - at
this time when you are so upset over your auhShe allowed her voice to
drift away into silence as his dark brows rose witkkh pronounced hauteur
that she was instantly plunged into a state ofriofiey. His words, too,
spoken with such arrogant precision, were calcdledgut her in her place,
to strip her of any idea that she was anything ntiweilea an employee.

'Hurting me? | don't think | understand, Lisette.what way could any
action of yours hurt me?’

Swiftly she averted her head, but not before hedesmh the spanked child
look on her face.

'I'm sorry," she returned, and unconsciously énst#s came into her voice.
'It was - was presumptuous of - of me to say agthike that." Tears pricked
the backs of her eyes; she was not sure whatlsaé'th mind on deciding to
come out here to Sula. Perhaps there had lingaréer unhappy vision
some possibility of a miracle . . . and yet howldashe have supposed that
Sula would receive her with anything other thantempt? That he cared
she did not doubt, although to what extent he cainedcould not even begin
to estimate, simply because their relationship e reached the
demonstrative stage. He had kissed her, it wasdangethere had been many
evidences of affection, hence the reason for la&etjrowing confidence in
a future shared with him. But now. . .. She had mahaged to extricate
herself as she had hoped. Also, Sula had donnadnaour of pride which
Lisette knew for sure she would never pierce. Tlhaeded to the fact of her
deceit, was his belief in the permanency of theagegent. By breaking
hers she had immediately sunk even lower in hisnesibn. There was no
hope for her, no hope at all.

At length she raised her eyes, surprising a brapdxpression in his, but
this was instantly replaced by the loftiness he &atbment ago assumed.

'If you've nothing more to say then perhaps ybegie me.’



She took a couple of backward steps.

'I'm very sorry | lied to you,' she quivered, rejogz the apology, but

without any hope of forgiveness. ‘At the time ieised simpler to keep my
engagement a secret, so as to avoid questionsyfoomaunt. When you

asked me if | had a boy-friend | answered impulgiveaying | hadn't, yet |

knew on the instant that I'd done wrong.'

Impatience marked his manner with her.

'In that case why didn't you immediately rectifiattwrong?' he asked in
hard metallic tones, and Lisette could only shake leead and answer
lamely,

'l don't know, Sula ..." She did know, but how cbsthe tell him that his most
attractive mood had done strange things to heoamalg to this she found it
impossible to retract and tell him the truth?

'l asked you if you had anything on your mind .e spoke reflectively,
forgetting her presence, and in tones so low thatcould scarcely catch
them. 'Yes, you've practised a good deal of deg&e coming here, though
what your reasons were | cannot see—' He glancesidgenly and added
with an inflection that chilled her to the very maw, 'Perhaps | do see ...
yes, perhaps | do see a reason for your deceit.'

No mistaking the implication, especially in thehigof what Lisette had
overheard about his opinion of English girls, ameliteason for that opinion.
Now, it seemed, she was classed with the rest,thitbe girls whose object
was to find rich husbands or lovers. ...



CHAPTER TEN

IN view of this implication Lisette fully expected teceive her notice
immediately or, more probably, a month's salaryen of that notice. But it
so happened that Sula's secretary in Athens beitlaand sent in word that
she would be away from work for about five weeksshe had to enter
hospital for an operation. Sula then told Liseltatther notice would run
from the end of the following week, when in the inedty way she would
have received her current month's salary.

'‘But there's nothing for me to stay for - not noWihe sooner she left the
better, she decided, as she stood there, very alivehto the potent qualities
and attractions of this man whom she had at firabtbed as arrogant and
pompous and possessing an exaggerated senseogfrhimportance.

"You will help me," he told her curtly, and went tm explain about his
secretary's absence. 'On occasions you'll havecmngpany me to Athens,
but in the main the work | shall require of you ¢endone here.' His manner
was one of the superior, and his words were arr octsette wondered what
would be his reaction were she to refuse to caumtytluis work, but as she
had no intention of doing so she instantly disndgbe superfluous question
from her mind.

