


WHEN THE CLOUDS
PART
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When Judi Langham's selfish stepsister Hannah, paand-coming film
actress; needed a professional name, she haditatéésto appropriate
Judi's. Judi couldn't care less -- she had far mogssing problems on her
mind; principally, how she could best get away frahe unhappy
atmosphere of her home.

So when the Greek millionaire Vidas Theron, who hader met Hannah
but for some mysterious, quixotic reason had adkedto marry him,

proposed to Judi instead, Judi accepted. She dida'twhat difference it
would make to Vidas; Hannah would never know; amndduld solve all

Judi's immediate problems. In fact everything sekmerfect when, once
they were married, the two of them fell deeplyadnd.

But Judi knew that her unexpected happiness cautlthst long. And what
would happen if Vidas ever found out who she reathg?



CHAPTER ONE

THE view from Judi's bedroom was one of the most téiidy in all Dorset.
Surrounded by low hills, the village of East Maléaseemed to have been
cut off from the bustle of civilization; certainly was cut off from the
nearby seaside town of Bridport, which during themmer months
overflowed with visitors, mainly from the Midlanddntil recently Judi had
been able both to appreciate the view, and hergnad fortune in living in
so secluded a village, with its pastoral scenehetp on the hillsides and
cattle in the fields, with its ancient stone bridgganning the pretty little
stream and its medieval tower peeping through thespat the front of her
father's seventeenth-century thatched cottage.

But now, as she stood by her window gazing outhéogreen-clad hills, she
saw nothing, for her mind was filled with the scgost enacted in the
sitting-room downstairs. It was a familiar scenegd @ne which invariably
ended up in the same way - with her father loolgnity, her stepmother
red-faced with anger, and Judi almost in tears.

Judi turned slowly as she heard a firm tread orsthis.

'You had better stay with her," she said immedydter father stepped into
the room. Closing the door, he came towards her.

'Judi, my love - forgive me for marrying her—

'It's best that you go down,' she interruptedyld¥ou know very well that
she'll only accuse you of talking about her beltiedback.’

He ignored that, and sat down heavily on the bedgiey eyes troubled, a
deep furrow creasing his forehead.

To think ... we were so happy until a year agobkén without a wife for

over twenty years - since you were born - and theed to go and make a
mess of things like this." A deep sigh escaped Hihey say there's no fool
like an old fool—'



You're not old, darling.' Swiftly she crossed tmhsitting on the bed beside
him and putting her arm around his neck. 'Fortg-fisn't old; why, it's the
prime of life for a man.’

'l feel a great deal older than forty-five, JuHie' looked at her and shook his
head. 'We were so happy, you and |, he said atyslhy did | do it? You -
it's said that a woman has greater intuition thamaa - did you feel, at the
beginning, that it wouldn't work out?’

'‘Before you married her, you mean?' He noddedshedvent on, ‘It isn't for
me to express my opinion of Alice, Father. You'r&ned to her and at first
you must both have felt something for one another.I've said several
times, you and she would probably get along mudtebeithout me here.
Alice's own daughter has left, and | must do thaesa

'Hannah. ..." Bitterness edged his tone and Jddial have much difficulty
in reading his thoughts.

Hannah's father had been able to afford to letlaigghter take up an acting
career, but he died while she was still unknowkintasmall parts and never
so much as having a mention in a review. 'This sudaliccess,’ Judi's father
was saying, 'why must her mother keep on throwtimgyour face? It's been

luck as much as anything else that's been resgerisither being chosen as
the star of this film. And in any case, her taldmsen't yet been put to the
public test. She might not be as popular as hehenaxpects.’

'l don't begrudge Hannah her success,' said Juzbraly. 'And | hope she'll
be popular with the public. She certainly worksdhar

Her father frowned.

'She isn't a nice person, though. Funny thing] biways thought she was;
had a most charming way with me when | was couttieigmother.’

And so did the mother, Judi could have said, btitradly she refrained from
a remark that could only bring more hurt to hehéat Judi herself had had
doubts, but she put them aside, feeling that befs judgement could not
be at fault. He sat silent, brooding, and a ret@eaof memory brought



back to Judi the day when, having been told thath&ld a good chance of
obtaining the part of the heroine in Franz Geinkusgnew film, Twilight
Fantasy Hannah had said, her manner so deceptively chgymi

‘Judi Langham. ... So suitable a name for a filan. studi, would you mind
very much if | use it?'

The idea did not appeal to Judi; the giving of ineeme seemed to rob her of
her own identity, some-how. Noticing this hesitati(lannah had added,
still as charming as ever yet with a subtle inflacto her tone,

There's nothing to prevent my taking any name bskoof course . .. but |
thought I'd like yours, and also that I'd like &vie your agreement.’

In other words, she intended assuming the namehwhéudi agreed or not,
and in order to prevent any unpleasantness Judageskd. From then on
Hannah Smith became Judi Langham, whose name wshddly be
released as the star of the new musical which wéas filmed on an island
in the South Pacific.

Judi looked at her father; so dejected he washan@rm tightened around
him.

That dreadful scene ..." He spoke to himself, sttakis head. '"What good
does it do Alice to work herself up into a fren#elthat? What makes her
do it?'

‘Temperament, | suppose,’ sighed Judi, hearingnatlait grating voice
saying,

'‘Look at my daughter! A famous film star she's going to bet Your
daughter - if she hadn't been so dense at scheahgiht be able to pay me
sufficient for her bed and board. As it is, she& p sponger!

That's enough!" broke in Judi's father. 'My gatlto leave school because |
was dangerously ill and it was thought I'd diewdts a long iliness and the
doctor said I'd never work again. Judi was brilliahschool, but she didn't
hesitate to forgo the opportunity of a career,sisg that she leave school



and care for me. Then, even when | did recoveouldn't work for a very
long while, so Judi had to be the breadwinner. Thahy she's now in a
dead-end job, and you know this, anyway, Alicewby keep on at her?’

'She could get something better if only she madeetfort. What she gives
me doesn't keep her—'

'Well, | give you plenty, don't I?' Bill Langhameyes had blazed and Judi
expected for one horrified second that he woultestnis wife.

Alice had gone off into the kitchen, slamming tledbetween it and the
sitting-room with such force that a treasured oreanof Bill's had crashed
to pieces as it fell from a shelf to the floor.

A frown crossed Judi's wide brow as she recalled her father had looked
as he bent to pick up the pieces. The ornamentjedyl ‘cottage’ group, had
belonged to his first wife, and had been passéeétdrom her grandmother.

'I must find a way of getting myself a home, Fatbedi broke the silence at
last, rising from the bed and moving into the méldf the room. 'Alice is

right of course when she says | don't contributaugh. | can't help my low

salary, or the high fares | have to pay each datyl'\le been thinking that if

| could get a room close to my work | could managey well.' She looked

down into eyes that were shadowed with pain andorsen ‘There's no
pleasure for any of us in this present situaticath&r. Alice isn't getting

enough from me, while | on the other hand haveingtbver when I've paid

her - and the expenses I've mentioned.’

'l give her plenty; | said that just now.’

"You'd still give her the same if | weren't hetake her, he gave practically
all, leaving himself with little more than bus farand a few pence for a
daily newspaper.

He put his head in his hands, and Judi's heart agnb him. What a price
to pay for the mistake of marrying Alice Smith, tpeetty, fair-haired

part-time typist who had come to work at the firfnbailders’ merchants
where Bill was employed as clerk. As he had sagdahd Judi had been



happy together for all those years. And even wigminarriage it could have
been so wonderful, Judi thought, as there had bm@n in her heart for a
mother and a sister. And there had been room irntluise, with its three
pretty bedrooms and two sitting-rooms, one faciogtis and one looking
right down the garden to the brook and the greeaded slopes beyond.
Hannah had not stayed long at the cottage, haveen offered a flat in
London by a friend who was going abroad for a year.

'‘Are you quite serious, my Judi?' Bill Langham'sceoquivered and so did
his lips. He looked so sad, and yet resigned. Péally want to leave here?’

'l don't want to, darling, but | must. You do skes? If | go you and Alice
will have a chance of making something of your $iv€

‘You don't believe that, Judi.'

She bit her lip. She was reluctant to talk aboutgtepmother in this way
because, despite all that had happened, she sp#dcthat things might
work out right if the couple were left to themsedve

‘This situation is impossible for us all, she satitength. 'l must go, Father.

He nodded, though reluctantly. 'I'll come and saenggularly, dear," he told
her huskily. 'And - and you will come home somesmeon't you?'

'Of course, just as Hannah does."

'Hannah!" bitterly again. 'She seems to have ehienyt while you have
nothing. There's no fairness in this world, Judi.'

'l don't envy her,’ she returned softly, her haggés wide and frank.
'Hannah's a success and I'm a failure. We havenut éhat.'

Her father looked at her, then stood up and pldusedhands upon her
shoulders.

'You've a long way to go before you can say yaafiaglure, my dear - a very
long way. And in any case, by what standard of emldo we assess our



failure or success? Worldly goods? - fame?' He lshioe head. 'No, my
Judi, success in this life has been achieved iiwva&e others happy, and
you've made me happy for a very long while. Whatewglot happens to be
from now on | have my memories—' He broke off andi dtiffened as the
door was flung wide open. Neither she nor her fatheed heard Alice
coming up the stairs. Bill's hand dropped fromstesulders and Judi moved
away, unwilling to look at her stepmother, whoseefeshe knew, would be
purple with fury.

‘Talking about me, | suppose!" The harsh voice seeto desecrate the
pretty pink and white bedroom which had been Jddi'sas long as she
could remember. 'Plotting how to get rid of me? Mgdu can conspire till

Doomsday, but you shan't move me out of this hol'semy home, and if

you don't like me in it then you can get out - bothyou!" and the door
slammed behind the irate woman as she flounced th@mwoom, leaving

Judi trembling and her father pale with rising ange

'Us get out? Does she really believe she can takbame?'

'‘Go down to her," begged Judi, tears filming hezseyl'm the one who's
causing all the trouble, Father, and the sooneavée the better.’

He nodded reluctantly and with a shrug of sheezaligin he left the room.

Something must be done, and quickly, Judi decided, for the next few
days she spent her lunch breaks searching hopefoaiflya room in
Dorchester, where she worked. But by the end ofwbek she was fast
losing her optimism, and when a fortnight had pdss® she was no nearer
than at the beginning she had lost hope altogetlinerrooms she had seen,
were all too expensive; she would never be abladanage the rent, and the
added expenses. Her father would look anxiousheatwhen she came in
from work, and his expression when she told himher failure to find
suitable accommodation would invariably be a mimgliof relief and
disappointment as the two emotions struggled fpresunacy.

'l must go,’ she said determinedly one evening wklexe had gone to see
her sister in Bridport, and Judi and her fathertggéther in the cosy little
sitting- room, as they had so often done in the. fldshow that we both feel



upset at the idea of a parting, but it will be thoe best. If you and Alice are
ever to agree - and you must make some attempiel-&tecause you're both
so young - then | must get away and leave you tee ithe house to

yourselves.'

'‘But you say you've searched the whole town," henéed her.

'I've thought of something else; | can try for atpas a housekeeper to some
widower. One often sees adverts for housekeepettseeimewspapers, and
the very next time | see one | shall apply for plst.’

Her father was silent for a long moment and thath) an unhappy shake of
his head,

‘Alice will certainly say you're a failure if yoake that sort of a post. It's no
more than being in service.'

Judi went pale; it would appear that she herseff m@ the only one who
had mentioned the word failure. Alice had obviousiyie so as well.

"It will be honest work," she said quietly, 'andriis nothing to be ashamed
of in that." She glanced at the clock as she sgdé#&enah was coming for the
weekend. She had rung Judi that morning at wordt, athough Judi had
informed her stepmother of this Alice had still goout to visit her sister.
'Hannah said she'd be here around eight," Judiomexck when her father did
not speak. 'l wish Alice had stayed in, for | hawe wish to entertain
Hannah.

'l expect Alice went out because she doubted vargmwhether Hannah
would keep her word. Look at the number of timesspromised to come
and then not turned up. If you take my advice yowt go to the trouble of
making sandwiches and getting a tray ready as gaally do.’

But Hannah did come, and Bill, short of money thoulm was, excused
himself and went off to the local.

"Your dad doesn't like me," from Hannah contempsiyoas the door closed
quietly behind him. 'l don't know what Mother wagking about to marry



him." A disparaging sweep of a beautifully-manicuiteand covered the
entire homely scene; the log fire and slate hednth thick oak beams and
bulging lopsided walls, the bow windows with thé#aded panes and
brightly-flowered curtains. 'Mother's been usetétter than this, and if she
wanted marriage so much then she should have lolmkesbmeone more
like my father. He was an architect," Hannah addddemphasis, and a hint
of colour rose in Judi's cheeks. With the utmostiadilty she kept her

temper as she said, going over to the sideboamdedrand taking out an
air-mail letter,

"This came by the late afternoon post. Your mottes going to re-direct it
and send it on to you, but when I told her you wameing this evening she
didn't bother, naturally.’ The letter was addregsddiss Judi Langham, but
Judi knew it wasn't for her, and so did Alice, wias always talking about
her daughter's bravery in rescuing a Greek chdchfdrowning, and telling
Judi that the boy's uncle was a wealthy shipowndrthat he had, owing to
the rescuing incident, become very friendly indeeith her daughter.
Handing it over to her stepsister, Judi could relphbut be struck by the
strong firm handwriting which seemed at once toegoharacter to the
writer.

'Oh ... thanks.' Hannah relaxed against the cushavassed her long elegant
legs and began to slit open the envelope with wbald only be described
as an air of boredom.

'I'll get a drink. Would you prefer tea or coffee?’

'I'd like something stronger, if you have it?' pogty and with a slanted
glance from under long dark lashes. 'Whisky . . .?'

Judi's mouth compressed.

You know very well we don't have whisky. We cafford it.’

'How sickening to be so poor! Oh, well, give maip of coffee - black.' She
withdrew the single sheet of paper and began rgatidudi went into the

kitchen, where she busied herself with sandwiched eoffee. Only
half-past eight. How could she converse in a frigmeay with the girl for



another two hours? A glance in the tiny mirror ottee sink revealed a
frowning countenance and Judi allowed her faciabetas to relax. The
result was a beauty surpassing even that of Hai@lahr peach-bloom skin,
tightly spread over high cheekbones and a widdligeat forehead. A small

retroussenose and full generous lips. Honey-gold hair fegtkvith auburn,

hazel eyes widely-spaced and almond-shaped. Jualvesl her fair share of
male attention at her place of work, but she hadyab met any man she
would like to cultivate even as a friend, much less anything more
romantic. She should get out more, her father tegéatold her, but this

took money, and as Judi had barely sufficient tepkieerself neat and tidy
for work, going out for pleasure was quite impoksib

With the tray in her hands she returned to thengitoom; Hannah had
tossed the letter on the couch beside her, butdigpdit down the tray on a
small table she said,

'You can throw that away when you've read it.'

'Read it? You want me to read it?'

A smile of triumph hovered on lips that were judittée too thin for perfect
beauty.

'My Greek admirer, Vidas Theron. I've learned rélgenhat he's a
millionaire. He wants to marry me.'

Judi swallowed saliva collecting in her mouth. Allimnhaire ... and he
wanted to marry Hannah. Success ... and failure, #& Judi's father had
said, Hannah had everything, and Judi nothing.

"Your mother will be pleased.' And she would losesmgle opportunity of
reminding her stepdaughter of Hannah's added gutuite.

‘Naturally. Wouldn't your father be pleased if ien® you to whom a
millionaire had proposed?’

Ignoring that, Judi bent over the tray, taking U tcoffee jug and
proceeding to fill Hannah's cup.



'Why do you want the letter thrown away? One ugueatleps a thing like
that?'

'What for, for heaven's sake?"

‘It should be of sentimental value,’ replied Jaalid Hannah gave a short,
amused laugh.

'Funny little country wench, aren't you? These West

Country villages do produce strange folk. Sentiraenalue—' She broke
off, laughing again. 'Read it,’ she said, ‘and tineow it behind the fire.'

Glancing at it as she handed her stepsister tieesafudi left it where it was
for the present

'‘Are you going to marry him?' she asked, passingnida the sandwiches.
'Of course - but later, when I've made my film.'

'He doesn't mind waiting?'

'He'll not have to mind. My career comes first ahelays will; | expect he'll
become resigned to that.' She took a sandwich trarplate and eyed it
before putting it to her mouth.

'Men usually want their wives to put them first.’

A hint of amusement touched the violet blue eyes.

'l expect you'd not think twice about putting yéwisband before a career?'
'If you want happiness, Hannah, you have to put hogband first.'

‘That's an antiquated idea, Judi. Men don't puir tvéeves before their
careers, so why should wives put their husbandsréeheirs? What's the

use of fighting for equality if you're not going put it into practice once
you've won it?'



'In Greece there isn't the same equality. Men lavays superior there.'

'Rubbish! In any case, Vidas would have to live kghevanted him to live -
and that certainly wouldn't be in Greece. So ifliked in England he'd
naturally have to do what the English do .. . drat ts, treat his wife as an
equal.’

'If he'll let you have all your own way like th&ien he must be a weak sort of
man.' Judi allowed her eyes to stray to the lettene single sheet lying
unfolded on the couch. Surely only a strong manlccowite with that
particular hand. She saw the name at the bottomaasvT. 'lt seems very
strange to me that a man of that standing wouldyveagirl he's never seen.’

' must admit that | myself am extremely puzzledthys fact." Hannah
nibbled thoughtfully at her sandwich. 'l feel tHergome sort of mystery.’

'‘Mystery?' Sitting down on the couch, Judi pickedhe letter. 'How do you
mean?'

'Like you, | feel only a weak man would propose mage to a girl with
whom he's only corresponded, and never met. He'thasen got a
photograph of me; he's never so much as askedé&t o

'He knows who you are, though. He knows you'réna dictress?'
Hannah shook her head.

'l haven't ever mentioned it. You see, my letteagehbeen short, simply
because | felt we weren't gaining anything by cpomding at all." A small
pause and then, 'From his letters I've gatheredeblow, that he's very far
from being the weak type. On the contrary, he sel@mslinately strong.

And his business - this friend who told me thas lagmillionaire also told me
that he has a marvellous business brain. He'gjais® out of the ordinary in
the way of looks,"' added Hannah with a sudden sasiJdeaning forward,
she picked up another sandwich from the plate ertry. 'l don't believe
I've ever told you the whole story of how we camedrrespond in the first
place?’



'No; in fact, it was your mother who told me abyaitir saving his nephew's
life.’

'It was nothing really. The kid got into difficuds and | went to his aid. As
you know, I've won several medals for swimming,itsvasn't anything

heroic." Hannah spoke matter-of-factly, and it wigsr that, whatever her
character in other ways, she was certainly modestitathe rescue. 'The
child's parents were on holiday in the United Stated Vidas was looking
after him. The nanny was there, on the beach, eitwsas having a little
flirtation with one of the English tourists insteafllooking to her charge,
hence the kid's getting into trouble. He'd goneftwmut. You can imagine
how deep the uncle's gratitude went, and | bellexdried to contact me
before | left the island—'

'It was Corfu - | think your mother said?'

‘That's right. Vidas lives there in some magnificeiia. Well, as | was
saying, he tried to contact me, but although | lefidmy name, and that of
my hotel, with the nanny, | wasn't on the islanddaafter the incident
because the package tour | was on provided fomask only in Corfu and
the other was spent in Athens. However, Vidas gptuddress in England
from the hotel people and when | arrived home these a letter waiting.
Perhaps you remember it?"

Judi nodded, but asked why it hadn't gone to Hasraindon address.
"You were living there at the time you took thatitiay.'

'Yes, but not at the time | booked it. | gave ttaar¢l company this address,
and that's why Vidas's letters always come here.'’

Judi sipped her coffee thoughtfully.
'Why didn't you give him your change of addreS$® had no idea why she

should have asked a question like that, for it matsin the least important
that Vidas sent his letters to the cottage andablannah's London flat.



'| didn't bother,carelessly as Hannah put down her cup and sanddeant
back elegantly against the cushions. 'As | saidjdh't see there was
anything to be gained by corresponding at all.

'But you have gainedAbsently Judi allowed her gaze to linger on tha th
sheet of paper in her hand. 'A millionaire She glanced up. 'Every girl's
dream.’

A smug expression settled on her stepsister's face.
'Envious, Judi?' she queried, slanting her a |dokedl-feigned pity.

The paper fluttered in Judi's hand. She thougltteofown future. Perhaps
the housekeeper's post, or she might just find alswom after all and be

able to remain at her present job. But at bestag going to be a meagre
existence, devoid of luxuries, and certainly theever would be the

opportunity of a holiday such as Hannah had spe@oifu.

'l must admit that | should be feeling most elatesd millionaire sent me a
proposal of marriage,’ she confessed at lengthyeawHannah's small
impatient

sigh as she awaited an answer to her question.

'Mystery or no mystery?' supplemented Hannah waitérest.

'You're sure there is a mystery?

'| feel there is. Read the lettdudi leant back and read, '‘Dear Judi,

Thank you very much for your letter in reply to mjimn which | thanked you
once again for saving the life of my young nephBuwt an even greater
tragedy than that averted by your timely action inasct occurred. Davos
and both his parents - my brother and his wife revkdlled in a recent train
disaster of which you must have read in your Ehghswspapers. This
family who have been wiped out were my only rekdivand now | am
entirely alone. Judi, we do not know each othatlabut | am asking you to
marry me, because | know by your letters that yeuaanice person. You are



also courageous, and in addition to these thingenl still filled with
gratitude towards you for saving Davos's life. Agaid in my first letter, |
had to go to Athens that day on business, andyircase, | could not be with
the child the whole time. Had anything happenedinowhile he was in my
care | should never have been able to face my&ratid his wife when they
returned to Corfu. Perhaps, Judi, you think thistigrde | feel is
exaggerated, but if so, then just put it down t® @reek way; we have a
much deeper sense of gratitude than most peogeyamlways try to repay
in full when an occasion occurs where we find ounesseowing a debt such
as | owe you. It is for this reason that | am ofigriyou marriage. Please let
me have your answer as soon as you have reachesiszod.

Yours,
Vidas T.

The long wide sheet of paper remained in Judi'sl ladong while before she
spoke. The sadness of the man's mind ran throwgtetter - but Judielt
something else. It was a sort of intuition, a datjathat there was another
ache in this man's heart, an ache that had nothirajl to do with that
concerning his lost relatives.

'lt's awful - about the tragic deaths of his peopieli looked up, blinking
rapidly as tears struck the backs of her eyes largtened to escape on to
her cheeks. How calmly Hannah had taken the cantginthe letter! So
indifferent she had been when telling Judi to réahd then burn it. How
could anyone be so insensible to the man's deepvedrfHannah, | feel so
sad ... and yet | don't know this man.' Bewildéreshe looked down at the
writing again, but saw nothing, nothing exceptitsgon of a dark man with
typical Greek classical features, a vague image dbamed to have eyes
brooding and dark, and in whose heart was somilmche.... 'l don't
know him, and yet | cafeelfor him It's so - so strange.. . .'

Hannah laughed, a cold heartless laugh that calgédto shudder and
glance away, as if by so doing she could shut loeiiaugh as well as the
cold hard face of the girl who had emitted it.



'What an oddity you are, Judi! Crying for peoplaiye never known and
who are now dead - dead, Judi! What a softie yelu 2o you realize that
millions of people are dying every single day? Ao& going to shed tears
for them all?’

Speechless for a moment, Judi flicked a finger uheée lashes, and found
that it was wet.

'It wasn't for these unknown people - not realtis for the man - Vidas.
Hannah, can't yowexperiencehis great sadness? And don't you notice
something else? - something not at all concerndul g family?'

Hannah frowned, and regarded her stepsister ataf vgere slightly
deranged.

'What are you talking about?'

Judi opened her mouth to speak, then shook her Béadcould not explain
the way she felt; all she knew was that she rezptattading the letter since
she knew for sure that its contents would remaith \wer for a very long

while and she would be engulfed in a deep depnesBiiny should this be,

when she had no idea who this man was?

'He's all alone," she murmured at last, although tsdd no idea why she
should say this.

'So what? Many people are alone.’

Swiftly Judi looked up. How very mistaken this V&daas in the girl to

whom he owed such deep gratitude. . . . | knowday letters that you are a
nice person. . . ." he had written. Judi could imagHannah writing a

charming letter, though, so Vidas could be excisebfleing deceived.

‘There is a mystery, as you suspected.' Judi'ssaged to the letter in her
hand. Vidas spoke of the debt and then went as,fdir this reason that | am
offering you marriage.'

"You think so? Any clues?'



Judi shook her head, still bewildered by the wagy felft. It was almost as if
she knew this man . .. almost as if the letterldeeh for her and not Hannah.
Shaking off these chaotic thoughts Judi experierecaddden impatience
with herself. What on earth was the matter with that she should go on
like this? Vidas Theron had nothing to do with heathing at all!

'Why does he offer marriage? Why not offer you soeveard if he feels so
greatly in your debt? Why marriage, Hannah? Why?'

A shrug and a sigh of asperity was Judi's only &ndar a while. Then
Hannah said,

‘That's the mystery, Judi. Why marriage?'
Judi nodded mechanically.

'Yes, Hannah, that's the mystery.’



CHAPTER TWO

HAD the 'mysteryanything to do with the ‘other' ache which Judi kansed
on reading Vida's letter? Often she asked herb&fdguestion during the
following days, and just as often she would makatéampt to put the whole
wearisome business from her, telling herself that Isad quite enough on
her mind without worrying her head about some umknmman who lived in
a land she would never even visit, a man whosedukxt appeared to be
the acquiring of Hannah for his wife.

Eventually she did manage to push the matter imofér recesses of her
mind and concentrate once more on finding herdetfirae. This resolve was
strengthened when, about a week after Hannah hextt Bpr week-end at
the cottage, another row occurred, and this timeefdctually told Judi to

get out. Judi's father was not present this timd,& course Judi made no
mention of the scene, which had left her tremblng completely drained
of energy. Alice had gloated over her daughtecentoffer of marriage,

had spoken of her success in being chosen asathef $he film, had taunted
Judi with being a failure and told her that she Mdae lucky if she managed
to get an offer of marriage from a labourer. The&as no reason for this, as
Judi's beauty was not to be denied. It was mete spi the older woman's
part, but it went deep,and it hurt. Judi went aif her room sunk in

depression and overwhelmed by the sure knowledafestie really was a
failure.

And her efforts at removing herself from the worsanfulence were also a
failure, for no matter how much she renewed théfeete she could not find

either a post offering accommodation, or a roorseko her work. To make
matters worse, her father had begun making regusés to the local inn,

where he would remain until closing time. In order do this he

determinedly kept back some of the money previotslyded over to his
wife, and this served only to increase the womuamdictiveness towards
her stepdaughter. Judi found life at the cottageimeng more and more
unbearable.

One week-end, in desperation, she went off to Laontio see Hannah,
spending money which she had saved for a much-depde of shoes.
Supposing Hannah were not at home? The idea hdutdoidi until she was



on the train, having failed twice during the aftawn to contact her stepsister
by phone.

'Why am | going anyway?' she asked herself misgrdbisn't as if we get
on together. | shall only come back feeling morbappy than when | left.'

Hannah was at home; she started with surprise @ngdudi, but invited
her into the sitting-room of the flat.

'What's wrong?' she asked, and Judi made no attenmpde anything. She
told Hannah that life with her mother was unbearaid that she was trying
to find a place to live so that she could leave dom

'Give me your coatHannah sighed impatiently, but after hanging up th
coat she said,

‘They should never have married. They're totallsuited. | suppose
Mother's still bothered about money. There's ngtlike a shortage of it for
breaking up a marriage. "When poverty comes ihatbor love flies out of
the window." There's an awful lot of truth in tludtl saying. Thank heaven |
shan't ever know poverty." A wave of her hand iat#id the settee. 'Have a
seat. Would you like something strong? Whisky Nl

Accepting the invitation to sit down, Judi declingte offer of a drink,
saying she would like a cup of tea. She hadn'tnediat she suspected
Hannah had, so she resigned herself to being hungry

'I thought that, if you weren't doing anything tomoav, | might stay until
then.

Hannah shrugged; it was a cool and rather irritgeesture and Judi almost
said she would have the cup of tea and then I&aweshe could not bear to
return to the cottage, not with her stepmotheherhood in which she had
been when Judi left.

