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The feud between the two families of Malvern andidgard was long
standing and bitter, but it looked like coming toend when Sara Malvern
became engaged to Alex Lingard.

Ralph had tricked Sara into marrying him. She watemhined to pay him
back; he was equally determined to tame her.

With so much ill feeling on both sides, what poksithance was there for
the marriage to be a success?

Certainly only love could work such a miracle!



CHAPTER ONE

THE two girls stood by the ruins of the great abbegbfHilda, high above
the cliffs of the Whitby coast. Caressed by thatstg rays of the sun as it
rose over the sea, Sara's hair gleamed, gold dwdr,siframing a
heart-shaped face - a small face but strong, withlfone structure and well
defined contours. The blue eyes were very darkeland widely-spaced.
They could glint with arrogance or kindle with furthey could narrow
dangerously or sparkle with defiance ... but rareére they softened by
compassion or seen to brim with woman's tearsafloough her family had
lived in Yorkshire for more than a hundred yearsyaSMalvern was
descended from the stock of the old Border raidarhrowback, some said,
with a heart as cold as those of her ancestorshaldgillaged and burned,
and meted out the most hideous reprisals to tineimées and neighbours.

She stood erect now, her head thrown back, heffliimig in the wind, and
her slender body swaying slightly as she pointedsacthe field, indicating
some peculiar lines cutting through the grassaileg intervals, lines which
could only be discerned when the sun was at ceptaints in the sky.

‘'The old demarcation lines - relics of the strigteyn of farming,’ she said,
turning to her friend. Valerie was as dark as Sass fair, and softly
feminine in every way. The friendship had developdwn they were at
school, and continued ever since. Not often wech sontrasting natures so
in harmony. 'Can you imagine the peasants, titing toiling - working half
the week for the lord in payment for their pootiditparcels of land?' Her
proud head went higher and a mouth that could bhattiel became set in a
harsh defiant linel'd not have slaved for anyone, just for the privilege
staying alive. I'd have killed myself - just to gleé better of the tyrant lord!

'‘Well," her friend returned mildly, 'l fail to seehat harm that would have
done the lord. There would have been someone@lsdéé your place, and
to take over the land, | expect.’

"You're wrong. The population was low and labousweealth. That was
why the peasants came up on top after the BlackhnDea



Valerie shrugged. She wasn't particularly intekste history and she
neither knew nor cared about the implications efttrrible plague that had
occurred so many hundreds of years ago. But Sawa krall, because of the
historical associations of the Malverns, whose store had been one of the
two most important families in the whole of the nguof Northumberland.
One branch of the other family, the Lingards, hksidb anoved down into
Yorkshire, having inherited some considerable priigethere, and so, in a
milder way, the feud had continued.

Glancing at her friend, Valerie could well belieteat Sara would have
chosen death rather than submit to the authoritgnother human being.
She still would, decided Valerie, smiling at thepnobability of the need for
such drastic measures.

But her thoughts revived a memory and she spokeowitthinking that her
remark had no bearing on what her friend had jastlsaying.

'Paul Verity was telling me he's had a letter fralex.'

Long dark lashes flickered, sending shadows ohéactear ivory of Sara's
cheeks. Her eyes themselves, held no expressisimeasaid tonelessly,

'Is he still in New Zealand?'

'Yes - and he's got a girl-friend, though he digay whether or not he's
serious about her.’

A smile that was almost a sneer curved Sara's@Gasd luck to the girl who
takes him on,' she flashed, her eyes now alightt avgort of cynical humour.

A small pause, and then Valerie shot her frienddavgays glance and
murmured gently,

'Some girls - most girls in fact - like their husbla to be the master—'
'Rubbish!" snapped Sara. 'That idea went out withggandmothers - and a

good thing too! No man will ever dominate me!" $twned to face the sea
and her eyes scanned the dark horizon for a moimefiore she added,



amusement now in her tones as she sensed herdrequiession, 'l have no
regrets about Alex Lingard. I've found myself tiyee | want - the type | can
manage. I'm more than satisfied with Roddy." Heowbrfurrowed
thoughtfully. Roddy Shane, who, in his blind admmat would, if she
insisted, lie down and allow her to walk all ovénhHer voice held elation
as she went on to say with confidence that heriegg@mwould survive when
those of her friends and acquaintances were welltarly on the rocks.
Valerie spoke calmly, and without any hint of cemrsurour formula will
suit you, no doubt, but how do you think poor Redoing to react?'

'Poor Rod?' Protest in her voice now, but almostédiately a laugh echoed
across the deserted fields. 'Rod considers hirttselinost fortunate man in
Yorkshire.' She stared at the steamer appearinigeohorizon and for a few
moments her thoughts went back to Alex. Over a ya&@w - on her
eighteenth birthday, in fact - since she had tafd im no uncertain terms
that the engagement was at an end. How he hadttiédlly her! The
arrogance of the man! Her eyes blazed for a secthh glinted with
satisfaction. With the evaporation of his fury hedrbegun to plead, and
Sara had listened in exultation, enjoy-ing his heggness and despair. He
had nothing to live for, he had said, adding,

‘This will finish my mother. Such an affront fromMaalvern!'

'l shan't ruin my life for the sake of your mothérad been the unfeeling
rejoinder as Sara eyed her rejected lover coldly.

"This, all because | - I..." He wouldn't continbat Sara had no consideration
for his feelings.

'l shan't put it as bluntly as is usual these days;you tried to have me
before marriage. | ... a Malvern, being treated éikdike a— Well, you got
more than you bargained for!"

A faint smile appeared at that, despite his misery.

"Your fangs are sharp as those of a wolf - andem®mous as a serpent's,
judging by the time the doctor says it will take foy wounds to heal.' And



he added with a sudden blaze of vindictivenesse '@ay you might dig
them into something so hard they'll break.’

‘Never!" she had flashed, tossing her head.
He had resorted to pleas again.

'Don't throw me over, Sara. If | did act in an gentlemanly way it was only
because you're so desirable—'

'It was because you couldn't bear to accept aakfus
'We were being married in only two weeks' time.'

‘Then you should have waited until we were marriedtill say it was
because you couldn't bear to take a refusal -usaéfrom a Malvern. Your
conduct has opened my eyes, has convinced me dliainjended to be
dominant - when we were married, that was.'

‘A husband should be dominant!" he snapped, anditamtlight kindled in
Sara's dark eyes.

'‘An inherent Lingard trait, dominance! Thank healdiscovered it in time.

The Lingards have always been the same. Right dbwough the ages
they've tried to lord it over their neighbours.'eSgave him a sweeping
glance of contempt. 'But they never subdued thevétak. My ancestors
had yours swinging from the gallows.’

'‘And mine had the heads of yours floating downriber -by the dozen!'

Yes, mused Sara, bringing her gaze from the steanteback to her friend,
yes, the feud between the two families had beeseptefor hundreds of
years and many were the horrors perpetrated on $idds. And yet it
seemed that the Malverns and the Lingards of todgsetted the conflict,
for her engagement to Alex had been received withusiasm by both
families. But the engagement had been broken, aribrtnight before the
wedding date. They weren't suited, was the onlyaggiion Sara had given
to Alex's people, and she remained imperturbaldyfferent to their angry



assertions that she should have discovered theaféittte sooner. To her
own parents she explained that her fiance's cortduectonvinced her of his
intention of trying to subjugate her - and instasthe had their support, for
never would it be said that a Malvern had beergeblito submit to the will
of a Lingard. And so the feud continued as of oldth one family
completely ignoring the other. But the Lingards sagiirmed for a long
while under the insult, and in those bygone daytaatessness a savage
reprisal against the Malverns would undoubtedly ehdédeen launched,
ending in bloody slaughter on both sides.

'Had | married Alex we'd have fought all our liveshe said, aware that
Valerie was expecting some further comments reggrtiie breaking of the
engagement. 'He was determined fo be the master Fchnever have stood
for it, never!" Her eyes glinted as she added vemtyy, 'The man isn't
breathing who could master me!" She didn't warthtok any more about
Alex, and yet she went on to ask curiously, 'WHae @lid he say in his
letter? Is he returning to this country - or doesrttend settling over there?"

'He didn't say, but he'll be back eventually, | eotp all the Lingard boys
roam, but they return to the nest - all except Ralpat is. Alex went out
there merely to forget, and as he's obviously ftiegohe'll probably be back
soon - perhaps with a wife.'

'It's a wonder he didn't come home for his motHerigral; Ralph did.’'

'l don't think Alex thought much about his motheéte couldn't have,
otherwise he wouldn't have left her when she watesbly upset about -
about—' Valerie broke off, flushing with embarrassmat her lack of tact.
Sara said coolly,

'‘About my having thrown her precious son over?dest everyone blames
me," she went on in the same cool and indifferenét'Alex did say the
shock would finish her.'

'Oh, no, it wasn't that," Valerie began to protesten her friend interrupted
her.

'His mother was seventy-two; people die when ttigie comes.’



'It's true what people say about you,' Valeriemred with a laugh. 'Yoare

a throwback from that villainous clan who knew earfof death, who took
it for granted." And fearless she looked now, hemchheld high, her eyes
narrowed against the reflected glare of the suit esught the weathered
arches and columns of the ancient abbey ruingpfRadored his mother, or
so it's said. That's why he came home for the falnkle was terribly upset,
from all accounts; more upset than any of the otber sons who were
there.'

'l can't remember what he looks like," Sara muiselifferent to his probable
sufferings over the death of his mother. 'He wemhyawhen | was quite
small; | remember him as being the most formidaiflall the Lingard

boys—' She broke off, laughing. 'He's another thraek, not only from his
vagabond ancestors, but from his Greek ones as well

'Greek? Has he some Greek in him?"

'All the Lingards have, but in the others you dowtice it. It's very distant.
One of the great-great-grandfathers married a Gwamkan.' She paused
reflectively, trying to bring Ralph Lingard's fadgeto focus, but it was
impossible. All she knew was that he was dark, dank, and that as a little
girl she had been a tiny bit afraid of him. For steuld often be on the
lonely beach, battling against the icy east wilds kashed the shore, and he
would be coming towards her from the opposite dioeg striding along as
if there were no wind at all. And as they passee amother in silence he
would seem to glower down at her from a great hemid she would start
to run as if half afraid he might pick her up andlther with brutal force
against the fossil-strewn beds of shale that forithedgrey and sombre
cliffs. Those moments were the only times in hier When she had known
fear and she had been so glad, she recalled, vdmemheriting some
considerable properties and olive groves in Greeedad left England and
settled there. The walks along the shore were muanie pleasant after that.
'He hasn't gone back yet," she murmured, speal@nghbughts aloud. ‘At
least, that's what I've been told. | wonder whyshkays here? It's over a
month since the funeral.’

'Perhaps he's some clearing up to do - the wiljjomals he the eldest?’



'‘No." Sara shook her head. 'Colin's the eldestmbist be about forty." How
old was Ralph? she wondered. He had seemed sbutldyhen you are
young all adults seem old. He was - if she hagjfittr- between Melvyn and
William..."'l think Ralph is about thirty-two.’

'‘And still single. He'll be the only bachelor whalex is married.’

'Perhaps no one will have him ... or it might bat tme doesn't care for Greek
girls.’

'Whereabouts in Greece does he live?'

'‘Olympia." A half-sneer touched the proud firm niou& Lingard should be
at home in that ancient abode of the heathen gods!

'How you Malverns do love your neighbours!

The breeze began to blow cold and Sara suggestgdeturn to the town,
where she had left the car. They had come up tabbey so that Valerie
could take some photographs which she wanted tteeimer pen-friend in
France. The car was parked by the quay and theyd dimr a moment
looking at the boats.

‘That one's come in since we left the car. Is@tabeauty?' Sara paused for
a while in admiration.

'I've seen it here before, several times. | thiok ynust be able to hire it.'
‘Hire it?'

'I've seen different people on it. Yes, I'm surbetongs to someone who
hires it out.'

Sara shrugged and took the car keys from her hgndba

‘There's no sign of life now - unless the peopéedwn in the cabins.'



Sara drove slowly through the town; it was busy tr&y talked little, but
once having left it behind Valerie broached thejettbof Sara's wedding,
which was in three weeks' time.

'Why talk about mine?' Sara said after a while.utéocomes first. Only a
week in which to change your mind,' she added ngasi

'l shan't change my mind.' Valerie's eyes glowleshall be happy with all
the things you would hate - household chores apgyhaashing--'

'‘And being there just whenever your husband saysmuost,' put in Sara
smoothly. Her eyes sparkled; it was not difficaltread her thoughts, and
Valerie said with a laugh,

'Why are you marrying Rod? - or perhaps | shoujd way are you thinking
of marriage at all?'

'l have several reasons, not least of which islthkeé the idea of having a
title. We were titled once - that's something weehaver the Lingards,' she
could not help saying. 'It will be nice to have same calling me "my lady”

and hurrying here and there to do my bidding."'

'But love, Sara?'

‘That, my dear Valerie, is when you begin to be mated. Love for a

woman is fatal; she gives and gives and gives almx she can't help
herself. And willingly she becomes subdued. But wil@es she get in
return?' No answer from Valerie, who was smilingaudly, though in some
amusement, as she stared at the road ahead.|'tedhgbu; she's enslaved
and imprisoned and, as I've said, she must be flastewhenever her
husband desires her to be.' Firmly she shook had.HNot for me, Val. |

intend to arrange my life much better than thatl"8ofound myself a man
who'll be docile and easy to handle, and as hehwsdded attraction of
being wealthy, | shan't have to do those boringehgou talk about, nor
wash the nappies ... if there are any to wash.oAshie other— Well, Rod

will come to me when | say he can, and not whenthefit takes him—=



'Really, Sara, you do say the oddest things,' iapeed Valerie, unable to
contain herself a moment longer. 'What sort of mgg is it going to be?
Even poor Rod won't tolerate that!

'Rod will have no choice— As I've just said, I'oihd myself a man | can
manage.’

Valerie walked proudly up the aisle on her fatharis, the flush on her
cheeks deepening as she reached her waiting bomlegrSara watched
Graham's face; a firm face it was, despite the ¢dats boyishness. Val
would never have much of her own way with him, Samacluded, her mind
wandering to her own marriage in two weeks' timée Tyear's most
fashionable wedding, with everyone of note attegdhnd then she thought
for a moment of the Lingards; they would read abibamd discuss it ... and
probably wish her all the harm they could! They Wolove to punish her,

never a doubt of that, and for a while she dweklimagn what would

assuredly have occurred in days gone by. Down tipphouse of Malvern
would have swooped the savage hordes of Linganits$ brigands bent on

killing all the males...

Sara's thoughts came back to the present as sizeddhe ceremony was in
progress. Those promises ... how binding they wezant to be. So serious
were the couple making them, and Sara found t@Warastonishment that
she was fervently hoping it all came right for fedeand Graham, that
neither would ever regret this day, and these smsimn vows they made.

The reception was at the Royal, continuing longratie newly-weds had
departed for the airport, until midnight, in faBllegant and lovely in her
bridesmaid's dress of softest velvet, Sara wasaal in great demand and
she enjoyed herself immensely, unhampered by Rodthp, was busy

working on his yacht in preparation for tomorrovdse. Her dress was in a
subtle shade of blue, contrasting with her eyeslevai the same time
enhancing the peach-tinted ivory of her skin. Aemaals guests would

depart, in ones and twos, and so the party brokgragually, without the

usual cluttering up of the entrance when peoplehatting together before
saying their good-nights. Sara was dancing wheresom shouted,



"Tour brother's sent word in that he's waitingyou!'

She frowned, glancing at her watch. She had toldyBa call for her at
twelve; it was barely eleven. She looked up atgaetner apologetically.

'l shall have to go. | didn't expect my brothersson, but | can't keep him
waiting.'

"Your brother's round at the side,’ the commissiensaid as she gazed
about her vaguely on reaching the entrance, ana f6avned again. The

night air was chilly and she hadn't a coat. Alswas pitch dark round at the
side of the hotel. What was wrong with Barry? Siing, she stepped

lightly down and made her way to the place indidaiéhe change from the

light to complete blackness caused her to hesatatement, so that her eyes
could become accustomed to the dark. Presenthdisicerned the vague

shape of the car and made her way towards it.