Lisette threw herself into the work, hoping to tddex mind off her unhappy
situation, but occupying a chair and desk so dosehere Sula had his own
desk, spending hours in the intimacy of the luxusistudy, lunching at the
same table as Sula, and dining with him in the exgen. all these were not
conducive to forgetfulness, and as the days andksveassed she became
more and more affected by his magnetism and sheaidler if she would
ever be able to put him completely out of her thasgFor his part he was
icily impersonal - the office boss who seemed tgard his secretary as an
efficient robot rather than a human being. But ofirse this attitude was
reserved for Lisette alone. He would surely notghée so bad with his
Greek secretary, whom he had had for several yaezsyding to what Mrs.
Mallory had once said.

Lisette learned a great deal about Sula duringethveseks of working with
him; she discovered a hardness and ruthlessndsis imature which she



assumed he kept for his business dealings. Thgaroe she had early
encountered was always in evidence and she oftendd him to some

being from the distant past when paganism wasulleeand with it went the

assumption of superiority which these days enveldpda like a cloak.

Three weeks had gone by when Lisette receivedter lebm Maureen
informing her that Dick's mother had been to see &&king about Lisette
and desiring to know when she was expected baEkgtand.

'She was terribly upset over the break," Maureemnt ws. 'l told her it was

entirely Dick's fault, and that he couldn't redtigve loved you, otherwise
he'd never have gone off with that woman. Howeske seemed to think
you and Dick would eventually come together aghirt, she said her son
was greatly puzzled because you hadn't yet returHedmust have been
making inquiries, Maureen added in parenthesis,camtinued, 'She asked
what you could be doing over there, now that Mrsllbty was dead, but |

felt bitchy and kept her guessing. Why should Il hek that you were now
working in a secretarial capacity for Mr. CondyliSRe went off looking

rather abashed, but | couldn't feel sorry for hexause of Dick - which is
quite illogical, though I've no excuse. She's raweet, really, and would
have made a much nicer mother-in-law than her smridvhave a husband.

‘The next piece of news is that Dick has been daeng at the Carlton with
Lana Southern, so what does one make of it allHlgy resumed their
relationship - whatever that might be! - and ifvgloat the heck is he still
hankering after you for? If you ask me, it's a pumog-in-the-manger
attitude. He probably thinks you might be gettirfgwith Mr. Condylis!
Love and kisses followed and, finally, Maureen baphed her name.

The contents of her sister's letter remained iettéss mind for a long while,
which was natural. Lisette felt deeply for Mrs.\vitlod, as she had liked her
from the start. And what of Dick? A frown knit Lige's brow as she thought
of his still 'hankering after her' as Maureen gutQbviously his mother
believed him to be suffering, hence her trying ®Hhelpful. But Lisette
could not accept that he was suffering - at least, overmuch. What could
be imagined, though, was his humiliation at beihgpwn over by his
fiancee, as all his friends, and colleagues abldsfirm, would be in no
doubt whatsoever as to the reason for Lisette'®raciNot that their



deductions were correct, since there were othesoreainvolved, but that
was immaterial. Dick, having gone off with the glanmous Lana Southern,
had been jilted by his fiancee. To everyone it Wiappear as simple as that,
and in consequence Dick must now be an objecttginoit unmingled with
amusement. People would be sorry for him, whilgatsame time humour
must enter into their feelings since only an idia@uld do a trick like that
and expect to get away with it unscathed.

Strangely, all this afforded Lisette no satisfactwhatsoever. She and Dick
had without doubt been deliriously happy for almastear and a half and
she bore him no ill-will. In fact she would like s®e him find happiness
even though he had deliberately robbed her of &waynae of attaining it.

Perhaps he had found happiness, she thought. Rehnleagnd Lana would
eventually make a go of it— Automatically Lisetteosk her head. Lana
would never be constant to any man; besides, sheuite a few years older
than Dick - six years older, Lisette calculatedneenbering that she had
been eighteen when Sula was twenty.