'You can stay if you like." But she added, 'Doretken a practice of coming,
though, because normally | have engagements, ®fredads come and visit
me here. I've only one spare bedroom, so theredmtilde anywhere for you



to sleep - not if | had another guest, | mean."\B&et off to the kitchen and
Judi put cool hands to her burning cheeks. Howidtiivas to come; better
to have spent the week-end upstairs in her beditotine cottage. 'In any
case,Hannah continued on returning with two cups ofdea tray’l shall
be preparing to leave here shortly. We're gointh¢oisland in three weeks'
time.’

Judi said, after a strange hesitation which shédaoot herself understand,
'Vidas - you answered his letter?"

'Of course.’

"You accepted his offer of marriage?'

'Well, what do you think? Certainly | accepted.’

Judi moistened her lips. That poor man, so unstisigezbout Hannah's true
character.

'He's willing to wait until you've finished the ril?'

'l didn't mention the film.'

'No?' blinked Judi. '‘But why?'

A slight frown appeared on Hannah's forehead.

‘That's another mystery. You see, | haven't meatiomy career - there
really hasn't been much opportunity, as only abaifta dozen letters have

passed between us all told—'

'Half a dozen?' Alice had talked as if a very irdten relationship had
developed between the wealthy Greek and her daughiteee each?’

‘That's right. So, as | said, I've never mentiongdcareer - and now it's -
well, awkward to say the least. | don't want teelbam, but | have an awful
suspicion that he definitely won't like the idearof being in the public eye.'



A pause and then, 'Yes, it's another mystery, lsschcan't for the life of me
say why I'm so reluctant to reveal what | do. Hdfered marriage, but if he
doesn't like what | do he can always retract.'

"You just said you don't want to lose him," Judnireded her.

‘Naturally | don't want to lose him, so | prevated saying that certain
private problems prevented my immediate marriage,that | definitely
want to marry him.'

Judi was thoughtful, and exceedingly puzzled. Sbingtwas not at all
right with this situation. Firstly, it was incredigthat a man in the position
of this Vidas would marry a girl to whom he hadtsemere three letters, a
girl whom he had never met, whose photograph heneadr seen. It was
beyond the bounds of what was feasible. And y&t# a fact. ...

You'll marry him, without having seen him?'

'l shall see him. If I don't fancy him then | cdmage my mind.’

‘There's a possibility of that?'

'He'll have to be pretty awful for me to turn himoveh,' laughed Hannah. 'A
millionaire . . .?' One eyebrow slanted in a gestir amusement. ‘A girl
doesn't turrthatkind of money down in a hurry!

"You're only marrying him for his money, obviously?

'‘Obviously. He must know that, so you needn't &eety for him.’

'l still don't understand why he's offering you mege,' frowned Judi, but
Hannah merely gave an impatient shrug, as if tioédhat particular
guestion, and said,

‘There must be a good reason, which he'll give menwe meet.’

'He could have given it to you in the letter.’



'Perhaps it's not the sort of thing one puts &ttet - Good heavens, Judi, do
forget the thing, will you? I'm not troubling mydw about a reason, so why
should you?'

But Judi was to discover the reason, and beforg leag.

She and Hannah were sitting chatting the follovaftgrnoon when the bell
rang and, answering it, Hannah brought in a youag of about thirty years
of age. After introducing him to Judi Hannah wentrtake him a cup of tea.

"You're Judi too?' David Payne looked her over auhiglly. He had an open
honest face and Judi liked him on sight. 'How do gpell it?'

She told him, and although he expressed considegatprise Judi did not
enlighten him as to how Hannah had got the name.sbisame had not
been mentioned, so the matter faded after a few entsmand David was
saying,

'Isn't Judi lucky, being chosen as the starTieilight Fanstasy?'

'Yes, indeed.’

'It's the sort of lucky break that could lead tstilag fame—' He broke off
and glanced swiftly at the door. 'If she doesn'adgthing silly," he added in
a whisper.

'Silly?'

He hesitated a moment.

"You're her stepsister, so | expect she's configdu. You know about this
fellow Vidas, who wants to marry her?'

'Yes.'

'She might be tempted. Has she given you any $a@tctue as to whether
she intends to marry him?'



Judi paused before saying,

'Well... she did give me to understand that shé mvdrry him, when the
film's made.’

'When—"?' He stopped and stared a moment. 'So..."'

She doesn't know the whole, that's evident. Nownaer why he hasn't told
her, because obviously that's the reason he wantsatry her.' He spoke
musingly. Judi said in an urgent tone, her eyetherdoor,

"You know Vidas?'

He shook his head.

‘Not from Adam. But a friend of mine's acquaintathva business associate
of his; it was he who told me that Vidas Theroa millionaire. | told Judi,

and | expect she told you?"

'Yes, she did," still in an urgent undertone. "spoke of a reason for his
wanting to marry her?'

'Perhaps | oughtn't to tell you, seeing that Jedsélf doesn't know—'

"Tell me, please,’ she urged. 'l won't say a wordan— to Judi.'

'Vidas Theron has no relatives—'

'l know that.'

'He has no blood relations, | should have said.'

"‘Well?' Again Judi darted a glance at the door.

'‘And he has only six months to live, so there yomehthe reason for his

wanting to marry. These other distant relationsaapretty grim lot, from
what this bloke told me, and Vidas is marrying osiythat he can bequeath



his money without the risk of subsequent squabblamd graspings by this
shower, who are merely cousins about half a dapegstremoved.'

'Six months to live. .. ." Judi heard the rest,dnly this held her attention -
all of her attention. 'Six months to live." So tlvedis the added sadness
running through that letter! That was the 'somegheise’ which Judi had
sensed but which Hannah had not. He was goingetimdiix months' time -
and he was only thirty-one; Hannah had told Jua. ttHow - awful!" She
felt her eyes fill up, just as they had done ort titaer occasion. 'What's
wrong with him?"

‘A rare disease of the spine. No cure as yet. Afletork going on, but it's a
mysterious disease - found only among nativesgrbap of islands in the
Far East. Vidas was there - he'd given the monédyiild a hospital and he
went to open it. Caught the disease; ironical, was

'So much is explained,’ she said huskily at lengtp.till a short while ago
he had a brother."

'‘And a nephew. Yes, there was no need to worrytalieumoney then, as he
had willed it to them.'

'You seem to know a great deal about him?"

'‘As I've said, a friend of mine is acquainted vatbloke who does a good
deal of business with Vidas Theron, and all thenmfation I've given you

came from him. I'm glad Judi's ignorant of the fiett Vidas has only six
months to live. If she knew she'd almost certab@yempted to marry him -
and that would mean throwing away this opportunitypecoming a great
star.'

"You have some reason for not wanting her to thewaay this chance?'
‘Are you asking if I'm in love with her?' and befaludi had the chance to
reply, 'The answer's no. My only interest is monetéive made a rather

large investment in the film company.’

'l see.’



"You promised not to tell Judi.'

'l shan't say a word to her.' She was thinking mfag, who had probably
received Hannah's letter telling him she could matry him for another
twelve months. What would he do? - look aroundsfumeone else?

'Have you any idea what he's like?' she askedjrigoit David through a
film of tears.

'l believe he's quite out of the ordinary - talldagood-looking; very
dark-skinned - as all Greeks are, of course. Ariddk at him no one would
ever believe he had anything wrong with him. Hekbothe picture of health
- so this bloke says. Apparently this disease wgtawly for a while and
then accelerates. The end then comes quite swiftly.

'How dreadful - to know you have such a complaint.’

‘Personally, I think I'd have to end it if evepluhd myself with anything like
that. | couldn't stand the mental agony of knowlingas dying — that six
months hence I'd be dead and forgotten.’

‘It must take a great deal of courage to carrysire'said. David nodded in
agreement, but nothing more was said, for Hannak &rering with
David's cup of tea.

'Do you take sugar? I've forgotten.’

‘Two, please, Judi.'

'Help yourself, then.' Hannah put a sugar bowkamff of him. "What have
you two been talking about?' She glanced at Judy, vdware of the
brightness of her eyes, swiftly looked away.

"You,' promptly replied David. 'We've been sayirmgviucky you are.’

Hannah gave him a charming smile.



'Yes, | am, aren't I?' She allowed her gaze toorstudi's profile. Several
months on a lovely South Sea Island; the thrithaking the film, and then -
marriage to a millionaire!

Less than a week later Hannah rang Judi up at eodkinformed her that
she was leaving for the South Pacific immediately.

'It's come sooner than expected,' she went on] ‘@t possibly get over to
say good-bye to Mother. Tell her I'm sorry, anaaésl her not to expect too
many letters as | shan't have the time to writentif&o long - and | hope you
manage to get the room you're looking for.'

Alice was upset, or appeared to be, and for oneensts in a softer mood.

'l thought she'd have made the effort to come aydgsod-bye. Children!
They're no good to you at all

these days!

'She must have been too rushed,' said Judi sodthaithough she also felt
that Hannah should have made an effort to see b#reanbefore departing
for the island in which the film was to be madehéile's such a lot to do
when one is moving practically everything one owns.

"You needn't make excuses for her,' returned Alicethe point of tears.
‘There isn't any excuse.' Tears actually did fadl dudi looked at her father.

'Don't cry,’ he said, adopting the same soothing &s his daughter. 'ltisn't a
lifetime; Hannah will be back almost before you wnshe's gone.’

'I'm so utterly fed up with everything! | feel likgoing off on my own
somewhere!’

It was not the first time they had had this, angially it was ignored, but this
seemed to be an occasion when they all threediéirs somehow, and Bill
said impulsively,



'Look, Alice, let's you and | go off for a few datgsthe seaside. I've a pound
or two saved up and I'm willing to spend it.'

Alice dried her eyes, staring at him in disbelief.
"You mean it?"
He nodded.

'l can arrange to have time off work - they owesame holidays from last
year. How about it?'

Alice hesitated, but Judi, only too happy at tharde, supported her father,
and so it was arranged that they go off the follmyWVednesday, staying
away until the next Wednesday.

'Will you be all right on your own?' asked Bill dhe morning of their
departure. Judi was washing up the breakfast thiafyge she went to work,
and she smiled as she turned her head.

'Of course, Father. Off you go, or you'll miss ytain.'

A small pause and then, hesitantly,

"This little break can't alter anything, Judi. Aigvas in one of her moods
again this morning and | began to think that wehtigt be going after all.’

Judi bit her lip; she had heard Alice's raised e@jaite early - long before
anyone of them was up in fact.

'l know what you mean.' She glanced compassionaelyer father. 'I'll
continue searching, because I'm quite sure yoer'tiditer on your own.’

It was Saturday afternoon, and Judi was sittingtiyuby the fire when she
heard the car stop outside the window. Someoneganade a mistake, she
concluded on noting the size of the car. ColonektRived just along the



lane and people often stopped to inquire wherébise was. But they did
not normally come right up to the front of the ege. Rising, Judi went to
the door and she had it open almost before thednad got out of the car.
He straightened up and she stared. So tall anohglisshed, so very dark,
with black hair and eyes of a deep metallic gregt English, obviously -
Good heavens - he couldn't be—!

'I'm looking for a Miss Judi Langham.' His eyeskdn everything at a

glance. His surprise was a pleasant one, judginghbyquick change of

expression. 'You are Judi? I'm sure you are.' Hieedras he answered his
own question. 'I'm Vidas Theron - but | expect yewlready gathered that.
May | come in“he added when Judi made no move.

'Er - y-yes, of c-course,’ she stammered, feelmglisand insignificant
before such poise and perfection. She thoughtngam into his eyes - eyes
that smiled in the most attractive way - she thaughe is going to die.... It
did not seem possible; he was #live, possessed of a vital personality, and
a body that might well have belonged to an athlhidi swallowed hard, but
something seemed to have lodged in her throathandoice was husky and
broken when at last she managed to continue, Ydas, do please come
in.'

‘Thank you, Judi." No strain with him at all; hedashe might have known
one another for years. 'Can | sit herA?sweep of a long brown hand
indicated the sofa and Judi nodded, coming talifiast as she asked him if
she could get him something to drink.

'l wouldn't mind a cup of coffee. Black, please.'

She managed a quivering smile and disappearedhatkitchen. Her heart
was thudding and her nerves were playing her up/2¥8ut more important
was the question: why hadn't she told Vidas at @#hather stepsister - the
girl he had come all this way to see - was not Ieine must, the moment she
returned to the sitting-room, since it was too adkio allow him to go on
believing her to be the girl he wanted to see.

"Your coffee." Judi spoke haltingly, fully awaretadr heightened colour, but
certainly not aware of how attractive she appetoedis man from Greece -



from the enchanting island of Corfu. 'I'll p-puhiére." She drew up a small
table and placed the tray upon it. 'Would you Bkenething to eat?’

'I've had my lunch very late, so I'll not have dmiygy until dinner.' His eyes
swept over her as she stood there; she notedrtédiries of his face, the
typical high cheekbones and out-thrust jaw of thee®. His mouth was full,
but although it was soft now, as he smiled, shewoe sure that it could be
hard - that the man himself could be more than ,Haedcould be ruthless.
"You don't appear to be in the least surprisedyatescending on you like
this?'

'l am - most surprised.' She could have said tmathsd been too overawed
by his magnificence to make a show of her surphsany case, she was not
quite so surprised as Hannah would have been, Sudieknew that, on
reading the contents of her stepsister's lettefa¥ivould be forced to make
some sort of move. Either he would have to looktbfor someone else to
marry, or he would come to England and endeavopetsuade Hannah to
change her mind about waiting twelve months, sinbglyause he would not
be here in twelve months. He had chosen the letieise, which, when Judi
thought about it, seemed by far the most obvious lo& would choose,
seeing that he had no idea why Hannah should wahklfty the marriage.
‘The letter,' she began when he interrupted hgmgan his soft rich tones
that he had read it carefully but did not undemdtahy she should want the
delay.

'It's imperative that we marry right away,' he went 'l don't intend to give
you the reason, Judi, but do believe me, it is@gme.’

Right away. ... Judi supposed the reason for theyleould be that although
he had been given six months to live, it was pdssibat he could die
sooner. Strangely, this reason did not seem ty canch weight; Judi felt
intuitively that he had an altogether differents@afor his haste . . . and that
the reason had come only after he had met thevhom he believed to be
the one who had saved his nephew from drowning.

Now of course was the time to put him in possessibthe truth - but
although she opened her mouth to do so she promipsed it again. What
madness was this? She who in the whole of hehéfénever committed a



dishonest act. Failure. . .. Failure. . .. The wwachmered at her brain. If she
married Vidas Theron she would be a failure no mbresix months she
would be a wealthy woman— Swiftly she stemmed switked thoughts
and again attempted to tell Vidas the truth.

'I'm so sorry, Vidas—' How easily the name cameéheo lips! '—b-but
you've made a mistake—'

'‘No, Judi,' he softly interrupted, his eyes alltexang - and so soft they
were, and sad. No, not exactly sad . .. but ragretf haven't made a
mistake. | truly want to marry you. As I've saildete's a reason - a reason
which need not trouble you at this stage. Justdbat I'm marrying you in
order to pay the debt of gratitude. Please acdeit Judi, because that is
quite an important part of my reason for wantingniarry you. | can't walit,
there - there isn't time—' He broke off and she wati rising compassion
that his brow had become damp. 'Say you'll marrynowe, Judi. Say it, my
dear.'

Trembling, she stood there, her heart overflowinthwity even while
another part of her was saying, 'Hannah won't kaot¥ she returns, and by
then this man will be no more.’

No more! It was frightening. How could a man witlck apparent health
and fine physique be on the point of death?

'Debt of gratitude,” she murmured, her lips quivgriher whole nervous
system working in the sort of way that made het tpste ill. 'Debt. ...’
Impossible even to think of allowing him to makenastake such as this. It
was to Hannah that he owed gratitude, to Hannatealo

'You don't like my saying this? Nevertheless, ladee you this debt, Judi.'
He put down his coffee and took one of her trengbhands in his. 'Let me
repay you in the way | wish." A small pause; shiedohat the dampness had
become pronounced beads of perspiration and she tiradalmost
irrepressible urge to take out her handkerchiefvaipg them away. 'Some
day you will understand, fully. And that day wilbhbe long in coming. |
don't know the reason for your saying you can'trynane straight away, but
unless you marry me now - at once - then it wiltoe late.’



‘Too late?' In a sort of dazed and automatic waly fhund herself saying
what it would be natural for Hannah to say in theseumstances. 'Why,
Vidas?'

He shook his head.

'Dear Judi—' His hold on her hand tightened toip tiyat hurt: for a fleeting
moment she knew again that intuitive impressioni®having an altogether
different reason for his haste, a reason whichdaadke into being only after
seeing her - the real Judi Langham. Could it pdg$ib that he - he liked
her? Breathlessly she waited for him to contineglifg herself caught
inescapably in a net woven long ago, a net thablead moving towards her
through eons of time. So unreal became the situtiat she could scarcely
think clearly, for her brain was numbed. 'Dear Jundi said again, 'don't ask
any questions, just say you'll marry me - at once.’

She glanced down at his hand, clasping hers sogtyrthat she could see
clearly the blue veins standing out beneath thigianwn skin. Her big hazel
eyes lifted, to his face and then to his templegen@hmore veins stood out,
revealing the intense strain under which he labdhugée knew she ought to
say,

'I'm not the Judi Langham you've been writing tbe $sn't here; she's not
even in England.' Instead she said, in tones salmhhalting that he had to
bend his head in order to catch her words, 'I'lirsngiou, Vidas - at once.’



CHAPTER THREE

VIDAS took her out to dine at a lovely old-world inrusited a short distance
from the village, and they ate by candlelight iecramson-carpeted room,

low- ceilinged and beamed, and with a great Paitktone fireplace at one
side of which a piece of the wall had been cut artd covered with glass, so
that those interested could view a section of thtlevand daub with which

the fifteenth-century building had been constructed

Judi's mind was in a state of tension; she expeeeta feeling of terror at
what she contemplated doing, and several times @aradé&empt to blurt out
the truth. But, strangely, as she sat there oppdsitthis charming and
handsome man from the East, she became more ameddnsevn to him and
the idea of the inheritance faded entirely fromrherd. It was unimportant;
what seemed vitally important was that this marukhbe made happy for
the remaining six months of his life. The prospa&diving with him as his
wife brought no feeling of trepidation, a circumsta which amazed her, for
by nature she was shy, especially with men, andwahéd never in her
wildest dreams have imagined herself feeling smaaid untroubled at the
idea of marrying a stranger. For Vidas was stg8tranger - and so grand a
stranger. Far different from any man she could hagealized as her
husband. He and she had talked for a long whilerbé¥idas's suggestion
that they should go somewhere and have a mealaHedhd her about his
business and although he had not mentioned his\gesdth, naturally, Judi
was nevertheless told the truth about his house gardens, his town
apartment in Athens and his small holiday villa tbe enchanting little
island of Kalymnos.

'We shall go there for our honeymoon,' he had Sdal will be delighted
with the island, Judi.'

She in turn had told him about herself, speakirgrdedly at first as she had
no idea what had been told to him by Hannah. Apgbré& was not much,
and Judi soon learned with relief that Hannah hademo mention at all of
relatives, her letters to Vidas being rather sti®otJudi was able to tell him
about her father and stepmother. She refrained framtioning Hannah,
whom he would never know existed because of cailwese would be no
more correspondence between them. Vidas knew amdy Uangham;



Hannah Smith's name would not mean a thing to kienwould not now
write to her and she would conclude that he haeéed the terms of her
last letter and was waiting patiently for her tontat him again when she
was ready to marry him.

By that time Vidas Theron would be no more. . ..

This thought returned to Judi now as she and hangae lounge drinking
coffee, and a sudden terrible feeling of dejectiaept over her. For the first
time she allowed all her imagination to run freee saw herself with Vidas
at the end, imagined herself facing life withounkafter six months of being
his wife and constant companion. It was a marnaigeout love, of course,
and yet Judi could not but help feeling that thereh would be dreadful,
the gap in her life open for some considerable tafter the death of her
husband.

'My child," he was saying in an anxious voice, '@ you thinking about
to make you look like that?'

She managed to smile. In fact, it seemed imperahaeshe should smile,
simply in order to assuage his anxiety.

'‘Nothing important, Vidas,' she began when he iatged her, asking if she
were troubled about leaving her father and steparotNo, not at all,’ she
answered, and went on to tell him about the dissarexisting and saying
she had already decided to leave home.

'l must come and see your father," he said, aim agas picking up his cup
at that moment he did not notice the start she.gave

So much had happened in so short a time that shadtayet got down to
thinking about the actual marriage. How could sa\ycit through without
her stepmother finding out? Alice was not goingltow Vidas to remain in
ignorance of the fact that he was marrying the \grginl.

'l've been thinking,' she murmured after a long d@liberative silence, ‘that
as | don't get on with my stepmother she mightwish to meet you. My
father ... | could arrange for you to meet him Hags at a restaurant?’



His face clouded.
'It's as bad as all that?'

Judi nodded her head, and although it was quitetemiional her mouth
quivered at the memory of the rows which had o@zlirecently.

"It is bad, Vidas, yes.'
‘Then it's most opportune - my wanting to marry3/ou

‘Yes, itis.' This much she could tell him with qolete honesty, and her eyes
were open and expressive as they looked into his.

‘Then you must arrange for me to meet your fatberesvhere other than at
your home. The best place would be," he continfted @a small moment of
thought, 'the hotel in which | stay. | haven't bedkn anywhere yet; perhaps
you could recommend somewhere?’

‘The Bull at Bridport,’ she said at once. 'lt isldtge, but it's very
comfortable. I'm sure you'd like it.'

'And there's somewhere where we could talk?

'Of course. And it's only a few miles from my horee,it would be easy for
Father to get there.' She looked a trifle worried he said with a reassuring
smile,

"Your father knows I've asked you to marry me,gmse, so it won't be so
very bad bringing him to meet me, will it?

She swallowed convulsively. So many difficultieteating this deception,
this escapade on which she had embarked with testhiought as if she
were going off on a day-trip somewhere. 'Yes, Ra#treknows you've
asked m-me to marry you, so it won't be so badgprghim to - to see you.'

His smile deepened, while his eyes lit with amugs#me



'When | decided to come to see you, and persuad¢oychange your mind
about the delay, | little knew what an enchantingng lady | was to find." A
pause and a distinct softening of his mouth bef@meadded, "You know,
Judi, had | chosen my wife in entirely differentccimstances | could not
have found anyone more charming and unaffectedyban

She blushed, naturally, and averted her head. I[Bugugh guilt was strong
within her it was by no means her chief emotionr Eleief emotion was
pleasure at his praise, since it was the first siocaon which such praise
had been offered, and it seemed entirely to efaséekling of inadequacy,
of failure, which had been with Judi almost frome tmoment of her
stepmother’s arrival at the cottage.

'It's kind of you to say so,' she managed at ldishg her head.

'It's only the truth,’ was all he returned to tlzatd in a little while they were
in the big car he had hired on landing at the air@nd Judi was directing
him to Bridport, where he managed to get a rootheatotel. He' then took
her home and she invited him in for a few minuist he stayed a long
while and she knew that he was reluctant to leamd,her heart twisted as
the reason leaped to her mind. He was graspingeay single moment of
life. But this staying with her also meant that Wwas happy; a great
compassion surged within her and she vowed to lgiveevery second of
the six months he still had. Not one cross word ldi@ver pass between
them, not one tiny interlude of un- happiness sihtwel receive at her hands.

At last he said he really must leave and she acaareg him to the door.
Moonlight shone on the garden; spring flowers sprieir perfume over
the still quiet air and moths gathered in the lightitted from the small
hallway beyond the open door.

'‘Good night, Judi.' Soft the words, caressing sisramer breeze; something
stirred Judi's senses and even before he tookdmtlygo him she felt her
heart begin to beat over-rate. His kiss was adayasthis touch and when
presently he held her from him he looked deeply mgr eyes and she felt
that he searched for some sign that she had likediss ... and in the
fullness of what at this stage she assumed to bgdmerosity she went on
tiptoe and offered her lips once more. He caughtdkim then, in a sort of



avid desperation, and this time a measure of aydeyak a little of the
gentleness from the kiss. 'Dear little Judi," hesptred. '‘Good night, until
tomorrow.'

'‘Good night, Vidas,' she returned, and it was withgreatest difficulty that
she managed to keep the emotion out of her valell'have a lovely day
together.’

Vidas had suggested they had a day out, drivirigarcountry and stopping
for meals. On the Monday he proposed taking h&achester to arrange
for the wedding, and afterwards they would speredrést of the day in
Bournemouth.

"Il call for you about ten,’ he was saying asshe into the car. He lifted a
hand on driving away; the tail lights flashed afidaon as he took the bend
before being lost to sight. Slowly, Judi went bado the house, and only
then did the whole episode appear like a dreamdg \@mough, but totally
unreal. And as the moments passed it became mdrenare unreal, with
Vidas Theron taking on a shape and form as nebastise gods and heroes
of ancient Greek mythology.

Her father just stared and stared when she unfdidedtory to him on his
return from the short holiday. When at length sheé tinished speaking she
watched as, still dazed, he began shaking his t&z&llistened as he told
her she was crazy to think she could pull off saateception without its
being discovered.

'Why," he exclaimed, 'the moment you sign the tegise'll know you're not
the girl who signed the letters!

Judi's eyes went to the photograph on the sideboard

'I've been practising,’ she said and, followingdhection of her gaze, Bill's
eyes opened wide.



'‘Copying her autograph from that on her photo!" &@noment he seemed
bereft of speech as he stared at his daughter,aapgeso calm and

unaffected by his astonishment. 'Judi, | don't knawat's come over you!

This is fraud -1 expect you know that?"

For a long moment she remained silent, her mindgyback to the day in
Bournemouth. So unbelievably wonderful it had besamd she and Vidas
might have known each other for months. He tookamer as they walked
along after parking the car. He bought her a badutiamond engagement
ring which he slipped on her finger in the gardéthe hotel to which he had
taken her for lunch; the wedding ring he kept s pocket. They strolled on
the promenade, hand in hand like true lovers; Hatyand stared at the sea,
or passed a remark now and then about people obetleh. And the sun
came out for them and remained warm and brighthiemhole of the day.

'l consider the fraud justified, Father. Vidas tamarry Hannah because she
isn't here. She chose her career, believing shd coarry Vidas later, but of
course she can't. He needs someone, Father eekds me.’

He shook his head from side to side, staring wesijeat her. She had told
him everything, even to her own feelings for Vidaser compassion and
resolve to make him happy while he lived. Therda e nothing wicked in
sentiments such as these, she firmly maintainedhdnfather then said,

‘The money he's going to leave you? Are you trymtell me that it means
nothing? - that it hasn't influenced you in thidbelevable decision you've
made?'

She hesitated before admitting in all honesty tinate very beginning, the
money had in fact influenced her.

'‘But very soon | knew it was not the money,' shdeal a little hurt and
angry by the sudden cynical lift of his brow. 'ndleexpect you'll believe me,
but the money doesn't matter any more.’

'Are you trying to say you've fallen in love withetman?' he asked, and now
his cynicism had disappeared, replaced by an esipresf deep anxiety.



'Of course not, but I'm sorry for him. It hurts neethink of his dying so
young, and you'll also feel that way once you'vé ha," Judi assured her
father.

'Probably I will. One would feel sorry for anyomea plight such as his. But
| must say I'm relieved to hear that you're ndowre with him.’

"You'll come and see him this evening?' Her voies @w, anxious. She had
earlier told her father that she meant to marryagiavith or without his
approval, but she loved her father and she dichat desire his approval.
Alice had been told that Judi had found a poshéertorth of England, and
that she would be leaving the cottage in two d@ys. Alice received this
news without emotion; she had known that Judi wasetiled and would
leave home at the first opportunity. She hadn'neeminded Judi that she
must write, so in the absence of letters arrivingha cottage Alice woud
correctly conclude that Judi's letters to her fathere addressed to his place
of work.

'Yes, certainly I'll come and see him.' Her fathedded as he spoke, and
listened to his wife moving about upstairs. 'Alieél be catching the
seven-thirty bus, | expect.’

'She usually does when she visits her sister. \&&tlh the eight o'clock.

Judi and Vidas were married on the Friday, Judiiftavieft home' the
previous day to take up her post in the north ajl&md. In actual fact she
had stayed the night at an hotel in Dorchester. tddrer, won over
immediately on meeting Vidas, left home early asalisut instead of going
to work he came to the hotel, where he changed tiosuit he had
previously smuggled out in his daughter's luggage.

'You look nice," she said when, having left him faenty minutes or so,
Judi returned to her bedroom and looked him ovén approval.

'‘And so do you.' He said no more, but Judi knevhasfather's glance
wandered over her that he was secretly assessiaghen outfit had cost.
Vidas had insisted on paying for it and Judi hade@o demur, fully aware
that to buy her the outfit would afford him immendeasure.