'What's wrong? | thought you'd have come to thatfg

Without warning her arm was gripped in a vice, aetbre she could utter
the cry that rose to her lips a hand was clappest ber mouth. With an
almost savage thrust she was flung into the reatr ased before she could
raise herself up the car had begun to move.

For a moment or two she sat on the edge of thetis@ag to still the mad
racing of her heart and too stunned either to nooapeak. She didn't know
whether or not she was afraid, but she did knowstgeseething with anger.
To be treated like this ... roughly handled, buddigo the car like a - like a
sack of potatoes! Her fists clenched. Who would twando this to her?
Someone who knew her, evidently....

A strange gleam suddenly flashed to her dark eyeha said softly,
'Who are you?'

"You don't remember me?' The voice was quiet, oagrg hint of scorn. 'Do
you still scuttle like a little rat when you seg&iagard approaching?'



'So--' Sara relaxed in her seat, her eyes on ttledfa dark head set proudly
on broad and arrogant shoulders. She had deakssfody with his brother
and she had no doubts whatever of dealing withihiansimilar way should
the necessity arise. However, she said, in the spn®t unhurried tones,
'Well, Lochinvar, you can turn this car round aa#let me back - on the
instant.’

A short laugh broke, harsh, yet with a hint of aemaent in its depths.

"You have your heroes mixed, and your facts. Thdtation concerned the
bride, remember? - and took place at the weddiigs ®ne takes place
before—' He paused and his next words held a strangnificance. 'A
fortnight before. Also - though it's a matter of moportance at all -
Lochinvar loved the woman he snatched. The oppagipdies here.’

"The hatred is mutual. Are you going to turn round?

'If 1 don't?'

'l shall open the window and scream for help.’

"You disappoint me,' he drawled, deftly changingrge obviate the danger
of drawing too close to the car in front and peghagving to slow down to a
crawl. ‘No, Miss Sara Malvern, | haven't gone {dtdk trouble just to turn

around and take you back. Go ahead and open tliowih

Her fingers groped, moving over the door panelntstepped. She did not
trouble to examine the other door.

'l underrate you. Accept my apologies.'
Another short laugh.

You're a cool customer! | had to take the precawif removing all
handles, if my plan of revenge were to succeed. dmappreciate that?'

'‘Absolutely.’ She leant forward, over the vacaobfrseat. 'Turn around, Mr.
Lingard, or | shall twist that wheel right out afyr hands!



‘That would be disastrous for us both. You donttwa die, do you?"

'l mean what | say.' He passed the car, slid iopogear and increased his
speed again, apparently deaf to the threat. Ae littkake of her breath
betrayed her impatience. 'Mr. Lingard, I'm warnyogi—"'

'You can call me Ralph,’ he cut in affably. 'We&gending the night
together.’

The merest hesitation, then Sara's fingers cuned the rim of the wheel,
but before she could give it the vicious jerk ited that vice of a grip
enclosed her wrist and a stab of pain shot righterparm.

Take your hand off me!" she flashed, angry at mer stupidity. And, when
he retained his hold, 'l said let go of me!

'My, what a vixen you are,' he returned mildly, amteased her hand.
'‘Whatever did my brother see in you?'

She sat back, rubbing her wrist, her eyes blaZig should by rights be
trembling with fear, she mused through the seetbivaps of her mind. But
she was enveloped in a cloud of black fury and tatee exclusion of all
other emotions. She remained quiet for a spacehamn]

'This intended revenge, is it the reason why yaim'treturn to Greece?'

The reason | delayed my return to Greece was 4d tt@uld avenge the
insult to my family, yes.' They were nearing the gark to the jetty and he
began to slow down. "You will have to explain whati mean by "intended"
revenge.'

'Whatever you have in mind is going to misfire & shkplied calmly. 'You
may have the impression that I'm a helpless fentaie| assure you | can
take care of myself.'

‘The impression of the helpless female is thedastyou give," he returned
with some humour. 'So you think you will be callgglon to defend your
honour, do you? Well, well...." He concentratechandriving for a moment



as he turned on to the deserted car park. 'Yoaiogrthave an exaggerated
opinion of yourself; how inordinately conceited ylalverns are.’

Sara's eyes flickered; what did he mean? Had siséakein the sort of
mischief he intended? Why, then, abduct her afld¥ car was brought to a
standstill close to the rail by the jetty and despier calm exterior her heart
began to beat unevenly.

'Where - where are you taking me?'
He applied the handbrake and half turned towards he

"You're spending the night on a boat, with me.'gdased and she could
sense the sneering triumph on his lips. But hissomere quiet and almost
pleasant as he went on, "Your fiance will, natyrathst you off, and you'll

know what it feels like to be jilted a fortnight foee the wedding; your

family will suffer the humiliation which mine hawiffered and,' he added,
his voice suddenly taking on a harsh and almo& ¢ome, 'your aged father
will know exactly what my mother went through, fgyu, I'm told, are his

favourite child - just as Alex was my mother's faxite child. He's set his
heart on this title for you - its loss will breakry as my mother was broken.’
There was black vindictiveness in his heart; Shraesed, even though she
tossed her head in derision.

"You haven't got me on the boat yet!'

'l shall, though; have no illusions about escépara tried to see his face, but
it was just a blur in the darkness, for there wesdights either on the car
park or along the jetty. 'It's only a matter ofd&to the boat, but you will of
course have the opportunity of crying out for helfhink you'll agree help
would not be forthcoming, seeing there isn't a sdadut; nevertheless, the
moment you open your mouth | shall push you ineowiater." So calm and
pleasant now, that voice, but Sara knew for surmbant exactly what he
said.

"You'd try to drown me?' she gasped. 'We're inwentieth century!



'l should immediately fetch you out, but if you jplat me to that trouble | can
promise you, Miss Sara Malvern, that you'll smartd very long time to
come.' He slid from the car, came round to the kmauk opened her door
with a key. 'Before we go aboard there's sometiimghave to do. As you
see, I've parked right against the telephone kidsde-had been about to
extend an arm to assist her from the car, for tive® blackness all around,
but with a swift movement Sara brushed it asideraade a run for it. But
she had forgotten the length of her dress. Withaoads her foot was caught
in the hem and she went forward, automaticallywmg out her hands to
save her head coming into contact with the gro®adiph Lin- gard's strong
hands caught her, preventing the fall and at timeesame whipping her
round with an almost vicious jerk, and before shd Bven gathered her
senses she was in the telephone kiosk.

"You're going to ring your father and tell him y@ustaying with a friend—'

'What a hope!" His body touched hers in the coufsy@ace; the warmth of it
sickened her. 'The moment | open my mouth it waltlo make an urgent cry
for help—'

'—and should you decide to say anything differdm,continued, ignoring
her interruption, 'l shall immediately cut you showith a threat - and the
receiver will be replaced.' For a moment he pauskd;tried to edge away
from him, but couldn't. 'You have a reputation i@ing hard - a reputation
you apparently enjoy - but it's widely known thaiuyreturn your father's
love, in fact, you have a deep and abiding lovehfor. Pity about his heart.
I'm sure my meaning is clear.’

Startlingly clear. Her father, hearing her cry faip, then a man's voice,
threatening ... and silence. ... The shock couldhin.

'My brother would send for the police,’ she murndyrdaough she knew
those were wasted words. There would be no acebérice on her part.
Apparently he knew that, too, for he ignored itrehe saying, in quiet and
affable tones,

"'l have to strike a match while you dial.' Hisdy pressed even closer as he
reached into his pocket for the matches. After @blight hesitation Sara



snatched up the receiver and, in the flickeringhtliggom the match,
proceeded to dial the number.

Her father was unperturbed by her news; he wastodeid daughter's ways
and this was by no means the first time she hapleined him with a
similar message. She asked if her brother hadtheftigh she knew before
the negative reply came that it was much too €arhjhim to have started
out.

On leaving the box Sara speculated for a secohslaon the possibility of
escape should she decide to make another dash-feemembering this
time to hold up her dress. If only she could ge¢htocorner, and turn it, there
would be lights, and surely one or two cars. It waly this part of the town,
down by the jetty, that was always so desertedoBeshe could come to a
decision, however, her arm was seized and she fdwrdelf being
propelled, struggling violently, before him, andhun the space of less than
half a minute she was on the boat and going doestips.

NTake your hands off me!" she snapped. Her order ignored and as she
went down, gingerly feeling for each step beforétipg her weight on it,
she knew that, should she have slipped, Ralph ki‘gy&old would have
saved her from falling.



CHAPTER TWO

ONLY when they were in the saloon did he put on a Ji§atra stood by the
table, pallid now but still unafraid. He was stgrotown at her and she found
herself momentarily forgetting her dangerous posiis she examined him
closely. He had the Lingards' dark hair and widgvéak; he also had the
prominent cheekbones which gave the impressioheotheeks themselves
being slightly sunken. And in addition to the indiar harshness peculiar to
all the Lingard men, his face also revealed the dabis Greek ancestry in
that the skin was dark and the features possefisb@ anflexible qualities
of something etched in stone while at the same ¢oneersely betraying the
fire that burns beneath the cool exterior of adl preoples of Greece.

A frown came to Sara's brow and lingered there. M/this man be as easy
to handle as his brother? Against her will sheltedder fear of him ... and

anger burned alongside that fear as for a fleatnognent it touched her
heart again. And then her head came up and a dasright kindled her

eyes. She was afraid of no man!

'Do tell me about this complex plan of operationalihyou've devised,' she
invited, taking a seat on the couch and layingdweming bag on the table.
'Or is it to come as a surprise to me?"

'‘By no means.' He perched himself on the corneéh@ftable, crossing his
legs, and although he regarded her speculativelg fehile he evinced no
surprise at her calm acceptance of the situa#afdr its being complex -
nothing could be more simple. The simplest plavften the most effective,
don't you think?' She said nothing, but inclined nead in agreement. 'You
will remain here with me tonight; in the morninguyg/oung titled lover will
come and find you. Result; no wedding in two wedkse." A newspaper
lay on the table; idly he flicked it round and bega scan it cursorily, giving
the impression of having lost interest both in Samd the reason for her
being here.

Sara also crossed her legs, lifting her skirt s ¢ime slim and dainty ankle
was revealed.

'My - er - titled lover ... how is he to know whdram?"



'‘Again | chose the simplest way. You will of coulsave noticed that |
moored theOcean Bellenext to your fiance's yacht. Like all the other
competitors in the race tomorrow he'll be aboardlyeamaking
preparations—' He shrugged. 'There's no need faonal you what goes
on.'

No. ... By six o'clock the following morning thettye would be a hive of
activity; it was every Sunday, whether there wemaee or not, for most
people had only the weekends and holidays in whicindulge in their
hobby. It was always a friendly, free-and-easy aphese, with the owners
inviting one another into their boats or yachts ¢éoifffee, or something
stronger - and even for breakfast.

'You've obviously met Roddy,” she commented, withglanmer of
perception in her gaze.

'We met casually a couple of days ago—"
‘Casually?' Her brows lifted and he smiled.

'As you have guessed, | waited for him. We chdtea while, about boats
of course, and then I invited him to breakfastmdorow morning.'

'‘Does he know your name?' she asked curiously.

'Oh, yes, | gave it to him." A small pause. 'Hentideem to know of that
previous engagement, to my brother?' It was a ouedbut Sara did not
trouble to reply. She had not mentioned her engagéno Roddy simply
because she considered it had nothing to do with Ralph was still
waiting, and so she did remark, casually, that Redéamily had only
recently moved to Whitby.

'So you have not known him very long?’

‘Three months,' she replied briefly.



‘A whirlwind courtship." A quizzical lift of his esbrows and then, 'So
romantic. Pity it's all to be spoiled.' He gave &itention to the paper once
more, opening it out on the table.

Sara moved into a more relaxed position on theltomat crossed her legs
again and stared down at her little silver shoéhoughtful silence for a
while before saying curiously,

'l assume he is to be presented with proof of nwrigaspent the night on
this boat.'

"Your assumption is correct.'
'‘What form is this proof to take?'

‘That, I'm afraid, will have to be kept as a swsgriRather less good-humour
in his voice now; he meant what he said and Sadandt waste time
pursuing the subject. Instead, she informed hiniteqeasually, that she
would only have to tell Roddy about the abductind he would believe her.

'‘Not he. The jealous lover acts first and thinksra¥ards.'

'He will believe me,’ she insisted. 'And he'll gagght to the police - if | tell
him to.’

"You won't tell him to, though.' He stifled a yawnd glanced round at the
clock.

Thoughtfully she played with the clasp of her bagy, eyes flickering oddly
as she considered his words.

'For what reason should you be so confident thaiuldn't want my fiance
to go to the police?' she inquired, casting hinteace from under her lashes.

‘The same reason which prevented you from upsettyg father a few
moments ago. This one soft spot you havewas my aveayour father's
health is far more important to you than any reeepgu might desire to
have on me.’



'You're so astute, Mr,. Lingard,' she returned hih hint of sarcasm in her
voice. 'My father does mean more to me than angnge | would like to
have on you.'

'‘Allow me to say that | admire you for that admassil rather thought you
might dissemble there." Interest entered the dgeés @s, glancing up, he
added unexpectedly, 'l wonder if you're so touglyas like to make out.

What lies at the core of that block of ice whichuywould have people
believe is your heart?' He was smiling in amuseraadta responding smile
flickered, but, unlike his, Sara's smile was tgtakvoid of humour.

'Granite probably, like yours,' she responded,fasdmile deepened almost
to laughter. A few moments of silence elapsed hed the asked a question
that had been puzzling her from the first. Tell, ivke. Lingard, why have
you waited a year for this revenge?’

He slid from the table and stood up, regardingfien a great height, and
despite an angry effort to throw off the memory,g@&aund herself involved
in that childhood imagination when, unable to adbher trepidation at his
approach, she would have to run, although everhat age she was
profoundly aware that her action savoured of coward

'l didn't at first intend punishing you - after ale are, as yeu say, living in
the twentieth century; also | was living a long wieym here and | didn't
think it was worth all the trouble. But as time wen and | heard from my
relatives that Mother was unable to get over tleekhthat she was in fact
completely broken because of the way Alex had Ihegt—'

'He couldn't have been that badly hurt,’ she inged rather hotly, 'because
he has someone else already.’

"You didn't expect him to continue eating out hésutt for a girl like you?'
His eyes flicked over her insultingly. 'In factXpect he now knows what
he's escaped.’

So do |, said Sara, though silently. Aloud she mued,

"You blame me for your mother's death?'



He shook his head, clearly surprised by her questio

'People die when their time comes,' he said, 'védretiney be eighteen or
eighty." So they agreed about one thing, she thowggiting for him to
continue. 'No, | don't blame you for her death. Bdb blame you for that
year of unhappiness - the last year of her liegimphasized. '‘And gradually
| began to contemplate revenge, though in what fdrimadn't even
considered. However, when on returning to this tgquhwas told of your
forthcoming marriage | decided a little of your omedicine would do you
good.’

She looked up at him, holding his gaze for a whité recalling what she
had jokingly said about his being a throwback, Hodim the wild Border

brigands and also from his pagan Greek ancestbesh&d to smile at her
own musings; he could scarcely be a throwback ftbenlatter, for the

Greeks had been a devout people for a very long. t8till, he might have
been from another age, she thought, wondering Wisahome in Greece
was like, wondering how he lived and worked, ancetbr there were
women in his life.

‘This punishment,’ she began at last. 'It's fortwbar mother suffered, you
say. But if my action did affect her, then it was pride that suffered - only
her pride, | firmly believe that.’

'‘Are you pleading for mercy?' he inquired softlypdainstantly her eyes
flashed fire.

'l would never plead for mercy from any man!' steeldred fiercely, 'and
least of all from a Lingard!

‘That's as well," he murmured, unaffected by héourst, and his lip curved
in a half smile of amusement.

"You should be grateful we're in the twentieth aeptfor there's something
about you that sorely tempts me to curb that wldts Had we encountered
one another in those bygone days you'd not hawavext such kid glove
treatment, | can assure you.'



Kid glove treatment! The way she had been tossedtive car! She would
repay him for that, with interest, if ever the oppaity arose. However,
before she could voice her retort he was spealgaghahumour in his dark
eyes -- but something much less pleasant, toondtraltogether certain |
wouldn't enjoy it now—' He stopped while his eyagept over her in an
all-embracing glance which was half insulting, hatfntemptuous. Too
boring, though.' He paused again and shook his leadgesture of faint
puzzlement. 'What did my brother see in you, | wafd

Points of blue flint sparkled in her eyes, but alsmf serenity hovered on
her lips.