That same evening Sula asked Lisette to work la ldter and dusk was
enfolding them imperceptibly when at length he dsdwas satisfied, and
that the rest could be left until the following dayhere was a strange
tenseness in the atmosphere as they both rose tfreimchairs; Lisette
wished Sula would put on a light, although it wgsib means dark, far from
it, as the slanting golden rays of the sun coulblls seen a long way off,
shining on the mountains behind the Saronic Guld #me height of
Acro-Corinth.

Lisette wondered why she did not make some moveawe the room, but
for some incredible reason she felt almost asefisid lost the use of her
legs. Sula also stood there, motionless by his .delek seemed to be
absorbed by the sounds and smells outside - tadasan the olive trees and
the soft sweet music of bells on the hillsides, pleefume of roses and
lavender mingling with the scent of herbs driftidgwn from the distant
rise, borne on theneltemiwhich was beginning to die away with the
lowering of the pressure gradient as the landeesbuth and east began to
cool. In the other direction the quivering mountpeaks melted into the
pure violet spread of the sky where already a Kjnig of stars had
appeared. As the sun drifted towards the rim ofeidw¢h the room became



filled with a dull but gentle light reflected bydadiance hovering between
sea and sky. This was a realm of magic into whes#l sisette found
herself drawn as Sula, moving from his desk to wlstre stood, hesitated
for one silent moment before, with what seemedréepily natural gesture,
he reached for her hand and pulled her gentlyhrg@rms.

His lips found hers, caressingly. She offered rgistance, nor yet any
response, for this was not real. They were twaegtdifferent people from
those who a few moments ago were working togetiwrspeaking as she
performed her task and he his. Coldness was initrend the sunlight was
brittle and hard. There was no emotion, no awareagthis interlude which
was so imminently hanging over them, compellingresistible, enfolding
them both in a world where time had no meaning \ahdre dreams and
desires pressed dangerously close. Lisette raisetidad as her lips were
freed; her eyes glowed— With a thousand starsWsinelered, and swiftly
lowered them even though in this abstract lighgathering dusk he could
not possibly read her expression.

‘Lisette ..." The name trembled on his lips ashfd reached them right from
the very heart of him. 'You're so beautiful—' Hisuth crushed hers and
this time she gave unstintingly, infected by hidoar and gentle mastery.
His kiss was long and passionate, demanding andepsive; Lisette
allowed herself to drift on the tide of his emotiontil it eventually spent
itself and she was free.

But her release came as a shock, so abruptly wedfedted. Shame flooded
her whole being as she realized without a traceaafbt that Sula was
ashamed of his weakness, that he would have dosbkiag to re-live that
few moments which to her had been filled with blissand hope.

'I'm sorry.' Curt and icy tones; without anotherav&ula left the room and,
finding herself alone, Lisette put her hands tofaee and wept bitterly into
them. Darkness fell around her and still she reedhin the study,

motionless, and crushed by the weight ofher owpaieswhat were Sula's
thoughts at this moment? Was he still of the opirtiaat she was like all the
jrest he had mentioned? If so then he must belfillgh disgust at the way
she had responded to the passion of his kisses cdold she face him at the



dinner table? she wondered as after getting relaelgt®od hesitantly in the
hall, half afraid of going along to the dining-room

She need not have worried. Sula had ordered hi$ tmédee served in his
own small sitting-room, where he remained for & of the evening. This
state of affairs continued for another three daysl for Lisette, working
with Sula in the frigid near-silence of his stud§e time seemed
interminable and she was becoming so affected byesehat she felt she
could not carry on, even though there were onlyualben days left before
her employment by Sula came to an end. He spokewdmén necessary; he
scarcely ever looked at her. He never extended al vob thanks or
appreciation no matter how hard or how long shekeabr

On the Sunday she was free, and she decided tstake sandwiches and
go off to explore a little more of the island, srghe would never be visiting
it again.