Vidas himself was immaculate in a dark grey susuberlative quality and
cut. So tall he was, and appearing to be in petieatth. Judi caught her
breath when on meeting her at the register offesrhiled almost tenderly
as he allowed his critical gaze to wander overtaging in the small slender
figure and tiny waist — the straight proud shoudéx blush enhanced the
peach-bloom beauty of her cheeks, delicately-cartbiand with bones
prominent in the most attractive way. Her big alokshaped eyes were
shining as they looked up into his, her lips pagkghtly as a responding
smile fluttered.

'"You look very sweet, Judi,' he murmured softlygd &ie swallowed hard, as
if speech had become difficult. '"Very sweet indesag happy. Are you

happy?’

She nodded, but suddenly her heart contracteds&teswiftly,
'Yes, Vidas, I'm happy. And you ... are you happy?t

‘Just about as happy as it's possible to be.'

As it's possible. ... What a wealth of meaning e@stained in those words.
And yet immediately the short civil ceremony wasioVidas seemed a
different person. He took his wife and father-im+l@#o lunch, then the
good-bye came, and all the while Vidas was in tighdst of spirits. Her

father must come for a holiday, he said, and teshgorise her father readily
agreed. He would save somehow, for the fare, anddwasit them later in

the year.

A glance passed between Judi and Vidas at thatlmdst imperceptibly
Judi shook her head. Receiving the message, Vidake mo offer of the
fare, realizing at once that it would instantlygmway the fact that Judi had
confided to him the whole plight in which her fatistood.

By eight o'clock that evening Judi and Vidas wer&hodes, largest of the
Dodecanese islands and faintly Asiatic in charatyerg as it did close to
the shores of Asia Minor. They were to spend thst fnight of their
honeymoon here before boarding a ferry to take tberthe final stage of
their long journey to Kalymnos.



'Island of roses,' said Vidas, amused by Judile lgasps as the taxi took
them to the Hotel des Roses. 'The loveliest ofGheek islands, so some
people think.'

'‘And you?'

'| prefer something a little less touristy. Cosl&ightful in that it possesses
all the floral myriad of hibiscus and jasmine, oses and bougainvillaea
which the Italians gave to both these islands,ituds not yet reached the
apex of tourism which we find here.’'

'Kalymnos - what of that?

'‘Ah, Kalymnos! There we have a Greek island nothed very much at all
by tourism. The cruise ships call, and a few pedplehoose it for a longer
stay, but one can still have a beach practicallyoneself, even in the
summer.’

'It sounds wonderful.' She was becoming a littieraes and shy, thinking of
the night and that her husband was a strangerdstiipite the closeness
which had developed between them in an amazingbyt Epace of time.
Lights surrounded them as they drove along, fobtief twilight had faded
and a musky, balmy darkness had taken its place.

'It's a wonderful place for a honeymoon,' he regdraoftly. 'I'm sure you're
going to like it very much.' He glanced through thimdow as the taxi
slowed down. 'Here we are. Tired of the long joyfe

''ve enjoyed it, Vidas. It was exciting. You sédjaven't been anywhere
very much up till now.'

‘Just lived in your little village?'

‘That's right. As | told you, Father and | liveaa for over twenty years.'
She was recalling how guardedly she had told himgthabout herself at
first; but it very soon became evident that althtoddannah'sletters had
made a favourable impression on Vidas they hadaiodyt not been

expansive, as he knew nothing at all about heapilife. In one way this



was strange, as Hannah liked to talk about herbatfin another way it
seemed quite feasible that nothing much had beparied to the uncle of
the boy whose life Hannah had saved. He was tatalkpown, a nebulous
figure, and one whom she would never meet. Thddtst from him had of
course changed all that, but it had come at a wmen Hannah had on her
mind more exciting things even than marrying a raarwealthy as Vidas
Theron, and so although his offer was accepteds/mas still left without
details of Hannah's life.

"You are twenty-one. ..." Vidas spoke to himselgnging through the
window again as the taxi pulled up at the hotelade. 'A delightful age for
a woman,' he added, and she did wonder if he veeadling the time when
he himself was that age ... with a long life ahefldim, or so he believed.

They were shown up to a rose and gold bedroom adjbining bathroom
that was a dream of modern decor. Excitement weltedithin Judi and she
felt her shyness slipping away. And when Vidas,imgeome close, took
her into his arms she found herself lifting her efafor his kiss as
unhesitatingly if a courtship and engagement andliagge had followed one
upon the other in a purely conventional way.

'You're not afraid, little Judi?' Vidas shook higad in a gesture of
wonderment as the words were spoken. It was askhbw what her answer
would be and was evincing a sort of bewildered elisbthat this could be
SO.

'I'm not afraid, Vidas,' she returned, and to prbee words she lifted her
face, inviting his kiss, just as she had done a emdmago. Gently his lips
touched hers, without passion or demand. It migivehbeen the kiss of a
brother for a sister - platonic - but she knew thaias no such thing. Vidas
was naturally holding his ardour in check - for time being.

'We shall not dine at the hotel," he decided wtitar washing and changing
their clothes they were feeling - and looking -adherefreshed. 'We'll go to
a Turkish restaurant that | know of. It's calledyBe Spartali.' He rang for a
taxi, which came at once and took them through eguand streets,
grey-purple in the shadows, and then through theerballiantly- lighted



centre of the town. The restaurant was outsidaeaa of Rhodes and was
noted for the excellence of its food and wines.

'What would you like?' They were seated in a semdudorner and Vidas
handed Judi the menu. She shook her head, smilititealeprecatingly as
she said,

‘I don't know these dishes. You choose, Vidas.'

He ordered a variety of salads and roast meatsamagalriin yoghurt. The
wine was 'Chevalier de Rhodes', a rose for whiehgland was famous.

They took a taxi part way back and then walkeayllgtg through cobbled
alleyways, dimly-lit, but perfumed by flowers turmg over mellowed
sandstone wails. Frotavernas bouzouknusic floated on the stillwarm air,
and laughter flowed as tourists sat outside tha$ésc drinkingouzoand
eating themeze®f salad and cheese and meats and octéfmimbsurned
on a smoky spit outside one of these cafes ands\add Judi stopped for a
moment or two and watched it cooking. To Judi itsvadl so new and
exciting that she would often utter a small sigltatentment and now, as
she stood with Vidas by the spit, she added tcsigtr with the declaration
that she had never been so happy and so excitbd whole of her life. The
words were spontaneous and almost unintentional. tBey seemed to
please her husband who slipped an arm about hetdgrs, and bent his
head to say, close to her ear because the cafeigiovpvas rather keenly
interested in the striking couple standing thetke- beautiful English girl
and the tall handsome Greek,

"You'll be more happy still, Judi, when we get tow one another better.’

She blushed adorably and his arm tightened. Whetlidg, unreal world
was this into which she had entered? On agreeimgatoy Vidas she had
been forced by something stronger than her own fralin the first moment
of meeting him she had been drawn to him, perhapsasciously, she
thought, but very soon his vital personality hateeted her and she had
surmised - quite reasonably under the circumstanites all that enveloped
her was a great compassion for a man whose endovasartbreakingly



close. But what she now experienced was not inveay akin to pity; she
had in the last few hours risen to dizzy heightsagpiness and expectancy.

Expectancy... She smiled with her eyes as she saas\éidips curve with
amusement at her blush. Expectancy. ... Was shig leaking forward to
his love- making?



CHAPTER FOUR

SHE stirred in his arms, and turned her head. He dglpt, and so tranquil
was his face, so filled with peace and contentméundi's heart contracted.
But seconds later, with very little doubt in hemohias to her own feelings
for her husband, she made a solemn and silentveetollive every single

moment of the most precious interlude in her lifaickh had been so
unexpectedly given her. That devastating hurt asedlasting sorrow would

be her lot at the end she had no doubt at allt.tHere was the precious
in-between, a time to be lived, and remembereditiir@ll the lonely years
to come. Yes, there would be her memories, anddrtdrmined they would

be happy, every single one.

'My love. . .Her husband stirred now, but he merested against her breast
and began breathing evenly again. She cradledankshetad in her arm and
closed her eyes. No sounds yet of activity; Xenagas Antigone his wife
could possibly be up, as they were early risersthmy would remain quiet
until they heard their master and mistress movbaéin the bedroom they
shared, the large and lovely room that looked oubahe calm aguamarine
waters of the Aegean Sea. Through the other windovering mountains
rose to the clear azure sky, dark basaltic heighis by volcanic activity a
long long while ago. Closer to, in the gardenshef stately white villa with
its bright blue shutters, tropical and semi-tropitawers blazed a gay
profusion against a backcloth of neatly-trimmedregg trees beyond which
ancient olive trees and carobs spread away in afssiéver and grey and
shiny green. Lemon trees and oranges and walnemsigrtheperivoli at the
side of Vidas's villa. This land he had only rebeatquired, he told Judi.

A swift smile leapt to her face as he wakened, mgviis hand to encircle
her slender waist.'

'My dear sweet wife ... how long have we been radfi

A laugh escaped her, tinkling like the gentle sowhdjoat bells on the
hillside.

‘A whole week! Don't you feel like an old marriecn?"



He moved his head in the circle of her arm.

'l should hate to feel like that - with so youngldeautiful a wife. Kiss me,
my sweet.'

She obeyed ... and for a long while they lay close.

‘Judi,’ he was saying when at last they both shdredbathroom, Vidas
shaving by the wash-basin and Judi enveloped imfd#as it struck you, as
it has me, that a miracle has occurred?'

She sponged her shoulders for a long moment, dwetin these words,
spoken with such a solemn inflection to her huslsaddep strong voice.
She knew exactly what he meant.

'So swiftly, and so easily, we've fallen in lovetlwione another." A
statement, answering his question, and

also spoken with deep solemnity. 'Yes, Vidas, indeed a miracle. | feel
I've know you such a long time.*"

‘That goes for me too." The electric razor becadfe in his hand as he
looked down at her, love in his eyes and a tenaesipon his lips. Tate is
so strange; you had to go to Corfu for your holiday nephew had to be in
difficulty at one specific time - when you wereithéo rescue him. Naturally
| wrote thanking you and expressing the deep giggit felt. But at that time
| little knew what was to be the outcome of it'dle fell silent and she
looked down, hiding her rising colour - guilty calo- that rapidly fused her
cheeks. And yet why should she keep this guilt der$ She was giving
Vidas far more than Hannah ever could, Hannah whe shallow and
selfish, who had said to Judi, when they had balkmty about this Greek
who had proposed marriage to her,

'It mightn't turn out a success, but never mindah't lose, can 1? - not
marrying such wealth as that? | mean, if we detwqmart, he'll have to make
me an allowance - and there'll be all the jewelbargt furs and so on that he's
bound to buy me. No, | can't possibly lose.'



‘Tell me, my dear love, just when did you realizattyou cared?

She glanced up, shedding her guilt as his wordsebirdo her thoughts.

'It's difficult to say, but somehow, | feel it wieere almost at the beginning.’
He nodded, without the least sign of surprise.

'l sensed it too. | had no qualms, not one, Jukinelv we should be happy
together." His voice was edged with contentmenth wnanquillity. She
realized that he also lived for the precious intel which had so
miraculously been given him. He spared not a morf@nanything other
than the happiness of the present and the immefdiates. Judi wondered
what his reaction would be were he ever to disctwatrshe knew the truth.
But he never would know, since she herself wouletf from mentioning it
even were she in a position to do so - which she mad, for the simple
reason that she would then reveal her deceit.

Would the day ever dawn when he himself felt oldige tell her of his
condition? She shuddered and faintly shook her.hiadl sincerely hoped
he would remain silent to the end.

'Vidas,' she said with sudden lightness, 'l wartcime out.’

'No one,' he returned, flicking on the shaver aganstopping you. You
can't say we're short of room in here.'

Judi pouted.
T'll use the other bathroom tomorrow!

'l suggested you use it today,' he reminded hereyes on the mirror. 'But
you could not bear to be away from me even foedift minutes or so.'

'Pompous man! What a good thing you never wish ¢arva hat!" Vidas
merely laughed and she added, peeping at him fraleruthose incredibly
long dark lashes, "You didn't offer to use the potrathroom, | noticed.’



‘Not I.' Placing the shaver on a shelf, he turn&dnan would be crazy to
miss a picture such as this.’

She blushed and said,
‘You're incorrigible, Vidas.'

'No, darling.' He shook his head, eyes wanderirtge¢darge blue bath towel
on the rail. 'Like you, | couldn't bear to be awayen for one short quarter
of an hour.' Reaching out, he picked up the to¥ it you get,' he ordered
in a changed tone as he spread the towel betwseoukstretched hands.
‘The water must be getting cold.’

She looked at the towel and said,
It isn't at all gentlemanly of you to remain hareile | dry myself.’
Vidas gave a light laugh at the assumed censurerieyes.

"You're not drying yourself. | am drying you. | dagirl, out you get! Have
you not yet learned that in Greece the husbankesrtaster? Has no one
informed you that wives are as slaves - to be kager?’

Responding to his laugh, Judi hesitated no mone éhaere second or two
before, replacing the laugh with a meek, 'Yes, ¥jdéhave heard that the
husband is master . .. and so | do as | am biddea,allowed herself to be
enveloped in the towel, felt the warmth and strerajthis hands through it
as he brought them round to the front and kept tbenher waist for a

moment before attempting to rub her down. Leaniackbshe felt his chin

on her hair, his cool breath on her cheek, higlithrd body close to hers.
Slowly he turned her round and she looked up andtisa light in his eyes

that amounted to nothing less than adoration. Prgstose with an access
of love and longing, she released her arms fronettielding drapes of the
towel and flung them round his neck.

'My husband ... | love you." Whispered words, huskyd quivering with
emotion. Judi was brought still closer to that haodsessive body.



‘Judi,’ he said, shaking his head after several embsrof intimate kisses and
caresses, 'if you tempt me in this way we shalhégng lunch instead of
breakfast." And because she blushed he sparedyhaidily rubbing her

down and, after handing her the talcum powder,uneetd away into the
bedroom and she was left alone for a brief spaldt -with her happy

thoughts and a glow of warmth rippling through &etire body.

Breakfast was taken on the sun-drenched patio wyietet and orange

bougainvillaeas climbed the trellis and the buidditself. Shading the south
aspect was a profusion of vines, and along the efighe patio brown

earthenware pots of all shapes and sizes spilldédme and colour from the
myriad exotic flowers blooming within them. Beaatyounded on this most
idyllic of all Greek islands. Mountains and sea andiarm golden beach,
pure scented air and clear sapphire sky; the riglepd of Leros to the
north, just across a narrow strait. Like Kalymnibsyas the home of the
brave sponge-fishermen. To the south lay the langkfertile island of Cos,
birthplace of Hip-

pocrates, the' Father of Medicine'.

Antigone, beaming and flashing her gold fillingsned them with
grapefruit and eggs on toast and delicious homeenmadrmalade, with
crisp brown rolls of peasant bread and thick cre&nyer. Both Judi and
Vidas were in shorts and open-necked shirts, fieetrin open sandals, as
their intention was to spend the morning sunbatlmntpe garden and the
afternoon in the sea. Judi, only a moderate swimhaat from the first been
on her guard; she would stay close to the shoreadntt she was too lazy
for vigorous swimming. Vidas only laughed and telasend she fervently
prayed that she could manage to keep from himnb&ledge that she was
not a very good swimmer.

The morning passed swiftly and they ate a middagl memeats and salads
and sticky pastries which Antigone had made, avdhath she excelled.

'I've never had such marvellous food," Judi saiémlafter lunch, they sat
outside and had coffee brought to them in the gardshall put on weight
and Father won't know me when he comes.’



‘You're too young to put on weight.' Vidas allowd flickering glance to
wander over her, noting the legs already tannedatms, also tanned, and
with fine gold hairs catching the sun's high rayer hair, such an unusual
colour of honey-gold flecked with a rich deep aulyirad become bleached
at the front and at her temples, enhancing thetpediner delicate features
and dark almond-shaped eyes. 'My Judi . . . youherenost lovely woman
I've ever known.'

Faint colour rising and heartbeats racing; shyggaand hands that fidgeted
suddenly. Her husband smiled in some amusemergaidgd

'Forgive me, darling if | disconcert you. In timewil get used to my flattery
- and take no notice of it." The merest hint ofuesjion lay in that last
addition and Judi shook her head vigorously.

'‘Never. | shall always be thrilled with it." Andestooked lovingly at him as
he watched her from above the rim of his cup. 'Howld | become used to
it, so that it becomes ineffective, as you are sgjgg? It isn't possible, not
when | love you so.’

Vidas made no comment on that, but sat there instlemce of deep
reflection. At length he said, in tones of disbietiad wonder,

‘A week. ... We've been married only a week, amigteat love has come to
us. Do you realize, darling, that less than a fghthago we had never even
met?'

She nodded and her own eyes reflected the wondesash in his.

'‘We didn't think, when we decided to marry, thavauld be a love affair at
all, did we?' But Judi frowned a little in voicitigose words, and she noted
the strange flickering in her husband's eyes, pstif he also were
guestioning the truth of what she had just said.

'l suppose not. .. . But if you remember, | sagt tiudging by your letters, |
formed the impression that you were a very charngimy She glanced
down. Hannah was adept at giving the impressioochafm, and had she
actually met Vidas, and married him, she could heheemed him had she



wished. But if the glamour should have worn offerthVidas would
assuredly have seen her in her true colours. &ltdcdld suddenly as this
idea occurred to her. For Vidas to marry, hopindéohappy in the last
precious months of his life, and then to discobet the girl he had married
fell far short of his expectations. ... Surely thatuld have been the cruellest
blow he could possibly have been dealt. Deceit been practised and
inevitably there would be occasions, like the pnesme, when the fact of
her deceit would be brought forcibly home to her, dudi had no regrets.
She and Vidas were in love it was meant that theylsl be, they both knew
this. Vidas had called it a miracle and she knew twhhad so described the
wonderful thing that had happened to him. When hepgsed to Judi
Langham - who was really Hannah Smith - he had copéind friendship,
and perhaps a small measure of love, for as helsaltad deduced from her
letters that the girl he wanted to marry was amivag girl. Yes, he might
just have hoped for love - but never had he hopetht perfection that had
been achieved by the incredible growth and fruittdra seed of love so
recently planted as that between Judi and himself.

She glanced up, suddenly aware that Vidas waitepecting some
comment from her.

'I'm glad you weren't disappointed in me,' she mugd, and as it was
obvious that she could find nothing more apt, hestiand gave a light laugh
and told her to finish her coffee, as it was titneytwere going down to the
beach.

They strolled hand in hand over the pale gold saodsrds the beach hut
which belonged to Vidas, being situated on his gigvpart of the sands.
Changing first, Judi presently emerged clad in yatgavelling beach wrap
which Vidas had bought for her in Rhodes. Vidas €amt a short while
later clad only in trunks. How perfect in physighe was! Brown and
sinewed, he appeared so superbly fit and healthtyitiseemed impossible
that he could have so serious a complaint.

He took her hand and together they ran into the sea



"You make me feel about sixteen!' she gasped whiength he let go of her
hand and began swimming strongly, watching as éxygected her to keep
alongside him.

"You look it!" He beckoned and called, as the distabetween them began
to lengthen, 'Come on; I'm not allowing you to aeyl today.'

'Please let me, Vidas,' and she turned on her &madKloated, under the hot
sun, the sea scarcely moving beneath her. 'l lostedoing this.'

'Very well. I'll be indulgent — seeing that youb® your honeymoon.’

Relief! She began to swim. Practice was what sleeles — just practice,
that was all.

She came out at the same time as he and they shemands drinking
lemonade which Vidas had brought from a bottle d&yat kn the beach hut.

'How brown you are.' He touched her arm with thekla a finger, bringing
it up to her shoulder with agentle caressing movemand so smooth -
Judi, what have | done to deserve this? By whaataoimable act of
providence did we come together? Love like thidois eternity ... and
yet...He tailed off, but she would not look at Hast she give away her
secret. For eternity ... Yes, so wonderful it weet it could not end so soon -
that was what he was thinking. But when he turredsaw no sign of regret
or brooding in his eyes, as she would have expgbezhuse he knew that
she would be left - alone and weeping. His handpad hers in a strong
possessive grip; she knew then that he was enceegbassorrow which he
also must not reveal. Just as she had resolvedate rhim happy, not
thinking of any future but the immediate one, ssas with her husband. He
also had resolved to makeer happy, determined that she should have
memories to treasure and to help her along thdyomay.

And so from that moment neither of them thoughamything but living for
the day, giving all to each other, with never oimgle cross word, no glance
or look that was not a loving caress, no touchwss not a tender revelation
of all that was underneath.



For another idyllic fortnight they remained on tistand of Kalymnos,
strolling its tree-lined lanes or climbing into ibdive-clothed hills. They
swam and sat in the sun; they dinethatrnasand hotels, and sometimes at
home, in the candlelit lounge, as the villa was lsraad had no real
dining-room. The lounge faced west, and the suargiag rays would lend
an amber radiance to it as they sat on its veramdththeir pre-dinner
drinks. By the time they went in the colour woulavk changed to deep
bronze and in a little while the great sphere walstup below the rim of the
world and the soft shades of twilight would envetbp mountains and sea
and the quiet scented gardens in its cloak of puapt lilac and grey. After
dinner they would wander in the garden, under temmn whose light it
was not difficult to pick out marigolds and rosesl geraniums, or the more
exotic oleander bushes and poinsettias. Maple tmees the private road
down to Vidas's section of the beach, and a shstartte away to the left
could be seen the gentle curve and sweep of anb#eah, that of Kan-
dooni, with its three little cottages and its chiuon a headland, shining in
the moonlight. So still it all was; Judi thoughétlif the lovely bay had been
anywhere else in the world it must suffer the fat@rogress, and become
backed by high white masses of concrete that peaied luxury hotels. As
it was, its backcloth was the natural dark outliighe high hills, and the
scattered villas lower down, nestling in the gretthed pockets of the
friendly heights. Lower down still, the road woupdrallel to the shore
before twisting up into the hills; its course colle discerned by the high
palms along its sides, swaying softly as a zephwyehed their slender trunks
and spiky foliage.

On the day of their departure they arrived earlthatpicturesque harbour
where every spring a solemn ceremony took placth@assponge-divers
prepared to sail away to the coast of North Afrghaere they would remain
for five months, diving to the bed of the oceantfoe sponges from which
they earned their livelihood.

'Darling,’ said Vidas as he and Judi sat down atafrthe tables outside a
tavernaon the waterfront, 'today I'm going to make yasté¢aoctopus.'

She grimaced.

'l couldn't; don't make me. | shall be sick—'



'‘No such thing,' he cut in hastily. "You don't knevihat you're missing.
When once you've tasted it you'll order it over amdr again.’

'l don't care for the way they bang it about onriheks,' she complained,
absently picking up the menu and staring at thamiifar words. 'lt's cruel.’

‘The animal's dead before they do that to it.'

'‘Well, it still seems cruel to me. And so hard theyg it, and rub it until it
has a frothy lather—' She stopped and shuddet'scthd use, darling; | can't
eat octopus.'

She had meat and vegetables, but when Vidas toakpigre of octopus on
his fork and held it out to her she opened her meadthough she did close
her eyes at the same time, making her husband.laugh

'It's good,' she murmured in some considerablesargVery good indeed.’

'l told you," with a hint of satisfaction in higte. 'l knew very well you'd like
it.'

Tl have it the next time," she promised. 'l hpddad no idea it could taste
like that.'

They drankouzo,sampled the local delicacy of aromatic jam whidke
many of the preserved fruits and nuts, was seritfdarglass of water; they
finished off with cheese made from goat's milk, &nown crusty peasant
bread.

With fingers entwined they strolled along towartie tanding-stage and
soon were aboard tHenossosvhich with its sister ship, thkeindos, plied
between the islands on a regular run.

'‘Our honeymoon's over.' Standing beside her husaatie rail as the ship
pulled out of the harbour, Judi spoke the worddysdboking rather sadly at
the receding shore and the men standing there,iclathck trousers and
thick hand-knitted jerseys. They were the fishermédro had been left
behind when the sponge-fishing fleet had sailetl gfter Easter. Perhaps



they were tired of the risks involved in that haars occupation, or they
might be maimed in some way and so were now uoifittfe work.

‘Not over, my love—' Vidas lifted a hand and pubrither shoulder. ‘It will
continue, Judi, for as long as we are willing t itaa honeymoon.'

Her smile dawned then and she pressed a loving tvamal his.

‘It was just a tiny sad feeling, leaving the islastie said, her dreamy gaze
returning to it for a while. 'lt's been so wondériidas. No one has ever

had a better honeymoon than ours.'

'l heartily agree,’ with fervency and deep emotisnbending his head, he
caressed her temple with his lips. 'No woman has eade a man so happy
as you've made me these past three weeks.'

She said, after a small hesitation,

'We could have stayed, of course?"

'Certainly, but | do have a great many things terat to, Judi. My business

is time-consuming, and although | have recentlyer@aavision for much of

the work to be taken off my hands | do still havens to do.'

"You won't be - be leaving me very much?' She caoldear it, so precious
was the time.

'‘Not now, my dear sweet wife," he replied withoesitation. 'How could 1?'
'l worked in an office. Can | come and work withugd

"You'd do that? You would prefer that to being pdfrom me - if only for a
couple of hours a day?'

'Of course; you know | would." She spoke withouhament's hesitation,
and added with a laugh, "You teased me about tiedzan, but it was quite
true. | want to be with you every single minuted&s. Let me, won't you?'
Serious her tones now, the laugh having died. tarddenly struck her that



the 'things he had to attend to' were really beiage for her. He did not
want any complications for her when he had gone. ..

Gone! Sudden excruciating pain tore at her head,séruggle as she might
to remember her resolve not to think of the futsine was quite unable to
brake her thoughts and her imagination. How wadaliee without him?

'l want to go too," she whispered through a misaafing tears that rose to
block out her vision. 'Let me go too.'

As if he sensed some emotion within her Vidas klelarm until it was
around her waist. She looked down, but pointedi@eii towards the island,
transferring his attention, and said, amazed thatceuld manage to keep
her voice steady,

"The cafe where we lunched, Vidas! Isn't it sm&I®d the hills - they're

indistinct now. Perhaps - perhaps,' she went oinigap keep his attention
on the island until her tears had been driven baekll return one day? Let's
come back, Vidas; let us come back soon.'

'If that is what you want, my love, then we shalhe back.' But he went on
to say that she had not yet seen Corfu, or his h&@he would love the
island, he felt sure, telling her that it was mioish than Kalymnos, having a
higher rainfall. 'It's a green island," he addadd'it's also a little un-Greek.’

Her eyes dry now, and her composure fully restaskd,could lift her head
without risk.

'Un-Greek? | don't know what you mean?' She knewfuCwmas a Greek
island, and she knew where it lay, but that was all

'It has a rather Western influence; it's sort b&H- anate.'
'Oh, | see. Because of its position. It's betwealy bnd Greece.'

‘That's right; and its climate is more like thaSafuthern Italy. We have wet
winters, hence the semi- tropical jungle of tredsciv cover the hillsides.’



Vidas's home was close to the calm and delighiflage of Lakones, high
above Palaeocastritsa, on the north-west of tlaadsIThey arrived there
when the sun was setting behind the bay of Pala&tdsa, having driven
from Corfu town, where Vidas's car was waiting iam to pick it up. As
everything was new to Judi she found it excitind ewould exclaim at some
lovely scene or particular formation of the Tegiimestones which in the
upheaval of that age had formed the massif of Restior which covered
much of the northern part of the island. Caves eanerns and streams
disappearing underground being characteristic rmeditone scenery, the
vista was often breathtaking, especially as the pas approached. At the
pass Vidas turned off the road and took the ondingato Lakones. After
leaving the village behind there was a superlatiea of the shore and the
smooth velvet sea, fiery now with the crimson gktaien from the falling
sun.

'Vidas!" Judi turned to him, breaking the intimailence which had invaded
the car a short while ago. 'You didn't tell me #saike this!

'l did say you'd love it," he responded, negotgtin acute bend round which
his sparkling white and blue villa could be seeastling on a plateau high
above the sea, and with another sea at the reaastaea of olives, ancient
as time, occupying the rest of the plateau. Ineovilde gateway he drove,
slanting his wife an amused glance as she once gare a little gasp of

appreciation. 'Dearest,' he said when at lastahbad come to a standstill, 'l
have brought you home.' Edged with emotion theej@ad a slender brown
hand resting for a fleeting moment on hers agitridner lap. '‘Come, | must
carry you in.'