"Your repeated insults regarding my physical ativas -or rather, my lack
of them - leave me cold. In any case, | should haggppear attractive to a
man like you.'

"You'd be in a sorry plight at present if you daime the swift response.

‘That's what you think. As I've said, I'm quite abje of taking care of
myself.'

"You think so? | don't." He grinned good-humoureaiyhis eyes roved over
her again. 'Maybe | was mistaken. ... I'm not s | wouldn't enjoy
carrying you off with me to Greece and taming yloeré. Yes ... | do believe
| would enjoy it. Pity it isn't possible. The wildrcadian Mountains are
admirably suited to your character.’

'On the contrary, as | love all the refinementsieflization, | should be
quite out of my element in your primitive mountasfOlympia.'

'‘Olympia itself isn't mountainous,' he hasteneddoect, 'though Kronion
rises above it. The aspect is in fact one of gaets. ... He seemed not to be
with her, and her eyes glinted strangely as shehedthim, apparently lost
in thought. Was it imagination, or had his darksegeftened a shade as he
spoke of the place he had now made his home? Térmesicontinued and
Sara broke it at last, realizing with a touch ofoashment that the
antagonism between them was for the moment pusiedhe background.



'Do you actually live in the village of Olympia?’

'l live on a hillside, above the village, but theuntains of Arcadia are not
far distant." He looked down at her and addedtona of mock regret, 'Yes,
| think it would be both amusing and diverting aoe you - though in truth
| must repeat, your physical attractions leave ntadse desired. And in any
case, unlike my brother, I'm rather particular.'

The colour rose in Sara's cheeks, and one smiatllésched tightly on the
clasp of her bag.

'If you've quite finished insulting me perhaps jlashow me where | must
sleep. Your presence nauseates me.'

"You're a cool one,' he remarked suavely. 'Damnfrhdon’t admire your
courage. Don't you care that your marriage is ettiat the coveted title will
never be yours?'

'What makes you so confident my marriage is ofi@'isquired pleasantly,
picking up her bag and rising from her seat.

'l should imagine any marriage would be off if thréde-to-be admitted to
having spent the night with another man ... willjng

"‘Willingly?'

"You can't very well say you were abducted.’

'Certainly | can,' she asserted, and he merelygsjed

"You say you want to go to bed. Perhaps you woatd tor a drink first?"'
Sara shook her head and he led the way out ofalo®rs into a narrow
passage off which were several doors. The boathigger than she had

thought; later she learned that it contained séesths.

'Here you are.' He opened the door at the endegbdlssage, and stood aside
for her to enter. T hope you'll be comfortable. TWaghroom is just next



door. There's a calor gas water heater; you'll havern it on if you want a
bath.'

Til not take advantage of your hospitality to thedtent,’ she returned
pleasantly, and slipped past him into the cabin.

'‘Good night, Sara,' he said, smiling. 'l hope yees well.’

The cabin was spotlessly clean; the bed looked cdaiile. On the
dressing-table fixed to the wall was a new sporage dnd beside it all the
tpilet requisites she would need. Hanging behieddibor was a pink quilted
dressing- gown, also new, and on the floor by teé Wwas a new pair of
slippers. There seemed something quite incongralbogt the slippers lying
there, though Sara could not have said why. Howdher sight of them
reminded her that her feet ached and, kicking efftigh-heeled sandals,
she put on the slippers. They were too large,tbhuas a relief to be able to
discard her dancing shoes. She sat down, wondehether or not to go to
bed. Her glance automatically strayed to the dbbere was a lock but no
key. The key must be lost, she concluded, forgbstve the lock was a small
brass bolt, which seemed to have been newly fikied.eyes flickered as,
instinctively, she knew the bolt had been fixedRalph Lingard. What a
strange man he was! He had done everything whicdohsidered necessary
for her to have as comfortable a night as possibtéer the circumstances,
yet had not gone to the extremes of providing h#r s nightdress.

After some consideration she decided there wasinptio be gained by

sitting up all night and, putting what she need#o the sponge bag, she
went into the bathroom. There was a pilot light emthe heater and Sara
turned it up. Soon she had hot water running ihi® bbasin, and after

washing she returned to the cabin, making surectthé bolt, even though

she knew the precaution was unnecessary. She asslighas a nightdress -
it had been specially made to go under her bridessngown, and might

almost have been a nightdress, a rather glamoronas she thought, for

several rows of filmy lace hung from the hem.

The following morning she awoke early, as couldekpected. Five-thirty.
Sara frowned as she glanced at the little trawgliiock that had been
thoughtfully placed on the dressing-table. For ailevishe lay there,



restlessly tossing now and then and, to her s@rpfeeling faintly tensed
and uneasy. What had she to worry about? Roddyeddwer; he would
believe anything she told him, believe it impligitShe must impress upon
him, though, the necessity for silence. Her fathast never know she had
spent the night with a Lingard, had in fact beercdéd to do so. That last
thought brought a dark frown to her brow. She, dvieta, being subjected
to this indignity. Perhaps, after all, she showgérfought him, let him feel
her teeth as his brother had felt them. ... Thevfradeepened as she was
forced to admit the truth. Ralph Lingard was a veifferent proposition
from his brother Alex. That ducking he threatenemlid assuredly have
come about had she so much as made one move tbidefy

Impatient both with her thoughts and the uneasisbssexperienced, she
felt the necessity for action. The idea of escagda a moment enter her
head, but she dismissed it. Her captor had not gpak this trouble only to
leave the way open for escape at this late sthghelmade one move to go
up those stairs she knew he would be right beherdAnd so, resignedly,
she slipped out of bed, put on the dressing-gowrd, went into the
bathroom. The bath was rather small, but invitiighee same, and again
Sara turned up the light under the heater.

After the bath she felt refreshed, and preparedafoithing. Let Ralph
Lingard do his worst! The tables would be turned em when she
explained everything to Roddy and when he saw haplicitly Roddy
believed in, and trusted her. Yes, she thoughiatgti Ralph Lingard do his
worst; she was quite ready for him.

But she was not ready for the shock that awaiteedherying the handle of
her cabin door. She had left the door open, buesonw it must have swung
to and now it was well and truly jammed.

'‘Can | help you?' Almost jumping at the voice, spein round. Ralph
Lingard, in a black and red dressing-gown, wasitepoarelessly against
the jamb of his own cabin door, his arms foldedjarding her in some
amusement. Flushing as his eyes slowly travellest tver, Sara quickly
began to button up the front of her own dressingrgo



‘The door's jammed,' she explained. T can't thow;ht was all right when |
opened it this morning. ..." Slowly her voice tedilaway. Her dark eyes
narrowed, though not enough to cover the glinirefih their depths. 'Open
that door,’ she said softly. ‘Unlock it immediately

'My dear Sara, what do you think | locked it for@lack it now? Do use
your sense. No, your fiance's going to see youthie And you can hardly
say you haven't stayed here willingly, can you? 'Wazertainly look
ridiculous if you do.’

Sara glared at him, but ignored his remarks corajylet

'If you don't unlock that door I'll scream so loydll be heard all over the
town!'

'‘Open your mouth - just open it," he warned softtyamusement in his gaze
now. '‘And by heaven you'll wish you hadn't!

What a fool! Sara was furious with herself. To urdémate this man, to go
sublimely into that bathroom without even considgrihe possibility of an

act such as this! How simple she had made it for At that she glanced up
in puzzlement and inquired how he would have gomeéhad she not so
conveniently left her cabin - and her clothes.

'l expected you to act this way,' was the calmyrefilwas the most natural.
On the other hand, you might have decided not tirass. In that event |
should, reluctantly, have been forced to make you.'

Haughtily she eyed him up and down.
'How, may | ask?'

'By threatening to do it myself," he smiled. 'Yoh'ave wasted no time in
obeying me then.' He unfolded his arms and thhettinto his pockets.
'Much simpler this way, don't you agree? No argusieAnd then, as she
made no answer, 'You must forgive me, Sara; I'miéftve forgotten my

duties as a host. | should have offered you mor@agHowever, it's too late
now, for our visitor will be here quite soon. Wouylou care to assist me with



the breakfast? | think | remembered to get evengthin, but I'm not sure
about my capabilities as a cook.’

She glared at him, white with fury. For the firgshé in her life she had
nothing to say - or rather, she could think of pfen say, but somehow she
knew that any violent outburst on her part woultyeasult in humiliation,
for this man would not only laugh at her, but woaldo derive extreme
satisfaction from seeing her lose control of heogoms. Well, he would be
disappointed, she decided, and said calmly,

'l suppose you're waiting for me to lose my tempér@'d like to make me
do that, wouldn't you ?'

'‘No, Sara," he said coolly. 'I'd sooner make yqu cr

'It would take a strong-willed man to make me datthshe declared,
throwing back her head and laughing in his face.

A pause, and then, softly.
There are strong-willed men about, Sara.'

'Meaning yourself for one?' The sneer of derisicas vevident and dark
colour fused his cheeks. It was the first time lagl shown any strong
emotional reaction to anything she had said. Hetleaward, bending his
head and bringing his face close to hers. He marggnt to make some
scathing comment on what she had said, Sara rddhrer, on giving the
matter some thought. But as his face came closefedhhe was going to
kiss her and she swiftly stepped aside, her eyesig.

'Don't you dare to kiss me!' she flashed. 'If yoursich as touch me I'll slap
your face!’

'Kiss you?' His eyes travelled over her in disdamd a sneer matching her
own curved his lips. 'l said last night I'm partaou- and | meant it.'

She seethed at his words. Despite her fiery natueewas all woman, and
although she would have found the touch of his lgaghsome, she was at



the same time piqued by the knowledge that hetchdne the least desire to
kiss her.

'‘Are you going to help me with the breakfast?' hquired again, all
politeness now, and smiling.

' am not," she returned, and went into the saloon.

The smell of bacon cooking reached her a littlelevhater; he was also
making coffee and toast. He entered the saloopreas the cloth and set the
table. Broodingly she watched him, recalling agan fear of him, so long
ago. Never had she dreamed the day would come thileman would get
the better of her. For he had got the better of $lee was forced to admit
that, galling as the admission was, and hurtfut ass to her pride.

He left the saloon again, returning this time viita toast and coffee.

'‘Our guest should be here any time," he told hecatty. 'l said seven, and
it's almost that now.’

Another five minutes elapsed; Sara sat on the cdaycthe table, gazing
down distastefully at the slippers which were taggé for her, and at the
same time noticing her 'nightdress’ was longer thandressing-gown, so
that the lace frills showed beneath it.

"You're very calm," Ralph commented, watching Isethay both waited for
the sound of their visitor's footsteps on the daoéve. "You don't love him,
that's evident, but | should have thought you'dehla@en more upset than
this at the idea of losing that title.'

‘There are other men with titles," she returnedferently. To get this over
and done with was her only wish.

'Perhaps your third attempt at marriage will be ensuccessful than the
previous two," he said, not without a hint of humoul expect some
misguided fool will take you on—' He stopped andiitleyes met as the
footsteps sounded above.



'‘Can | come down?' Roddy's voice. In spite of hémard calm Sara felt a
disturbing thudding of her heart. But relief wasg®nt too. In a few minutes
it would be all over. Poor Roddy, coming for bresf... so unsuspecting.
Breakfast? He'd be that broken-hearted he woutantor a month!

'‘By all means - yes, you couldn't have timed itdrefThe breakfast's ready
to be served.' He smiled with satisfaction at Stren turned his head as
Roddy came into the saloon.

Sara didn't know what to expect as, looking up,sdve her fiance standing
there, in the doorway, literally gaping at her peschless amazement.

He must become violently angry in a moment, shedghg as she saw his
eyes taking in her attire, then moving to Ralphpwas standing there in
his dressing-gown, feigning surprise at the atétatihis visitor.

'Is anything wrong?' he inquired with apparent &nc 'You look as if
you've seen a ghost, my friend.’'

Sara tried to speak, but what was there to sayghRahgard was right, she
would look foolish if she so much as mentioned aitida, for here she was,
in her night clothes, looking as if she had just@at of bed, no doubt, for
she hadn't been able to comb her hair since hdengath.

‘A g-ghost ...? Sara, what's going on? Why arehgre?' Roddy's voice was
high-pitched, his face grey and somewhat drawn tatteumouth. This is
my fiancee,' he informed Ralph, dragging his eyesifSara and turning to
Ralph in the manner of one almost completely dazed.

Still Sara remained silent; her expression changioig one of surprise to
puzzlement. Why was Rod so calm? Was it that b tn her was such that
he felt sure there was some feasible explanatioralfothis? Hope rose
within her. Dear Rod, he wa®easily managed. Had she looked around for
years she couldn't have found anyone more suitdtetoown particular
nature.

"Your—?' Ralph was speaking, and at the same tihadfaguilty expression
entered his dark eyes. 'Sara? No, she can't be!



For a moment Roddy could only stare, apparentlywstiy dazed by what he
saw.

'Sheis my fiancee— Sara, you haven't answered my questibrat are you
doing here? You - you look as if you've been hdreight.’

'l have, Roddy," she confessed, a curious noteiegther voice. Without
any movement of her head she sent a flickering cglato the man
responsible for all this. His eyes met hers, flegyi. He was thinking
exactly the same as she. 'l've slept on the boat.'

'‘But - but—' he spluttered, and fizzled out. Hiocw changed from grey to
sickly pink. Sara's eyes rested on his for a spghe®, moved to meet again
those of the man towering above her. Amusementredvier a second in

his glance and then he became darkly censorioustana

'Sara, you naughty girl," he admonished. 'Why digni tell me?' He looked
at Roddy, and although his manner was all apologyregret his expression
was one of undisguised contempt. 'I'd no idea. am€mme.." He stopped and
shrugged. 'Oh, well, no matter; it's the fashioesthdays.' He smiled and
added pleasantly, 'No ill-feeling, | hope? Comésleat, or everything will
spoil.'

Roddy came out of his stupor at that, and he ighdhe reference to
breakfast as a tiny flame of anger rose.

‘The fashion! Perhaps for men like you, but nanwcircle!"

'Our betters?' The words, spoken with a sneer ¢phRdips, were directed
at Sara. 'You'll have to mend your ways, my de&emnwou marry into the
gentry.'

'She will! By God, Sara, | hope you're not goingcéory on like this when
we're married! What excuse have you? Did you hagemuch to drink at
the wedding?"



An incredulous exclamation left Ralph's lips; Sglanced swiftly at him,
but his dark face was impassive. She turned hentaih to Roddy. The
spark of anger had died and a pained expressidéntsplace.

"You believe I've spent the night here—?'
'It's obvious you have!

'What | meant to say was, you believe that - ealpRand | ...?" She became
aware of the sardonic twist of Ralph's lips at ¢ficulty in framing her
words.

'Shy?' His eyes laughed mockingly at her. Tou wefast night. Of course
Roddy thinks we spent the night together; he'saw. fSurely you're not
going to try and persuade him we slept in sepaiaters?'Her eyes sparkled
and a hint of colour rose, but her voice remainedam as ever when she
spoke.

"You believe this, Roddy, and you're willing to deek it?"

'What alternative have 1?' he asked on a suddenafatomplaint. "You've
let me down badly, Sara. | know everything's veay these days, but
somehow | felt that you were different.’

'And now that you've discovered I'm not differemulye still willing to
marry me?' Was Ralph Lingard disappointed at thg thimgs were going?
she wondered, noticing that he was waiting, wittodd expression in his
eyes, for Roddy's answer to her question.

'What alternative have 1?' he complained againe Wedding's in two
weeks' time. Besides, | care too much about yoanlt lose you.'

Absently Sara leant back on the couch, her fair $i@iawling over the dark
cushions that formed part of the head-rest, hes egeRoddy. What had she
expected? she wondered. Certainly something féerdiit from this. No
violent outburst, no threats, just that pained eggion in Roddy's eyes, and
a sort of dull resignation.



Transferring her gaze to Ralph, she had no ditfycut visualizing his
reaction under similar circumstances, and despiefdact of her safety a
shudder swept through her.

‘Well, well... the so forgiving lover," Ralph murnedl, his brows raised
quizzically. "It would seem that my plan has gohe@ary. You did suggest
it might misfire, and you were right. The much ctaektitle is yours, after all
my trouble.’