She wandered through the pine-clad hills, sometichiething, sometimes
moving easily downhill towards the sea. 'The voicanass of the island of
Moni rose starkly from the smooth aquamarine watargrey and green
rock half covered in mist. Other islands raisedrtheads, some naked and
sinister, others wild and rugged, and still otheingch, more fortunate, were
clothed in softest greens and greys and rich melimsets. Lisette recalled
having read somewhere that there were about twestma Greek islands,
most of which were uninhabited, being no more flagged summits of vast
mountain ranges submerged in the far distant pagtdomovements of the
earth. She stood on a rise not far from the greeit of Palaiochora and
gasped at the panorama of unadulterated beautsicspre before her. The
expanse of placid sea with its ever-changing strefioolours as it swept
towards the line beyond which it could be seen mwemthe pine-clad
mountains towering all around and seeming almostitgle with the peaks
of the adjacent islands; the ground beneath hérsfggngled with sweet-
scented herbs and bushes; the limpid atmospherehwbiwing to its
extraordinary clarity, lent a brilliant lustre toet whole wide scene, and was
reflected even in the purity of the sky.



Sitting down, Lisette decided to have her lunchhis divine spot, where
peace reigned supreme and even Sula drifted froradmsciousness as she
became enfolded in a protective cloak of calm sgren

Dusk was falling when she returned, her sense atedast becoming
submerged under the weight of her dejection, whielscended more
heavily after the temporary respite it had given he

As she passed through the hall on her way to loenishe stopped, halted in
her progress as if by some stunning impact witlblgact barring her way.
She felt the colour leave her face and a tremld@iged her despite the fact
that she was too numbed to move.

Lana Southern's voice! There could be no mistaksette would never
forget that indolent drawl, that affected purr witthich went the smile
which most men found irresistible.

Why was she here? At this stage Lisette failed rasig the truth, even
though memory brought back the faint feeling ofqdist she had
experienced on reading Maureen's latest lettengefler of Mrs. Ellwood's
visit and informing her that Dick and Lana had bseen together, dining at
the Carlton Hotel. All that hit Lisette at this #mvas the fact that Sula had
once been in love with Lana....

‘Neither of them are in? Well, | can't leave beealige sent the taxi away.
Besides, it's most important that | see both Misscy¥ and Mr. Condylis.
Are they out together?'

'No, madam. Miss Tracy's been out all day, but ®ndylis went only
about an hour ago. | expect he's walking and wilim very soon.’

At last Lisette managed to move. Chrystalla turasdhe came up to the
open door of the lounge, from where the voicesreaghed Lisette as she
stood further along the hall.

‘A visitor—' began Chrystalla, when Lisette stopped with a nod.



‘Thank you, Chrystalla.' The door closed behindginle for a long moment
Lisette and Lana took stock of one another befasette said, her voice
hollow and unsteady,

'Why have you come, Lana?' and when the singenatidnmediately reply,
'Isit - is it to see Sula?'

How lovely the girl was! Such beauty must surelgle memories for Sula
... and surely it must tempt him again. The nevgarfeher despair brought a
tiny sob to Lisette's throat. The other girl loolediously at her.

'Sula ...? Well, yes, as a matter of fact | haveeto see my old friend. | was
amazed when Dick told me you were working hereé iterest pause and
then, with an unmistakable hint of amusement, daustand you have a
crush on Sula? Infatuation, Dick called it.’

Hot colour flooded Lisette's cheeks at this utéeklof diplomacy. She felt
choked and glanced automatically at the shutteretlow facing the
veranda. Air flowed freely through the slats, aswhndow itself was open,
but Lisette moved towards it with the intention thifowing back the
shutters, for the sun had now moved round, itst lgftering the room
through the west window, which was always unshetteBefore she could
carry out her intention, however, Lana was spealdggin, and Lisette
turned round to face her. Dick had solicited helphe effecting a
reconciliation, the girl explained, and that was o@ason why she was here.