Shy all at once, Judi stepped from the car andddalp into the dark face
above her. Lean it was, yet strength was therechadhcter lines portraying
probity and dignity, and even compassion - althatlnghprominent jawline
and metallic grey eyes offset this impression tosextent, for though Judi
had seen only a tender gentle side of his natugersts not deceived into
assuming that these facets were the only onesdsegsed. Indeed no. Right
at the beginning she had gained the impressiorhthabuld be hard to the
point of ruthlessness, and as she continued te sfaat him Judi once again
owned to herself that her husband had an entiiérent side to his nature
. .. & side at complete variance with the lovingecand indulgence with



which he had showered her from the moment of thairiage and which of
course he would continue to shower upon her.

Carrying out his intention, he lifted her off heet and strode with ease from
the car to the house. The door was opened as bkeedt and a smiling
stocky Greek manservant swept a hand and madgha ls6w.

'Welcome, Mr. Vidas! And your lady. See,' he adds®/idas passed him, 'l
say lady as you tell me in your letter, and not \@amAlthough, Mr. Vidas,
| not know what is the difference? Welcome, Mrsda&. Corfu you will
very much like—' Breaking off, he raised cuppeddsaneilingwards. 'We
have the sunshine, but also we have the rainssRaing moist air all the
time to Corfu and so the fruits grow by themselves!

'Spyros,’ interrupted Vidas as his servant woultel@ntinued, 'some other
time. We are tired and hungry.' He put his wife dolat retained one of her
hands in his. 'l trust Leda has a meal ready f@r us

'She cook the English meal, Mr. Vidas, as you sayour letter— She here
now!'

The small stout woman had appeared from somewh#ére and of the long,

carpeted hall; she smiled, her black eyes wandé¢oirige clasped hands of
Vidas and his wife. A benign expression crossedfdes; she spoke with

difficulty but with obvious sincerity as she said,

"You are welcome to our island, Mrs. Vidas. | hgpe will be very happy
with your husband, and that your husband will beyVeppy with you.'

‘Thank you, Leda.' Judi and Vidas spoke togeth&tad/s voice edged with
amusement at the prim little speech which had pldieen rehearsed by the
order of Spyros, Leda's husband. The woman thekesjooVidas in Greek

and several times he nodded and put in a few waétgseyes glimmered

with amusement as he turned to his wife.

'‘Leda and all her female relatives wanted to de¢eocar mattress,' he
explained. 'Spyros put his foot down, because yelEaglish. Leda was a
trifle worried about the matter, but I've explainedher that we are by no



means newly married, and that the decorations wbalk been out of
place.’

"You mean, the decorations are only for the firght?'

That's right. In the villages the bride's girlefids do this and then the
mattress is carried by the bride's father to theskavhich the couple will
occupy.’

'What a charming custom!' Judi spoke to Leda, tetaintly realized that the
Greek woman did not understand. Spyros translatet has wife then
flashed her white teeth in a smile.

'She still a bit troubled,” Spyros said when a muned comment in Greek
had come from his wife. 'She come from small pieitvillage in the
Peloponnese. There they believe it bad luck ifio@dcave bows stitched on
and other decorations. They think very bad thingpea to the bride—'

'Spyros,' cut in Vidas in a voice so stem thattually caused his wife to
give a start, 'take up our luggage. And then peega dinner!



CHAPTER FIVE

A QUIVERING blue-grey haze hung over the sea which separageditand
from Albania, whose mountains could be seen adtus8ay of Gouvia.
Judi and her husband had driven across the iskmdl,then northwards
along the coast road to have tea at the Hotel {Tastehich lay in a
beautiful forested park where, Vidas had told Hexyshes and nightingales
sang so incessantly that it had been known fortguesleave the hotel
because of this.

'Leave - because of birdsong?' Her eyes opened ikdes very strange. |
love the birds, and used to stand at the door early in the morning to
listen to them. We had a great number of birdsonsbt.’

'l too love the birds. . .." His voice faded monaeity and his attractive dark
grey eyes took on the shadows of some inner padi'sJheart contracted.
Three months gone. ... It had flown, so blissfllppy she had been with
the husband who adored her. It was reasonablestoresthat the next three
months would pass with equal swiftness . . . aed.th

The shadows lifted and her husband smiled at hat,indulgent smile that
was in itself a caress, a manifestation of whatfdiiefor her. Her own
tremulous smile broke and across the table theidhdouched.

The terrace on which they sat faced the sea -agrdibly blue sea, smooth
as a pond and rippled with sunlight. Palm treeshan sapphire skyline
swayed in the breeze, graceful and slender, wiillee gardens of the castle
itself masses of semi-tropical flowers embroidettesl immaculate lawns.
The castle, once a private palace was built onrii@rbnes, with dark rich
woods and wide sweeping stairway. Luxurious carpeteered the floors
and the former owner's trophies still adorned théswy

'What a marvellous place in which to live," Judds@azing across at the
magnificent view. Her husband nodded his agreemettasked,

'Would you like to live in such a place, Judi?'

Instantly she shook her head.



'l adore our villa. | liken it to heaven.'
Understandingly he smiled.

'It is heaven - since you came. What you've brotmlitis something which
defies comprehension. What is it, Judi?"

‘Just love," was the simple reply, and her huslemhded softly,

'Yes, just love, my Judi, but what an abundancé'dfle glanced up as the
waitress came for the order. Teas and cakes—' dé&etl at Judi.

‘Sandwiches?’

'‘No, thank you, Vidas. Tea and cakes will be jiggttr’

They ate and drank and chatted lightheartedly, somletimes they would
pause to become fleetingly interested in a partgldérly tourists who,

having been shepherded to the hotel by a Greeliirlbleached hair and a
bored expression, listened to her giving a resumthe island's history

while waiting for their tea to be served.

"The guide is supplied by the shipping companyplared Vidas. 'These
people are from a cruise ship.'

'So their stay on Corfu is only brief?'
He nodded.

‘That's right. As several islands are visited lBsthships there isn't time to
stay very long at any one of them.'

'Will this be one of yours, Vidas - the cruise sthipt's in now, | mean?'

'No; one of mine did call today, but before tedark. It would have left by
three this afternoon.’

'Do you always know where your ships are?"



'Indeed no. | used to at one time, but now theeet@m many.' He seemed
amused by her look of astonishment and went oaytdhsat some were very
small ships, light cargo vessels.

Judi then said on sudden impulse,
'‘Could we go on a cruise some time?"'

'You'd like that?' and instantly she had noddetdefTof course you must
have what you like, my darling.’

She fell silent for a space, thinking of the thirslee had at various times
heard about Greek men - and especially about Greglkands. They were
arrogant and domineering with their wives; theyavarought up to consider
females inferior; by tradition they were the cont@lenasters, and by
tradition their womenfolk not only obeyed, but alsm the acceptance of
their own inferior status - desisted from expregsiny wishes of theirs and
meekly followed where they were led by their supexi

'You, Vidas,' she said at length, aware of thetfi#inof her husband's brow
in a sort of inquiring gesture, 'will you enjoy aise?"

'If you are there,' he returned quietly, 'thenrdroat help but enjoy it.'

She laughed, a tender laugh, and softly caresbdlagertheless she asked
him anxiously,

‘Thoroughly, Vidas? | don't want you to go meral\ptease me.’

'l shall enjoy it thoroughly," he assured her, awdshe examined his
expression her small tinge of anxiety dissolved.

They drove back across the island, leaving thelyawsvn of Corfu through
whose narrow streets they had wandered earlidrarday. Judi had been
delighted as always with the gaiety and colours, liftgh arcaded houses
with their gay shutters and air of quiet indoleridarrows bright with fruit
stood under colourful awnings; there were wide spaand gardens and
trees, there was the broad harbour and the arcateghnce of the



Esplanade, and there was the distant intricateesbbfhhe mountain against
the vivid blue vault of an lonian sky.

Passing through a village as they neared theirnddin they came upon a
group of Corfiot women in their workaday costumeshite blouses and
headdresses and flowing grey skirts. They carrigdrgety of items from
fruit and vegetables to a young newly-killed larihe women waved at the
occupants of the car, laughing gaily when the salutere returned.

'l love your people, Vidas.'

He slanted her a look, swift and teasing.
‘All of them?"

She laughed.

‘All of them?!'

'Oh....!

'‘But one best of all.’

Another slanting look; taking her hand in his heregdt a little squeeze
before placing it on the steering- wheel undeola, where it remained for
the rest of the drive.

The sun was going down when at last they reachedtiite and blue villa
on its platform on the hill, and the whole landseams changing, becoming
cooler and paler as if by some magic hand it wagpstd of most of its heat
and colour. The mountain took on a grey tinge wikimbn invaded the lower
flanks; shadows tipped the smooth green undulataond darkened the
valley beyond its leafy edges. But on the horiZum last dying rays of the
sun as it sank lower and lower beneath the rimetitting earth sprayed the
smooth lonian Sea with iridescent bronze and rdsewn and amber,
criss-crossed with lilac and purple as the shadasviight spread their
infiltrating fingers into the splendour of an Eastsunset.



Having brought the car up to the house Vidas twigtehis seat to kiss his
wife before getting out of the car. It was routmaw, this kiss he always
gave her, and he never forgot, and so she would wigh quivering
expectancy, alive to the touch of his lips everolethey had actually met
hers.

A short while later they were in their lovely liland white bedroom, having
spent one more blissful day together. The room ewd, and perfumed
from flowers which Leda had put in a vase on thdemvindow-sill; the
white net curtains billowed into the room, caughtloe gentle zephyr riding
in from the west. Closing the door behind him, \ddstood for a long
moment with his back to it, his eyes running posisety - and oh, so
tenderly! she thought - over her slender daintyureg He smiled; his
outspread arms invited and gladly she melted iheamt lifting her face,
inviting his kiss. And for a long while they stottere, in wordless ecstasy
at their nearness to one another. Over and ovén aga had vowed not to
allow her mind to dwell on the future, but it cateeher now, flooding her
whole being with darkness, and she drew away from breaking into the
blissful interlude, and a shudder passed throughH®v could she go on -
and on - and on . . .? Life without her husband tnstretch through an
eternity of torture.

'My dearest . . .?"' The question was in his gazejsoked apologetically at
him and pressed close once more.

'It was nothing, darling. Hold me again.'

Willingly he obliged, his tender arms embracing.\Wias that an indrawn
sigh of regret she felt against her heart? she emudas the spasm passed
through him. What would she see in those dark rnetayes should she
choose to raise her head at this moment? She tidise it; she had no wish
to see what was written on her husband's faceaBbeknew that he would
not wish her to see it.

'‘Dearest,’ he murmured at last, 'it is time we wibneking of changing for
dinner.’



As usual they shared the huge bathroom adjoiniegbttdroom. Vidas
shaving while she bathed, and then she would Ieemeand dress while he
used the bath.

As usual they sat outside on the patio before djrared Vidas poured her a
drink. They talked in low tones, fingers entwinedch grasping at every
precious moment, but Vidas in all ignorance of 3udiowledge concerning
his illness. Leda announced dinner and they atm ithe high wide
dining-room with its damask furniture and rose-stthdall lights. Flowers
were everywhere, for nothing pleased Leda more tioabe arranging
flowers taken from the garden. After the meal theglled in the grounds,
then went out to the lane. Always they would d tlsiometimes taking a
short stroll and at other times walking for a ceupf miles or so. They
would stop to listen to an owl, or to the musicaofivulet as it cascaded
down from its indeterminate source somewhere inully dhigh on the
summit of Mt. Angelo, rising above Lakones. Theywhbretrace their
steps, strolling homeward, to the shining whitéavlet amid its delightful
sub-tropical gardens.

And so the idyllic days continued with, as Vidasdhance said, their
honeymoon lasting just as long as they cared tatdhht.

Once or twice a week Vidas would retire to his gtiadwork for a couple of
hours and sometimes Judi would go with him. Buregh&ere occasions
when he would request to be left alone and she dvdeave him,

understanding that there were things he wishea to g@rivate.

A week after their trip to town and the Castellotiélavhere they had taken
tea, Judi was writing to her father when Vidas cdrom his study sooner
than she had expected. She was on the patio, ssadesinall table, and he
would have looked over her shoulder; but with aftsperk born of fear she

folded up the sheet of paper on which she had peaning her thoughts,
telling her father of the wonder of her marriagel dne love that had so
miraculously come to Vidas and herself. It was thet first time she had

written thus, but she could not refrain from menitng it in every letter she

sent.

‘Not for your husband's eyes?' A lift of his brout kenderness in his gaze.



She was filled with trembling, but a laugh brokercked from her by the
sheer necessity of allaying any suspicions thaurgent action might have
aroused. She need not have worried; her husbarafsien was one of
amused indulgence, so implicitly he trusted her.

'I'm not wasting my time writing when my husbandwgh me. You've
finished working for today?'

He nodded.

'l couldn't concentrate,’ he owned ruefully. 'Smine out to find my wife.
The work can keep.'

Her face coloured delicately at his words; he matithis and a tender smile
lifted the corners of his mouth.

'‘Not used to me even yet?' with a hint of amusenmehits tones. 'How very
enchanting you are, my sweet Judi,' and, comingeclto where she sat, he
dropped a light kiss on the top of her head. "Tajlaf writing, dear,’ he then
said as the thought occurred to him, 'l expectpiclied up the letter from
your father?'

'Yes, thank you, Vidas. But you knew. | gave itylmu to read.' Faintly
bewildered, she looked at him. He had been thertiei hall, when she took
up her father's letter from the table. It had cowtgle they were out
swimming at Paleocastritsa Beach.

‘Not that one, Judi. There's another today. Yowewsgstairs when it came
and | was going to my study. | called but guessad lyadn't heard, as you
made no answer. However, | assumed you'd see it we came down. I'll
get it for you.' He left the patio as he spoke gadkly she slipped the
half-finished letter into her pocket. A narrow gseathat had been, and a
great sigh of relief broke from her. Supposing bd hsked to see what she
was doing? If ever he should see her handwriting. .

She had risen from her chair when Vidas returnedd thie letter, which he
handed to her.



‘Thank you, darling." She slit the envelope, naticihat Vidas had moved
away to a chair, where he sat down, relaxed, miirmaing to watch his wife
with interest, and, she thought, looking exceediragtractive in his light
grey denims and olive-green shirt, a present frani, bought a fortnight
ago when they flew to Athens for the week-end.

Why had her father written two letters so closeethgr? she wondered,
drawing out the paper from its envelope. Her bromwdwed as she read, and
Vidas spoke, asking why she frowned like that.

'Read it, Vidas." She had no hesitation in handingp him, as it had
previously been arranged between Judi and herfttaenothing should be
included in his letters which could not be readhiey husband, one reason
being the risk of discovery should one of them leapp come into his
hands, the other being that she wanted to be aldbaw Vidas the letters,
which she felt was only what Vidas would have expéc

'He wants to come over for a holiday." A small raddapproval and an
inquiring glance at his wife.

‘There doesn't appear to be anything here to malkdérgwn?'

'I'm puzzled as to how he can come so soon,' ghétad. 'He can't possibly
have saved sufficient for the return fare - not'yet

'‘Well, he obviously has the means to get here a¥iobserved reasonably,
and Judi nodded in an abstract way, reluctant iwevo this rich husband of
hers what was in her mind. However, she did vdigethe end, telling him
that she feared her father had resorted to orfgogetschemes whereby one
could take a holiday now and pay later.

'But this is so out of character,’ she added. &tdihtes debt even in cases of
necessity, and this visit is certainly not a netgsfNevertheless, she was
happy at the idea of seeing her father, whose $eititgd contained very little
of what his life was now that he and Alice hadti@me to themselves, and
Judi rather thought that his avoidance was a rahogt to give his daughter
any worry at all during the brief period which mearriage was to cover.



'If this is so then there must be some specifisgravhy he wants to see
you,' said Vidas, once more perusing the lettéisrand. 'l must see you....'
He glanced at Judi. 'ls there more to that tharargoon the surface, do you
think?' He too had produced a frown and Judi thobgtv very sweet it was
of him to concern himself like this, for there wasdoubt at all that he was
concerned.

Absently she shook her head, but crossed over énewWidas sat and looked
over his shoulder.

'l must see you,' she echoed, nerves suddenlyrigngk it did seem that
there should have been a line under the word 'miibereis something
urgent about it—' She broke off, swallowing hakddas, do you suppose
he's more unhappy than ever now? Do you think thaoyld have become
worse between him and Alice?'

'l don't know, darling. Wait until he comes; wongiwon't do an atom of
good.’

She agreed, but the matter remained with her th&ievening when, with a
sternness she knew her husband possessed buhéhbbd never before
witnessed, Judi heard him say,

‘That'll do. Judi.' His voice was firm, but by n@ams unkindly so. 'I've said
that worrying is useless until you've seen youndatand you must stop it,
understand?’

'Yes, Vidas,' she replied, feeling meek for thstfirme since she had known
him. 'I'm sorry.'

Her father arrived the following Friday; Judi andd&s took the car to the
airport to meet him and on seeing his haggard ssmpe Judi would
instantly have asked him what was wrong, but egesha opened her mouth
to speak he was shaking his head, almost impebdggh that Vidas would
not see, telling her to keep quiet for the preséntidas noticed anything
unusual about her father's appearance he tactfidlyained from



commenting and during the drive to the villa hettdth amicably, while
Judi, sitting in the back of the car, fretted andrived so much that she
fearedherface must be as haggard as that of her fathehesbad to make a
determined effort to show a smiling countenancervdidength they arrived
at the house and all got out of the car.

For a moment Bill just stared, then turned to Vidas

'How very beautiful this all is—' But suddenly heke off and his face took
on a greyish tinge. Judi and her husband exchaggettes. Vidas said
gently,

‘Take your father to his room, darling. I'll be thre terrace when you come
back.'

'Father,’ she began urgently as soon as they dntésdedroom, ‘what on
earth's the matter? It's Alice, of course, but wizat she been doing .. .?" Her
voice trailed away to a perplexed silence as helshes head from side to
side. 'No?'

He seemed to be trying to clear some blockagesrthrbat and for what
seemed an eternity there was silence in the room.

'It's not Alice,' he managed at last. 'Judi - prepeurself for a shock—'
'Father, please tell me!'

'Hannah," he said slowly, his expression becomingerhaggard than ever,
'is on her way home.'

'Home?' For one fleeting moment Judi failed to grae significance of her
father's communication and her only reaction was ohbewilderment.
'Why should she come home? Is she ill, or something

‘Judi,’ he said after waiting a moment expectingtbebe suddenly struck
with the full impact of his previous words, 'Hanneshcoming homeo
marry Vidas.'



The colour drained from Judi's face and a handt ¢oelper cheek. The quiet
that fell on the room was more than silence; it th@shush of sheer terror, a
terror that gripped Judi like the jaws of some ntensa terror that so
clouded her mind that she was unable to think Igle®iainly she strove to
conjure up a vision of what exposure was to meah twherself and her
husband. She tried to appreciate his disillusiortntée terrible pain which
would envelop him, but she failed.

She looked at her father, standing there, his fi@eehed and pale, his eyes
fixed upon her forehead, where beads of perspirgjave evidence of the
dampness which had spread over her whole body. Some within her
was saying, over and over again,

'He loves me, and although he will condemn me, despbise me and
probably throw me off, he can never hate me." 3b®ed her eyes tightly.
Assuredly her misery would be her husband's atsdi$ love was deep and
strong; he had declared it to be the sort of Itna $hould last into eternity,
and he had been right.

Her father was speaking and she tried to concentrstte must concentrate,
she told herself, so that she could learn evergttaie heard him say,

'l knew something was wrong on seeing Alice's faben she was reading
one of Hannah's letters. But we'd had a dreadfulthee previous evening
and | couldn't ask her about it— In any case,'dded in a hard tone she had
rarely heard him use before, 'Alice would neveregt@nything that would
discredit that paragon of a daughter of hers.' dlespd as Judi opened her
mouth to speak; she thought better of it, leaviagfhther to explain in his
own way, even though he was being slow about it.

'‘Another letter came and this time Alice had reaty @art way through it

when she got up from the breakfast table and wetnofathe room. | knew |

must see those letters, Judi. Something naggedeatwarning me and
urging me to find out what was going on. So whea skent off to see her
sister | looked into the drawer in her bedroom eheknow she keeps her
private papers....'



He tailed off, realizing that he had given awayt jusw far he and his wife
had strayed from one another,

as when Judi was living at home he and Alice haatesh a bedroom.

However, Judi scarcely heard and he continued, fif$teletter was rather

long, and full of complaints about the producer #mel other actors. She
wasn't getting along with anyone at all, and altifoshe blamed the others it
was easy to read between the lines and to gathieshle was making herself
thoroughly objectionable to all concerned. The pigeat had told her she
was arrogant, accusing her of causing dissensiaohwiad never before

occurred in the making of one of his films. He asduher she was not
indispensable, whereupon she turned on him anctdmed to walk out

immediately. The letter gave me the impression shatwas disenchanted
with film-making and that she was in fact almostd to quit.'

'‘And the second letter?' Still white to the lipsdiJasked the question. It was
out before she realized just how superfluous it.was

'She wrote informing her mother that she was lagathe film company and
coming home to marry Vidas. The producer threateénesie her, but she
told him to carry on. Her millionaire husband woudtabt the bill. Her
confidence amazes me,"' Bill went on, his own brevdamp as Judi's. 'She
seems absolutely sure that Vidas will have waitedér.'

‘That's not inconceivable. Hannah doesn't knowyehigrg, remember. She
was not, at the time, aware of the urgency of ttumson—' Judi broke off,

a sob catching at her voice. This development séesmmehow, to bring
her husband's end closer, although she could tindahid reason for such an
idea.

'Hannah went on to say in her letter that it wdale a little time to organize
her departure and it might be three weeks to almbetore she arrived in
England. She'd be staying at the cottage for atshbile - until her
marriage. Vidas would have to live in England andde'broke off and his
mouth contracted into a thin hard line. 'She prewshithat Vidas would buy
her mother a decent house and she could then tesvpauper whom she
had been foolish enough to marry.'



Staring into space, Judi was vaguely aware that stloelld pay more
attention to this last sentence, that she shoukkbending sympathy to her
father, expressing indignation against Hannahsbuwiouded was her mind
with her own terrible plight that Bill's troublesemed for the present to be
quite infinitesimal. Her terror was now replacedddylack and all-engulfing
despair. That she, above anyone, should be therpaysause her husband
hurt; she who loved him more than life itself, stieose own life would be
worthless when he had gone. Vidas worshipped herksew by things he
had said that he trusted her implicitly, believed to be wonderful in every
way, was convinced that she could do no wrong. \@henhe spoke about
their love he invariably likened it to a miraclendoh, so many times he had
said he blessed the day she had consented to bdueméfe! His pain
would be greater by far than hers, she admittedls tetarting to her eyes as
at last she could visualize his terrible disillusizent on learning of her
deceit. Yes, his pain must be greater than herglgibecause his ideal was
to come crashing to the ground, while hers remaarelis high pedestal.

'Father," she cried in anguish, 'what can | do?a¥itlas less than three
months. He loves me so much—'

'I know, | know. Your letters have been full of him

She fell silent, trying to think. There must be soway in which she could
protect her husband. Thoughts switched about itvfaen; she found herself
becoming confused as these thoughts eventuallyrieesa chaotic as to be
quite beyond her ability to untangle them.

'How did you manage to get here?' she found heasklhg in a vague sort
of way as her wandering mind continued to pick lueads of thought and
drop them again. 'l mean, what did you tell Alice?'

'l told her I'd been off colour for some time ahdyttin the end I'd gone to see
the works doctor, who had advised me to take a$esksaid | was going up
to the north of England to pay you a visit. Alicage no demur; | expect she
welcomed the idea of being without me for a week.'

Judi wiped her eyes with the back of her hand. tdéner's own eyes
shadowed at the action. He said, a break in hisevoi



'My little girl, I wish you'd never set eyes on g

'‘No, Father,' she interrupted gently, 'don't sat.thwouldn't have it any
different - at least,' she amended, 'l wouldn'revish I'd not known Vidas.
My memories are too wonderful.'

'Wonderful,' he mused, and added, as if he coutcholul back words he
knew he should not utter, 'Up till now, Judi.'

She swallowed the rising lump in her throat.

'l must think of something,’ she cried, pressirdesmched fist to her heart,
for its heavy pulsation frightened her. 'l canttiam be hurt -1 won't!"

'If you could intercept her letter,’ Bill begantishaking his head even while
he spoke. 'No, it wouldn't be possible, would it?'

'Intercept . . . ?' Terror seized her again andwigole nervous system
seemed rapidly to become out of control. 'No, as say, it wouldn't be
possible.’

Then there's nothing you can do, Judi. Hannah isaleer letter that she
would write to Vidas immediately she got home.madl pause as her father
looked at her long and hard. '"You practised thiseggon without being
unduly affected by qualms,’ he continued at lengtien Judi remained
thoughtfully silent. "You've obviously given Vidasuch more than Hannah
ever could ... and if you were to practise moresttan order to protect him
from a hurt that would make his last weeks unbdardben in my opinion
that deceit is more than justified.’

‘It isn't possible,’ she repeated, but this timetbees lacked their previous
force. Wasit possible?

'If her first letter was ignored," persisted Bidfdy, 'then it's unlikely she
would write again.’

'She would, Father," asserted Judi with convictiom.absolutely sure of it.'



‘Then let us suppose she did send a second Ietberthis was also ignored
then surely she'd realize - and accept - that Vidaksno further interest in
her?'

But Judi was shaking her head, in a distractedfortay. Hannah would
never give up as easily as that.

'She might decide to come over to see Vidas.' Ste@c was added to the
great fear within her. Hannah here, causing a sesadeshe, Judi, being
denounced before her adoring and trusting husdaral frenzy of despair
she grasped at the front of her dress, quite unkigdyy and her heart
throbbed madly again. 'Father, how could | everehbgen so sublimely
unaware of the possibility of a contingency suchhas? It never for one
moment crossed my mind that Hannah would come back.

'‘Nor mine," her father freely admitted. 'She wasmsihusiastic about the film
and becoming a star. She's an enigma, that onengrer know what she's
about. Take her attitude towards her mother, fstaince. One moment she's
all over her and the next you get the impressiahghe doesn't care whether
Alice fives or dies.’

Judi frowned at this digression, but the next manstre was sending her
father an apologetic glance.

'I'm almost out of my mind." She was endeavourmgttaighten out the
creases in her dress, wondering bewilderedly hoevcsiuld have allowed
herself to get into this state. 'l don't know wtwato!" Her mouth trembled
uncontrollably. 'I'm at my wits' end. Shall | makdull confession, Father?
Do you think he'll understand, and forgive me —awese he loves me so?'

He shook his head, not in a negative gesture nbomée of uncertainty.

'How can | advise you, Judi? He might forgive yout do you think it could
ever be the same after you've made such a confi@ssio

'‘No,"' she murmured after a long and agonized paNseit could never be
the same, could it? He believes me to be perfeetény way, a girl of high



ideals - certainly he could never imagine my cortingtso perfidious a
crime as | have.'

"The only solution, Judi, is the interception ofydetters she might send."

'But as I've said, she might decide to come hedesae Vidas. She's given
up a career, remember.’

'You believe she'll not pass up the opportunitgasily? She'll pursue him,
even after he's ignored her letters?"

'Vidas is not the man to ignore her letters, Fatard Hannah knows this.
He expressed deep gratitude for her action in gahis nephew from
drowning, and he told her that his proposal of mge was a result of this
gratitude—' Judi broke off, then said, '"You know #iis; | told you
everything at the beginning. No, Hannah will no&ball satisfied when her
letters are not answered.' Judi looked at her fati#dl Hannah was
interested in was the money, she told me that. iRN@as fails to answer
her letters then she's going to be furious. Andsspeing to make it her
business to find out why he hasn't answered theite$.'

'l expect you're right,' concluded Bill after a memtis thought about this. 'If

only Vidas sent a reply, telling her he was findheé He stopped as Judi
lifted her head sharply, taking an indrawn sighngbatience as she did so.
'Sorry! | was thinking aloud," he said, faintly eankassed at his foolishness.
He glanced at his watch; the action jerked Judnftbe brooding silence

into which she would have fallen.

'We must go down,' she decided urgently. 'Vidas wander why we're so
long." Through the mirror she saw her face. 'H&# I've been crying,' she
added frantically. 'Whatever can | say to him?'

'Does he know about Alice and me?' inquired Biteah slight hesitation,
and automatically Judi nodded.

'l told him everything. | hope you don't mind, Fat®



'It's as well you did, Judi; it will suffice as amplanation. I've been telling
you how unhappy | am and you've been sympathizisgd-having a little
weep over it all.’