'What do you mean by that?' Roddy wanted to knowkihg from one to the
other. 'l don't understand—' The boat swayed indalen gust of wind and
he put out a hand to the door to steady himselthia white hand,

immaculately kept. ...

Frowning darkly, Sara spoke to Ralph.
Tour plan has misfired,' she agreed, 'but not qaitee way you think.'

'No?' quizzically. He knew what she was about tg she felt, although he
waited in an attitude of interest for her reply.

'As you say, the title is mine.' She stopped frawgrand smiled sweetly up at
him. 'How fickle woman is! I've just discovereddrdt want it. So you see,
Mr. Ralph Lingard, you haven't punished me at all.’

Ralph Lingard returned her smile, but made no conimenerely
acknowledging defeat with a slight inclination af head.



CHAPTER THREE

MR. MALVERN lay on the bed, his face haggard, his lips bluenfFthe
pillow he stared up at his daughter, his pale ayieted with moisture which
could have been tears.

'How could you do this to me?' he said weakly, thpped to recover his
breath. 'To spend the night with a Lingard - andadmoat! You've often

given us anxiety with your escapades, but all theers are innocent
compared with this. You've disgraced the whole farrny daughter whom

| love - disgraced us for ever.' He stopped agaimfeath and then went on,
‘Thrown over - cast off - a fortnight before theddag. All the guests

invited—'

‘That's the story Roddy's told, blujilted him, if that's any consolation to
you.'

"You can stand there and lie to us like this?'faiter asked incredulously.
'Do you really expect anyone is going to believat?hHe shook his head
and went on to condemn her again for bringingdisgrace on the family.

Sara's face was white; she listened as her matdhagst weeping as she
held her husband's hand, supported his words amdwent on to add, 'A
daughter of this house, consorting with a Lingard—'

'l was going to marry one," Sara had to remind Mau didn't complain
then.'

'‘And you threw him over because he made advanessl-he did mean
marriage,’ her father said. 'What change has coreeymu, child, that you
can now act with such lack of control?’

"Marriage is different, it's honourable,” her mathsaid, ignoring the

interruption. 'But this. ... He's besmirched ustigh you, and the Lingards
must be gloating, considering it a great victdirs. Malvern brought out a
handkerchief and wiped away the tears that fel, ‘®ara, how could you
bring such disgrace upon us! Look at your poordatlyou're entirely to

blame for this....'



Sara turned away, to stand by the window staringwer the vast park that
surrounded the house. Never would she have beliReeltly could have
gone around spreading the story of her supposegpade on the boat. She
would have thought, for his own sake, and for @leesof his family's good
name, that he would have kept silent. But he wghklfistrung, she knew
that now, and he lacked the ability to preservalmand dignified front in
face of this event that had touched both his paiti® his heart. For he loved
her, no doubt of that - but how deep did his low@ g and would it have
endured? Sara shrugged away her thoughts, Theywatkless now, and
in any case she had more serious matters to oderpyind. On hearing the
news of his daughter's escapade from a friend &ivef had promptly
collapsed, and this heart attack, the doctor sa&s, the worst one yet. In
fact, he would be lucky if he recovered sufficigrith get about again.

Should she tell them the whole? No, that would bese than anything. Bad
enough that they believed she had gone willingly, ib her father ever
learned the truth, discovered that his daught&takvern, had been treated
so ignominiously by a Lingard— "It will kill him &dgether,’ she said, almost
aloud. Why had Roddy been so vindictive? She waeler have thought it
of him; he had always been so easily managed. M since she met him
had she experienced difficulty in making him dosae wished. But on
learning of her intention of breaking the engageintes whole manner
changed. He became sulky and vengeful, declaringoudd drag her name
into the mud. Looking back now, Sara felt thateaplould have succeeded
in winning him over. A plea.... Her head tilted unsoiously. She would
never plead with any man!

Her mother was talking again, to her father.
'It's time for your pills, dear. I'll get you somater.’

'l don't think | want any more pills," came thelferejoinder. 'No, | won't
take another one; I'm finished with them.’

'‘Not—?" Mrs. Malvern stopped, and Sara spun routhd*last remnants of
colour draining from her face as she came backdaded.

"You must take them,’ she said, trying to keepviogze steady. 'Yomust!"



‘To keep myself alive?' The old man's lips moveavadsively as he looked
up at her, and Sara's own lips trembled. Alwaykdedoted on her, adored
her, forgiving all her wantonness as a child, d@&atgit to be hereditary - but
this he could not forgive, for promiscuity had nebeen a Malvern trait.
'I'm no coward, but I'll not face up to this disgga it would have been bad
enough had it been anyone else, but a Lingard! thew must be gloating!

'Darling, if you don't take your pills ..." His witeirned with anguish to her
daughter. 'He must be made to take them!

Sara ignored that for the present.

‘Tell me what I must do, and I'll do it," she shadf impatiently, and yet with
an urgent note of desperation in her voice. 'Beliee, if | could stop them
gloating I'd do anything.'

‘There is a way," said her father significantlyaat.
‘There is?' frowningly. '‘But how? I'll do anythiggu say.’

'If he married you,' he said slowly, 'that wouldsthem gloating. It would
also stop the gossip. And if he has an ounce obtmom him," her father
added, 'he will agree to marry you.'

'M-marry!" Sara choked. "You'd have me marry Rdlpigard? Why, we
hate each other!" Too late, she realized her nestahkd looked away, unable
to bear the glance that passed between her fatdemather.

You ... hate each other?' Her father seemed te lgained strength
momentarily, for he managed to lift his head frém pillow. "You spent the
night with a man you hate? But you were being redrim two weeks' time.
Surely you could have waited—'

You couldn't have hated him," interposed her motherrified by the
admission. 'No child of mine could be so abandasethat.'

'Did you do it for a lark?' her father wanted taiwn "Young people do that
sort of thing nowadays, but my daughter..." Exhaydteddropped back on



to the pillow, and his hand reached out for hiselgifagain, as if he would
have her comfort and support.

Hatred for Ralph Lingard burned so fiercely thataSklt it would scorch
her very veins. If her father died it would be fasilt, not hers. Her brow
furrowed as she tried to recall what he had samlgber father. He had
wanted to hurt him, as a reprisal for what his motad suffered - but Sara
somehow knew he wouldn't want her father to die §anced down at him
again, and found to her surprise that her lovdiiorwas stronger even than
her hatred for Ralph Lingard. Perhaps, she musgdelg, her love for her
father had this great strength because it wasrtlyd@ve of her life. In other
words, he had all the love that was hers to giventdist not die before his
time ... he must not!

‘No, Father,' she said, answering his questioasat l didn't do it for a lark.
As Mother says, I'm not quite so abandoned as that.

A slight clearing of his face, and his voice seersiednger when he spoke.

This hate you mention - that too was idle talk?h®o relief he did not wait
for an answer but went on to say she should gosaedRalph Lingard and
come to some arrangement about marriage. Obvibedbelieved there was
some feeling of affection between them - which wady natural, she
thought, seeing that they had spent a night togetheo her father believed.

'‘Are you going to take your pills now?' she murnadugently when he had
finished speaking. 'Shall | bring you the water?'

'‘Are you seeing this man about the possibility ainage?' he asked, and it
was plainly an ultimatum. Sara swallowed hard aaid through whitened
lips,

'I'm sorry, Father, but | can't marry Ralph Lingard

He looked up at her and his eyes were glazed.

'In that case,' he said, and although his voice weak his determination
was strong, 'l shall not make any effort to prolomglife.’



'Oh, my dear...." Mrs. Malvern burst into a fitwéeping and Sara put her
hands to her face, trying to shut out this tragen. But though the ice that
was her heart was melting rapidly, her whole b&#ag enveloped in a cold
fury. If only she could make Ralph Lingard suffer this! But how could
she make him suffer? Always she had been stromgv-ghe felt weak and
helpless and the sensation only increased her fury.

"You must marry him, Sara," her mother cried inpgeation. 'How can you
let your father die?’

'‘Mother," she returned, dropping her hands to lgessand looking straight
at her, 'there's no question of marriage. Evewdrted to marry him, Ralph
Lingard would never marry me.'

'So you did spend the night with each other jusftark, for something to
do - to relieve your boredom, perhaps?' Her fatheries were even weaker
than before, and he turned his face into the pillasvif he never wanted to
look on his daughter's face again.

The doctor came later, and spoke to Sara on hisoway

'I'm afraid you must prepare yourself for the woise said, picking up his
hat from the stand. 'He refuses to take the @&l without them he can't
possibly live. As you know, like many other peopli¢h this heart ailment,
your father has depended on pills for years. Weogdmally change them
and make them stronger, and the time comes, nigtundien we can't do
any more. With your father, however, that timeas yet, not by any means.
With care he could live for a number of years - e always been keen to
live—' He broke off, shaking his head. 'l don't wnavhat's happened to
bring about this change, but as I've said, he tiaa'for very long without
the pills.'

'H-how long?' she whispered.
'‘Not more than a couple of weeks, and probably mes$.' He cast her an

odd glance and as Sara closed the door behindierwsndered if he, too,
had heard of her 'scandalous’ behaviour. She saggdus had, for Roddy



had made sure that the news was circulated amobtigegleople who knew
her.

Frustrated by her helplessness, and fuming atriaduility to punish Ralph
Lingard, Sara wandered about the gardens for avéoar. Her father was
going to die, his life cut short simply becausdRalph Lingard's desire for
revenge - revenge for something which she had w&bm her rights to do.
She reached the fountain and stood watching therwatscading over the
artificial rockery before it entered the lily pon&ind suddenly she recalled
once more Ralph Lingard's assertion that he watdeshake her father
suffer, as his mother had suffered. And again Sdtaonvinced he hadn't
visualized a result such as this. Did he possessiscience? she wondered,
an odd light entering her eyes. If he did she coulike him suffer. Her
mouth tightened; it was worth a try. If her fatheas going to die then that
man should live with the knowledge that he alons vesponsible for it.

To her bitter disappointment the boat was gonedhaut to someone else,
she concluded. The man she so desperately wantedetdhad left the
country ... or had he? The boat had obviously baexd for a specific

purpose. Ralph Lingard would scarcely keep it derafs purpose had been
served.

She entered the telephone box from which she hagl mer father on that
never-to-be-forgotten night. Her legs seemed tdragging her down as she
waited in a fever of suspense for the receiveetpibked up at the other end
of the line. A servant answered; Sara asked fopliRal and within about
half a minute he was speaking.

'Ralph Lingard here.’

With a tremendous effort Sara forced herself tanslozalm.

‘Sara Malvern speaking. | would like to see yos.\very urgent.’

A small silence and then,

'How urgent? | can't see you until this evening.’'



‘Very well, that will have to do --'

They arranged to meet at the old abbey ruins; ®asathere first and she
stepped into the shelter of a wall forming paradefeathered archway, for a
biting east wind swept across the North Sea, lasher face and legs, and
whipping her long gold hair into a state of wildsalider. TTie sun shone,
though, and Sara's eyes were narrowed againdaits @s she directed her
gaze to a point at the top of the great flightteps up which Ralph Lingard
would come. She had a long time to wait, and she®an on some fallen
masonry nearby. Then she saw him, his dark hestgldind then his tall lithe
figure was swinging towards her over the grassugt of wind from behind
her sent her hair flying all over her face; sheshed it away and gave her
attention once more to the approaching figure. paee was leisurely and
Sara was unable to quell the anger that rose agraBped the fact that his
lateness was deliberate, and that even now thesenwvdnint of apologetic
haste about his approach.

The arrogance of him! How she would love to see hrashed into the
ground! That was not possible, she owned with tedret there was a
satisfied, vindictive glint in her eyes as she roskace him. His glance took
in her appearance and a touch of humour broughtae do his hard, thin
mouth.

'Is this what the wild Malvern women looked likethe old days?' he began.
'‘But you haven't summoned me to your august presémdisten to my
flattery," he added with sarcasm. 'What's thislbdut?'

'My father is dying,' she answered, wasting neitimee nor words. 'And you
are wholly responsible." Sara watched closely sealier the effect of her
statement upon him. His face became impassive aaitiguietly,

'I don't think | understand.’

"You said you wanted to injure him, and you haireeparably. The doctor's
given him less than a fortnight to live.'

The wind stirred his hair and at the same timestine brought to light the
odd grey strand, changing it to silver so thamtcasted sharply with the



blackness around it. How old was he? She had talérié he was about
thirty- two, but he could be a little older - thyirtour, perhaps.

'Are you trying to tell me that the shock of yowoken engagement is going
to be fatal?'

‘That's why | asked you to meet me,' she said,riggdis question. 'l want
you to have his death on your conscience for theafeyour life." Her small
fists were clenched and her voice had a hard netatly. 'If you have a
conscience,' she added, ‘and, strangely, | bejieudhave.'

He moved to support his back against one of theneo$ of the archway.

'l don't believe the shock of the broken engagensekiiling your father.
There's more to it than that. | think you'd be&eplain.’

Sara found herself describing the scene in heefatlibedroom, and even
before she had finished an angry exclamation biiake his lips.

'This Roddy's spread it round that he's the one 'sviwoken the
engagement? Why didn't you refute that?'

She glanced up quickly.

'‘But that's what you wanted,’ she reminded himerded. "Your revenge was
based in the conviction that Rod would do thengtl

'I'm not concerned any more with my intentions. Iboking at it from your
point of view. My plan misfired. Why, then, didgbu exploit that?"

'l did tell my father that it was | who'd done tliéing, but he wouldn't
believe me.'

'l see. ... But your father believes you spentrigét with me for a - lark?'
That seemed to amuse him, for he stopped a whdaze mockingly down
at her. 'He actually believes you're promiscuous?"



'Wouldn't you, in his place?' Somehow this wasmithg as she intended. For
one thing, Ralph Lingard was in no way put out ley accusation that he
was to blame for her father's condition.

'Did it not occur to you to tell your father thetin, that you'd been forcibly
taken aboard that boat?'

‘That I'd been abducted ... by a Lingard ... ?a®ad no need to say more.
He frowned and said brusquely,

'How our families do love one another!" He paus8d.it's this supposed
misdemeanour of yours that's upset him—'

'He's more than upset,’ she flashed. 'He absolgklges to face the scandal
and disgrace. As I've said he won't take any mbthease tablets, and that
means he can't live.’

'I'd never have suspected a Malvern of cowardigeremarked mockingly,
though his eyes were serious.

'My father's no coward!" Sara drew herself up tofbk height, and her fair
head was flung back so that her hair floated aveyrial her, lifted by the
breeze. 'He happens to be old, and very ill. Hove gau say such a thing!'

‘All right, all right. What a hothead you are! Isskeep calm about this, and
think what must be done.’

‘There's nothing. And that's why | wanted you towrthe position, before
you go away. | want you to live with this terriblding on your
conscience—'

'Do be quiet, girl!" he snapped on a note of wesmsn'l've suggested we do
something about it; that means careful thought, thet kind of useless
ranting you're indulging in. I'm quite aware I'vaids this before, but I'm
saying it again; | don't know what in heaven's nanyebrother saw in you!
Now be quiet and let me think! There must be sorag @af making your
father continue with those tablets.' He becamentsdaed Sara watched his
brow furrow in thought. On the boat he had worheatdisreputable denims



and a polo-necked sweater. He looked different ytodaore formally
dressed in newly-creased slacks and a tweed spmatsBut nothing could
change the inflexible lines of his face or remadvat fair of lawlessness that
was such an outstanding feature of all the Lingaed. 'Did your father say
definitely that he meant to die?'

'Definitely. Make no mistake, he meant what he $aid
The frown deepened.

'l can't believe your father would do this," hairaed, eyeing her sceptically,
in spite of her most emphatic assertion. 'l ddntik he'd let you have his
death on his conscience - not without offering gome sort of option. Did
he suggest you try and make this fiance of youasigh his mind, and marry
you?'

‘No.

‘Are you sure?' and when she nodded, 'l know yatt tlve the fellow, and
he doesn't love you, never did—'

'Oh, yes, he did love me," she flashed, her eyedlikpg with indignation.
'His feelings went very deep, and that's why he'kust.’