'‘One reason?’

A flash of white teeth as Lana produced her mostidzgg smile.

‘The other reason is that | suddenly felt an uoysete my old - er - lover.'
Softly the last word flowed from those adorableslipisette flinched and
glanced away, escaping from this girl's triumphexygression.

'He'll be in shortly, the maid informs me.

'Yes, he's bound to be, because there's only andmalia half to dinner
time.' She forgot about the shutters as she ddidsister wrote telling me



that you and Dick had been dining together. WHsem that he asked you to
help him?’

‘That's right. The poor boy's desperate, Lisdttma added, but not with any
marked degree of interest. 'You really must take back, for I'm sure he
loves you still." She looked at Lisette, whose oolwas receding now,
leaving her skin pale and transparent. 'l feel thatoreak is partly my fault
and that's why | agreed to come and talk to you—'

'‘But you wouldn't have come had you not wanteceSula?' Lisette could
not help interrupting, a hint of contempt in heroceo

‘True, very true," came the instant admission. 'elew, if | can kill two
birds with one stone so much the better. As | waagng, | feel partly to
blame for this break-up of your engagement. | sti@tthave suggested he
come and work for me, but how was | to know youadjdalous? It's so
old-fashioned these days when everybody has theliwddsion.’

Lisette felt a little sick. She said that she wasjealous, but she was hurt -
unbearably hurt.

'l would never have believed Dick could go and &aw,’ she continued,
her voice husky with emotion because of the merobtigat lunch when her
whole world had fallen about her ears. 'l coulderelvave left him, had
someone offered me a job abroad.' 'It was for {imette, he did make that
clear - or so he led me to believe.'

'For me?'

'For you both, then. He would be earning a greal ab®re money than if he
stayed in the job he had, and it was his ideattiiatextra money would
enable you to marry sooner than would otherwiseeHaeen possible." A
small silence and then, '"You were not very undadstey, he told me.'

‘All | understood was that you had tempted himr-dome reason of your
own. Certainly | wasn't understanding when he tokel he was going to
America with you. | was his fiancee, and his plaees with me, not you.'



'He was working. You talk as if he'd eloped with mresomething! He
genuinely believed the extra money would solve ymancial problems.’

‘At that time I'd rather have had Dick than anyr@&xtoney.' She looked
across the room to where Lana sat, relaxed agdiestostly upholstery of
the chair, one shapely leg crossed over the otilemey isn't nearly so
important as being together with someone you land,| felt desolate when
he told me about this job you'd offered. Life isoftg enough to sacrifice six
months in that way. Had it been vitally necessasysometimes it is, then |
should have accepted the separation as inevitBbteDick had no need to
go with you; he went from choice and without angught whatsoever for
my feelings. | begged him not to go, but he wasreadd.'

"You begged ...?' Lana lifted an eyebrow with weillhulated surprise. '‘And
he wouldn't listen?'

A small sigh of exasperation from Lisette before shid,

'Shall we not pretend, Lana? We both know thafptir@ary incentive was
not the money at all. Dick as good as admittedtbat found you attractive.'
Lisette was cool now and her voice remained staadlycalm. Lana on the
other hand had gone red and for a few secondseshaesl incapable of
speech.

'He admitted that?' was all she said when at lastdid manage to find
words.

'Not at the time, but later, when he came hered¢onse. | tackled him with it
and he was unable to deny it." Lisette smiled Rairik told him it didn't
matter, because I no longer loved him.’

'Oh, but you do love him, Lisette! A girl like yaould never be so fickle as
to fall out of love so easily as that.’

'l admit that at first | did feel rather ashameahfself for being fickle, but |
also had to be honest with myself; | had to actieqt any love I'd had for
Dick was dead.' No comment from Lana and Liseti&, $aoking squarely
at the other girl, 'l suggested to Dick - when haited me here - that



something had gone wrong between you . ..?' Lisaied off deliberately,
a question in her silence. Lana's colour deepedleel spoke defensively.