CHAPTER SIX

"You go down first, Judi, and tell Vidas I'm unpak I'd rather not be there
when you're explaining away your tear-stained fétceould embarrass us
all.’

She nodded, turning at the door.

'I'll tell him you're tidying yourself and changinyou see, he'll have told
Spyros to come up and unpack for you.'

'l see." A small pause and then, glancing roundtakidg in the luxury for
the first time, 'This is all very grand, Judi.'

"It is, Father, but it will mean nothing when Vidaga't here to share it with
me," and because the burning tears seared the bbbks eyes she left her
father abruptly, running to her own room to batke face before going to
join her husband on the terrace.

Rising as she appeared, he brought forth a chalreio

"You've been a long time—' He stared a momentlil@arwhat's happened
to make you cry?' So concerned his voice, so tehdemglance. 'Your
father's in some sort of trouble?’

Judi caught her lower lip between her teeth. HdWcdit it was going to be

to lie to him, but what could she do? It was ngftel tell herself that they
were only white lies, because her father really walsappy with his wife.

Vidas's question, going unanswered for the momeas repeated in his
glance and at length she began to talk. But hey stas halting and she saw
at once that Vidas was puzzled by her manner. Biicern was patent,
however, and when during a pause he expressecépsympathy for her
father she could not any longer hold back the femmd she wept on his
breast, his tender arms holding her protectively,voice soothing and a
little husky because of his anxiety for her, irsthiost unhappy mood. It was
the very first time, she thought, that they hadldée this; both had hitherto
been happy and content, despite the shadow whiog ka close. For a



while he seemed at a loss as to how he could coméoy but eventually he
held her from him, drying her eyes as he said,

'Darling, we can't do a great deal to help, buteast we can give him a
memorable holiday while he's with us. We'll havealkk and make some
plans. The cruise you mentioned - we couldn't takeng one, but we could
pick up a ship at Piraeus and go off to one orislands. Then we could fly
back here for the last couple of days or so.’

This had the effect of producing even more teadsJudi half expected her
husband once again to give her a sample of hisrstes. But instead he held
her closely, kissed her brow and then just waitetill she had collected

herself.

"You're so good and kind—Vidas,' she cried suddetilyove you so.
Believe that - whatever happens!

'‘Sweetheart. . . ." He held her from him, examirhieg expression through
critical eyes. 'What a strange thing to say! Howldd ever be in doubt of
your love!" Frightened now, Judi merely shook headh and gave him a
deprecating look as if to tell him she was overnwgiduand did not know
what she was saying. 'You've given me proof ancemol sweet angel, of
the love you have for me."' Caressing as the bratesiendown was his voice,
his breath cool and clean as his lips touched kerkvingly.

At last she managed a wan smile, but somehow $hawk&ward with her
husband for the very first time and it was a relsen presently they were
joined by her father. A quick glance passing betwiaem was noticed by
Vidas; a frown knitted his brow and he pursed ipis thoughtfully. Swiftly
Judi spoke, afraid because of her husband's anwssent¢hat glance and his
obvious puzzlement regarding it. An almost physpeah touched her heart
as she dwelt on the perfection that had been tfaithree idyllic months,
and now. ... She admitted it was imagination aricskge felt that something
was creeping into their relationship. Were the dafyperfection already
gone? Happiness would still be theirs for a lititkile longer, since her
stepsister was not yet in England, but Judi haghéeful conviction that by
the very presence of her own fear there must iablyitoccur some change



in the bond of intimacy which had been their prasishared possession up
till now.

Her reverie was broken suddenly by her husbangiaga
'So we're all agreed, are we? You'd like that, @wo'tilyou, dear?'

'Like—?" She blinked, having not the slightest idd#t had been said to
lead up to this question. 'l didn't quite catch tW@u were saying, Vidas?'
Her cheeks were red, she knew, and once againuséxahd's expression
frightened her.

'We've been discussing your father's holiday." He. tailed off, casting a
half-glance at Bill as if he would surprise anotheerchange of looks
between him and his daughter. '‘Are you all rightlid'

'Yes, of course,’ she said, rallying and at theestimme making a mental vow
to put Hannah out of her mind for the presentasvost in thought, that was
all.’

'l see. Well, we were arranging to take that serailse which 1'd mentioned
to you earlier. We can fly to Athens tomorrow aaih jthe ship at Piraeus at
noon. This is what we've been discussing. You @arehdy, of course?'

'Yes, Vidas, certainly | can be ready.' Clothesean®y problem as Vidas had
showered her with dresses and suits for every @mta#nd she had
accessories to go with them all. He had given baresbeautiful jewellery
too, one or two exquisite pieces which she wowddgsure all her life.

Her father had travelled during the early hourthefmorning, arriving at the
airport in Corfu at half past ten after having oiredh planes in Athens. They
had all stopped for coffee in the town of Corfudsefdriving across the
island, heading north-west through a landscapédiwand myrtle and tall

stately cypress trees. Bougainvillaea and hibisicesched the walls of the
lovely villas and roses blossomed everywhere. i@l appreciative of it all

despite the dread news he had come to impart tdauighter. And now, as
the three of them sat on the terrace waiting fochy he remarked on the



beauty of the island with its soft lush countrysael abundance of flowers
and fruits.

‘This is the first time I've been abroad,’ he ceséel, leaning back
comfortably in his chair and turning his attentitmnhis son-in-law as he
poured him a drink. 'l never for one moment thoughever see a place like
this. It is wonderful, Vidas.' His voice held ngsiof the strain under which
he laboured; like Judi, he seemed to be deternmoédo make any more
slips that could set Vidas wondering what was endh.

'It is beautiful," agreed Vidas, and then gaveviife one of those tender
smiles she knew so well and yet which never fattedhrill her with the
same intensity as at the very beginning. 'Judi plaased with Kalymnos
too,' he added on a teasing note.

'Where you spent your honeymoon?' Bill nodded,laolled affectionately
at his daughter. Her haunted expression was gahtharbeauty of her face
was portrayed in all its delectable aspects - ggn bheekbones and clear
peach-blossom skin, her smaditroussenose which Vidas was so often
tempted to kiss, her unusually-shaped eyes, lardesaft. Her lips parted as
her glance moved to her husband's face, and a dmoNered there,
temptingly, and she knew that were she alone widla¥he would tease her,
and also scold playfully, accusing her of flirtimgth him, and warning her
that if she were not careful she would get morettaa bargained for. She
would blush, then, and find herself in his arms . .

'Yes,' she murmured dreamily at length, answergrgfdther's query which
was in effect only half-question, as he knew theg and Vidas had spent
their honeymoon on Kalymnos. 'It was wonderful.'

Her husband nodded his agreement.

'We're going again before - before the winter.'

She looked quickly at him, then averted her heawilling that he should
read her expression. Had he almost made a slip2Hewould seem like it,

and yet he was always so guarded, his object befncpurse, to keep his
wife in ignorance the whole time - just so they Idooth be able to take



what was offered, acting as if no shadows of daskmeere hovering over
them. She raised her head at length, and sawnder®gess in his eyes. He
was still thinking of Kalymnos.

After lunch they sat in the garden for an hour, esh Vidas suggested they
take Bill down to the beach at Paleocastritsa.

"You swim?' he asked, and Bill nodded, but wentmsay that he had not
brought bathing trunks with him. 'I'll lend you se/nVidas offered, going
on to say he would first do some telephoning, mgakamrangements for
joining the Erinna at Piraeus the following day. 'And by the way,iJut
added as an afterthought, 'would you do a lettenfe? I've written it out
and even signed the paper. All you have to dope iy and put it in an
envelope. We'll post it when we go out.’

She went along to his study and Vidas used theghothe hall. The paper
was there, and a very short letter written in laghwas on the desk beside
it. Judi sat down at the typewriter. It would td&ss than five minutes, she
thought, finding nothing strange in the fact of $igning the letter before it
was actually typed. He had done so before, espedithey were about to
go out. He would then be able to leave her tolyetdtter ready for the post,
while he himself went off to bring the car from tha&rage.

She had the paper in the machine when like sonmelibly flash the idea
came to her, from where she would never know. Aagranic seized her at
the same time and her heart banged like a hammansigher ribs.
Impossible! But was it? Desperate situations reglittesperate measures ...

With a tremendous effort she calmed her nerves takihhg out another
piece of paper, with the business heading on ét tile first, Judi typed out
what Vidas had written in longhand. But all the l@ter mind was on the
paper beside her on the desk. Vidas's signature/idas Theron. Was this
signature to be her salvation . . .? Could sheglatiaff - this incredible plan
that had thrust itself upon her uninvited, and i@ when her mind had for
a brief space been occupied with matters other than terrible
predicament?



Her calm amazed her as, a few moments later, slsestemding beside
Vidas in the hall, looking at him rather ruefully she held the letter in her
hand.

'I'm sorry, darling," she whispered during a bhéf while someone at the

end of the line was obviously looking something'umade a mistake on the
other paper;-so | did it again. It was better thasbing out.' She placed the
letter before him on the hall table and handed thienpen she had brought
with her from his study. 'Thank you, Vidas.' Sheegaim a tender smile;

bending his head he kissed her on the lips.

'l adore you," he whispered, then gave his furdibn to what was being
said over the line. Judi went back to the study patthe letter in the

envelope she had already addressed. The foldetllsdereng her husband's
signature was put safely away in a cupboard, betirezleaves of a ledger,
from where she would remove it at the first oppoitu

Bill was rather awed by Paleocastritsa beach, ogngphe breathtakingly
beautiful bay in a mountain inlet with the steeppsl rising as a backcloth,
its base a series of terraced olive groves whicapswowards the rocky
outcrops separating the three delightful little @@¥hat nestled beneath the
impressive green and red-brown cliffs.

'What a delightful place!" he exclaimed immediatislgy strolled on to the
beach after having left the car. 'It's just - ircdmable.’

Vidas laughed and quoted,

'"... lies in a trance, drugged with its own ewtdinary perfection." ' This
was Lawrence Durrell's description, he went onay, svhile the cove had
been described by another writer as, '. . . shinmgdn Nature's golden
affluence, on the sunset edge of a sea- tranced isl

They swam lazily in the warm pellucid water, theowised on the beach,
conversing quietly.



'l should put something on,' recommended Vidas aticing that already
Bill's skin was colouring. 'It doesn't do to take& sun in too large doses, not
at first.'

Judi handed her father a towelling beach coat temt by Vidas and he
draped it round his shoulders. His eyes were dredimgd on the horizon

where the white silhouette of a ship cut into tkara sky. Forgetting her
own troubles, Judi gave him all her silent sympatleeply regretful that,
after so long remaining single, he should in the emake an unhappy
marriage. And yet had he not married Alice then 8hdi, would never have
married Vidas, simply because she would never éage met him. What a
strange and unpredictable thing fate was! Her thtsugunning along the
lines they chose, they thrust on her the visiohesflife in the future ... the
perilously near future, now that Vidas had lessnthhree months.
Loneliness ... for long, long empty years stretghamvay to the nebulous
void of forgetfulness. Forgetfulness .. . ? Ne\But memory would fade; it
was inevitable, and her beloved Vidas would no é&nige with her in

imagination, holding her at night, his dark headtos pillow close to hers.
He would be there, but out of reach as the pitifeggers of time drew him

further and further away from her imploring arms.

A quivering hand stole to her throat, pressingnian endeavour to release
the blockage there. Vidas lookedat her, raisedyabrew but smiled as her
face cleared and her hand dropped idly to herandieshe filled it with sand
which she allowed to trickle through her slendewvir fingers.

She looked away, to the smooth sunlit sea, andhedltits colours changing
from pale blue to amber and then to soft translugsarl. And as the
moments passed, silently except for the occasimuamur of one or other
of her companions as they exchanged the odd remtrlone another, Judi
made a firm and unbreakable vow to go to any lengémy lengths to
ensure that nothing should come between her husirashtierself.

And dominating her mind was the piece of papergdéidsafely away, the
paper bearing her husband's signature. . . .

There was a restaurant on the beach and on Vislag{gestion they went
over for tea.



'l don't know about you—' Vidas's glance swept ¢thbhis companions,
'—but | feel like something a little more substahthan tea and cakes.’

'Yes, so do |." Judi turned to her father. 'You kawne sandwiches, or even a
meal if you want it." But she did then glance athhesband. 'Father can have
a meal at this time, | suppose?’

'l should think so." Vidas beckoned to the waiBut Bill was shaking his
head.

'l don't want a full meal, Judi,’ he protesteddt a marvellous lunch. No,
sandwiches and tea will be more than enough for me.

Vidas ordered cakes as well, and also a desséraaflesmarinated in a
special orange-flavoured liqueur for which thenslavas famous.

"You'll love thefraoules,'Judi asserted, watching as her father took up a
spoonful of the delicious fruit that was piled highhis bowl.

‘Strawberries," he said, and nodded. 'You're riget are very good indeed.’

‘They're wild," she told him. 'Here on Corfu theyjtivate wild strawberries
and a great many are sent by air to Athens.’

'All sorts of fruit grow here without much troublenserted Vidas not

without a hint of pride in his quiet but richly-aated voice. 'Unlike many
other Greek islands we have plenty of rain, which blessing, for it gives
us our lovely greenness and lush vegetation.' Hisggtha moment, eyes
narrowed against the glare as he watched for aespacther white liner

appearing far out to sea. 'The ground smells rataderful after our rains,

especially in the cypress woods; it's the resin.’

'‘And we could smell the thyme growing in the AltmmiMountains once,
after the rain. Do you remember, Vidas?' Judi lookeross at her husband
with a questioning expression and he nodded. Howdche forget? his
tender glance asked. On that particular occasiynlitad been strolling after
dinner and the rain-washed landscape glistendaeitight of an enormous
moon; diamonds hung about the foliage, capturiadight before dropping



to the ground as the night-breeze stirred the Ik of the trees. The magic
of the Eastern night, the stars and moon and diptaiple veil draping the
horizon, the asphodels and lavender on the roadsiaethe pungent scent
of thyme filling the clear sharp air . . . all tkesonjoined to stimulate their
feelings, their desire for one another, and attgp@Eng several times to kiss
his wife Vidas had whispered huskily in her ear,

'Do you want to go on, my love, or shall we turchs&l

A quivering smile broke; her shy whisper gave thsveer he expected, and
hand in hand they returned to the house on théhaitlwas their home.

'Yes, my darling,’ he said, forgetting for the mornhat her father was here
with them, looking from one to the other, clearterested in the silent - but
very evident - communication that was passing betvieem. 'l remember .
.. very distinctly," and the last two words weoesgynificant a reminder that
Judi coloured delicately and lowered her lashesh\&lidden perception her
father glanced away, and he was frowning, his Higartead as his agonized
vision put before his consciousness a picture ®fdaughter's future. But it
was her actual loss that troubled him most anaatth he knew she must be
immeasurably hurt he just had to bring the matgeminen, just before
dinner that evening, she came to his room for arfemments' chat before
going down to join her husband.

'l shall get through it, Father," she told him lear and surprisingly steady
tones. 'I'm prepared, remember, so it won't beoalksh knew, right from the
first, what marriage to Vidas would mean. And hthihat even before the
actual marriage | had begun to realize that thenalrevould be something
from which | would never fully recover.' To her adernation tears sprang
to his eyes and the hands using the brush and becdme idle. He turned
from the mirror, through which he had been lookatdpis daughter.

'‘But, Judi . . . my dear, it wasn't worth it— Nbowasn't! You can deny it,
and I'm sure that at present you're fully convinted it has all been worth
it, but later, when the time comes—' He broke aff ¢he tears now actually
fell on to his cheeks. 'When the time comes, my,Jddar you're going to
have a complete breakdown.’



She thought about these words, then shook her head.
'l shall be given strength, Father," she said simpl

He wiped his cheeks with a handkerchief taken frandrawer in the
dressing-table.

'What about Hannah?' he said when at length hedlégtted himself. 'She

will make trouble. . .." He tailed off, becomingegein thoughts other than
those occupying his mind only seconds previouktan't see her being able
to cause a complete break between you, though.sMaaes you far too

much.'

‘That's the conclusion I've reached, just a fewuteis ago, while | was
dressing. She can't part us, as you say, but shé cause a gulf between us
that would remain to the end." A pause and themot't let her come here,
Father. | know of a way in which | can stop heif L.can intercept her first
letter, which will of course be her last.’

Bill looked at her with a puzzled expression. 'htlaunderstand, Judi." He
frowned. 'You're so calm.’

'Inwardly I'm not calm,' she admitted. 'On the cant I'm scared, dreadfully
scared - not at what | intend doing, but at whal dppen should it fail.’

'What is it?" Automatically he shook his head aseithad decided there was
absolutely nothing she could do despite her asserti

'l can't tell you, Father, because you'd worry, fiatlin case it didn't come
off and | was faced with more serious consequeti@shad | left things to
take their course.’

'So what you intend doing could worsen the positi@tween you and
Vidas?'

'Should he discover it, most certainly it coulchdavould.’

'Is it worth the risk, Judi?'



She nodded, pale but composed. Her eyes were wetlel@ar as she looked
at him; they portrayed an almost primitive resaaotiand he gave a little
gasp. There was nothing of the failure about tlmisig whose expression
shone the light that, time and time again, musehlagked out of the eyes of
men determined to fight to the death.

'I've vowed to go to any lengths to protect my fambfrom hurt, and | shall
never waver from that vow.'

‘Yoti're a wonderful girl, Judi,” he told her innes edged with deep
affection. 'Let me comfort you when the time con@smise me, my dear.’

She smiled and nodded and, pulling his arm thradugts as he finished
brushing his hair, she tiptoed up to kiss his cheek

'‘Come on, pet,’ she said lightly. 'Smile! Rementbat Vidas must be made
happy for every single minute.’'

'Do you really believe he's happy?'
'l know he is," with such confidence that her fathasped again. 'He's not
afraid, you see, Father. He accepts the inevitatdieso, because he has me,

he can be happy.'

'He never ever gives you the slightest clue of whiab come?' and when
Judi shook her head, 'l feel that it's a little imak somehow.’

'‘No. Don't you see that if he did warn me, thent@mppiness would come to
an end.’

Her father inclined his head in agreement.

'Yes, | understand now. He would know that you'dhéartbroken ... so he's
allowing you to be happy right up to the end.’

"That's right.'



'l wonder if he fully realizes what a treasure Bs m you.’ Bill spoke after a
long pause during which he had obviously been dgelhn the matter and
wondering how Vidas would feel were he to know thiatwife was already
warned of what was in store for her.

'Of course he fully realizes," laughed Judi, urgiveg father towards the
bedroom door. 'He tells me all the time!

The following morning they were all up early andeafbreakfast on the
patio they drove to the airport and flew to AtheAs. the ship was not
sailing for another three hours they took Bill upto the Acropolis, where,
like so many thousands of people every year, hedyaath wonder and
admiration on the world's most beautiful builditige Parthenon, mighty
Temple of Athena, patroness of ancient Athens andykter of the king of
all the gods, the noble Zeus. They then took at@xthe palace and even
managed a quick tour of the city, a city of teemmijions, of traffic so
thick that it seemed quite impossible that accislemuld not occur every
single second. But by some miracle everything, eretyone, managed to
get about quite safely, although undoubtedly tladfitr police were the
people who had to be thanked for this.

‘They're marvellous!" exclaimed Bill when, havingrdissed the taxi for a
while they walked towards Omonia Square. 'lt'seddsle!" The policeman
was holding up the traffic and seconds after waveorg the waiting
pedestrians it seemed that nothing less than twghtyniarmies were
advancing on one another, so great and swift wasstinge and press of
people which left the pavement at each side ofdhd.

‘The only time when Greeks are in a hurry," laug¥iiglds, 'is when they are
crossing the road. Otherwise they are a ratherd@mt@eople. | expect it's
the climate - too enervating for hard work.'

Judi instantly protested,

'I'm sure, Vidas, that you've worked hard in yoomet'



‘Thank you, my love. Perhaps | have, but not régehe added on a teasing
note. 'Not since | acquired a wife who cannot hhedre away from me for a
single minute.'

"You will notice, Father," said Judi with well-feigd sarcasm, 'that my
husband has an enormously large head!

But Bill merely looked at his daughter, his indralaneath sensed rather than
heard. He was as good as saying to her,

'l give up trying to understand you two. How cam Yo so lighthearted?

Vidas called another taxi which took them this titnePiraeus, the port of
Athens, and here was the lovely white cruise sbipe-of Vidas's - on which
was reserved for them two first class cabins wighamdahs and private
showers.

'‘Sweetheart," whispered Vidas as, taking her arthenway to which she
was used by now, he walked with her up the gangiyay;re trembling?’

'Excitement,’ she replied briefly, and Vidas laugjhe

‘You're just a little girl," he said, then stopgedacknowledge the salute of
the two officers waiting at the top of the gangwayeceive the voyagers.

'l feel a very important young woman - not a litfid,' she told him, smiling
at the officers in turn as they inclined their head she passed with her
husband. 'lIt's like being the Queen!'

Immediately they were on deck they were taken w@rtieabins, their
luggage being already there as Vidas had sentlitydaxi as soon as they
arrived in Athens.'I'll just pop in and see thathea's all right,’ Judi said a
couple of minutes after entering the cabin she teashare with Vidas. 'He'll
be feeling strange, and perhaps a little lost.’

Vidas nodded.

'If there's anything at all that he needs, let mevkand I'll see to it at once.’



‘Thank you, dearest Vidas. It's so kind of you iteegny father this lovely
treat. He'll remember it all his life.'

'l had to, Judi, as he seemed so unhappy. You $ee, for anyone whose
marriage is a failure, having myself been so blgsse

She went out, too full to speak, but by the time shtered her father's cabin,
which was a short distance from theirs, she walepity composed.

'Everything all right?' She glanced around, dekghtvith the luxury and
hoping her father would be able to put everythilsg éut the cruise out of
his mind and really enjoy himself.

'Everything's fine. This is a magnificent ship, Jud

'I'm dying to look around it. Are you changing firer are you ready now?
Vidas says that lunch is being served at the ptesea.’

'I'd like to change. | might as well get into sohieg easy. | brought a pair of
shorts - do you think | dare wear them?"

She slanted him a glance of admonishment.

Father, why do you persist in thinking you're oldf?’course you can wear
shorts, everybody wears them.

Vidas will be wearing his, you can be quite sur¢hatt.'

'I'll put them on after lunch, then.’

'Yes - but we might not take lunch yet. We mightide on the second
sitting.' She turned to leave. '‘Come to our caliienvwou're ready, and we'll
all have a discussion.’

It was decided that they would take lunch lated aa they explored the

ship, with Judi saying that she supposed Vidas kewsvy nook and cranny
already, but he shook his head.



'I've never been aboard this ship before todawak new only six months
ago, and since then I've never had the time to ek it.’

Judi said nothing; she guessed that, at the tintkeofaunching, Vidas had
already received his sentence from the doctorsjtamds conceivable that
he would have little or no interest in any addifida his shipping fleet.

All the public rooms and cabins were air-conditidnéhere were two
swimming-pools and two night clubs, a huge ballraomd a cinema. There
were several lounges, in one of which an orchestrad play while tea was
being served under palms and other exotic plamiwigg in massive pots.

Lunch was served in a spacious dining-room whede dad her husband
and father had a table by the window. They woultelseng dinner with the

captain, Vidas had said, laughing at the ratheddwa@k that spread over his
wife's face.

'He won't eat you, my love. I'll see to that.’

'Where do we dock first?' Bill was asking muchiatben they were sitting
with the captain watching the dancers on the bafirdloor.

'Serifos; we'll be there tomorrow.' The captainofge Halatis, answered
him. 'You have visited any Greek islands before?’

Bill shook his head.

'As a matter of fact, this is the first time I'vedm away from my own
country.'

George and Vidas exchanged glances; Judi wondétee icaptain were
considering it strange that he should have maraegirl whose father
obviously had not two pence to rub together. Ske aondered if George -
or any other of Vidas's friends and associateewkof the disease that was
so soon to prove fatal. She did not think so; Vigas not the man to confide
his private affairs to others. Who were his frihd$p till now she and he
had lived quite alone, desiring no one else toeshizeir lives, but she felt
sure that, somewhere, there were men whom Vidalsl @ali his friends.



True, he had appeared a lonely man when first aleggbt to know him, but
this was, she felt sure, a result of what the dsdtad told him. Prior to that
he would have friends with whom he passed his leisme. On learning of
his fate he would naturally withdraw - at leasught Judi, that was what
she herself would have done, and so she could gasdy imagine her
husband doing the same.

You'll like Serifos," George assured Bill, smilittge smile which charmed
all the females on board, whatever their ages hagapt be. Vidas later told
her that all captains of these cruise ships hdzethandsome; it was ail an
important part of the tourist attraction. On sorslands he could mention,
Vidas had continued with a teasing smile, loversevexen provided for the
women from the Scandinavian countries where the wene notoriously
cold.

'‘Lovers?' blinked Judi, disbelieving. "You're netisus.'

'‘Greece, my dear, is the most love-conscious cguntthe world. Greece
also desperately needs tourists. Add the two tegethd there evolves a sort
of "lover" service. | believe the name given tosth@andsome youths whose
business it is to keep the ladies happy is "pdiogs”. This is because they
all follow the same pattern in their method of aggwh. They appear on the
beaches in their scantiest attire and parade bef@rdair Scandinavian
beauties. Then they take the ladies home.'

'It sounds revolting!

Vidas had only laughed at Judi's outraged expresséding her she had
been so sheltered in her tiny West Country villdge she was practically
ignorant of what went on in the world, but thendagled, his expression a
mingling of gravity and thankfulness,

'‘But stay as you are, my dear innocent little wifecause this is the way |
found you, and this is the way | want you to bejaals.’

Always.. . . The one word had seemed to wrenclvéing heart right out of
her. For it was abundantly clear that even thougkrew he would not be
with her, he wanted her to remain just as she was.



'What is the meaning of that faraway expression@da¥s quiet voice
brought her from her reverie and she laughed amtitBat she was miles
away. 'Where?' he then asked, noting that the icaptal Bill were talking
together. 'Where were you straying without yourbaunsl? | demand to
know.'

'l wasn't without my husband," she almost whispetaslas thinking about
those lovers—'

'‘Good heavens, why?'

'‘Which islands are they on?' she wanted to knowhbuhusband shook his
head. 'Oh, please!

‘All right, then, Rhodes is one.’
'‘Lovely Rhodes? What a shame!'

Vidas laughed, and as this brought attention tesklfrhe and Judi could no
longer continue their own little private conversati

‘Tell me about Serifos, Captain.’ Judi was shyaalbnce as she put the
guestion to the captain. 'Is it a rocky islandhdlerstand from Vidas that
most of the Greek islands are rocky.’

‘That's quite true." A smile for her and a reqoesall him George, and then
he continued, 'Serifos has two high rocky mountaims deep ravines, but it
also has very fertile plains and, like all themsls, lovely beaches where one
can swim and fish." George talked a little moreudlioe island, but then he
got up and asked Judi to dance. Everyone lookethegsalways did when
the captain danced, but in spite of not having gartea great deal, Judi was
in fact a very good dancer, having been taught faorearly age by her own
father. At fourteen she won a medal for her danaimgjanother a year later.
George remarked on it and she flushed at the prdidas pretended to be
jealous when, on their return to the table, he ers®took his wife into his
arms.



'What flattery was George pouring into your earbriag about that blush?'
he demanded with mock sternness.

'He told me | was an excellent dancer, and so lightmight have been
holding a doll.’

'He did, did he? Always was a flatterer. | sha#l ke doesn't dance with you
again.'

But of course he did not mean it and George and daced together a
couple more times during the evening. Bill alsoaahwith her, and this she
thoroughly enjoyed, simply because he was alsoyergat.

'l feel almost young again,' he said as they danced

"You are young. Really, Father, | do wish you watléct as if you were
approaching your dotage. You're in the prime & fdr a man.’

'l should be, perhaps, but one is influenced bguairstances, and by the
conditions under which one lives. Alice has madeldnman of me.'

She hesitated a moment.

‘There's no hope for an improvement?'

'‘None at all, Judi. No two people are less sugadperamentally than Alice
and I."' Something in the way he said that madasy¢o voice what she had
intended to, before the hesitation, but which s feld back, amending it
to the question about hope.

"You — you're considering a separation?'

After a brief pause he nodded.