'‘Nonsense! What kind of love is it that knows e fat the thought of one's

fiancee being possessed by another man?' His &akerted and his mouth

became cruel. 'I'd have strangled you ... slowdythait you'd have suffered

long, and cried out for mercy." In spite of hersgdira shivered, and sent an
involuntary glance about her. So lonely up her¢hwhe fields to one side

and the cliffs with their sheer drop to the seadtier. . . . Once again she
experienced that odd terror that had assailedarcaild whenever she saw
this man approaching.

'l think I'd better go now," she said, wishing slaein't come, foher plan for
revenge seemed now to have misfired.

'‘Go? We haven't done anything about this damnagatgin yet.' He
regarded her sceptically again and said, 'l sifl'tcreconcile this attitude of



finality with a Malvern. | believe you're lying wheyou say he offered you
no option. I'm aware of your distaste for thisdel| but | think your father
would be willing to live if you managed to persudmi@ to marry you. Am |

right?’

/No, you're not.' But this mention of an option teidught the soft colour to
her cheeks and she turned aside in case Ralphrdisgauld wonder at it.
He had noticed, however, and Sara felt her chiartak an almost cruel grip
and she was forced to meet his gaze.

"You cheat!" he rasped. 'Blame me, would you - wherdid give you an
alternative. He'll live if you can persuade thisddg to marry you, won't
he?' Sara twisted away, but his grip was tranddéodner arms, and she felt
his fingers biting into her flesh.

'Let go of me!" Again she twisted, but her strugghere futile.

'‘Answer me or I'll shake you till your teeth rattlee threatened. 'l must live
with his death on my conscience, must I? Answerlrsay! He's told you to
get this fellow to marry you, and then he'll take tablets—'

'‘No, he hasn't!" she said, her dark eyes flasHiingou must know, he's told
me to getyouto marry me and then he'll take his tablets!

Slowly the pressure on her arms relaxed, until whe free. They stood
staring at each other, in the profound silencefthildwed her outburst, and
then Ralph Lingard's laugh rang forth, echoing tigiothe ancient ruins of
the abbey.

'Me - marry a wildcat like you? This is the bestlheard in a long while.
No, thanks; | like my women to purr, not snarl.dwmdn't marry you if there
wasn't another woman left on earth!"

'Very original,’ she sneered. 'l haven't askedtgamarry me.'

'If you've any sense you won't - or you might gebaginal answer.'



Sara's colour heightened. Why had she let him fhecdather's ultimatum
from her? She had left herself open to derisiohi®oman's hateful insults.
How she loathed him! She hit back in the only wely fo her, though she
felt it could have little effect on him now.

'So you see, you are responsible for his death. opten of which you
speak doesn't make a scrap of difference. Conti@ryour so clever
deductions, it doesn't let you out at all. In fétobnly increases your guilt. If
you have a conscience then I sincerely hope ibtesuyou for the rest of
your life!" This was all to no avail, she concludeghin, yet to her surprise
the derision left his face and a heavy frown settle his brow. Faint colour
had touched his dark features too, almost as vidre in fact experiencing
some slight feeling of guilt or remorse. Sara musgain on her conviction
that he did possess a conscience, and despitadhiat her thoughts were
fast returning to her father and the sorrow thatihcsoon come to her
family, she couldn't suppress the glow of triumpéattentered her eyes. He
saw it, and his frown deepened to a scowl. He Ida= if he would very
much enjoy doing her some bodily harm. When he spbkwever, his
voice was low, and lacking its familiar harshnektaoe.

‘This is the truth? He actually wants you to mamg?' and he added, "Why
me, for heaven's sake?'

'I'm supposed to have spent the night with yowg' sdminded him. 'My
father's old-fashioned about things like that.'

'Why? Have the Malvern women always been chasge&sked mockingly.

"You're probably not willing to believe it, but fhave - which is more than
can be said for the Lingard women," she could elfg Adding, and a twinkle
of amusement entered his eyes. But he became sagain as he said
quietly,

‘Let's call a truce for a moment while we considéiat must be done." A
curious light entered his eyes as he went on sditlyur father wouldn't
mind if you left him altogether? - if you went igd in Greece?'

Sara gave a start of surprise. What did he mean?



'As the possibility of my going to Greece doesn%ag' she said, 'we won't
waste words discussing it.’

"You haven't answered my question. Your father ssgati to marry me, you
say. He must know what that means. Is he willingyfmu to go out of his
life— perhaps never to return to this country?'

She nodded dumbly as an almost physical ache tdulcle heart at the
recollection of her father, turning his face irtte pillow, as if never wanting
to see her again. And the softness in her heartreflested in her eyes; it
was one of those rare moments when she was enfiam@iyine, when the
sweet mysteries of womanhood shaded her eyes. Radghrd's own eyes
began to widen as he watched her, with a new isttere though he saw
some miracle unfolding up here among the sandstons of the abbey. He
said, both to her astonishment and his own,

'‘Our marriage, then, would put everything right.uy éather will live?'
'‘Our marriage? Are you mad?’

'I'm fully aware of your aversion, but | don't inteto have your father's
death put to my account. I'm offering you marriaGara. Accept and your
father will live; refuse and he will die. His life in your hands, not mine.' He
spoke softly, and with a most serious inflectionhia voice. Where, she
wondered, was the harshness, the scorn and dé&riBlerseemed a totally
different person, up here on the heights abovecliffe, a very different
person from the man who had so roughly thrust iier that car, and had
later threatened to throw her into the sea. Hewaatng for her answer, but
she turned from him to stare out to where the wéluaeg spray high into the
air before rolling forward to lash at the cliffscabring great slabs of shale
crashing down on to the shore. How wild the seaypdnd how wild the
beating of her heart! It seemed to be in unisoh wie rhythm of the sea; she
felt that she could battle against those wavegylditbe need arise ... but she
could not battle against the instinct to save lahdr's life.Not for one
moment, when planning her revenge, had she comsidbe possibility of
Ralph Lingard's offering her marriage. Yet, as &lael thought, he did
possess a conscience, and because of this he waslingy to be held
responsible for her father's death. He had turhededbles on her, presenting



her, as her father had done, with an ultimaturheklffather died it was to be
her fault, not his.

She swung round and the wind caught her dress,pivigpt up, almost
above her head. Swiftly she tried to bring it doagain, and his dark eyes
kindled with amusement as he watched her strug§bs. was hot and
flushed when at last she succeeded, and he said,

'I'd have come to your assistance, but | had anfgglou'd have suspected
me of some dishonourable motive." But he took hen and led her,

unresistingly, to a place amid the ruins which adteslightly more shelter.
'‘Well, Sara, have you made up your mind? Are yoingao have your

father's death oyour conscience for the rest of your life?’

"You sound as if you want to marry me?' she sadplpxed by his tone.

'As I've said, I'm not being held responsible foything that might happen
to your father. I'm honest, though, and | do adhat if | marry you it will be
against my better judgment, for | don't know whatt to do with a wife who
has no - er - sex appeal for me." And then, ashibeght occurred to him,
‘Are you willing to enter into marriage on thosediions? Is that life going
to suit you?'

'l haven't said I'll marry you.' Her voice was aisger. She was very pale;
even her lips had lost much of their colour.,

'‘But you will," he returned with conviction. 'Tougl you are, you have this
abiding love for your father.’

'‘We'll fight all the time," she said, and instariityagreed. She then reminded
him of what he had said a few moments ago aboutmaotying her if she
were the last woman on earth.

'l didn't know then what | know now. Much as | dislthe idea of marriage
to a woman like you I'd rather that than know Kdiged to kill someone who
had never harmed me.'



'It's a pity," she had to say, 'that you didn'tsider, a little more carefully,
the probable consequences of your action. You wartéhurt my father,
you said you did.’

'Hurt him, yes, as my mother was hurt, but notitbhkm. How was | to
know he'd go to the extremes -of suicide—?"'

'It's not suicide!’
Ralph merely shrugged and asked her again if shentzale up her mind.

Sara rarely shed tears; it was her boast that mowoald ever draw them
from her, and it was with a sudden surge of anigatr she felt her eyelids
pricking uncomfortably and she lowered her heachise he should suspect
how near she was to allowing herself that femiriaren of relief.

"You can't want to marry me,' she whispered. 'Yejst said I'm a wildcat.’

' meant it, too. | don't suppose | shall ever Imeeanterested enough to want
to tame you, but if | happen to get bored at amgtit might be diverting to
have a try." A slight pause and then, 'You are@tinmarry me, aren't you,
Sara?'

'l shall hate every minute of it,’ she said, clengher fists.

'Oh, | don't know. As you say, we'll have our fighbut if you behave
reasonably well, I'll let you go your own way, ashkll go mine. You didn't
answer my question - will that life suit you?"Retty," she returned, still
very pale. 'Under the circumstances there coulchdether relationship
between us.'

'l agree." The sun was beginning to sink. The albibéys cast shadows,
throwing his face into the shade. So dark, he Idplkend rather sinister.
Once again she tried to visualize his home, hes hfs leisure. This brought
to mind something else he had said, about likisgdomen to purr. Did he
have women in his life? Probably, and that was \Whycould marry a
woman for whom he had no amorous desire. Well, shded her. Hadn't
she always declared she would never be that selaeé? Never be waiting,



submissively, to satisfy her husband's desires&k# it, then, that we're
betrothed," he said at last, a quiver of amusemehts lips, 'and | expect the
correct thing is for me to see your father. Perhapsl better go now, for |
think we're about to have some rain.’

The wedding was very quiet, by special licence, Radph had already
arranged to return to Greece before the end ofrdek. There was no white
wedding dress, no photographers, no fashionablegag afterwards.

But, strangely, Ralph seemed acutely sensitivenat\Bara had missed, and
to how she was feeling, and he took her, on thaiageof their wedding -
which was also the evening of their departurethéoPlantation Inn, a lovely
old country house that was patronized only by thpseple who could
afford to pay for one meal what it took an averagekman a couple of days
to earn. It had a strong Spanish atmosphere, wittbseros on the walls and
handsome bullfighters looking down from massive amdately gilded
frames. Subtly shaded lights were concealed amiamwgefs and trailing
plants; at one end of the restaurant was a glassedboor, irregular in shape
and quite small. llluminated from beneath by a sgien light, and
surrounded by rockery stones and aquatic plangave the impression of
an ornamental garden pool. On stands here and wene cockatoos and
parrots, brilliantly plumed. The waiters were ghla®ish, and had obviously
been chosen for their good looks and pleasant marfra@proach.

After returning from the cloakroom Sara found Ra#jptlthe bar. He turned
as she came and stood beside him, asking what ahtedvto drink. He
ordered, and Sara stood staring at him an odd ts@mstéowly creeping over
her. How different he looked tonight, immaculat&inner jacket, not a hair
out of place ... but nothing could change that gled outlawry in his eyes.
He picked up their drinks and led the way to addiy the wall.

They were both rather quiet, each absorbed in tvairthoughts. Presently
the waiter came for the order, and ten minutes la¢econducted them to
their table. It was in a corner, with one small Might above; in fact, they
were almost in darkness. From the far end of tkeaweant came the soft
strains of music and a young couple were movingiabno the dance floor,



not attempting to dance, but just holding eachrotkey close and obviously
whispering together.

'Eat, my child," Ralph urged. "You haven't hadta pet.'

She turned from the dancers and smiled faintly. ®hen't hungry, but

somehow he had shown such kindness in bringindnéer that she found
herself trying to eat, trying to give the impresstbat she was enjoying the
meal.

Her thoughts were chaotic, though, and would fiani the relief of her

parents at her marriage, then to Roddy and thasf engagement and then
to this man who was now her husband. Would shesleaw, she wondered,
when eventually her father did die? Or would theyntmue through the

years, living together ... yet not together, eacimg their own way? And

what if she met someone else? - someone she aowdd.l ? Love - she
would never love. As she had told Valerie, lovedavoman meant slavery;
love meant subjugation. No, it was not for her,tBere would be no

complications of that nature - not unless ...? $8p Ralph fell in love?

Supposing he wanted his freedom? That would soleeyéhing.

'What are you thinking?' he inquired, refilling lggass. 'Come, | shall make
you tell me.'

Make? Sara frowned at the word. It was to be hdedould not attempt
any form of mastery, or there would be trouble tijflom the start.

Nevertheless, she answered him, for she wantegw kis reaction to what
she had to say.

'l was wondering if the day will ever come when Ylamant your freedom.
You could fall in love.'

'So | could,’ he agreed. 'But although my marriagald then be irksome, |
should have to abide by it. For | happen to befasdtioned about some
things, too. Our marriage, Sara, is for ever, sulltpay us both to practise
caution and make sure we don't fall in love. Thlepéenty of fun to be had
without it, and | shan't mind what you do, so l@sgyou're discreet.’



Sara flushed deeply; she wondered if he had fargadtier assertion that
Malvern women were traditionally chaste.

You,' she murmured, a little huskily, 'you haweemen?'
'In the plural?' His dark brows lifted and amusetwmved his lips. 'l have
my moments, yes, because | believe that life iéforg; but | don't flit from

one woman to another - surely | haven't given y@i impression?’

The. waiter appeared with the second course andraemt's silence fell
between them.

"You have one special one?' she asked with intevaguely wondering
what any woman could see in him. Even his kiss didd loathsome, she
thought, and a shudder passed through her, thodgh msanaged
successfully to hide it.

‘At present, yes, | do have a special one.’

'‘Greek?"

'Partly. I think she has about as much Greek irekdrhave.'

Sara toyed once more with her food, and again geduher to eat.

'Is she pretty?'

'l think so.'

And she purrs, thought Sara.

'Is she fair or dark?'

'She's as dark as you are fair.'

'Don't you want to marry her?' Too late for thatvh@he mused, but the
guestion was already phrased.



'‘Obviously not, or I'd have done so before now.'
'How old is she?"'

'‘About twenty-eight.'

‘About?’

'l believe she was twenty-eight last birthday. Shdittle taller than you, and
a little more - er - rounded. She has dark eyesatch her hair and the shape
of her nose is, | believe, describedrasoussels there anything else you
would like to know about her?’

Hot colour flooded Sara's cheeks at this sarcastrhdr chin lifted and her
eyes kindled with fire.

'I'm sorry. | was merely showing polite interestl ho intention of being
inquisitive about this woman of yours.’

'Wise girl"" His voice was rather dangerously quimeiw. There will,
naturally, be some things you'll have to learn. ©Ohthem is that | tolerate
no interference whatever in my affairs. Forget @rad you'll be sorry, very
sorry.'

Silence descended then, for Sara felt that if Ingested her to much more of
this kind of talk she would pick up something fréime table and throw it at
him. In a little while, however, he seemed onceertorsoften, and he asked
her to dance, in a rather gentle tone, as if hedfetting the intrusion of
conflict into their relationship on this, their waidg day.

Recalling how, in that telephone kiosk, his neasresd sickened her, Sara
opened her mouth to refuse, but then changed het. faor he was already

on his feet and she somehow could not bring hetsalifiub him, especially

as the people on the next table were watching faitit interest.

But she was glad when the music stopped and theyezl to their table, for
she felt no differently about him, and the touchnisfhand on her bare arm



was so distasteful that she had the greatest wliffigcn not twisting away
from him and leaving him in the middle of the daficer.

She noticed, as they sat down, that his mouth eias & tight line, and she
wondered if he had sensed her disgust at havindgdueh her and her relief
when, eventually, the dance was finished. If her@eted he didn't make it
apparent in any other way and for the rest ofithe they chatted pleasantly,
Ralph answering her questions about his home awdrk. From what she
could gather this latter was spasmodic, for Ralptgard was a wealthy

man and he employed other people to do the workifor Nevertheless, he
did have an office in Athens and on occasions heldvepend several days
there, staying with some friends of his who ownexhalet not far from the

beach at Glyfada.

He went on to tell her about his home, and as ati#nere watching him, his
face darker than ever in the faint glow from thadd#d wall lamp, she
wondered if any two people had spent the evenirigesf wedding day like

this. Strangers, they were, politely conversingrder both to steer clear of
strain and to pass the time until they should dtoveéhe airport for their

flight at half-past twelve. Their wedding night wdle spent on the plane,
and most likely they would again pass the timealia conversation. A great
uneasiness swept over her and she suddenly féiectho the bone. For

ever, Ralph had said their marriage must be, dvemngh it was founded on
necessity and built on hate. What price the futith a start like this? For
her own part Sara had never intended love to entermarriage, but she
was wise enough to know that she herself mustyesdltherwise how was
she to mould and shape her husband? - how gaipaWer to have him

eating from her hand? And now all her well- thougtt plans had gone
awry; her formula for the perfect marriage wouldveéreeven reach the
experimental stage.