'We did have one or two slight differences of opmiDick is so young, and
so impetuous. | had to keep reminding him that he my protector, not my
possessor.'

Lisette looked down at her hands, her thoughtslwiltiaginative as she
saw this girl and Dick as lovers. She said, a®itéd by some Influence
beyond her control,

"You and Dick . .. can you honestly say that yovens® more than employer
and employee?'

A little startled silence and then Lana gave aleaigd said,
'‘Are you asking me if we were lovers?'

Pallor swept across Lisette's face.

'l suppose | am.'

'‘But you know, surely?’

Lisette nodded. Strange how this admission of Isdle&t her cold, her only
emotion being one of faint disgust.

'l expect | do.'

'We live in that sort of age,' shrugged Lana.cksh't mean a thing. I'm sure
it never interfered with Dick's love for you.'

'‘No? Then love is something | don't understandohder what he would
have said had | taken a lover.’

The singer laughed again, and opened her handeagchsng for her
cigarette-case. Heady perfume wafted on the ain 8omething in the bag -



a handkerchief, thought Lisette abstractedly, powder compact whose lid
did not fit quite tightly enough.

'Men are different, unfortunately. But they're bedog educated to the fact
that full equality's on its way. The day is not t#f when the so-called

indiscretions of women will be classed in the saategory as the wild oats
which men sow.' Taking a cigarette from the calse,fscked a gold lighter

and then watched the smoke as it curled away teatie shutters, drawn
there by the draught of air. 'Surely our little &itftun hasn't upset you? You
should be grateful for the experience he's gaivétb wants a man without
a past, anyway? I'd hate it myself—' Lana shookhlead emphatically. 'No
- let them learn on someone else; I'm all for a nvdh a little finesse.’

Automatically Lisette's thoughts went to Sula, imith a sudden frown she
switched them, saying,

'l also suggested to Dick that he would never ltaee here to see me at all
had that something | mentioned not gone wrongéttaes eyes held those of
Lana as she added softly, 'Dick made no verbal sslom, but his manner
gave him away. You say he loves me and wants mie bat, Lana, if he
could have you he wouldn't give me a second glanlcave to admit that,
and so do you, if you're honest.'

A small uneasy silence followed this outspoken a@tion of Lisette's.
Uncrossing her legs, Lana played absently with heen of her skirt,
glancing at her companion now and then from unaleg Inascaraed lashes.

‘You're very frank, Lisette,’ was all Lana coulddito say when at last she
broke the silence.

'It's’ the truth. And so you see, you've wasted yimoe in trying to plead for
Dick.'

'It's this infatuation for Sula that's the troubWhen you didn't return to
England after Mrs. Mallory died Dick became worriedcase there was
some reciprocation from Sula, but | said definitety You're not his type at
all. I asked the Greek maid what you were doing aow she told me you
were working in a clerical capacity, so that expgathat.’



Faint colour tinged Lisette's cheeks, but she $adchin lifting a fraction,

'Why are you so sure that I'm not Sula's typeZaBse he goes for my type,
that's why. Always went for the girls possesseflavfless beauty—' Lana
stopped on noting Lisette's expression, and theledd| suppose you're
considering I'm immodest, but I'm merely statirfg@. Sula had a couple of
girls before me and both were devastatingly bealutif

'He was very young at that time. He once told nseahbint had taught him

about values, and | think that he was referring tavell, to a . .." Lisette bit

her lip. Much as she disliked this girl she wouder be so ill- mannered as
to insult her. 'Perhaps he was referring to thesegirls—'

‘To me, you were going to say," with a snap of Lateeth. "You were about
to say he was referring to a woman - meaning nie'lue eyes darkened
and glinted. Lisette could see no beauty in Laiaas now. On the contrary,
it was almost ugly. 'Sula was madly in love with atene time, let me tell
you. But even at that early age he was so posseasd/domineering that he
expected me to give up any idea of a career, amdyrnam. A wife should
be satisfied with her husband and home and childred all that kind of
rubbish. | told him | was destined for better ttingnd my success has
proved this to be correct.’