'Yes, Judi. As you yourself have said, we're bathng—' He broke off and
a thin smile broke. 'In years I'm young and so IgeA This life could

continue for many more years, but | don't intertd.itAlready I've hinted to
Alice that I've had enough.'" Again he paused, granhdown into her



troubled face and waiting for some comment. Sheé $heok her head
dumbly; for the first time bitterness swept throumggn as she reflected on the
fact of fate handing out to her husband and hetiselperfect marriage, and
yet rationing them to a transient happiness, windlefather and stepmother
had before them many years, years which could baeea spent in the full
enjoyment of each other's love. It was all so wr@agunfair .. . and yet had
not Vidas been ill he would never have come to &nglto find the girl who
had saved his nephew's life. He would have contitniebachelor existence
until, one day, he met the girl whom he desiredhtory. 'Alice said very
little," Bill continued when he saw that Judi wad imtending to speak, 'and
I'm very sure that she also would welcome a sejparathe only problem is
the cottage. She'll never leave it willingly, anshhll certainly not move out
and leave her in possession.’

'So it's stalemate.' Judi glanced up quickly. 'Hare you to solve the
problem?' Strangely, the fact that she herself ddé in a position to

provide her stepmother with a house totally escaped attention, and
naturally her father made no reference to it. Halldell the cottage, if
necessary, he vowed, and although Alice could nenmathe cottage, she
would have to pay rent to the new owner, while B, could establish

himself with the money obtained from the sale ef louse. 'But you adore
the cottage - and you'd never get anything withsrae lovely views and
the peace and quiet which we always said was salevan.'

‘The peace and quiet no longer exist,’ he statgdfisiantly. 'No, Judy, |
shall not stay at the cottage.’

She bit her lip, frowning at his words. But the mesustopped and no more
was said on the matter; nor was it mentioned laserce no further
opportunity arose for Judi and her father to tallpiivate. In addition Bill
seemed, as the cruise progressed, to lose histidejedtogether, and he
even assumed a most lighthearted and happy manmen, vafter being
introduced by the captain to a Mrs. Brookes who tkagelling alone, and
whose husband had been a friend of the captaifoumel that she was more
than willing to join him and his daughter and saddaw, making a foursome
who were to remain together for the rest of théseru



CHAPTER SEVEN

AFTER leaving Serifos, with its attractive harbour batkey the most
delightful old mansions and smaller island villas & gardens deep with
flowers and shrubs, the ship sailed tranquilly orNaxos, where, as they
entered the harbour, the impression was one obwads flooded with blue -
the vivid blue of sea and sky, and the whiteneskoafses straggling the
hillsides and of the marble gateway of an anciemitie standing on the islet
of Palatia.

'What a delightful scene!" It was Bill who spokee fand his three
companions were standing by the rail as the shuplglapproached the
harbour.

‘Ariadne’s Isle," murmured Vidas, glancing oddlyhat father-in-law, who
was standing more than ordinarily close to Mrs.d&es, whom he was
already calling Gillian. 'This is where - accorditg legend - Theseus
abandoned Ariadne after spending the night withl her

'Oh. .. ." Judi turned swiftly and in so doing caagainst her husband's
shoulder with her cheek. In a flash he had kissxdahd she blushed and
lowered her lashes and tried to collect hersefhabshe could continue with
what she was saying. 'Did he leave her - afterhste saved his life by
leading him out of the Labyrinth?’

Vidas tilted his head in a gesture of teasing adtioon

"You don't know your Greek mythology, that's foresu

'‘No," she confessed, shaking her head. 'l ougtgia about it - but you can
tell me instead,' she added with a touch of migchiker voice. 'It will be so
much easier for me that way.'

‘Lazy child! Well then, yes, Theseus did leavehlibautiful Ariadne, sailing
away and taking not the slightest notice that she weeping, and tearing

her veil to shreds in her anguish.’

'Horrid man!'



'‘But you need not pine over Ariadne," he said vdtlgrowing smile of

amusement at his wife's expression. 'She very gmord consolation with

the handsome god Dionysus, who married her and lyzwva crown of stars.
And so, you see, the story does have a happy erdtiegall.’ His glanced
strayed again; Bill and Gillian were talking togettand obviously had not
heard the legend of Theseus and Ariadne.

'l hope,’ Judi was saying a short while later asytall strolled about the
harbour town, with Bill and Gillian lingering a Igrway behind, 'that Father
is not going to complicate his life further by amwelvement with Mrs.
Brookes.'

‘They are certainly attracted to one another,” ¥idammented rather
anxiously. 'l should hate your father to be unhappyaving met someone
to whom he could become attached, and then hawiegyt good-bye to her
at the end of the cruise.’

'She's nice, don't you thinkfused Judi, comparing her with Alice. Gillian
was small and slim with greying hair which was sterd inclined to be
curly. Her round face was small, with well-defineldaracter lines and a
clear smooth skin. She was forty-one and had b&&daw for almost three
years. Her home was in Northampton - which aftewals not too far for
Bill to visit her sometimes, but Judi felt he wouldt do that while he was
still living with Alice, however strained their egionship might be.

'She's charming,' agreed Vidas, and added aftausep 'l wonder if your
father has told her that he's married.’

'l don't think so."' She hesitated. 'Vidas, Fathas waying that he's thinking
of leaving my stepmother.’

'He is?" A long moment of silence ensued. 'He'sicl@ning divorce?'
'l have an idea he has that in mind, although kde'dsay so. He merely
spoke of a separation, but that sort of situatsonat very satisfactory, is it,

Vidas?'

He frowned heavily.



'In Greece we don't favour divorce, Judi. Marri&agee is still sacred and
when entering upon it we know it is for always—' bleke off with such
knife-edged abruptness that she actually startduiit.then a slight shiver
ran through her and the muscles round her heattamted. She knew what
he had been about to say in continuation of thatesee '—till death us do
part. ...'

She suddenly thought, 'l don't even know propethats wrong with him,
or whether he'll be in pain at the end, and | caskthim.'

Aloud she said,

'Yes, | know about how the Greeks look upon mae;jdmyt if a couple are
dreadfully unhappy, do you feel that they shouildl sty together?’

For a long while Vidas considered this; at lengtshid,

'It's too difficult a question for me to answer rlda, being so perfectly
happy myself." And his arm slid lovingly around Hainging her close. She
was small beside him, with her head against hisildleo, and her hand
touching his as it rested on her waist, warm andéeand strong.

She sighed, and happiness flooded over her. Shkialas because she had
known the rare and sweet fulfilment that so mamiyestfor but which so
very few attain.

It had been agreed that after a stroll arounddha tthey would take a taxi
and tour the island - or as much as time wouldaalbefore the ship sailed
away, heading for yet another island. So VidasJmtl stopped, waiting for
the other couple to join them.

'‘Are we hiring the taxi?' he asked, half suspedtiag they might want to go
off somewhere on their own. But both Bill and Gifli were eager to do
some exploring, and so the original arrangement fethewed, and after
traversing narrow streets where balconies and papdled exotic flowers
from brown earthenware pots, the taxi took thenoubh lovely green
countryside, where the roads were lined with agaw oleanders, and the
hills were terraced for the cultivation of the viaed olive. Reaching



Apollona, the taxi driver stopped and they weredgdi along a path cut
through the forest of cypress trees and eventuaiye to an abandoned
guarry not used since ancient times.

'Here you havlaomosThe taxi driver indicated a massive stone figyined
among the trees. The colossus had never been dajigbut had most
certainly been carved in the marble quarry closewer thirty feet long,
the figure was covered in parts with lichen; itssfavas weathered, but other
parts of the body were starkly outlined.

Awed, not by the size or the fact of its lying theforgotten, neglected by
the archaeologists, unwanted by any museum, bthdoyoneliness of the
figure, Judi stared and stared, unable to commemd onove. The glade
itself seemed enveloped in a sort of haunting mysf@&me. .. . What was
time? Who, so long ago when the gods ruled withapagrrogance, had
carved this gigantic figure? And who - or what -swiae sleeping figure? - a
humanized god, perhaps, or a deified athlete?

Judi sighed at last, and turned to look up at heband.
'It's . .. sad,’ she murmured. 'How long has ha hgrg there, | wonder?'

Vidas was gazing down into the growth of vegetat@onong which the
colossus lay.

‘The pose - with the arms straight and the bodid rigis suggestive of
Egyptian influence. | should say this was carvethe@here about six
hundreds.c. all kouroi of that period have this lack of movement.'

'Six hundred.c." Bill shook his head as if trying to grasp thetfaf this
figure lying here all that time. 'Egyptian, you 8ay

"This was carved here—' Vidas made a gesture itidgcéhe quarry. 'But
the Greeks at that time were trading with the Eigyyst, and were, naturally,
influenced by them.’



'Have you any idea who it could be?' No soonerdiedasked the question
than Judi realized how ridiculous it was. Howewtdas did not seem to
think so as he answered,

'Many kouroi were identified with Apollo, but some were of &tiels." He
paused and gazed down again. "The dimensions giy&rus a clue to the
period,' he said musingly. ‘'Later, we have therkguapproaching human
size.'

'‘And movement develops?’

‘That's right. It's a fascinating subject, the depment of Greek art. The
lonians came, teaching the Athenians to us Gyclawdible rather than the
yellow porous limestones of Piraeus which theyb@eh using. The lonians
also taught the Athenians how to carve statuesdgtias and then put them
together.’'

'So when we get statues in sections,’ said Bi#,kmow they are later than,
say, this one.’

Vidas nodded, glancing at the taxi-driver who wasding a small distance
away, looking decidedly bored as he twirled his nydreads and then let
them fall, one by one, so that they produced &idg-sound that set Judi
wondering how on earth his wife could . put up withShe smiled at her
thoughts; the man had not said he had a wife. Hgate single for all she
knew. But as she listened, with the clicking appepto be getting louder
with every bead that dropped to join the others,fsh exceedingly glad that
her husband did not use these worry beads.

More of the island was explored, then Bill and i@ill wanted to shop for
souvenirs, so Judi and Vidas crossed the breakwatemere the white

marble gateway stood, all that was left of somehtyigemple, but now

leading to nowhere at all. The tiny islet, no mtihvan a hill in the sea, had
been the very spot on which Dionysus had foundvbeping Ariadne after
she had been deserted by her lover.



Judi and Vidas sat down on a piece of fallen maggoart of the temple that
had long since disappeared. They had the isléetmselves and all was still
and quiet, with the sun blazing down from a cleanivpinkle sky.

'How perfectly peaceful it all is." Judi found halfswhispering the words
and a soft laugh escaped her husband's hps. Homgsand well he looked,
she thought, vitality and vigour portrayed in evéng of his body - in the
muscled brown forearms and the wide expanse obadk, in the high
straight shoulders and the proud way in which leiachwas set, in the fine
character lines of his face, and even in the espasof firmness and
resolution in his grey metallic eyes. But there wa®dd sort of tenseness in
the extended lower lip; it moved, faintly and ypasmodically, and with an
overwhelming access of love and compassion sheirggdvher arm in his
and twisted her face to kiss him on the cheek. Srhie she knew so well
appeared at once; she was in his arms the next ntoamel his kisses
warmed her eager lips as they had so often dormmedef

'‘Come, my sweet,' he urged at length. 'We don't tenship to have to wait
for us.'

A faint breeze rose as they left the harbour,isgirthe indigo sea and setting
the foliage of the trees fluttering against the. skyall fishing craft bobbed
about in the sunshine; their smiling owners wawethe departing tourists
as they stood by the ship's rail and watched thboloa receding in the
lengthening distance, the shimmering white villasidishing to dolls'
houses and the backcloth of heights taking onhlape of mere hills, vague
in outline and grey in colour.

All too soon the cruise ended, and so did theaeBill's holiday. On the last
day, just before they all set out for the airpbe,confided in Judi that he
liked Gillian a lot, and that on saying good-byd&r he had made a promise
to get in touch again when he got home.

'It'Nl cause further complications,” Judi said, ahdr husband nodded
automatically in agreement. He was driving the waih) his father-in-law
sitting beside him.



'l suppose so, but life is full of complicationsyamy. And at least this is
something pleasant in my life." As he was not aicath to talk before
Vidas, it was his son- in-law who asked if he hald Gillian that he was
married. 'l did, yes, Vidas. There was nothingeahined by putting off the
information; she was bound to know soon.'

'If it's your intention to continue seeing her, yesuppose she would have
had to know.’

It is my intention to continue seeing her." Qumtes, but resolute. Judi
thought of Alice, and the opportunity she had h&d bdappy marriage. It
looked certain that she was soon to be on her ayana on her own
because of her stupidity, for even now Judi cowoidaning herself to believe
her stepmother was wicked. She was just so irgtabhd bad-tempered that
to live with her was sheer misery.

The good-bye was a little sad, but both father dadghter promised to
continue writing regularly. A short while earliem the pretext of helping
him to pack, Judi had managed to have a fairly loorgversation with her
father. They had talked of her position, with Bidpressing amazement that
she could appear so happy. She had no alternalieeeminded him, as she
was not supposed to be in possession of the kngeletiher husband's end
being near.

'In any case,' she had continued, ‘these monthisateo precious to spoill
by looking into the future.' Nevertheless, her edroke and she was for a
moment engulfed in black despair. But it passed,sire again entered into
that strange haven where only the present mattaredyen from where the
future could not very clearly be viewed. Her felaasl even vanished, as she
had her plan ready, should Hannah's letter fadl rdr hands. Should it not
fall into her hands then all was lost. But, reaslglae was to fight for Vidas's
happiness, Judi refused even to contemplate failBhe would be so
vigilant, and so clever, that die would not misattletter when it arrived -
and any others which her stepsister might send tiNtit was very likely
that she would send any more, not after the relpdyveould receive to the
first....



'‘Whatever you do, Father,’ she had finally empleakias, the packing
finished, they prepared to join Vidas on the tegragou must sound
convincing when you tell Hannah that you can't diee my address in the
north of England because I've firmly expressed thafiinished both with
her and her mother. It's very fortunate indeed #liae never asked for my
address, otherwise it could have been awkward dor. As things are at
present between you she won't want my address$jdnutah might ask you
for it." At first it had never for one moment credsJudi's mind that Alice
would ask for her address, but, later, she had e@atif in a softer moment
Alice might just wish to send some small commumicatHad this been the
case, as Judi had just declared, it would havehputfather in a most
awkward position.

'Personally, | don't think Hannah will want to getouch with you,' Bill said
after a frowning, thoughtful hesitation. 'Howevgou can rely on me to
sound convincing, should she happen to want yodresd." He looked at
Judi. 'She'll never suspect, if that's what youhénking,” he said
reassuringly. 'Neither Hannah nor her mother wdagtieve you had the
nerve to do what you have done.’

She smiled at that. It had not really taken muctvaieshe recollected.
Marrying Vidas had been so simple an operatiowa$ like taking part in

some event which had been preordained; this hadkskrer at the time, she
remembered.

'Well, here we are.' Her reverie was broken as ¥gpoke. 'We're home, my
love, and you've been daydreaming all the way fiioenairport.’

She turned to him.
'You should have talked to me."

'l didn't want to talk, strangely. | felt sad abgour father. He looked rather
lonely and a little lost, getting on that plane i himself.'

'Yes, | thought so too. But he thoroughly enjoyexitoliday,’ she added in
tones edged with gratitude. 'lIt was so very kindyofi to make it so
memorable for him. He was worried about payingtfar cruise, but | told



him he could scarcely offer to pay when it wasdas-in-law's ship. In any
case,' she added almost in- audibly, 'he hadninthreey to pay.’

'l wanted to make good his air fare," confided imgsband, but went on to
say that it was so indelicate a matter that hedcowt even broach the
subject. 'But if | give it to you perhaps you cahhim have it?'

'I have sufficient, darling,” she assured him wattsmile. 'And I've told
Father that he must accept it.'

'‘Good girl. That at least is one worry off my mind.

Judi often wondered during the days that passent hér father's visit if
Vidas considered it strange that she should hagarbgoing downstairs a
few minutes before him. They had always gone dagether, but now she
had to be before him, in order to examine the mdiich Leda or her
husband invariably left on the table in the haldaé made no comment and
it would appear that he thought nothing of thisndea of habit, but Judi
herself felt a slight hurt at what she was foroedld; coming downstairs
together was part of that routine which was givthgm both so much
happiness. They were never away from each othleeyfcould be together.
Of necessity Vidas had to work in private occaslignaut apart from that
he and Judi were always together.

When at last Hannah's letter did arrive Judi caully stare at it, fascinated,
and quite unable to pick it up. It was almost adéispite the certainty that it
must come, she had subconsciously decided thabitidvnot. Slowly,
reluctantly, she did at last take hold of it, gazat the handwriting as if it
were athreat in itself . . . a threat of danger.

Yet Judi was perfectly cool and self-possessed vehgw moments later
she was handing Vidas his mail as he came dowsstair

And she was perfectly cool and self-possessed wiaiing her husband's
study to herself while he was taking a bath, she&ean at the typewriter
and wrote out a letter on the paper bearing Vidggisature. No girl, she
decided on reading through it, would bother anyevadter receiving a letter
like this. The envelope typed, Judi slipped theetanto it.



Posting it was not difficult; Judi had usually mged to drop her letters to
her father into a box without Vidas getting a glsepmf the handwriting and
whenthey went to the beach in the car later thatstia asked him to stop so
that she could post the letter to her stepsisteméVer commented, taking it
for granted that it was being sent to her father.

Despite her conviction that Hannah would not treublwrite any more Judi
kept up her vigilance for another three weekshatend of that time she felt
secure. Her plan had worked. Vidas was safe frory) &dnd so was she.

How was Hannah feeling? she wondered, then disthissestepsister from

her mind. She knew neither guilt nor remorse agl&on in taking the letter

and replying to it in the only way which would setver purpose. Vidas was
her husband and she had vowed to protect him fuam) $he had protected
him, and her only emotion was one of triumph atshercess.

The next fortnight passed in tranquil sublimity.efhspent their days
swimming and sunbathing, in eating delicious meatsafes or at home, in
strolling along the tree-shaded lanes, their fingertwined. Sometimes she
would look carefully at her husband's face, wonugrwith a fearful dread
rising within her, whether she would soon detedifference in him. 'l can't
bear it,' she would then whisper fiercely to hdrsd#lhe should suffer - |
couldn't bear to see him in pain.'

Would he tell her before the end? She had askeskléhis question once
before and had at that time felt sure that he waotd But now, she couldn't
imagine how he could keep silent - not if he becdhaed had to take to his
bed.

'‘Sweetheart,’ he said one day when, these tholnglvieg refused to be
dismissed, no matter how she tried to resume ghthearted manner, she
felt her face go white, 'what on earth's the matdéou look quite ilI?" His
concern pulled her up with a jerk and she managealssume a happier
front.

'It was nothing, darling.’

"You were deep in thought. Your father?'



She nodded, glad of his assumption. But she did/oice a lie, and as she
succeeded in preserving her happier mood her hdsthannot pursue the
matter, much to her relief.

The following day Vidas told her he would have torlwfor about three
hours, saying, as he anticipated her request kasisould work with him,
that he had to be alone.

'Sorry, pet, but you do understand. There is ngtliou can do to help, and |
shall concentrate much better without the distoactf my lovely wife.'

She smiled and colour rose to tint her cheeks.
'l understand, darling - but all the same, thregr&ics a very long time.'

'It's only for two days - today and tomorrow, ahért | think we can have
the rest of the week together.’

She sat in the garden, trying to read, but the baadk at last dropped on to
the grass beside her chair. And at the same mobeelat appeared, acting
most furtively as she glanced around her on hertavdlye place where Judi
sat.

'Mrs. Vidas,' she whispered, 'there is a lady heske came in taxi to the
front door and ask for Mr.

Vidas. But | think it strange when she give me hame, because it Judi
Langham, and | know this your name before you mattye Langham, |
mean - because | see the name two - three timgmpers which you throw
into waste-paper basket. And alde¢lthis lady bad - oh, much bad - in the
eyes, you know! | see this— Madam, are you ill?'

How she managed to get to her feet Judi never kf@vher legs seemed
ready to give way any minute. She did know she whie, and that her
heart was thumping madly against her ribs.

‘This lady, where is she?'



'l not put her in the sitting-room, Mrs. Vidas, batthe saloon, which is
away from Mr. Vidas's study. | say to myself thag¢ll you first, because |
have thifeel—"Breaking off, Leda pressed a hand to her hearte;Hérs.
Vidas - oh, very much | feel it is bad that thidyahere, so that is why | say
to myself that | tell you first.'

‘Thank you, Leda. . .." A small respite, but whadd could it do? Unsteadily
Judi walked towards the house, entering by thet floor and pausing a long
while outside the door of the saloon. How did omeeg the girl whose
husband one had deliberately stolen? - for thatwiesd it amounted to. At
last she opened the door and stood there, waiingefr stepsister's start of
surprise and her bewildered exclamation of inquBut instead, the surprise
was Judi's, as Hannah merely looked at her thrbagthand narrowed eyes,
her mouth compressed, but the muscles at the sfles working
spasmodically. With a flash of perception Judi kitleat, somehow, Hannah
was in possession of the truth.

'Hannah, I-'
'Where," interrupted her stepsister in soft yejtening tones, 'is Vidas?'

Judi moistened her lips, wondering why her fathed hot warned her. A
few simple words in his letter would have sufficgédhear that Miss Smith -
remember her? - is going to Greece.' He could bhaea sure that, should
Vidas read this, Judi would quite easily been ablenvent some feasible
explanation of his words. But perhaps Bill was gnarance of Hannah's
intentions.

'You aren't surprised at seeing me here,' began@agling for time as she
endeavoured to collect herself and recover frosghock.

'Surprised! No, I'm not surprised,’ viciously asnHah's teeth snapped
together. 'But | didn't come here to see you. Whser#&idas .. . your
husband?' The last word was practically spat odtJdi, who had come
into the centre of the room, took an involuntagpshbackwards.



'Vidas is working, Hannah, and can't be disturbe@&he broke off, her
throat so blocked that she could scarcely get thelsvout. '| must speak to
you about him. You see, we love each other—'

'‘Love!" A harsh laugh, devoid of all humour, rahgough the room and Judi
took a fearful look at the door. 'Love! | like tH&lack hatred mingled with

the undisguised frustration in Hannah's face. \@idhonestly believe you
could carry off such a fraud? You knew full welkth intended marrying

Vidas when | came-back. But | supposed you planoeget all you could

out of him while the going was good, then run st jpefore | returned to
England. Was that it?"'

Judi swallowed, but let that pass as she said,

'How did you discover that | was married to Vidas?'

"You have your father to thank for the exposuré¢'sh@ming to you—'
'My father?'

'He isn't very clever - nor are you, for that matéecouple of novices trying

to get away with such a conspiracy—' Another harsth humourless laugh
and then, "Yes, Judi, you have him to thank. | ddken to change me a
pound note and in my change | later found a foremn ... a Greek coin.' A

couple of steps reduced the distance between liedwd who, white and

trembling, tried to move backwards, but found egslrefused to function.
'Of course, your father might himself have haddbi@ passed on to him, but
somehow | didn't think so. He'd been away for taysd Mother had told me,
ten days during which she had received not a lom fhim, not a postcard
saying he'd arrived or that he was enjoying hig tashis daughter ... in the
north of England.’

A slanting, invidious look and another advancingpstowards Judi, who
was standing frozen to the spot, appalled yet fiased by Hannah's
expression and even in this dire situation spahegself a moment of
thankfulness that her beloved Vidas was not matoeitiis woman. "Your
father had acquired a tan one doesn't associateowrtclimate, a fine tan -
in a mere ten days. Added to this was the incidémby mother having a



little grumble, saying your father prowled arountlem she was out. She
said he'd been in the drawer where she kept mgréetshe knew this
because a couple of bills which she had droppetbprof my letters had
been pushed to one side. All these incidents adgedo something
significant, and | suddenly realized that there wB® something phoney
about the letter | had received from Vidas. Fortalyal had kept it and |
brought it out again. Typed. Would Vidas type &eto the girl to whom he
had expressed such gratitude over the rescuingiofnephew from
drowning? Only when | gave the matter a great deade thought did it
occur to me that to type a letter was completelyadicharacter - judging
that character by the previous letters | had reszkilrhen the wording—'

She stopped and her mouth twisted in a sneer. Yoasnight well tremble,
but what you're going through now is nothing to taoming to you when
| see Vidas and tell him how he's been fooled, &t lyou and your father.
How much is Bill getting out of it, by the way? Aommmission or a
percentage?' Judi flinched, but no words passedigfr her quivering lips
and Hannah continued, 'As | was saying about threliwg of that letter —
but you remember it, don't you, Judi, because ymient?'

Still the silence on Judi's part. Without the ledifftculty she recaptured the
contents of the letter she had sent, deliberatelgrting a curtness into it in
order to put Hannah off once and for all, but nealizing her mistake.

'l want to talk to you about Vidas,' she begaraat,Ibut was immediately
interrupted as Hannah herself spoke of the contdritse letter.

'Vidas was now married, and | would understand tliatther
correspondence between him and me was both impessil unnecessary.
Married! How very strange, | suddenly thought. Nedr already. .. .
Hannah took yet another step which this time brobgh sufficiently close
for her to put her face right up to that of hepstster. 'Married so quickly ...
to whom, | began to wonder, having been fobbedwpfjour father when |
asked him for your address in the north of Englartere was also in the
letter another thank you for what | had done, betwhole thing was too
abrupt, too offhand for a man who had several tiexggessed his gratitude.
In a flash | saw it all - saw that Vidas must haweene to England, that your
father had come over here to warn you becauseuid soarcely put it all in



a letter which Vidas might read. | made it my besmto find out if you were
married—' She broke off and fury blazed from heesyl| knew you
wouldn't go to Bridport to be married, so | made inuiries further afield.
But | didn't tell your father what | had discoveredh, no. | wasn't having
you warned a second time! | expect you forged ip@asure on that letter, as
you must have done when you got married.’

Dazedly Judi shook her head, not troubling to erpébout the signature
when so much else was occupying her mind. Hanndhpbathe pieces
together with amazing accuracy - and all from theamscious action of Bill
in passing her a Greek coin. Undoubtedly Hannah el@ger, far more
clever than either Judi or her father.

'Where is he?' The soft inquiry cut into Judi'suiiilats and she gave a slight
start. "You say he's working and can't be disturbatif you don't fetch him
at once then | shall go out into that corridor aalll him. | presume he'll hear
me.'

Managing at least to move away from her stepsidtat, put half the length
of the room between them before saying, her acéewtand pleading,

'Don't act yet, Hannah, not until I've explainedesal things. Do you know
why Vidas wanted to marry you? If you remember wéhifelt there was
some mystery regarding the reason for the proposal?

'Yes." Momentarily Hannah's attention was arresi&thy did he want to
marry me?'

Judi swallowed convulsively.

'He had only six months to live, and he wishecetve you his money—'
'Six months!" Hannah stared. 'How did you discdwet? Did he tell you?'
She seemed a trifle dazed now, on hearing this .n&wes wondered if she

were trying to visualize what Vidas looked likedamhether his appearance
portrayed evidence of his illness.



'‘No, Vidas didn't tell me. . . ." Judi continueeaking for some time, putting
Hannah in possession of all the facts, even teliagagain that she and
Vidaswere deeply in love with one another, and nelmig her that Vidas

now had only a few weeks left to him.

'When Father came with the news that you were mgtgrto England and
that it was your intention to contact Vidas," Jadntinued when Hannah,
still a trifle dazed but clearly seething with fuag well, remained distantly
silent, 'l vowed to go to any lengths to protect Inugband from hurt, and
when the idea of writing to you came to me | caroat that idea.' Judi went
on, this time pleading with Hannah to go away,aegksilent, and she, Judi,
would make over to her the entire fortune whichasavould leave his wife.
'l know it's yours by rights,’ Judi admitted, hges wide and honest as they
looked into the hard eyes of her stepsister. 'Yanuteust me, Hannah. The
money is rightly yours, because you are the on@a¥iganted to marry, and
so you shall have it - all of it." She stopped,rifi@d to see that her last
words, the promise made in all sincerity, had fald® deaf ears. Crimson
with fury, Hannah seemed to be on the border ofenigsas for a moment
she moved about, seething with rage.

'Six months! Six months only to live! If only I'chkwn before | went away!
Six months and then I'd have had his fortune. Widp'tlDavid tell me?
Why - why!" She was talking to herself and Judildoanly watch in
frightened silence, and wait for the storm to alsatéhat she could continue
with her pleading. 'Why did David tell you instea@®, | could kill him!
Putting you in possession of information like thiatlate him! And | hate
you—!"

'Hannah,' Judi interrupted at last, ‘it doesn'ttenabout the money. | don't
want it. Haven't | just said it's really yours?'

"You don't want the money? You're trying to tell yoer'll let me have it—?"
'l amtelling you.'

Hannah's eyes narrowed and her mouth twisted iatevuolent lines.