Eventually they left the Inn, to enter into a wooliddarkness, where neither
stars nor moon sent forth a single ray of lighkelLiny life from now on, was

Sara's first reaction as they made their way toctire And then her head
went up and her nostrils flared. She was a figlgdrue Malvern, and no

Lingard would spoil her life. He had said she caydcher own way, and this
she meant to do.



And if he should ever change his mind and be sasesas to interfere - then
let him beware!



CHAPTER FOUR

RALPH LINGARD'S house was built in an idyllic setting on one o€ th
pine-scented slopes overlooking the boulder-str&audeos river, with a

magnificent view of the sacred valley where for maghousand years the
Olympic Games were held. The whole area of the trgside had an aspect
of gentleness, with the wooded hills of Mount Kimmisweeping down to
the sacred groves of Altis. Here a chaos of maskdbs and decaying
columns were the only reminders of the glorioussdalgen, during the holy
truce, all hostilities would cease and Greek ydudim every part of the

Hellenic world would come to the Sanctuary to cotape the Games.

Sara'’s first view of her new home was in the lighearly dawn, when from
behind the Arcadian mountains the golden ball & $un rose slowly,
sending its quivering light to spread an added rohand softness to a
landscape of cypresses and olive trees, of coitasfand vineyards. It was
early summer, and the carpets of blue irises arthanes that lay scattered
about amid the willows and the laurels were fading, already along the
banks of the River Alpheus oleanders were begintorijoom. And in the
triangle formed by the confluence of the two rivargl the foothills of the
mountain, gigantic pine trees towered over theaditemples and treasuries
of the ancient Sanctuary of Zeus, king of all tlgan gods of Greece. In
spite of herself Sara gave a little gasp of admeinatand she turned
impulsively to the man who had brought her here.

'l thought it would be much wilder. Oh, it's realigautiful!’

'l did say it was gentle country,’ he remindedviaign a smile. 'Very different
from the wild eagle crags of Delphi. You see,’ l@twon, not without a hint
of amusement, 'this site was to serve a peacefiydoga. Olympia was
inviolable, and when people came here all feuds quodrrels were
forgotten; their battles were of a very differemtd with a laurel wreath for
the victor.'

No mistaking his meaning, and Sara found hersalfmeng his smile. And
yet she said,



'‘But we don't come in peace. The feud between ywunae will continue

until the end." And yet even as she spoke Sarariexped a profound
awareness of peace, as if the very landscape @uspianquillity and ...

reconciliation. The ancient Greeks certainly kneswhto choose a site
suited to its purpose. It was even protected froth bot and cold winds by
the low mountains, and only on the west, when é@nmal out into the coastal
plain, did it receive the moist sea breeze thavlgendy up the valley of the
Alpheos.

Ralph merely shrugged at her words and began lgethataxi driver with
their luggage. Sara followed them through a lownstarchway and found
herself in the most beautiful garden she had egen.sVines grew as a
cover, sheltering part of the garden from the dBaving stones were
artistically used so as to enhance the flowers ushbs in their midst;
fountains sent up their silver sprays to gleamglistien in the sunlight, and
flowers bloomed in profusion everywhere.

The house was a square white villa, with high anyms and furnished in
the modern style without any thought of cost. Saes shown up to a
bedroom by Martha Pitsos who, with her husband, r@eavas employed
by Ralph to run the house and look after the gardeey had both eyed
Sara in silent amazement when Ralph told them wieoveas, and their
glances, first at one another and then at Ralpfkespolumes. Plainly they
were wondering what Ralph's 'other woman' was gtingay about this.
Sara herself was curious too, but hers was ondéyaddtiosity, for she had no
real interest either in her husband or his womigmdt.

‘The view, it is very good, yes?' Martha showedwa of even white teeth in
a smile as she indicated the window, and Sara movedto it and stood
looking down, first at the garden below, and thegdnd to where the view
included part of the Sanctuary and the pine-clothedghts of Mount

Kronion.

'It's lovely,' she agreed, as the other girl stegdectantly waiting for her
answer. 'Is there a bathroom?' she asked thermdurn

'Very nice bathroom, Mrs. Lingard. In here.’



Stepping over to the door which Martha had opeSada frowned. This was
the first time she had been thus addressed ..sladlisliked it intensely.
But she would have to live with it, she thoughteswng that if ever she had
the opportunity of avenging herself on her hustsmewould not hesitate to
do so. Somehow, though, she could not imagine ancbpportunity ever
arising, for Ralph Lingard seemed so tough thahingt could hurt him.
Would he have felt relieved had she refused toyrtam? - or would he still
have experienced a pang of guilt? No, he had delibly and cleverly
shifted the responsibility, and if her father hagtdd he would have
considered himself exonerated from all blame.

Martha informed her that Ralph had ordered a neeal, that her husband
was at present busy preparing it. She would gdeflhim, she said, telling
Sara it would be ready in about half an hour.

Left alone, Sara began to gaze around. A large ldoldd, rather plain
furniture, and just the one mirror. This was abtive dressing-table and
Sara's eyes came to rest on the brushes on ah&raey tdly she picked one
up, then, frowning, she opened a drawer to thrustside. She blinked
uncomprehendingly as she noted the contents afrtheer.

'What—?" After a second's hesitation by the dodplReame into the room.
'What are you doing here?' His glance fell on tnalssuitcase which Sara
herself had carried up, and a smile of sheer ameisecurved his mouth as
comprehension dawned. 'The blame's mine," he owtheaherely told
Martha to take you upstairs, and naturally this \tdae the room to which
she'd bring you. Sorry about that; hope you havymen too embarrassed.’
His tone was all mockery and Sara subjected hiantecy stare which, to
her annoyance, did not appear to affect him at all.

'Perhaps you'll show me my room, then,' she s##irmy up her case.
Her room had the same view, and a bathroom sirtoldéinat in the larger
room. But the bed was only a single one and Saikedrfaintly as she

wondered what Martha would think about this.

'l expect you're tired," commented Ralph a shorteniter when she joined
him downstairs. He was in the sitting- room, idigKing the pages of a



magazine, and he merely lifted his head to giveahaursory glance before
returning to his book. 'You can lie down after veedaten - if you want to, of
course.’

'l think I will." She came slowly into the room,rheide eyes fixed on him as
she speculated on how he meant to spend the dayldWwe visit his
girl-friend? Probably, she thought, seeing thathd been away for more
than five weeks. How calmly he accepted the cirdantes of his marriage.
No anger or impatience once his decision had beatlemjust a sort of
impassivity, with any regrets successfully hidden.

She sat down and he became absorbed in his read&the moments
passed and he continued to ignore her Sara felriger slowly rising. No
man had ever before ignored her presence ... nelhays been far too
profoundly aware of it.

'Will the meal be long?' she asked, determinedakenim look up from his
book.

‘Hmm...?'

'l said, will the meal be long?’

'How should | know? Ask Martha.' Ralph continued teading, and after
another few minutes had elapsed Sara bit her hhandyes glinted as her
anger increased. A Lingard, to treat her like this!

"You're not very hospitable, are you?' she snappetiat this he did look up.
'l thought we understood one another? You're liiege, and you can do
what you please, but for the lord's sake don't eixpe to entertain you. I've
far more interesting things to do.'

'I'm used to your insults,' she said, though tHewaose to tint her cheeks.

'‘Before very long you're going to be sorry for y&elf. Your clever plans for
revenge - look where they've led you.'



"You must admit I'm a good loser." The insult thiee was much more
subtle, but Sara did not miss it and her flush daeg.

"You sound as if you're sorry already—"

‘Naturally I'm sorry | was forced to marry you, had | my time to come

over again I'd do exactly the same. | told younkdintention of carrying a

weight of guilt around with me for the rest of mgyg.'

'l can't think why you wanted revenge.'

‘A Lingard trait, you should know that.'

'Well, what have you gained by it? Tell me that?'

‘A wife," he grinned, adding, 'and what a wife!"

‘All right," she returned, trembling now with angéfou needn't seize every
opportunity to sneer at me! I'm not to your tabtg, neither are you to mine.
| don't keep reminding you of it, though, and l&ldbliged if you'd keep a
similar curb onyourtongue!

'Why, Sara,' he exclaimed in some amusement,betieve you're piqued! |

admit there's an excuse, for women are so vairpéd it hurts to be told

you're not attractive to men.'

"To one man,' she corrected, making a valiant effiorontrol but fearing she
must surely fail. 'I've already been engaged twsme,| must have some

appeal to men.’

'Do you call that - Roddy a man?' He closed hiklaowl eyed her curiously.
'What sort of a life were you expecting to havewnim?’

'‘A good life!" Sara tossed her head defiantly. dnted a man | could
manage.’



"You did?' His eyes roved over her, holding an edgression in their
depths. 'Why, then, did you become engaged to wipér? You'd not have
managed him with any great success.'

‘That's why | gave him up,' she owned, and her &gk dark eyes glinted
dangerously.

'For that reason only, eh? You'd break a man'st ls&aply because he
wouldn't be your slave?’

There was a little more to it than that, Sara lectéd, but there was nothing
to be gained by going into it now. In fact, she hahrewd suspicion that her
husband would derive some considerable amusemesheaf were to
elaborate on his brother's conduct. All the Lingandere rakes, she
concluded, and despite the fact that Ralph hadohitthe truth when
declaring her to be piqued, Sara was inwardly velieat her complete lack
of attraction for him. For there was no knowing wha might get up to,
especially as, unlike his brother, he had somel\@éim to her.

'If the husband isn't the slave, then the wifesis¢ asserted knowledgeably,
as Ralph watched her with a questioning air. Teere'happy medium, no
partnership in marriage. If the man's allowed tadbminant then all hope
for the woman is lost, she becomes subdued and letehpunder her
husband's authority. Can you imagine my tolerathag?' she added, the
hint of a quiver about her nostrils.

'No, | can't,’ he admitted. 'But do you really be& you'd be satisfied with a
man you could twist around your little finger?'

'Perfectly happy.'

'Why then," he inquired curiously, 'did you not nyahis Roddy? You could
have had him, you know, and the coveted titlemal$ silence followed and
he persisted, 'Why, Sara? Why did you allow alk tleaslip away? One
doesn't usually cast aside such a wonderful oppitytwf - er - perfect
happiness.'



Still no word from Sara. She saw Roddy standingethe the doorway,
gaping as he slowly comprehended the scene of natite and
dressing-gown; standing there, red-faced and spingf ... and then
extending that one white and slender hand. Witimaaluntary flicker of
her eyes Sara took in the hand idly resting omrtagazine. Slender too, and
well-kept, but strong and brown; a hand that cdaddyentle, she felt sure,
but a hand that could be cruel too, a hand thaidvbave made someone
suffer, had its owner walked in on such a sceneagsenacted that morning
on theOcean Belle.

'l don't know why | changed my mind," she saicaat,|land a small frown of
censure crossed his face.

"You disappoint me, Sara. In spite of all your tauldid think you were
honest." He looked straight at her. 'l shall teduywhy you suddenly
discovered you didn't want him after all. It was#&ese he didn't come up to
scratch in that particular situation. He was, imeotwords, utterly spineless,
and you can't tell me, Sara, that a girl possessgrit like yours would be
content with a man like that.'

‘Are you trying to say | want a he-man?' she inegiiamusement taking the
place of her former anger.

'I'm not saying what you want, but | will say wiyatu need—'
'Oh, what?'

"You need someone to crush a little of that arrbgaoirit out of you,

someone to tame you.' There was an odd significandes tone which
brought to Sara's mind his saying that, if he wearer bored, he might find
diversion in attempting to tame her.

'Should that "someone" ever decide to try," shenmwed, her expression
belying the gentleness of her tone, 'he might discto his cost that he had
taken on more than he could manage.'



'Indeed? Well now, Sara, that savours of a chaleBgme day it might be
accepted - and then we shall see whether or nbtdbmeone™ has taken on
more than he can manage.'

The time passed slowly; Sara had never been sad loedl her life, and by
the middle of July she began to wonder how shedcpas$sibly go on for the
rest of her days like this. Her life had hitherteeh one round of pleasure,
with invitations pouring in and Roddy there to sitiher every whim. If she
said they would go to a theatre, then her fiancénptly booked the best
seats, whether he were eager to see the show.df sioe wanted to attend a
dance, then Roddy obediently made all the arrangsme

But now. ... Sara gave a deep sigh and turnedavtre grass, exposing her
back to the sun. Where was Ralph? she wonderetiati®een away for a
week, so she presumed he was in Athens, thougbube of course be in the
mountain village of Langadia where his girl-frielnkd. A frown touched
Sara's brow at the recollection of her meeting witlele Bowden.

Being prepared to dislike the girl even before thag met, Sara received
quite a shock on discovering Adele to be just {heosite from what she had
expected. She was sweetly feminine, with dark le&ifRalph had said, and
soft brown eyes. She possessed a certain charnammfientoo, which Sara
felt could be most appealing - to a man. 'l like wgmen to purr. ..." Yes,
Adele would purr, and in the nicest way. Sara wadtedto dislike her. ...
No, she had wanted this girl-friend of her husband' be the type one
usually dislikes, and this not being the case $aperienced an acute sense
of disappointment. She was quick to own that thas wiost illogical, but as
she could not rid herself of this disappointmer saturally began to search
for a reason for it None was forthcoming, and shalliy managed to put the
matter from her. Before she did so, however, sliktha odd premonition
that there was in fact a very good reason for thg she felt about Adele,
and that one day she would discover it.

Ralph had brought her home with him, one day wheehdd been to Athens,
and quite calmly introduced her to his wife. Adelelanner had been cool,
but by no means hostile; she seemed to acceptegithnimity the fact of



her lover's marriage, and Sara knew instinctiviet Ralph had told her the
whole, and given her his assurance that her owitiggosvas in no way
affected by the intrusion of a wife into his horaeyife who even now was
still a comparative stranger to him. Hadn't Adelented marriage? Sara
wondered. How very odd for her to display no si§ammosity. Her own
position was of course very strong, for Ralph obslg thought a great deal
about her. All the time they were talking his arraswesting affectionately
across her shoulders, and his expression wherokedaat her caused Sara
to give an inward gasp of disbelief. Never woul@ $lave believed those
harsh and almost cruel lips could curve so tenderly

‘Are you dining with us?' Sara asked, for a rasikined silence came down
after Ralph had left them, having been called &éogarage by George, who
had just finished a minor repair to the car andte@dRalph to inspect it.

'l don't think so." Adele's manner was still camhards Sara, and now that
they were alone she adopted a rather superciliougieing the impression
that she wanted to flaunt her superior positiont 3tdl Sara could not
dislike her. 'Ralph will probably be taking me doit the evening.’

Ralph did take her out, and on his return Sara wal,as much tact as she
could muster, requested him not to bring Adelehtohouse again. Ralph's
eyes opened very wide at that and he had promgtiyjnded Sara that Adele
was used to coming to the house, and that Saesgee was not going to
prevent her from doing so now.

‘There's absolutely nothing between you and me,even respect,’ he
reminded Sara, on a rather dangerous note. 'l élagou to save your
father's life; | offered you nothing—'

'l know that,' she cut in, 'but Martha and Georg€hey must be laughing at
me.'

‘A new experience, eh? Well, if it will chasten ydet them laugh. You've
far too high an opinion of yourself, far too muatdp. | told you at first
what to expect, and | also warned you I'd stanchéonterference.’

"You can at least keep her away from here!"



'l haven't the slightest intention of doing so. @wt straight, Sara. You
mean nothing to me and Adele does. Now | want noenaitempts to
interfere in my affairs, understand?'

Her eyes burning like red-hot embers, Sara lookedtlthim, her face pale
but her expression defiant.

'What would you say if | brought my men-friendsef&r

'Have you some men-friends? | wondered what yoegdnbdoing with

yourself all these weeks. Bring them by all medms,one at a time, if you
please. | warned you to be discreet, and althooghyight be doubtful, | do
have a small sense of delicacy." He patted herkchefre she could be
aware of his intention, and added, 'Bring one altthmg) evening and we'll
make a foursome.'