'But now ... now you want to renew your relatiopshfou'd ... marry him?

'Marry ! Lana's golden head went back against the coushesaughed.
'Heavens, no! I've finished with husbands. Thegwedarned difficult to
discard - oh, | know it's supposed to be simplsdhgays, but the simplest
way is not to fetter oneself at all. You can hal@var one day and be free as
the air the next.

Lisette shook her head, her dark eyes filled witigaist.

'Sula will never bother with you agaishe declared, but as the lovely face
relaxed and the smile appeared she knew that ileahad said was mere
wishful thinking. A man would have to be made d@rgte to resist a girl like
Lana.



'It's my belief that Sula still cares,' returnedniaconfidently, her eyes
cloudy and musing, as if she were back in the pasth Sula at her feet.
Faintly Lisette smiled at this idea. Sula might &aadored the girl -
undoubtedly he had - but Lisette could not by arstsh of imagination see
him in a position of humility. His arrogance wabkénent; it was there from
the moment of his birth. 'So you see, Lisette gh&n't much chance for you.
And there wouldn't have been even if Dick hadnillesp the beans about
your engagement. The best thing you can do is gk tmaDick—'

‘Thank you for your advice,' cut in Lisette, angmyw and determined to
bring this conversation to a speedy end. 'l daduire it! I'm perfectly

capable of making my own decisions - and keepinipéon. And now I'm

afraid you'll have to excuse me as | have thingdatan my room.' Lisette

moved to the other side of the lounge. 'Sula shoulsk long—' She broke
off as Sula walked in, through the shutters whiehhiad opened from the
outside. 'You - you have a visitor,' she said, lafichim alone with the girl

who was already treating him to her most alluringle.

As Lisette was sure that Lana would be stayingrioet she asked for hers
to be served on the balcony of her bedroom. CHigsbaought it up,
looking bewildered, and faintly regretful. Chryssahad been hoping for
developments in the friendship which had sprungepveen Lisette and
Sula and she was plainly disappointed that nothiag to come of it after
all. First Sula had avoided the dining-room and ndegette was doing
likewise.

‘The table's very small,;” she commented as sheaeodsd to cram
everything on to it. 'Will you be able to manage?'

'Yes, thank you, Chrystalla.' Lisette sat downradteitching off one of the
lights above her head. Flowers and trailing foliagev hid her from the
view of anyone who might be walking in the gardemsale. Not that Sula
and Lana would be walking yet, she thought, betrldtey might go out, into
the romantic atmosphere of this Eastern garden wgthight sounds and
colours and scents. The moon was full, and its lseffonded the mountain
peaks and valleys and the quivering sea. Noctwnekets chirped and
from somewhere in the high places came the waraaigp that a bird of
prey was hunting for its food.



A light but firm step in her bedroom brought a sudéfewn of puzzlement
to Lisette's eyes.

'Sulal' she gasped a second or two later as hd stothe balcony, his eyes
not on her but on the lights of the car still fayrdiscernible in the distance.
He had not changed and was still in a pair of gdeyims and an
open-necked shirt. But clothes could not detramihfhis magnificence - in
fact, they seemed on this occasion actually to esigh his air of
distinction and superiority. 'Lana - aren't youdwmg dinner with her?' A
trembling had seized Lisette because Sula shoulthedere at this time -
and in his casual walking clothes.

‘Lana?’ A flick of a finger carelessly in the ditiea of the disappearing car.
'Panayiotis is taking her to the harbour. Ther# sboat, but she can put up
in an hotel until tomorrow." So casual his tonegj aow he dismissed the
matter of Lana and said, glancing at the table wghclutter of dishes.
'What's all this, might | ask?’