"You expect me to believe that? You love him so imihat you're willing to
give me his fortune in return for my silence? Wé@at of a fool do you take
me for?' Her face was purple and her hands opemtdlased with the fury
that raged within her. 'Lost - all that money. 8ignths is all I'd have had to
give up - six months! It doesn't bear thinking attou

The last vestige of colour drained from Judi's fdné she was white with
fury now, and she turned on Hannah, forgetting tmy seconds ago she
was willing to plead for her husband's happiness.

'How dare you speak like that - about my husbarailéHyou no feeling, no
imagination? He's young, and strong, and you'd maéream he was ill. He
knows he's going to die - and yet you can talk tlke about money. You
can have the money, I've tried to convince you gfsmcerity. | love my
husband and when he's gone from me nothing wiltenany more. | shall
be alive, but not living; I'll have no use for tim®ney anyway— Oh, I'm not
talking about it! It's yours, and all | ask is thatu go away and leave us
alone!" Realizing she was raising her voice, Jadt another fear-ful glance
at the door. 'Please go away,' she cried in angdigines. 'l beg of you, if
you have any feeling at ajpjeasego away!"

A long silence ensued before Hannah said, crushlhdper stepsister's
hopes,

'If 1 could believe you I'd go away, but | don'liege you. No one would be
fool enough to part with a fortune like that. Youamed him for the
money— Oh yes, you did, so you needn't open yowrtimtm deny it. And
your father aided and abetted you.' She stoppeth@sldden narrowing of
her eyes gave evidence of an idea having occuriedrt 'Get Vidas in here,’
she ordered in curt authoritative tones. 'l'd naltaere the promise from him
than you. I'd rather know he'd changed his will.y&s say, I'm the one he
wanted to leave his money to, so there's no ddudit that once he learns of
your perfidy he'll waste no time at all in cuttipgu right out of his will.'

Judi felt sick at this manner of speaking aboutagidHow could anyone be
so utterly mercenary, and so completely lackinfgaiing?



'Hannah, please trust me," she begged, adoptimg@aring tone when she
would much rather have preferred to follow herimdtand give Hannah a
piece of her mind. 'I've told you the truth whesaly we love one another.
Vidas has been happy - very happy - since our agariand he's - he's not
m-much time left. ..." Tears fell and she sweptiachacross her cheeks. 'You
can gain nothing by exposing me, as I've alreadyngged to give you
everything—'

'l don't trust you!" interrupted Hannah savagdlg.rot part with a fortune

myself and I'm sure you wouldn't either. I'm seéiigas - and letting him

know that it is | who rescued his nephew! Taking¢hedit for that! And you

expect me to trust you? Not likely!" She walkedhe door, but Judi caught
at her arm.

'No, you shall not hurt my husband—' Judi got nhfer; she was pushed to
one side and, reaching the door, Hannah flungahob beg of you, Hannah,
I'll put it in writing, making a full confession'llildo anything you ask, but
please go away.' Her face was wet with tears, Halevbody trembling.
'What can | say to make you understand?' Her wogce humble, her arms
outstretched, but her stepsister remained unmoveti@ said, one hand on
the door,

‘Trickery won't serve you now, Judi. All you wastfor me to go off quietly

and lie low until Vidas dies, then you'll tell me ¢go to the devil, that the
fortune is yours.' She stopped, her expressiongthgiio one of amazement
as, casually dressed in white shirt and brown denamd looking the picture
of health, with his tan, and tall lithe figure, \@slappeared in the doorway.

‘Are - are you Vidas?' she stammered, unable ieuzethe evidence of her
eyes. Clearly she had not expected to see anyaaitrastive as he.

'Vidas," said Judi, still very white but strangelgmposed now as a new
strength seemed to be given her, 'this is my stepsi.. the girl who saved
your nephew from drowning, the girl you wanted tarmg,’ and without
even waiting to see what effect these words hatlesrhusband she went
past him and up to their bedroom.



CHAPTER EIGHT

THE sunset breeze had died and the purple shadeshgwropped like a
velvet curtain on the scent-filled garden and tlreeogroves terracing the
hillsides. The villa, silhouetted against a tapesiti indistinct shapes and
colours, stood out as lights flared from severait®fwindows. Judi and
Vidas had been taking a pre-dinner stroll and ay teached the garden
Vidas gave a little sigh.

'l love you,' Judi quivered on hearing it, but iged no response from her
husband. 'l wish | could make you believe that.'

He turned his dark head, to glance down at her fisngreat height. So well
he seemed, even now, and Judi felt that he had timeethan his doctors
had given him.

"You will never make me believe it," he told henstty but even now not
harshly. 'l know why you married me and so do \@t.us continue in the
light of that knowledge, without pretence on eitlsgle. By your own
admission you thought only of the money at first-'

‘At first, yes. | had to be honest when you askes—hShe broke off,
blinking back the ready tears. The scene returhidg her whole being
with anguish. Vidas coming up to their room, askingr for a full
explanation, and never a sign of anger— Oh, howmmohe bearable it
would have been than the deep and bitter pairethged his quiet voice and
looked back at her from those attractive grey eieshad asked Judi if the
money had ever come into it and, unable to lie hettbadmitted that, just for
a moment, she had thought of it. And he did notrsée hear the swift
protest that followed as she tried to convince thit, within a very short
space of time - seconds perhaps - she had forgalteabout it and had
sensed the existence of something strong and cbngp¢hat had drawn her
irresistibly to him. 'l do love you, Vidas,' sheet, reaching for his hand,
but he moved it out of her way. 'l do! You said ss®if it was a miracle - our
love! You said that and it's true!'

"You're kind to me, Judi, because that is yourneatout be honest, you have
no real love for me.'



She stopped beside him as he opened the gate.

'If you can't tell," she said in tones of tirednasd defeat, because she had
tried so hard over the past two days to convingedfiher love, 'then there's
no more | can do.’'

'If I can't tell," he murmured to himself as theglked through the gate and
he turned to fix the latch, 'If | can't tell. He looked down into her face
again, his gaze all-searching. 'How does one té&h & woman, Judi,
especially a woman such as you who would,, I'm,sweer deliberately be
unkind?' His voice was tinged with bitterness; lshew that he was thinking
it was pity she had given him, right from the start

She opened her mouth to voice a protest, thenctlibsgain. After all that
had been said and, on her part, confessed, shéhéett was no way of
getting close to him again, of achieving the inttmavhere he would
automatically sense her deep love for him. Sheblegah forced to make so
many admissions - not only that about the monet/alao she had had to
admit to intercepting one of his letters, to adioitying when she said she
had spoiled the paper he had signed. She had hesstianed about her
father's visit, and the tears she had shed. Lsgsmany lies she had been
obliged to tell, and Vidas had learned all aboetihafter Hannah's visit. It
was no consolation to Judi that Vidas had sent Harmway, reproving her
for coming in the first place, as she knew sheaalal no good. He told her
straight that he would have preferred to remairgimorance of his wife's
deceit, and this was understandable. But it madewieep bitter tears when
she heard it from her husband later.

Dinner was a silent meal, and afterwards Vidas wehts study. Judi sat in
the saloon, thinking and brooding, and cursingrabe that had sent Hannah
back instead of keeping her away a little whilegen

That night, as she lay beside her husband, shel omtisleep, and she did
wonder if she would ever sleep again, for her mvag filled with torment -
not just the torment of hurting her husband, bettdrment of imagination
as, with swift relentless progress, the wheelsroétcarried her on to the
days of loneliness which loomed so terrifyingly atie



Vidas stirred against her, and in sleep forgetathdpurt and strife, he put a
tender arm around her, and nestled close againdirbast. She had been
part of him, as always. . . and yet not really eldde accepted what she
gave, accepted for desire and for the graspingeafygrecious moment, but
a curtain seemed to hang between them. Scalding beal fallen when at

last Vidas had kissed her good night before sgttiown to sleep. And now,

hours later, the pillow was still damp; she cowdlfit beneath her cheek.

The next day she and Vidas decided to climb to shenmit of Mt.
Pantocrator, and they set out early, driving eastsvéao Spartilla, where
they left the car and took to the path. On all pres occasions when- they
had walked like this Vidas's hand would very sood hers and he would
keep it in his all the time. But today he made nchsloving move and after
a while she glanced up, to his hard profile, angreat shuddering sigh
escaped her. For there was a detachment aboutdwrand whenever he
spoke his tone was smooth and almost impersonal.d¢éolld she convince
him that what she felt - what she had felt rigbnfrthe start - was love, and
not pity? To such a man, resigned as he was ttataspity must be totally
abhorrent.

They continued in silence, not the companionabénese of two people so

deeply attached that words were unnecessary, ésildnce of brooding on

Vidas's part and on hers the silence of frustradidmer inability to recapture

the closeness that had been theirs. And with lbeths the silence of a deep
and lasting hurt. However, his gentleness remaamedwhenever it became
necessary for him to assist her he did so withotteyallantry and charm of

manner which she knew so well.

'What a lot of olive trees you have,' she murmuasd stopping for a while,
they both gazed around at the lovely vista of lgigen cultivation.

'It's our boast that we have the best olive treesalli Greece. They are
numerous because the Venetians, during their otiompaf the island, gave
money to anyone planting olive trees.’

‘There's something - well, sort of sacred aboutnthenurmured Judi.
‘They're such providers.'



'Indeed yes. And they are so long-lived. Look atsthgnarled specimens
over there." As he spoke he raised a hand; hiskaonzed and covered with
fine dark hair, brushed her cheek. Vidas turnedhftos indication of the
olive trees and glanced down into her wide adoepgs. Surely he could
see, she thought, almost fiercely willing him tosto He shook his head,
and the next moment she was in his arms and hehkeldery close as they
stood there, in the enchanted isolation of thedremched mountainside. A
bird chirped and its wings fluttered; from somewhan the distance a
sheep-bell tinkled. 'My Judi," he whispered in arnse and strangled voice
which did not suit the strength of his personaditall, ‘why did she have to
come here? Why wasn't | left in ignorance?' He heldfrom him, retaining
his gentle hold upon her arms, and his eyes sedebe face, taking in
every lovely detail - the high cheekbones and gbeaich-bloom skin, fused
with deeper colour at this moment as she flutterddlf smile, imploring
him in silent whispersto accept that what she seljrgave to him was love.
Her hair, so enchantingly flecked with auburn Igghwhich captured
sunbeams to add to their sheen and colour, wéteaalivry, the result of the
frolicking breeze blowing in from the west. 'l wabvays so filled with
gratitude for what she did in saving my young nepHsit now | hate her.' It
was a quiet statement, lacking any sign of angeeb&émence. Judi thought:
what a waste, for Hannah to come, believing shddcoause a complete
break between Vidas and the wife who had married bnder false
pretences. All she had done was rob Vidas of tmepbete happiness that
would have been his right up to the end. 'Coméa]"¢alas at last, dropping
his hands from her arms, 'this climb takes aboot laurs. | hope you are
feeling quite fit?'

She smiled and nodded.
'Of course,' and, risking a hurt if he should phsh away, she slipped her
hand into his. A profound moment passed; she fslfihgers stiffen and

knew with growing dejection that she had done theng thing.

He truly believed it was pity which had prompted hetion. And in this
unshakeable belief he withdrew his hand from hers.

Judi blinked away the ready tears and she and Widdised on in silence
again, until the summit was reached.



'Oh, Vidas,' Judi then exclaimed, 'what a fantagtav!'

He nodded, a faint relaxing of his firm mouth fingia response in her own
swift smile.

It is rather wonderful, isn't it?' The whole oktisland could be seen, and
across the misted blue waters the coast of Albaamgmeasily discerned.

'What is that?' Judi wanted to know, pointing todgathe east.

'Epirus, a mountainous region of Greece. Therenamry remote villages
there; | think you'd like it." No mention of going. but there was so little
time left now. . ..

'We should have brought a picnic lunch,' Judi veagrgy a short while later
as they began the descent. 'It would have beertmitave stayed up there a
while." Turning her head as she spoke, she totileishape of the monastery
crowning the summit, outlined against the vivideohf the lonian sky.

‘Are you very hungry?' Concern now in his tone ahe quickly shook her
head.

'No, but I just thought that, had we brought sonmgthwe could have stayed
up here as long as we liked.'

Vidas turned his head.
'You like the isolation?’
"You know | do."' When you are with me, she added sbently.

'So do I." He glanced around, then looked up askiye From here could be
seen the stationary fair- weather cumulus cloudsvalthe heights of
Epirus; it was all so vast, the wide and spreagiaigorama of sea and sky
and age-old mountains. So much to see, so mudteinvorld to explore,
Judi thought as she watched her husband's eyesngy@livays moving,
from one beautiful scene to another. So much taaedeso little time. Was
that what he was thinking? With a great surge gelshe found herself



resisting an urge to hold him, to reach up and kisg to bring him away
from whatever thoughts were occupying his mind.hde been so happy
before Hannah's visit, living every minute of tife ivhich was left to him.
There had been no brooding, no resentment agaiestfhere was a sort of
calm resignation about him, a resignation in whiechinnate strength was
clearly portrayed. He had found perfect happinédhbia late stage and he
was filled with gratitude because of it. And nowtthappiness was gone; he
was not entirely unhappy, she knew, but the pededf their union was no
more.

'‘We'll get a proper lunch when we reach the bottitdas said at last,
reverting to what Judi had been saying previouslknow of a small
restaurant, set in delightful gardens, where we eatndelicious fish and
salads and one can also be sure of a variety g fraits.’

The proprietor of the cafe, a smiling stocky Cdrfllrought out a menu card
and while they studied it he busied himself witlvlaite tea towel, flicking
imaginary crumbs off an equally white tablecloth.

'We'll have fish, please, Spyros,' Vidas told hiteraconsulting Judi. 'And
the rest we shall leave to you.'

'‘Good; | give you excellent lunch!

'Why are so many of your men called Spyros?' Juahted to know, her
curious gaze following the man as he went insigéebthilding. 'Everywhere
we go we seem to find someone with the name.'’

'In every household you will find a Spyros, becathse patron saint of the
island is St. Spyridon. Parents invariably wisih&ve a son called after the
saint, and that is the very simple explanatiorhefriumerous Spyroses we
have here." He lapsed into silence then and Juahtsp moment or two
taking in her surroundings. As usual, the tablesewautside the cafe
building, and for shade the vine had been traih@ugean overhead trellis; it
grew thickly and just a few bright rays of the suare able to penetrate
where a small gap occurred. Flowers abounded igandens surrounding
the cafe. Bougainvillaeas grew up the sides obthiling and up the thick
supports of the verandahs. A pomegranate treetthiisusrimson blooms



towards the sunlight; oleanders flared, pink anzzbilagly white, and all
along the far edge of the garden cypresses anchlénees provided a darker
green backcloth and also sheltered the garden tinenbreeze that blew in
from the west. Perfumes filled the air and the sse@t whirring of cicadas
intruded into the deep hush that lay over the whobathtaking scene.

‘Tell me about St. Spyridon.' Judi spoke at lastlzr husband gave her his
attention. How very handsome he was! So dark anestamg, with that
prominent jawline and those grey metallic eyes. fdishead was smooth,
unlined, his skin clear and taut. She found herthesning over, as it
invariably did when she gave him an examinatiorhsag this, which was
quiteoften. As her thoughts inevitably brought ¢héour into her cheeks she
saw her husband's straight brows lift a fractioa gesture of interrogation.
Judi averted her head and repeated her request told more about the
island's patron saint.

'He was the bishop of Cyprus and never actualljgedsCorfu during his
lifetime. But his body was eventually brought hizoen Constantinople, and
many are the miracles attributed to him—'

‘After he was dead,’ interrupted Judi as if to reiWidas of his mistake in
saying the saint had never visited the island duhis lifetime. To her
surprise Vidas nodded and said yes, after he wa. de

'He was supposed to have saved the island frormi&gmut an end to a great
plague which swept through Europe, and—' Vidaspdpand frowned in
concentration. 'Now what else?' He looked at Jadf #or the answer and
for the first time since Hannah's visit Judi sa light of amusement enter
his eyes. 'l have an idea he saved us from thesTairkne time - ah, yes. He
brought about the defeat of the Turks. | rememiogr.n

'All these miracles after he was dead,’ she frowAdte people don't really
believe that, surely?'

'Most certainly they believe it, always have. Aodiftimes a year his body
is brought out from the church and carried in apssion. His church is full
of treasures given by people who have receiveddh's help in some way
or other." Vidas's eyes were actually laughing ext éxpression of faint



disgust at the idea of the body, six hundred yelatsbeing brought out and
paraded round the town.

'It sounds absolutely revolting!" she exclaimedaat, and as Spyros was
approaching with a loaded tray Vidas whispereduahhto her before she
allowed her indignation to reach lengths wherestinding Corfiot would be
offended or even outraged. ‘Do you believe intadise things?' she asked
when the man had gone. Vidas shook his head firmly.

‘Not I. Most people do, though. Make no mistakejiJthe saints are of
exceeding importance to the devout Greek peopke.wknt on to tell he
how they kissed the icons in church, starting & end of a long row and
placing their lips to each one. With St. Spy- ridthrey actually kissed his
feet, Vidas told her, adding swiftly as he noted herrified expression,
'Only through the glass, though.' And Vidas laugtiesh, his eyes seeming
for a fleeting second to hold all the old familtanderness she had known
prior to her stepsister's visit, a tenderness reshglith amusement and a
faintly teasing element. Judi laughed with him &orch while the day passed
far more pleasantly than the previous one and ghkegjin to wonder if the
harmony was to return to them and they were onceenm reach that
particular closeness which her husband had likéma@dmiracle. They went
home after lunch, but only to collect their bealdthes, and the rest of the
afternoon was spent in the sun, basking on theyslaealch or swimming in
the clear warm water. A faint breeze blew in tcateewhite-crested waves
that rolled rhythmically towards the shore; the@ape dome above was
clear except for one lonelygold-tinted cirrus clogteading its wisps of
lace across the eastern sky.

'Do you feel like some tea?' Vidas was lying on ghads, with his hands
clasped behind his head and he turned as he pujubstion, his eyes
running the full length of his wife's figure as shiso lay there, adding
further tan to her body as the sun poured down fitwersky.

‘That would be nice. Can we have it here, at theXa
He nodded and they both rose to their feet. Pickimg towel, Vidas rubbed

her hair. It was the gentle touch she knew so wedl unable to resist the
impulse she pressed her hand against his chestiptoging up, she kissed



him on the lips. He stiffened and dropped the toavelo the sand, taking up
his beach robe and putting it on over his trunk&l®wing the hurtful lump
in her throat, Judi also donned her beach robe,gieked up the towel. She
combed her hair and as Vidas held out a hand sctmb when she had
finished with it she gave it to him, watching astbe combed his hair.
Because it was wet it fell into waves which endetalf-curls. She saw him
trying to straighten them, then he gave it up aadded the comb back to
her.

And of course he did not take her hand as theylettaway to the cafe; on
the contrary, he put some small distance them, atitbugh her heart
yearned to close that distance, she knew instiglgtihat she dared not.



CHAPTER NINE

QuUITE often now Vidas would remain in his study, andiduauld be left to
amuse herself by reading on the patio or sunbathitige garden, fretting on
the lost days and hours; lost memories all, thatlskd hoped to treasure
through the years, bringing incidents to mind cued over again until with
the passing of time they would begin to fade and wlould then find
difficulty in recapturing them. But even when shaswld there must still be
the last fleeting glimpses of her husband and @kie that had been theirs.
But, with the visit of her stepsister, these laseks lacked the wonderful
glory of the earlier days and nights when she amhd even shared a
bathroom because they could not bear to be parte, for one moment.

She sighed, and stirred in her garden chair - tifiexd her head, her eyes
flickering and a puzzled frown settling on her fogad. What was wrong
with Leda? she wondered, as the woman, having exddrgm the french
window of the sitting-room, was acting in a manwnery reminiscent of that
other occasion when she had come to tell her rsstieat Hannah was here.
She was coming towards Judi now, acting strangelghe kept glancing
about her with a rather frightened expression inelyes.

'‘Mrs. Vidas,' she whispered urgently, taking anotheift glance around
her, 'a gentleman give me a message for you, arshyé not to tell Mr.
Vidas or my husband or anyone - but you.'

Judi blinked, then her gaze settled on the wonfank as she asked her to
explain.

'l must give this message to you. This man is aatphe say, and he wants
very urg - urg—"?"

‘Urgently?’

‘That's right. He wants very urgently to see yoe. ddy it to do with Mr.

Vidas - and he give me two hundred drachmae tdlsaymessage to you.
You not tell my husband - no! He take from me thisney and | want it for
my mother, who is old and—'



'l won't say anything to Spyros, Leda," interrupdedi in trembling tones.
‘This doctor - where is he?"

‘This paper...." From the folds of her black dresda produced a piece of
paper. 'He write down this number and say youlepte®ne him. He say he
not write note because | might lose—'

'His name, Leda,' Judi interrupted again. 'Whaissname?'

'He say not give me because strange name anddtfanyway.' The paper
changed hands; Judi's dazed eyes stared at thEhdek number. Her
trembling increased. A doctor ... What did it me&#@ say to me that | tell
you he good man so you not to be afraid. He loaddgman, Mrs. Vidas -
have much white hair and lines on face that makelbok good man/

'Where did you meet him?' quivered Judi, wondeffishe looked as white
as she felt. This doctor obviously knew of Vidagt Wwas not one of his own
doctors, apparently. Why this secrecy - this uradtix way of approach?

'l work every day in th@erivoli, as you know, Mrs. Vidas, and this man, he
pass one - two times and look at me. Then he gy,dwa come back and
look one - two times again. Spyros in therivoli also and this man wait till
Spyros go in house, then he whisper to me, antisa@ye me two hundred
drachmae if | give Mr. Vidas's wife the message #mel paper.’ Leda
glanced round again. 'l go now, Mrs. Vidas, and yousay anything to my
Spyros?'

'I've already promised, Leda. Thank you for giving the message."'

The woman moved off, lacking the curiosity whichuMbhave been shown
by her husband had he taken the message inste&érofThis doctor
obviously knew it would be safer to trust the wonnatier than the man.

For a long moment Judi continued to stare at tipepia her hand, her heart
racing. Was it possible—? Stemming these thoughdstepes that were
running amok in her mind, she went into the houskwpstairs into a room
used by Vidas before his marriage. But she looked bt the telephone on
the bedside table before at last she took up tever.



Five minutes later she was sitting on the bed, btemg from head to foot,
her forehead damp, her whole body clammy as enstioted. Hope . . .
hope at this time when Vidas had only about fivekeeto live. . . .

On all previous occasions when Vidas said he muskwudi had hated

seeing him go to his study, but the following dag gelt she could not wait.

On pins, she repeatedly looked at her watch askfast over, her husband
made no move to go, but sat there, on the patéjig at the garden and the
view beyond, his grey eyes dreamy and terribly sdwas brooding, she
knew, was thinking of all this beauty he must sorsteave behind. She
wanted to say, 'Dear Vidas, there is hope,' butdstted not, for Dr. Van

Elden had insisted that she say nothing to herdnghintil he and she had
had a talk together.

'‘Are - are you going to get your work done?' st had to say at last, and
Vidas's head jerked in surprise. She bit her Ighashded swiftly, 'The sooner
it's done the sooner you will come out to me.'¢tked at her hard and long,
but she felt convinced he did not doubt her sitgeYou did say yesterday
that you would have to work every day this weeke new a brightness
had come into her eyes, because of the time hea speay from her and
because of the reason for this. No longer the édsirbe with her every
single minute of the day and night; no, he wantdokt alone, to think and to
dwell on the words of Hannah's, words that had ¢giotis wife crashing
down from the high pedestal on which he had plde=ed

'Yes, Judi, | did say that,' and without anotherduae left her, sitting on the
patio, and soon disappeared into the house. Afd#ing a moment to see if
he should come back Judi also entered the house]lext a cardigan and
her small handbag from the bedroom. A short whilerlshe was hurrying to
the crossroads where the doctor would be waitirtg tis car. It was there;

she saw it from a fair way off and slackened heepa tinge of fear entering
into her. Supposing this was not genuine? - thattlan was a fraud? For
one wild moment she saw herself kidnapped, withcibregsequent trouble
and anxiety to which her husband would be subje&aticoncern for Vidas

was, naturally, uppermost in her mind and she bégarying on again.

The man got out of the car as he saw her approgemd instantly she was
reassured, reflecting swiftly on what Leda had sdidut him appearing to



be a good man. He stood by the car, waiting foy Wweh the door opened
ready for her to get in. She noticed the shock bitevhair and the thick
eyebrows practically meeting on the bridge of loisgl aquiline nose. He
looked benign and trustworthy; his smile dispenesith any vestige of
doubt that might have lingered.

'‘Mrs. Theron,' he said when presently she had eshd¢tim, 'you must
forgive this most unorthodox method I've chosen,itas necessary, as you
will soon agree. Will you get into the car and va@ drive to a private place
| know of?"

She made no move; she was unable to do so.

'Dr. Van Elden - my husband—' She broke off, bresth all at once and
terribly afraid, afraid that, after all, there was hope for Vidas. 'You s-said
on the phone th-that you might be able to - to dunme." The words were
uttered at last, stammered out in accents whidcrlgiéold this doctor how
much her husband meant to her. His pale blue epeléekl as they looked
into her face; she saw them soften, felt a geratedlon her arm as she was
urged into the car. 'If - if there is any chancalbtplease tell me now—' To
her consternation she burst into tears. 'I'm sorry. She was aware that he
had entered the car, occupying the seat besidélbgnessed the button that
set the engine purring.

'It's been too much for you, Mrs. Theron. You Wiilld a tissue in the glove
box there,' he went on to add practically. 'Letgas away from this main
road, into a secluded place where we can talkdrdee along in silence for
a while and then, having dried her eyes, Judi said,

'What | don't understand is why you haven't apgredany husband instead
of me?'

'‘Because, Mrs. Theron, there is a decision to bdenaad | believe you are
the one to make it." Short the tone and edged thiéh merest hint of
impatience. Sensing his reluctance to talk whilerinlg Judi fell silent,
dwelling on what had just been said. A decisionfelyuf there was any
hope at all then there could be only one decisstie, thought, frowning.
What a strange thing for the doctor to say!



Although experiencing the greatest difficulty inintaining her silence she
did manage to do so and presently the doctor tuoffetie road into a lane
that was little more than a bridle path where, hgfound a clearing in an
olive grove, he brought the car to a standstill. ws exceptionally quiet
once the engine had been switched off and Judietutio the doctor
immediately, a question in her glance.

'Yes, you're impatient, and rightly so," begandbetor. "We shall talk, Mrs.
Theron, but first of all let me clarify the postidor you," and he went on to
explain that until five years ago he had practiselis native Holland, but
then he and another doctor, a lifelong friend, Hadided to devote a few
years to one or two of the undeveloped island$hefRar East. They had
chosen three islands, close to one another, ancdbtieese was that on
which Vidas had built and equipped a hospital.

'We made this one our headquarters, because ofetlyefine hospital in
which we could work," Dr. Van Elden went on. 'Thiisease which your
husband contacted is rife on all these three islabdt at the time we were
working we had no idea that your husband had cowdait. The very
obscurity of the disease was a challenge andafjezat deal of labour we at
last found a drug with which we began to experimémtast we had one
success—' He broke off and, turning her head, Surprised the light of
sheer triumph in the doctor's eyes before, witkcosds, it died. "We were,
naturally, terribly excited because this was acagpis a killer disease; there
was no cure.' He paused a moment and a deep frnoivimi& brow. "The next
native to be treated died; you can imagine how &le ¥We treated many
more natives, most of whom died." He stopped onoeerand his frown
deepened. He shook his head from side to sidenaraer of sheer despair.
Looking down at her tightly-clenched fists, Judit flhe cold dampness
within them; her body also felt clammy and chilln @r. Van Elden's
mentioning his success her hopes had broken awaytfie bonds she was
trying strictly to impose on them; they had soadrying her away from
the darkness into a sunlit future where her hushemdd be always at her
side. But now... .

'You have treated a great number of people?’ sinageal to inquire at last,
her throat painful as the muscles contracted.



‘A great number," briefly and followed by a deep @anolonged sigh.
'How how many successes have you had, doctor?'

‘Three, Mrs. Theron,' he answered quietly.

‘Out of how many?'

‘Thirty-four natives have been treated with thisgdr

‘Thirty-four.... And three lived." She spoke to gudf. It would seem that
Vidas had less than a one-in-ten chance. Whitedfacel feeling as if her
blood were freezing in her veins, she said,

'How did you come to hear about my husband?