Seething, Sara rubbed savagely at her cheek, &ffart to erase the still
present touch of his hand. Bring her man- friendd ahey'd make a
foursome! Sara felt she would choke with fury. Hew very well she had
no men-friends - but it wouldn't have affected hmthe least if she had.
How different from the adulation to which she haebb used! Both Alex
and Roddy had been envied, for despite her repuaté&r shrewishness she
had always been much in demand by the men in higécylar set. And that
was because of her beauty. Well, beauty was nohmse to her here, with
no eligible males around and a husband who so dagkterest that he
actually asked her to bring her men-friends tdhtvese. Not that she wanted
him to notice her, she told herself over and ogaira He was a loathsome
and arrogant Lingard and she couldn't even beartditouch her! But that
caress which was given merely as a demonstratibisahockery remained
with her long after he, left her ... and there alsmained with her the most
odd impression that the relationship between hioh Aadele was not quite
what he would have his wife believe. Life is foriig, he had declared, thus
conveying the idea that he and Adele were loveus tiBere was something
faintly angelic about Adele. ... Were they loveT$fey must be, and yet. ...
Impatiently she shrugged. Why this interest? Hesbland's relationship
with Adele was none of her business and she datedtyi refrained from
asking herself questions which she could never hopgnswer. She still



wished, though that Ralph would conduct his ametrthey were amours -
away from his home.

Sara's thoughts were brought back to the preserihdéysound of a car

pulling into the courtyard. Then Ralph came throtigharchway and stood

looking down at her. He carried a briefcase, sophksumed he had spent
the past week in Athens.

"You'll do some damage if you persist in this,Weaned. 'People here don't
sit out all day in the sun.’

'What else is there to do?' she inquired with &sfoacid sweetness, sitting
up and reaching for a wrap. 'lIt would have beeita gesture if you'd asked
me if I'd like a lift to Athens.'

'l haven't been to Athens, and if | had | wouldhatve taken you.'

'l didn't mean you to take me in that way, | meaht—

'What way?'

'‘As a - companion. | meant you could have giverarhit, and | could have
wandered around and even found somewhere to steyn We could have

come home together when you had finished your legsih

'Well, as I've said, | haven't been to Athenshsodquestion of offering you a
lift doesn't arise.’

'l thought you must be in Athens,' she said, glathe conversation, even
though she derived no pleasure from his compasyda were away for a
whole week.'

‘Are you asking me where I've been?’

'Certainly not! It's nothing to do with me.’

'Quite right. None of my actions concern you. Rerenthat and we should
get along fine."' Get along fine? They were neveach other's company. As



if aware of her thoughts, he added, 'I'm not g@aogagain today, or this
evening.' Perhaps it was his phrasing that was gyronit might have been
the rather patronizing way in which he looked apdke, but his words
brought a flash of hauteur to Sara's eyes andHieidifted arrogantly.

That sounds like a concession. What am | suppaseo? - offer my humble
thanks for this honour of your company which youcemdescendingly
confer on me?'

A glint of steel in his eyes then, and his finggghtened on the handle of his
bag. His manner, however, was suave and his acaemnesquiet and calm
when he spoke.

'I'm not offering my company. In fact, | can think nothing more boring
than an evening spent alone with you.'

'Why then depart from your routine? Why not takergelf off and spend
the evening with your - your ...?'

'Yes, Sara?' he prompted dangerously. And wherdshaot answer, '‘Be
very careful what you say about Adele. | have agaéfection for her.’

Sara tossed her head and reminded him that he Ihitves practically
admitted that he and Adele were much more thandge

'So | did, but that doesn't give you the right s disparaging remarks
about her.' He leant against the sundial, in atudé of boredom, regarding
Sara with faint contempt. 'She happens to be atstiman than you could
ever be.'

‘Then why don't you go to her?' she blazed. 'Ydwdgde a much more
enjoyable evening than staying here with me.’

'‘Undoubtedly,’ he agreed. '‘But it suits me to renadihome this evening.'

‘Thank heaven the house is big enough for me tedaymur company.'
Rising from her air bed, Sara put the wrap arouaedand picked up the



book which was lying unopened on the grass. 'llgh&k myself off to
another room!

‘That also suits me," he returned pleasantly, alobied her into the house.

Once in her room, Sara paced the floor, fuming, stniging to thrust his
insults from her mind. But they continued to rankded in a way that was
beginning to puzzle her. Why should she care abisutpinion of her? And
as for these repeated comparisons between Adelbasdlf - it was sheer
bad manners on his part, and only what could bea®d from one of the
Lingard brood.

If only she could discover some way of hitting baklad there been any
possible chance of arousing even a vestige of ysglan him she would
instantly have set about finding herself a mamfitiebut that could scarcely
be effective when Ralph's only reaction would bentate the fellow to his
house. Not that she wanted to make her husbamugabara told herself.
No, that was the last thing she desired, for theatsbn as it was suited her
admirably. No demands on her time, no interferenitk her actions, no
enforced claims. ... In fact, complete freedom— @late freedom? Sara
stopped dead in the middle of the floor, and sloWwgy anger became
reflected in her face as the colour faded gradusdiving only two bright
spots, high on her cheekbones, contrasting wittp#ie fury surrounding
them. Always she had sworn to do exactly as shaspl never to allow any
husband of hers to control her actions. But by soleser manoeuvre Ralph
wasmanaging to control her actions, he was determinindirectly it was
true, but determining all the same - the way Herdhould be led. Could it
possibly be planned and deliberate? She couldhedéttve he would resort
to such subtle behaviour, both to satisfy his egbta let her see, once the
fact had manifested itself to her, that even tholglwas not interested in
her as a woman, he was her husband and his wilddmmimposed upon her
whether she liked it or not.

With a shrug of impatience Sara went into the lmathr and ran the water.
She Was allowing her imagination to run riot. H& had been shaped by
circumstances alone, and not by any predetermmafi®alph's.



Not once had he shown the slightest interest imfwrements; never had he
so much as inquired if she had been out, or beem tilmthe village, or even
to the Sanctuary. He lived his own life, exactlybasore, coming and going
as he pleased, sometimes ftot seeing her for dpgehaps not even caring
whether she were still living in his house or nathy, then, that absurd
conclusion that he had deliberately ordered heravdiying? - ordered it so
that not only would she be bored to distractiort,dlso that she would, by
sheer inability to do otherwise, be following thattern he had set out for
her? The idea was ridiculous ... and yet, thougihnsade a determined effort
to shake it off, it persisted and even gained gtienAt the same time she
had the odd sensation of being subjected to someerty calculated
wearing-down process. And this led on, for no apptreason, to the
recollection of Ralph's hinting that one day he mhimake an attempt to
tame her. Why think of that now? she wonderedatt ho relevance to the
present situation and she promptly dismissed mfih@r mind. With her fury
still at its height she slipped out of her sungauitl got into the bath. Daily
routine. ... A frown appeared. Daily routine, ybaf it suddenly struck her
that having a bath had become a diversion - a teamp@scape from the
soul-destroying boredom that now held her in itp.gfhat her life could be
so empty that having a bath was a diversion— Newveuld she have
believed jt! Hatred against her husband increa¥¢dether deliberately
planned or not, her destiny had certainly beenethéy him. Revenge was a
Lingard trait, he had said, by way of an explamatfor his action in
abducting her. But would he have been so eagerefeenge if he had
foreseen the consequences? For he himself haddpaig being burdened
with a wife he did not want. That fact at leastidddave afforded her some
satisfaction, but it didn't. For Ralph was totallyperturbed by the
acquisition of a wife, mainly, she supposed, beedgswas determined that
no inconvenience to himself should result from it.

To be ignored, treated with indifference by a Lirttidt was intolerable, and
yet what could she do about it? Neither man nor amimad ever made her
feel helpless before, and the idea that Ralph hedegded in doing so, right
from the first, so increased her fury that she beghmost viciously, to scrub
at her arms and back with the loofah. The skin io@ shoulder had flaked
after too much exposure to the sun and Sara wiasdae loofah brought off
the skin. Served her right, she was honest enou@dinit. Stupid to let
herself become worked up like this over that hateian. Losing her temper
was always so exhausting, and she had sworn loagagractise more



control. But this husband of hers brought out etleng that was bad, even
aroused primitive instincts of attack for, lookiatgher shoulder in the mirror
by the bath, she could willingly have torn the sifhhis shoulders too.
The blood began to flow and as it was uselessdesdshe sat for a while
wrapped in the towel. Finally she decided somethingst be done and,
hearing a soft tread on the thickly-carpeted lag@imost outside her door,
she opened it gingerly, expecting to see eithetidaor her husband.

It was Ralph.

'Hello," he said, his eyes kindling in faint amusem 'Looking for me?'

'l - | wanted Martha," she returned, too starttethink of stepping back into
the room and closing the door. 'l want a dressing.’

'What for?'

'I'm skinning.’

'‘Sunburn?’

‘Yes.'

'l warned you!

'It was already done then.’

'I've warned you several times, but you couldnaglgou're told if your very
life depended on it.'

'Do you mind fetching Martha?' she requested shoftleling none too
happy, standing there, keeping a firm grip uponttiee!.

'I've something in my room; I'll get it.'

Sara stepped back; Ralph appeared within half aimiand entered the
room.



'Want me to do it for you?' he grinned. But he puatibe of cream, various
dressings, and a roll of plaster on the bed. 'Wiseiteskinning?"

‘Thank you," she said, ignoring his question. fi sgenage now.'

'‘Where is it skinning?' he repeated. 'l don't minthe least assisting - if you
think you might have difficulty in getting at i®:.His grin had faded, but his
eyes twinkled with amusement.

'Get out,' she said softly.

He remained, his dark eyes wandering from her tedter head, all his
humour gone. His hand opened and closed, as ihddb slap her.

'Shall | tell you something, Sara? If | wanted tess that wound, | should do
so.’

"You'd try to your cost—!" The words escaped begire realized what she
had said. Vaguely she had the idea of subjectingthithe same treatment
as she had given his brother - but on that occasierhad not been standing
around in a bath towel.

'Is that a challenge?' he asked her in a dangsroustt tone, and to her
chagrin and dismay she felt her hand trembling gspped the edges of the
towel. 'Well, Sara?'

Only a moment's hesitation, only the merest flasthefiance and then,

‘No - it wasn't a challenge.’

'Prudent girl." Had he noticed her trembling? slomaered, for his voice
softened slightly as he asked again where the waasd

'On my shoulder,’ she returned, and could not hedponding to the swift
glimmer of amusement appearing in his eyes.

'How the dickens are you to dress your shouldeyduwyself?' Reaching for
the cream, he unscrewed the top of the tube. 'lectaB.’



'l really can manage.' His touch would be hatesiag knew from experience.
‘It won't be very difficult—'

'Drop that towel and don't be so stupid.’

'l don't want your help!" Why, she fumed, did tlh¢ek always favour him?
She recalled the several situations in which he daadyht her unawares,
enabling him to put her in a position of helplessea position where she
was forced to succumb to his will. First there whaes abduction; she could
be forgiven for not expecting that. The followingoming she had so
conveniently left her cabin, and her clothes, st timce more the way was
open for her defeat. Then there was the failufeeofown plan for revenge,
when Ralph had cleverly turned the tables on heydiyg to the lengths of
offering her marriage. And now ... here she wasthis embarrassing
position, making some effort to have her own wagt,knowing full well he
would defeat her in the end.

'‘Are you going to remove that towel or shall I8¢l to ignore that threat,
but for a few seconds Sara's control seemed abolbtek as a surge of
angry frustration swept over her. If only she wiily dressed she would

show him she could fight. But caution won, and @ligh she flashed him a
glance that should have killed him on the spot, ghee a shrug of

resignation and began to ease the towel from harldér, turning her back
on him first, and making sure to keep the towellwplat the front. Ralph

wasted no time trying to manipulate, with the tommehis way. It was jerked

down, almost to her waist. She felt the cream baimgared on, then a
strong yet gentle hand smoothing it into the aédgbart. The cream was
cooling, the relief wonderful. He applied a gauresding, fixing it in place

with the plaster.

‘There. Now perhaps you'll use your sense andtteksun in easy stages.'
He brought the towel up on to her shoulders aghem turned her round to
face him. Despite his gentleness of only a momgnttas features were
hard and an icy inflection entered his voice. Ttbae you used when telling
me to get out - don't let me hear it again, Samawlarning you, you haven't
seen the worst of me yet, not by any means. Yo Waky,' he went on

significantly, 'very lucky indeed. | might not aegith such restraint another
time." And with that he was gone, leaving her sitagndhere, staring at the



closed door, her emotions chaotic. For she wagiated by the almost
incredible knowledge that the tumult within herrsteed not from hatred
against her husband, but from the sensation pradogéhe soothing touch
of his hands upon her shoulder.



CHAPTER FIVE

ONCE again Sara paced her room, rather in the manreecaged tiger. Her
husband was with Adele, dining at her home - engyiimselfl And here
she was, left to her own devices, with no one liottaexcept Martha and
George.

T wish | hadn't married him!" Sara cried inwardlyput no, she could not
have acted otherwise. With her father's life akestany thought of herself
would automatically have been pushed into the backyl.

She crossed to the window and stared out at thve e peaceful scene of
wooded hillsides, of the riverside where horsezepa of the Sanctuary
where, during those five weeks of the Games, ali$ehad been forgotten.

Her gaze became fixed and rather dreamy; all alefeher as, lost in
reverie, she remembered that day, just over a wgekwhen Ralph had so
forcefully insisted on dressing her shoulder. Diesper threat to keep away
from him, she did not do so, and later they hackrtatea in the garden,
sparring with their tongues, but not seriously.m&nfollowed later still, and
Ralph's manner had been reminiscent of the eveofitigeir wedding day
and once again Sara gained the impression thathatin some small way
to compensate her for what she had missed. Afteredithey went out for a
walk, and Sara remembered that all tumult within had died as they
entered through one of the gates leading to theedgmrecincts, following
the way of the pilgrims of old, those pagans whamedo offer homage to
Hera the great patron of the Sanctuary. Ralph heidabout the various
buildings, explaining the purpose for which theyrevkuilt. The Prytaneum,
where were accommodated the guests of honour,cane ®f the final great
banquet when the victors in the Games receivedr theiards, the
Philippeion, or treasury, and the gymnasium. Thes, husband explained,
once had many covered galleries where the contegtaactised their skills
for weeks before the great event, but these gefidnad long since been
swept away by the relentless waters of the Kladdwmsn, after torrential
rains, it would burst its banks. They walked amtrgruins of the Temple
of Hera, built almost three thousands years ago,tlaen they entered the
archway leading to the stadium, where most of traests were held.



They had dined early, so there was an hour of snedeft when they
reached the Sanctuary; but the sun was gradualigriog and the columns,
built of a highly fossiliferous limestone, took amich golden hue, adding to
the sense of tranquillity and peace pervading thelevof the area round the
site. The air was balmy, yet fresh, and subtly ypedd from the firs and
pines clustered about the holy grove of Altis. Witvers too gave up their
scent from the sylvan glades where the murmuringgmf insects was all
that stirred the vast silence. Now and then a ko in noiseless flight
towards the tree-clad slopes of Kronion, rising\.abthe ruins.

‘The world's most famous scene of fraternity anddgall,’ Ralph
commented, not without a hint of mockery. 'Doesibue you with peace,
Sara, or are you too tough for all this to takeef?'

For once no scathing retort rose to Sara's lipste was deeply affected by
her surroundings, by the serene and tranquil gettlich must surely be the
most peaceful in all Greece. For a moment she thtoo§ her life in
Yorkshire, thought of the pleasures and the gayhgainrong, the parties
which continued throughout the night. She misséthake terribly ... and
yet. ... The sun was sinking rapidly now and in gwden dusk her
husband's face had taken on a softness that beghave a profoundly
disturbing effect upon her. They were standing amedruins of the Temple
of Zeus, and the last rays of sunlight arrowedhlitoken columns as they
pierced the cypresses which towered above theFiten the far distance
came the silvery notes of a shepherd's pipe, amdile quivered on Sara's
lips. For the sound brought with it visions of Adca with nymphs and
shepherds dancing to the lilting notes of the pigfeRan.

'Well, Sara, can't you find an answer to my questidas this peace touched
you? Or if it has, are you too proud and arrogamwn to such weakness?'