She ignored his question, staring bewilderedly iat s he stood there,
towering above her, his dark head almost touchimgvine-cover of her
balcony.

'You sent Lana away?'
'I've just told you - she's on her way to the harbdb

'‘But - but.. ." Unsteadily she got to her feet, @dtrupsetting the table in her
agitation. '"You weren't glad to see her?' Lisalted her head, wishing she
had not risen to her feet after all because shefavaso close to Sula. And
then she gave an audible little gasp on notingekmession. She had seen
affection in his eyes, and even tenderness on omwaoccasions ... but
never had Sula looked at her like this before. ‘¥8Ha- happenedahe
stammered.

He did not speak for a moment, but took her handss, looking down at
them, small and brown, with long tapering fingekdis eyes lifted,
wandering to her face.



‘The simplest way to make you understand is toytll Lisette, that | was
outside, on the veranda, the whole time you andlvegre talking together.

'You—! She stared into his dark face. "You heard evergthi
'l heard everything.
She fell silent, trying to assimilate what this mea

'You don't still care for Lana?' she murmured, amaht a trifle hot as that
was not what she had intended saying at all.

A light and tender laugh escaped him; his handshefs and found her
waist, encircling it.

'‘Look at me, my little love, and say what you rgatieant to say ..." He
shook his head, his own eyes dark with tender emodéis he said, 'A
thousand stars. ... There they are, in your loeghs. Lisette, why did | not
notice before?'

'l deliberately hid my feelings because | felt yoould never want me after
I'd been engaged, and after I'd lied to you.'

'It was all explained as | listened out there. kenao apology for listening,
although naturally |1 hadn't intended to do so. bwafact just coming in
when | heard- Lana's voice, and yours. | felt collepéo listen, for so much
depended on my becoming possessed of the full. Betding, why didn't
you make an attempt to explain?

'l should have done so, and | expect | would,nmeti but once | discovered
that you and Lana had been in love | couldn't, @¢d®l

'l can see your difficulty,” he admitted after aughtful pause. 'But it so
happened that you were attaching too much impogtéaodhe fact that |

once cared for Lana. | was very young at the tiras you seem already to
know—



‘It was Dick who told me that you were only tweiatythe time. Lana had
told him, you see.' Sula nodded.

| admit | was a while getting over it, but Aunt Bue eventually talked to
me and | saw that for true worth one must look b#mé¢he surface. Lana
was as shallow as your fiance. Once | acceptefattieof her shallowness
all feeling for her died. It's as you said to Lanheing together is the
important thing and life is too short to be parteana put money and fame
first; your fiance appears to have been interest@ioney but, primarily, in
Lana. No, darling, | don't blame you for giving hup - not now that | know
the circumstances—' He broke off and pulled hew ims arms. She was
breathless when at length he held her from himu'Nad to give him up. It
was fate, because you were meant for me."' Simptdsyspoken softly and
with profound tenderness, yet beneath it all sinseg the depth of emotion
from which sprang a reflection of her own littleager of thankfulness that
she was his, now and for ever.

They talked for a while, clearing up several thingsch each had found
puzzling. Sula learned why Lisette had adopteddblat indifferent manner
with him and she in turn was told that she wastriglassuming Sula to be
piqued by this attitude.

'lt was that which made me notice yduwe smiled, looking tenderly and
deeply into her eyes... eyes glowing with the ligh& thousand stars.

Silence enfolded them again as Sula drew her iistardms and she felt the
great strength of him and sensed the hidden a@ohis lips closed on hers.
In the heady perfumed half-light they did not netiChrystalla's slender
form as she brought Lisette's sweet on a tray.Gieek girl's eyes moved
from the dark silhouette of the lovers to the tablgh its meal gone cold,
quite untouched. Chrystalla smiled contentedly auttidrew, taking the
tray with her.

Miss Lisette was obviously not interested in food.