'From talk among the natives - but only a coupleeéks ago. Although we
were working in your husband's hospital we had deaithat he had
contracted the disease, but once we did discoiewthacted without delay,
as we realized that his time was running shoriefBti Mrs. Theron, we set
inquiries in motion, carried out by colleagues iolleind, who found out all
there was to find out. They contacted your huslsagalctors, but were told
to leave the matter alone. Our successes wereebganspressive; your
husband had told his doctors, during telephonestdiiat he was married to
an angel—' The doctor paused and slanted Judnagias these words left
his lips. She coloured, but asked him to continite what he was saying.
'He was so happily married that his doctors comstti&e should be left to
live out the rest of his time in this apparentlylid state; they stressed that
any interference would be cruel. We should merelydibbing both him and
his wife of these six or seven weeks of happirfessn the inquiries we also
learned that very few people, other than thesedeaiors, were aware of
your husband's situation. He had tried to keegdtraplete secret, but one or
two of his business associates did get to know tabhou

Judi thought of David, and the information whichhaself had been given
by someone who knew a business associate of Vidas's

"This decision—' Judi began, when Dr. Van Eldeennipted her.



'First of all, Mrs. Theron, | wonder if you yourkatould like to confide in
me? You're English .. . and also, there's sometimarge in your eyes than
sadness at your husband's plight. How did you donmeeet him?'

She hesitated, then on a sudden impulse confidédmnthe whole story,
from the very beginning to the very end - from thement of having read
the letter which Hannah allowed her to read, andchvitontained the
proposal of marriage, to the moment of exposurédaystepsister, and its
consequences in bringing about a rift between Vatas his wife. As she
talked Judi watched her companion's expressiongehftom astonishment
to compassion as she spoke of her great love ftms/and of his for her. She
ended by telling the doctor that she now couldamnivince Vidas that she
loved him; he truly believed that what she felt fiam was pity.

'What an amazing story!" exclaimed Dr. Van Elderewfat last Judi fell
silent. 'Vidas Theron married the wrong girl bustamtly fell in love with
her!'

'And she with him," added Judi simply.

'Yes, indeed." A small pause and then, 'And youadigt went as far as to
offer your stepsister everything in return for beence?'

‘The money was hers by rights," Judi pointed &lte'was the one Vidas
would have married, had she been there when he osareo England. |
impersonated her, remember." But the doctor wakirsipehis head, and
frowning a little. However, Judi was impatient fibve real business to be
discussed and she began fidgeting with her handlseadoctor mused on
what she had just said. 'The decision," she pranpteable to contain her
patience a moment longer. 'l still don't see why laven't approached my
husband direct?’'

‘Naturally we did not do that in view of the opiniof his own doctors. They

have no faith whatsoever in our drug, and in athizss | can't blame them.
They have been told by Mr. Theron of his great lnaggs and their view is

that you and he should be left alone and allowdxttbappy for these weeks
that are left.



The decision is yours. You can leave the situai®it is, or you can talk to
your husband—

'‘But we have nothing to lose," she inserted, puazblethe way the doctor
now avoided her eyes. 'You treat him and it félilen he is no worse off than
before." She stopped, waiting for some respongehleuloctor was gazing
away into space, appearing to be a long way from"A&e have nothing to
lose," she repeated, with an added emphasis thagrthe doctor round to
face her.

'Mrs. Theron,' he said slowly and quietly, 'l beéeyour husband has longer
to live than his doctors have stated.’

'You—"?" She stared at him. 'How can you say thatMan Elden?' Her

nerves had been fluttering the whole time, but tloey seemed to be quite
out of control. Hadn't she herself thought someglahthe kind? Longer to

live. . . . how much longer? 'You've never even mgthusband.'

'‘No, but I've seen him, Mrs. Theron; | made it mysipess to do so,

naturally. I saw him with you yesterday on the leacPaleocastritsa. | was
lying some distance away, but when he went intomair on one occasion
without you | swam very close to him. | also folleavyou to the cafe and sat
in a spot where | was hidden by shrubs but fromrevhidnad an excellent

view of your husband. I'm not sure that he hasdonigut | do have much

experience of these cases, having worked on taisdsamong natives who
have the disease. His doctors had no experienceeméer, so they gave
him twelve months to live.'

Twelve?'

Dr. Van Elden nodded.

‘At the time, it was twelve months.'

'l see..." Vidas had not troubled about marriagéait time simply because
his relatives were living and it was to them thahlad left his fortune. It was

only on their death that he had decided to mang kg this time he had only
six months left.



"Your husband knows, of course, that you are awedrlis having the
disease?' The doctor's voice cut into her thougihtsshe nodded her head,
saying that he did know now, as Hannah had told hoousing her, Judi, of
marrying him only because she knew that, six molattes, she would have
his fortune.

"Your husband did not believe you would do that?'
Bitterness curved the fine line of her mouth.

‘The fact that | was in possession of this knowéedgnt against me, doctor.
Also, I had kept silent, and that was one more&deceit added to the rest.’

'‘But surely he would understand that you couldvweoy well tell him of your
knowledge?"

Judi looked ahead, through the windscreen at tive giroves stretching
away in the distance, the trees almost meeting tbenarrow dusty lane.

'We have not talked about it," she told the doatdength. 'l have no idea
what Vidas thinks about it all. He was not angryhwne - only dreadfully

hurt and disillusioned." Judi turned her head aerdshw that her lips
quivered uncontrollably. 'He no longer believesntarried an angel.' Judi
had realized they were digressing and now she d3kedan Elden just how

long he thought her husband would live.

'l should say, from observations made among natiféie island, that he
has about two months. You see,’ he went on to exflaall the cases we've
observed the victim of the disease has acquirddeatinge at both sides of
the jaw - in the neck, here - about six weeks bedeah. This tinge is very
pronounced at this time. Your husband has notlgsttat least, he has, but
it is exceedingly faint. | should never have ndidgsf | hadn't been looking
for it." A small significant pause and then thetdocontinued, in that slow
and quiet tone he had used a short while ago whesaid that in his opinion
Vidas had longer left to him than his doctor betiév'lf it is, as | think, two
months your husband has, then you might feel tbatprefer to let things
remain as they are.'



She frowned and said, impatience in her voice,

'Dr. Van Elden, I've already said, twice, that llowing you to treat my
husband | have nothing to lose.'

He spoke after seeming to try for a time to finglaay of phrasing his words.

'Mrs. Theron, in every single case where the treatmhas failed the
patient's life is cut short.’

A profound silence descended on the car, endinghwhdi said,
'So we do have something to lose?'

"Two months' happiness, Mrs. Theron. So you séeaitlecision which you
must think about very carefully. If we decide teat your husband we would
want himin hospital - in Athens, of course; theseno need for him to go
very far away. We would want him in at once,"beeaergen with the extra
weeks I've suggested he might have, his time isexdkagly short. So this
means,' the doctor continued, 'that if you and yausband decide to take a
chance - and you already know just how slenderdhace is - then it is all
or nothing. Should the treatment fail then he di# within a week of first
taking the drug; if the treatment succeeds, then.He did not continue;
there was no need.

Judi said, in an agonized tone,

'We can't take the chance, Dr. Van Elden. Threeaut of thirty-four—'
Emphatically she shook her head. 'No, | can't leseyet, not when there's
no need. Two months! It's a long, long time," sted; her voice edged with
hysteria. "'Two whole months! | want to live thosenths, not - not be - be
widowed before | need be! Thank you f-for contagtime; | d- do appreciate
your g-good intentions, but go away! Please go acdke island and leave
Vidas and me to - to be happy—' Tears flowed, &edrést of her words
were choked back. She was trembling from headdband the doctor's arm
went round her shoulders.



'‘Mrs. Theron,' he said gently, 'I'm going to takeiynome now. Try to relax
- that is most important. Relax first, and thinkeafvards. You'll find that
your mind is clearer after sleep, so you must dethdt you are going to
sleep - soundly—"

‘I won't sleep! | know it! What must | do?' Her &aguckered, tears
streaming down her cheeks. 'Dr. Van Elden, whatt idig?’

'I'm very sure, my dear, that the decision you mgacthe morning will be
the right one, both for you and for your husbahgol decide to turn down
my offer, then - for you - this will be right. Ifabt, then you know my
telephone number....'



CHAPTER TEN

How Judi concealed the gnawing torture of her nsimel would never know.
But somehow she did manage it, and although ateditivat evening Vidas
remarked on her pallor he accepted her explandietnearlier, she had had
a slight headache.

'Is it better now?' he asked gently, watching hgression change as she
noted his concern.

'Yes, Vidas, thank you. It is completely betteetiascinated gaze searched
for the blue tinge mentioned by the doctor, butsthdd find no trace of it.
Supposing he had even longer than two months; suppde had six. ... It
would be folly to take a chance. No, decided Juanlf/, she intended
leaving things as they were.

'Shall we walk?' Vidas was suggesting when afteneli they sat as usual,
on the patio, drinking coffee. It was a still balmight, the sort of night
associated only with the East. The great ball Gfllamoon showered the
garden with light, its glow positive and intendesaemed to be so very close
to the earth. From the purple velvet darkness eftiavens a billion stars
looked down, and suddenly, as Judi watched, aesisigr shot across the
sky and was lost forever in the blackness of itfini

'It would be pleasant to walk." What was this alaodl distant way she was
adopting with him? So sweetly intimate they hadhee free in speech and
action, so generous with their love. She had talspBerhaps it was the
strain that had been gripping her ever since thetimgwith Dr. Van Elden;
perhaps it was the thought that, with two whole thenreft, there was still
time to recapture the wonder of the honeymoon iz to last as long as
they wished to call it that. 'Dear Vidas, won't yecept that what | feel for
you is love - real love?' Her wide hazel eyes pieladnd he looked into
them. But already he was shaking his head. Shéhdlalthough he wanted
to believe her, common sense told him that shedcoot possibly be
genuine. His voice took on an unfamiliar coldnessi@ said,

"Your kindness is commendable, Judi. You have aeswsmmpassionate
nature; you saw, in the beginning, that | had aigneed - because you were



in possession of the knowledge that | was goirdig¢oYou also realized that
were | to marry your stepsister | should not haeerb happy.' Vidas
digressed a moment to tell his wife that Hannahdwdally hinted that he
change his will, as it was originally intended bgnhthat his fortune should
go to the rescuer of his nephew. Judi flinchedblysion hearing this,
wondering how anyone could voice such a requeshatter how subtle the
manner of doing so, to a man who was going to dthinvthe next few
weeks. 'l did not change my will," Vidas continuegbassively. 'You are my
wife and it is to you that my fortune will go-'

'Vidas, please! | don't want to hear about the mondnat good will it be to
me when you've gone?' Her face was paler than éetord her mouth
trembled piteously. But her husband regarded h#r avicool unemotional
gaze as, reverting to his comments about her ksgjriee told her, quite
firmly, that he was under no illusions as to whg slad married him. 'In the
beginning it was for the money— No, Judi, pleasadiinterrupt! By your
own admission, as we've already said, you thoungtantly about becoming
an heiress. In your confession after Hannah hae gon talked of being a
failure. Your stepmother had told you you were, #ralidea of becoming
rich appealed simply because you would no longebra@ded a failure.
Later, | admit, your compassion overruled your reeery ambitions and it
is compassion you have extended to me ever sideestopped, his eyes
brooding and infinitely sad. 'lt is compassion whitow prompts you to
make this attempt to convince me of your love.' Msuth softened as he
added, 'Yes, my dear Judi, you have a sweet, camgpade nature, and had
Hannah not appeared we should have continued iblssful state right up
to the endHe leant forward to take up his coffee cup, saat ithwas empty
and returned it to the table. 'Perhaps | shoulce lsad," he corrected after a
moment's thought, 'that | should have continuedyrblissful state right up
to the end.’

She looked at him, white-faced and icy cold within.

'l can't make you believe me, Vidas, no matter wiiht.' Sadly she shook
her head. 'Let's go for that walk," she addedgigiom her chair.

You'll be cold,’ he decided before they reachexl ghte leading into the
lane. 'I'll get you a cardigan.' And without wagifor her to protest that she



herself would fetch it he was gone, returning atsiwbile later and draping
it around her shoulders. She was infinitely touchgdhe simple gesture,
and in the ordinary way she would have been abteweal her feelings by
lifting her face and kissing him. What a lot theadrboth lost by that visit of
Hannah's!

On passing through the gate they left behind theegbf the house lights
which shed a rich clear glow over the garden, amered into a world
possessed by moonlight, where the air was fillatl e pervasive scent of
herbs on the hillsides and the chittering noiseicédas in the olive trees.
With poignant nostalgia Judi recalled that othezreng when, their desire
for one another stimulated by the seductive infbgeaf nature - its scents
and sounds, its soft balmy air - Vidas had whispéoeher, his mouth close
to her ear, 'Do you want to go on, my love, or lsival turn back?' And she
had smiled, and given him a shy whisper in reptgl laand in hand they had
returned to their home, to become one with eacérothall the purity of an
ungquenchable love. Tears started to her eyes a®meook her all the way,
into the realm which heaven itself could not suspasidi brushed a hand
across her cheek and her husband stopped, glainéinger upturned face
for a long moment before, with a gentle tender maimiee too removed a
tear from her cheek.

'‘Don't cry about it, my Judi,’ he said in tendeme®. 'You've done such a
great deal for me that you need have no regrgtsbeen far happier with
you than | could have been with any other womaru'v@been an angel.'
That word served only to increase the flow of teand tilting his head in a
small gesture of admonishment Vidas produced akeaoldief. 'l don't want
this remorse,' he told her in a voice edged wisliean inflection. 'Haven't |
just said you've no need to have regrets?'

'My - my regrets are not what you think," she stared between her sobs.
‘They're f-for something d- different altogetherBreaking off, she threw
up her hands in defeat. 'What's the use? You'rermeted not to be
convinced.' She wanted to continue, asking if hdcceeally believe that she
had been acting all this time; she wanted to mantibmate moments, and
to request him to think about them. Surely his eyesld be opened and he
would be possessed of clearer vision. But she maddy tried so hard, and
now she was very tired and dispirited, and defgahkavily upon her. Vidas



believed he had the picture; he believed that Inesgmt efforts stemmed
entirely from pity, that she was endeavouring taviace him of her love

only because she knew how deeply hurt he was. & avaimpossible

situation and one which utterly precluded any éiWecapproach. There was
more than a curtain between them now; there wafiait# barrier, strong

and impenetrable. She began walking on again atltkgentered a region
where the olive groves were thick the moon's ramiawas shut out and
darkness fell like some all-enveloping cloak fronmieth there was no
escape. 'l want to go home,' she cried suddeniyershrunning along her
spine. 'l don't like walking here!

He stopped again and said,

‘Judi, this must cease! You're going to make yduneExceedingly stern
the voice now; Judi had not heard this tone beéoré its effect was to
produce more tears, but this time she managed ssfotly to hide them
from him, being in the darkness of the woods.

'‘Can we go home?' she pleaded in a small voioetited, Vidas.'

‘Tired and unhappy.' With an unexpected move h& te hand, and he
kept it in his until they entered the house. Andrtline said, striking her a
mental blow that brought an almost physical paihdo heart, "Would you
prefer to be alone tonight? - seeing that you'rered?’

She stared up at him with disbelieving eyes. Hipression was an
unreadable mask.

'If - if that is what you want,' she answered ift smd quivering tones.

"It isn't what | want,' he returned unemotionalbyt it's what's best for you.
Tomorrow you'll be feeling much different.’

Her mouth trembled.
'Where shall | go then?'

"You shall have our room, naturally. | can sleeptm®or.'



She lay awake, as she had assured the doctor dlld.wbdas came up
hours after her and his firmtread on the carpéteagassed the door of their
room brought forth the cloud of tears which hadrbighting for release.
Should she go to him? she asked herself over amdagain. But the idea of
a rebuff was strong; she sensed, somehow, thabbkelwend her away, and
she could not bear that. And so she remained albim&jng and thinking . .

. and thinking--

The first hint of dawn touched the windows at I&tting out of bed, Judi
looked in the mirror. Tears the whole night longl Heft their mark. She
bathed, having the bathroom to herself for the finse. Was Vidas awake?
she wondered, and felt sure he was.

Returning to the bedroom, she stood for a long nmbyngazing around.
How still and lonely the beautiful room seemed & ki was over-large
suddenly, and devoid of atmosphere. It was emitg.tBought, 'This is how
it will be when my dearest love has gone," and lshéhard on her lip,
stemming the tears. She must try to remove theseeel of her weeping, not
increase it. Vidas must not know how she was sufjeit would only make
him even more unhappy than he was now. And sheedesnly to decrease
his unhappiness, to get him back at least to tite sf resigned contentment
which he had assumed after the first shock of lagrthe truth about his
wife. He had seemed to settle into a mood of aeceet wherein he was
reasonably happy, though by no means as happy@®be

The perfection had gone for ever, but this didmean that Vidas must live
out the rest of his days in a state of unhappindssmood of last night,

when he had told her to have the room to hersetf, resulted from Judi's
own state of mind, which was itself a result of hezeting with Dr. Van

Elden. She had been overwrought inwardly; the rstediiconcealing this

from the shrewd eyes of her husband had been tat Bnd she had found
an outlet for her pent-up emotions in the tearsciviiad so troubled Vidas
that he had suggested she sleep alone. Yes, sliediegiving herself a
mental shake, she must make a determined effatrntol her emotions,
and in so doing to bring her husband back to & stihappiness.



After dressing she sat down on the bed, for it n@tsyet five-thirty. Was
Vidas awake? she asked herself again. But, conteaher desire of last
night, she had no immediate wish to go to him.dadf she wanted only to
reflect, even once again, on what she had leamosa Dr. Van Elden. He
had stated that she would be able to think cldaylthis morning, and that
any decision she made would be the correct onee-edirect one both for
her and for Vidas. During the long wakeful houre $tad confessed to
herself that although she had considered her hdsbaide of the situation,
her swift refusal of the doctor's offer had stemrreth selfish motives. She
saw in that moment of refusal, when the anguishadiswvere pouring from
her lips, only her own position, pictured her emipfly, her loss and utter
loneliness. The result was a blotting out of hesbdand's position, even of
his chances of recovery. They were too remote dorsideration and the
only thing that mattered was the next two monthsgipus months when her
own life would be worth living. Afterwards it wouldbt be worth living.

But now Judi had no selfish motives left. She nwostsult Vidas. This was
the decision which the doctor had meant her to méke real decision, the
vital decision, Vidas must make himself.

She went to him at seven o'clock, that being time tihey normally rose.
After knocking she went in; he was propped up oe elbow, his eyes on
her instantly she entered the room.

'Dressed already? Are you feeling better?' A hamdteetched and gladly
she put hers into it, running across the room td.do

'l feel much better.' She felt herself pulled tosghim, thrilled to the feel of
his lips on hers.

'I missed you, my dear darling,' he whispered. 'Homissed you!'

She looked lovingly at him, then looked down at ltinewn hand covering
hers.

'l wonder will you be unkind to me if | say thatissed you too - terribly?"

'‘Unkind?' he echoed, frowning.



'l wonder if - if you will really believe me?'
His eyes shadowed. He murmured gently,
'l believe you, Judi - yes, of course | do.’

She smiled then and in a little access of gratitiftdel his hand and pressed
her lips to it.

‘Judi,’ he protested, but in a guarded tone dedigm& to cause her
embarrassment. 'You mustn't do that.'

Her smile remained, tranquil and very sweet. The&xe something about the
room that incited peace, she realized, staring et Husband's face in
wonderment, and thinking about the other bedrooreraitshe had slept
alone. Cold it was, and lonely....

'l shall if I like," she told him, and added, 'Thayou, Vidas, for not hating
me.'

'Hate—!" Faint admonition in his tones as he adgi@dkly, 'How could |
ever hate you?'

"You might have done - on learning what | did..."
Vidas was shaking his head even before she hahédispeaking.

'No, my darling. You've given me so much, | toldiytbat last night. | love
you, Judi, you are well aware of that." Low theceonow and husky with
emotion. How she longed to reciprocate - to teth that she loved him, but
she refrained, purely in the knowledge that he @adt believe her. She
said, amazed at the calm way the words fell fromlips,

'Vidas, yesterday a doctor saw me and - and tolthatehere is a chance - a
very remote chance - of a cure.’

Deep and profound silence dropped on the roomingufier hand from his,
Judi moved away, to the other side of the roomials an instinctive move,



as she sensed that her husband would be ablentorttore clearly if she
were not standing there, beside his bed, lookingndiato his face.

‘A cure, Judi?' He was dazed, disbelieving. 'l vk | understand? Who
is this doctor? Why didn't he come to me? How thatt you didn't mention
this last evening? And how did you come to seewithout my knowing?'

She began to speak, and soon he knew all. Hisfasea trifle grey beneath
the tan; his hand was clenched tightly as it laylenbedcover.

"You can see why | didn't tell you immediately,éstaid when a long time
passed and he did not speak. 'It was the two mo¥ittias. If - if you have
the treatment and it fails then - then. . .." Smlidshe put her face in her
hands and wept bitterly. 'I'm so sorry, | tried txts cry.' He had come from
the bed and she found herself in his arms, herdgast his chest. 'The two
months, darling - they are so very precious, tbath.’

'Yes, yes,' soothingly as his arms tightened ardwerdand his lips touched
her hair. 'My little girl, don't cry so. Hush. Lifting her face, he kissed her
lips, and her damp cheek. 'Hush, darling. Oh, nay,dergive me!'

'Forgive?' She blinked at him through her tearhd¥lo you mean?’

‘This anguish, this fear you have that we mightltisose two months,
months which you describe as precious—' He sto@yetl she felt him
shudder against her. '"How could | have doubted ginoerity when you
swore you loved me?’

"You believe me?' she gasped, filled with wondetoalsow this had come
about. 'Vidas . .. you believe me, at last?'

For answer he just held her close and she felhélaey beating of his heart
above her own, quivered to the tender nearnesgsdiddy, and sighed in
thankfulness that he now believed in her sincerity.

He talked after a while, gravely and yet quite pcatly as he said that the
decision would be made after he had seen Dr. Vdertladding that it
would not be his decision but Judi's also.



'We shall think carefully and long," he ended, '&edween us we shall
decide what course to take.'

It isn't going to be easy,' she quivered throughk &lmost as white as her
face. 'Dr. Van Elden stressed that it would beoalhothing, and | should
have to resign myself to that.’

Vidas nodded; she could see that he was suffeomg but only because of
her.

'Let's forget about it until after I've seen thecio,” he said, and they did
manage to talk of other things as they breakfagigdther on the patio.
Then Vidas himself telephoned the doctor who adipeomptly, having
been staying at an hotel in Paleocastritsa sinogngpto Corfu two days
previously. He talked to them both, but there wathimg more than Judi
had already told her husband - except that, asdsealout to leave after
having been assured that he would hear from Viddisirwtwenty-four
hours, he happened to say, with a smile for Jutbrbehe turned to her
husband,

"Your wife told me everything, Mr. Theron - everytp.' Vidas merely

flickered him an interrogating glance and the doctmtinued, 'She told me
that her love for you was so deep that she hadkygffered to make over
to her stepsister - in return for that lady'ssieerg¢he whole of the fortune
which you would leave to her—'

'Dft Van Elden!" interrupted Judi. 'l didn't meaauyto repeat that to my
husband!

"You and your wife were - well, slightly estrangedake it?' The doctor
spoke to Vidas, just as if there had been no inpdion by his wife.

'l wouldn't put it quite like that," began Vidas evhagain Judi interposed
with,

'l didn't say that, Dr. Van Elden.’



'‘Not exactly," he admitted in tones of faint apglo@ut | did gather, Mr.
Theron, that you had begun to doubt your wife'®lfor you.'

Vidas nodded, and it seemed to Judi that the msigtlais throat contracted
because he swallowed hard before he spoke, and léhéid his voice was
fringed with a huskiness born of some deep emotion.

"You are right, doctor. | was foolish enough to loiomy wife. Thank you for
telling me about the money—' He paused and a tagldece was directed at
Judi. 'l had already realized my mistake - jus$ thorning."'

Immediately on the doctor's departure Judi turedaetr husband and asked
a trifle fearfully,

'Did you mind, darling, that I told him everythinust came out - because
of the way | was feeling. And, after all, he isactbr.'

Vidas gave her a tender glance, but deep contritias portrayed in his
voice as he said,

'Dearest, why didn't | know, by instinct alone,ttthwat you felt for me was
love?'

She went to him and became enfolded in his stromg.a

'It was natural that you should doubt me,' she,saittoubled now that all
was right between them. 'Don't think any more aliouAnd, after a small
moment of reflection, 'The doctor - what did yoinkhof him?'

'l like him, but of course that has nothing to dithvthe decision we shall

make. It seems,' he added in calm and even tdhasniy chances of a cure
are indeed slim, and what we must decide is, Wél isk be worth it? As

things are, my darling, we do have two monthssmit seems, by what Dr.
Van Elden says. Two months. It's quite a long titde.looked down at her,

small and slender in his arms. She said,

'Yes, it's quite a long time." But the tears theaatl again. Two months . ..
when it could have been years and years....



'We have a full day," Vidas was saying. 'We shalloff somewhere and
think, and talk, and before we return we shall hanaele our decision.’

They went in the car to Paleocastritsa Beach, wtieng swam until lunch
time. After eating in the cafe there they walkedopithe hills and the quiet
places. Twilight dropped, soft as thistledown atil they walked, and

talked, the spreading shades of approaching nigataund them. It was a
long day, a day of decision and indecision, of temand of fear. But at last
they came home to the villa on the hillside, caromé in a mood of tired
contentment. .. .

Athens, the gay city, lay sprawled before her @lsbked out from her high
window in the hotel. Cars by the million, it wouddimost seem - and the
noise! She glanced at her watch. Not yet six okcldé¢here did all the traffic

come from at this time of the morning? - and whaeld it all be going?

Raising her eyes, she looked on the great Temp\tena, gleaming in the
sunshine, standing proudly on the Acropolis. No. Useli could no longer
keep her mind occupied with other things. Vidasr-lheloved - was here, in
this city, in the hospital. Two days . .. this whe crucial time. Already he
might be--She swallowed convulsively, and turnemrfrthe window into

the bedroom. This eternity of waiting - what aganyas! Three hours later
the phone rang and the desk attendant informethbeg was a call for her.

‘Thank you.' She listened as the voice came oedirth, quiet but clear, and
the hand holding the receiver trembled violentlyths doctor's words
penetrated. She tried to answer, but words reftesedme.

'‘Mrs. Theron - you're still there?'

She swallowed, dislodging the lump in her throat.

'Yes - I'm st-still here.'



'You heard? Your husband is responding to treatmhtdanger is past.
He's sleeping at present, but you can come toiseathtwo this afternoon.’

‘Thank you, Dr. Van Elden," was all she could $ayher whole body had
become enveloped in a sort of vacuum where evetinteand emotion lay
dormant.

‘Try to rest, Mrs. Theron, as I'm sure you've hadsleep for the past two
nights." Only now did she grasp the note of sha@mph in Dr. Van Elden's
voice. She wanted to call out to him, to shout!tiank him over and over
again, but articulation was still difficult and alhe managed to say was,

‘Yes, doctor. I'll try to rest... .

Another eternity passed before at last she waseahaspital, being shown
into the small private ward where her husband gahied, pillows ranged
behind him, and looking exactly as he had lookedeaming her two and a
half days previously.

A smiling Greek nurse placed a chair by the bedthad left the room. Judi
and Vidas looked at one another in wordless siléacea long, long while
after the door had closed, each too full to speak.

Less than three weeks later Vidas was back homanHdudi had visitors -
her father and Gillian. Bill had sold the cottagel avith the money he and
Gillian were going into business, as she had som@emtoo. But first they
were having this holiday-a much happier holidagwery way than the one
before. Judi had asked what her father and Githaant to do and was told
that there would be a divorce eventually and theyld marry. Meanwhile,

said Bill, avoiding his daughter's gaze, GillianuMbbe his housekeeper.

"Your father looks ten years younger than when he kere before,' Vidas
commented on one occasion when, the pleasant gyereal over, he and
Judi were on the patio and Bill and Gillian stamgiimthe mothy darkness at
the end of the garden.



'He's happy, that's why,' returned Judi in the bglythearted tones her
husband heard all the time these days. 'I'm so gkxy, Vidas, because
there's not one tiny cloud on my horizon now.' Deaplerness and love
looked out from her eyes, and on sudden impulsstdwd up, pulling her
gently into his arms.

'‘Nor on mine,' he echoed fervently, and a sigh raetigde escaped him
before, seeking her inviting lips, his own possdsgem in a long and
tender kiss.