She frowned at this - and felt a strange pain sameesvnear her heart. What
had hurt her? Not anything Ralph had said, for ingthe could say would
ever wound her.

'It is peaceful,’ she admitted, and instantly miser eyes to his. For it was as
if a tiny sigh had left his lips, a sigh of satian and ... triumph? What an
odd impression, thought Sara, for in his eyes tlagvelt only the hint of



mockery which she knew would be present, matchiegmocking accents
in his voice.

Darkness fell swiftly while they were still theraszandering among the
temple ruins, and the soft harmonious landscaparbesilver-tinged as the
moon rose in a purple sky. Stars also appearedjrsgout their quivering
points of light to give an added enchantment tontlagjic scene.

In silence they had strolled back to the housewais the first time
antagonism had been completely absent from thiaitisaship.

‘The sacred truce must have affected us, too,'IRla#jgl laughed as they
reached the house. 'We haven't thrown a singl& btione another for over
an hour and a half.’

An hour and a half. ... That appeared to be tlmitt,| for long before the

evening ended another slanging match had takee plketoveen them. And
ever since then Ralph had treated her with thenalifference, once again
not appearing to care whether or not she werelistilig in his house. If he

stayed in he spoke only when necessary, or todiddod night. More often
than not he was out, with Adele. Sometimes Adelaeld/oome to the house;
always her manner towards Sara was cool, and ifteedgwo girls happened
to be alone Adele's manner then became condescemdid even, on

occasions, deliberately rude. Sara had up till r@de no move to retaliate,
but her patience was fast becoming exhausted. Tlwertéd be trouble

between them before very long, Sara mused, detibgréor a space on
whose side her husband would take.

No doubt about that; he was deeply in love with lade

A frown of puzzlement touched her forehead as lsbeght of that. If Ralph
were in love with Adele why hadn't he married hefooe now? 'He's not the
marrying sort," Alex had once told her, but addef#, likes his women,
though.' Obviously he did, and perhaps as Alex $&d, he was not the
marrying sort - not until he was forced by circuamgtes to change his mind.

Turning from the window, Sara glanced at the digisg on the bed. Her
prettiest dress— Why should she have taken tham filee wardrobe? It



wasn't as if she wanted Ralph to notice her, ottang like that. In fact, she
would be dismayed if he noticed her, for this whg was safe. It would be
hateful to have him interested in her; why, evédsa would sicken her. ...
With an involuntary movement of her hand she toddhe shoulder which
Ralph had dressed, and which was completely heal@dHer gaze came to
rest again on the dress - the one she knew matwreelyes and contrasted
so attractively with the peach and ivory tints ef Bkin. . .. Biting her lip as
if determined to crush the truth before it evenaretp dawn, Sara snatched
up the dress and returned it to its hanger.

She had thought Ralph was staying in. All the aften he had been in the
garden, taking life easy as he lay in the sun, oldd in shorts and a pair of
old sandals. Sara had sat there, reading, anchdeeliidly content and
secure. Until after tea there had been no indinahat h* would go out. He
had gone to his room, presumably to change, aralt&al followed, taking a
bath first, and then beginning to dress. Then shé heard him go
downstairs and a couple of minutes later the cas maving out of the
courtyard. Not a word about where he was goingSam# knew. Not a care
as to how she would pass the long evening; he ptplbadn't even spared a
thought as to how it felt to sit there, eating fabdt made her choke. ...
Made her choke with temper, though, she was hamesigh to admit! Why
did he have to choose that particular form of rge@hHad he left her alone
she would have been married, happily married to, Rdu would have by
now been fully trained to eat out of her hand— Higpparried to Rod....

Dismissing that with rather more haste than shddcaacount for, Sara

allowed her thoughts to return to the pleasant$fisbe had spent earlier in
the afternoon. She and Ralph had scarcely spokaf, &nd yet she had
been acutely aware of his presence, had felt féerdnt from those times

when she had sat out there alone. Andisbeen looking forward to an

evening with him, no use to deny that. Only becdniseompany was better
than none, she began to impress upon herself hamdstopped.

Unwilling to dwell any longer on that either, sle@k out a pair of slacks and
a shirt blouse. No sense in staying here and diailoge; she would walk
while it was light, go to the Sanctuary, and peghapoll along the river.
Yes, that should pass the time more pleasantly $iting here, brooding
and, she had to admit, feeling thoroughly sorryhferself.



There were more people about this evening, sheawés she made her way
through the gate and into the sacred grove. Oddtreiught, how one feels
more lonely than ever when there are people alsbetwished they would
all go away and let her have the place to hergdter strolling about,
feeling everyone was looking at her, Sara sat domwa broken column and
became lost in thought again. Why had Ralph brobhginthere the other
evening? It had all been so pleasant, and lookauds bow it would almost
seem that he were allowing her to taste pleasilosying her a very small
dose, and then leaving her to thirst for more. &fter that evening he had
immediately resorted to his former coolness andffergénce. And then
today, just a week later, he had again stayed hethlifting her out of her
boredom - then he had gone out without a word, kngwhe would drop
right back into a state of boredom again. Shakiaghead impatiently at
these musings, Sara chided herself for her stypidiite whole idea was
ridiculous. Ralph had stayed in on both occasiomply because it suited
him to do so. As for his being interested enougéartdeavour to relieve her
boredom, that idea too was stupid. Hadn't he maajgparent right from the
start that he had no interest in her whatsoever?

1 wish | hadn't married him!" she said again, agairaknew very well that
she could not have acted differently. Unconsciosbly put her hands to her
face, pressing her fingers against her eyelidshiey pricked with tears and
her lips trembled. Cry? No man would ever makedngrHadn't she sworn
that long ago? But a tiny sob escaped her, anteaddme time she became
conscious of a woman standing close and beginmirtglk in a language
that Sara could not understand.

'I'm all right," she said, surmising that the womeass concerned about her.
'I'm quite well, thank you.’

The woman shook her head, looking anxiously around.
'‘Mal... mal..?" she said awkwardly.
'I'm well, thank you,' Sara repeated, unable tom@imend, but the woman

began looking about her again. A young couple veéraling up and she
beckoned to them.



'‘Mal,’' she said, pointing to Sarkldl.'
'‘Are you ilI?" asked the girl anxiously. Ts therg/thing we can do?'

‘Thank you very much," Sara returned graciouslyt 'Bn quite well; |
couldn't make the woman understand.’

The girl said something to the woman and she smiledding as she went
on her way, reassured. Sara stood up and would maved away, but a
young man strode up and, joining the couple, asWkeat was wrong.

'We thought this young lady was ill,;" the girl imfieed him, smiling
affectionately. 'But she's all right. Did you fimchat you were looking for,
the agueduct or whatever it was?"

He nodded absently, his eyes fixed admiringly oraSa

'‘Are you sure you're not ill, or anything?' he sadding that she did look
rather pale.

'l just had a slight headache,’ Sara lied, thinkinad would explain why she
had been sitting down on that column, for she dale he would want to
know more about why the couple had stopped.

'The heat, perhaps. It's been a scorcher todapoloay?’

'No, I live here.’

'Here, in Olympia? You're another lucky one. Mytegidives here.’

Sara looked with interest at the girl, and at tl@mwith her. He was Greek,
dark and good-looking, with black hair and rathasloy black brows. He
seemed a good deal older than the girl, but Satge him to be her
husband.

'Do you live in the village?' she asked politely.

'Yes.' The girl nodded and smiled. 'Where do yeei



'Half-way up the hill - that hill." Sara indicatége hillside, lush and green,
on which her husband's house was built. '‘Are yohaliday?' she inquired
of the young man, feeling she should show intetest,

'l am, yes. | usually visit my sister and brothe#law about twice a year.' He
was stocky, but extraordinarily good-looking, amdseemed at the moment
quite unable to take his eyes off Sara. '‘Are yoyaur own? | mean, you

looked sort of lonely when | came up.’

'I'm alone at present, yes." She smiled at himsaided, feeling a little
breathless.

'Have you been walking around all by yourself?" sé&med to have
forgotten the couple he was with and, glancindnatdirl, Sara saw her lips
curve in amusement. Was her brother a flirt? woedle8ara, her glance
returning to the smiling young man.

'It was a lovely evening and | just came out faradk.' She paused and then,
with a rather coquettish fluttering of her lashéisisn't much fun on your
own, though. I think I'll go back home.’

'Oh, don't do that," he put in quickly. 'Not unlgss1 want to, of course.
Come along with us if you're lonely. It's all righith you two, | reckon?'

'Quite,’ responded his sister drily, and Saratfedtfaint colour rise in her
cheeks. She hoped they didn't thlezfor a flirt!

'Will you come with us?' the young man asked. 'Bg ges. My sister and
her husband are lovers after three whole yearsaofiage and | always feel
horribly in the way.'

'Don't take a bit of notice of him," his sister wed, laughing. "That's just his
form of approach, at the moment. He has severayoasprobably have
guessed.’

At last the older man spoke, his voice deep arg and much more serious
than either that of his wife or her brother.



'If you wish to join us, we shall be delighted tavke your company. We
moved to Olympia only six months ago and we do yeitknow many
people. We are pleased to make your acquaintance.'

‘Thank you," Sara returned graciously. 'l woule lik join you.'

'‘Good.' The young man placed himself instantlyeatdide as they all began
to move on. Sara thrust her left hand into her pock little diversion would
be welcome. And it wasn't as if she were harmingoaa. Her husband
would not care if she had half a dozen boy-friends.

The following day Sara met Duncan and they wentchy to Tripolis,
starting out early for the round trip was over adned and sixty miles. It
was an idyllic morning of brilliant sunshine aneat blue skies. Duncan
had seen her home the previous evening and thegameents for the outing
had been made before, reluctantly, he left heipggwomised his sister and
brother-in-law that he would be back in time fonrr.

"You won't let me down?' he had said on partingu'¥eally mean to come?’

'l really mean to come,’ she had promised, and sittig beside him in his
brother-in-law's car, Sara made up her mind toflorehe day. Here was a
heaven-sent opportunity to throw off her boredomafavhile; and she had
no qualms about discarding her wedding ring, fdrat no real meaning
anyway, not under the circumstances.

Leaving Olympia, they followed the road along tlasd of Mount Kronion,
travelling through lovely groves and peaceful coysite. Then the climb
began, through superb scenery, going higher artehigvith down below
the River Ladon meandering through a sandy plaime Toad became
steeper, entering the heart of the Arcadian monstawvith the scenery
becoming wilder and more barren. Several times shayped to admire the
view and at Langadia they parked the car and faufidle roadside cafe.
The tables were on the pavement and they lingdrexe t drinking orange
juice and talking.



This is certainly a quaint town," Duncan remarkedheey took a stroll after
leaving the cafe. It was frightening, Sara thougiitthe buildings literally
overhung a drop of hundreds of feet. But there wtng railings all along.
Adele lives here, Sara mused, then instantly thhestgirl from her mind.
She was out to enjoy herself, for the first timehree months, and neither
her husband nor his girlfriend would be allowedhtoude into her thoughts.

'Is there anything you want to buy?' Duncan aslsethay stopped to look
into the windows of the tourist shops. There wére tisual hand-woven
cushion covers and rugs, and the familiar potted/l@and-made silverware
to be found in almost every tourist shop in Greece.

‘No, | don't think so," she smiled. 'But what abgoti? Aren't you taking
home some souvenirs?'

'Perhaps | will. You can help me? | want somettiorgny mother, and an
old aunt ... and then there's my grandmother.’

He might be a flirt, but he's nice, Sara decided willingly helped him
make a choice, not forgetting to warn him thatghees on the tags were far
higher than he need pay. Greek shopkeepers weoptathistic, but there
were never any hard feelings when a would-be pwerhadulged in a little
bargaining.

‘They're terribly poor, though, so don't knock towmch off,’ she said,
handing him the embroidered bag she had chosen.

They then continued their journey, passing throggbknery of superb
beauty, with regions of fir forests alternatingtwittarren landscapes, but all
the time the scenery became gentler. Quite ofterstin was overpowering,
for they went for miles and miles without any shatlall. At last they were
on a straight road, vastly different from the tods mountain ways, and
they reached Tripolis in time for lunch.

Sara would have liked to go on to Sparta, but theedthrough the

mountains had been tiring, and there was the r¢dwmmey as well. '| must
be getting soft,’ Sara said to herself, smilingtfgiat the idea. Not so very
long ago she wouldn't have cared a toss if herrebeal been tired. If she



had wanted to go on then her request would have begle, and obeyed
without argument. No doubt about it, Rod was maahlge and Alex had
been easy to handle, too, she reflected. But wiéx fhere was something
hidden. He wasn't a Lingard for nothing; and he paxbably had it in his
mind all along that, once he had her safely marhedvould then show her
who was master. A good thing, she told herself ragthat she had
discovered his true nature, and his intentionstinre. She had always
declared that no man would ever master her - aadhadd meant it.

After taking lunch in a charming cafe in one of Hgpiares, they wandered
round the town, window-gazing and buying one or fwesents for their
relatives.

'Who are yours for?' Duncan asked curiously, bua Skeverly changed the
subject. She must not allow the subject of her figamd her life to intrude
into the conversation. Far too dangerous.

They liked the town and stayed for a while befattiisg off for the journey
back through the mountains to Olympia. Reachinggadia again, Duncan
suggested they stop and have dinner somewhere.

'‘Might as well make a day of it,’ he said. 'lItd ate when we get back, but
that won't matter - at least, not to me. How ane fyxed?'

'l can go in at whatever time | like," she answeredather bitter smile
touching her mouth. No one to care - or even mgss- lif she never came
home till the morning.

They stopped again, to driuzoin another roadside cafe.

"You should take theneze.Duncan warned, on ordering the second drink.
This stuff's a killer without it.’

'I'm not hungry.' While always knowing when to st§ara had followed the
pattern of her friends and she felt that a couplsoodrinks like this could
not possibly affect her.



It was almost midnight when they reached Olympidahk morning they had

met at a prearranged place, but on entering tlegeiDuncan asked the way
to Sara's home.

You can drop me here somewhere,' she said, asgddéims puzzlement.

‘At this time? No, | must drop you at your door. &/& wrong, doesn't your

mother approve of your going out with strange ménBantering tone, yet

Sara was not deaf to the purpose of his inquiry.

'l don't live with my parents, Duncan,' she infochfem quietly, and then,
"You can take me home. I'll show you the way agywalong.’

The directions she gave were the only words spé&ea while, and then
Duncan asked,

'Whom do you live with, then, Sara? Some othetti@i&'

'Yes, some other relation,’ she replied with a ggimle. One would hardly
call Ralph a relation!

'Whom?' he persisted, and without further prevéinoashe told him.
"Your husband? You're married? You can't be!'
'Yes, I'm married, Duncan. | suppose | should hailckyou—'

'You're not wearing a ring.' He shook his headewilderment. "You can't
have been married long. How old are you, for heaveske?'

'‘Almost twenty.'
'How long have you been married?"
Sara did not answer for a moment, as she indi¢htetbad they had to take.

"Three months.'



‘Three months? - and you've come out with me today?his is crazy -
three months! Isn't your husband going to say angtlabout this?' No
answer, and Duncan added, 'Does he work away cetbamg?'

'‘Go slowly, Duncan, we've almost reached the heusere, turn into this
courtyard."'

But he pulled into the side of the road, stopped, switched on the interior
light.

'Does your husband work away?' he repeated, loakimghcast, and yet at
the same time a little censorious.

'He doesn't work away,' she submitted quietly. 'Beitdoesn't mind in the
least if | have a man-friend. Don't look so shocké&f're very modern, my
husband and I, very broadminded. He has his friemdsl have mine. He
wouldn't even mind if you came to the house, todinin fact, you can if
you like, any time.' That seemed to deprive hinwofds and silence fell
between them as they each became absorbed irotheithoughts.

The moon shed its radiance over the valley, and forief space Sara was
silent, lost in calm meditation. For as she loo#led/n at the ruined temples,
and then up to the gentle placid mountains, shearbeconce more
enveloped in peace. Strange, the effect this shrdehis landscape had on
her. Did it affect everyone in this way? The Grel&d been most clever in
their choice of site for those peaceful combats,mmhsed again. So different
from the savage setting of Apollo at Delphi, Rafaldl said. But that site had
come under the influence of Apollo, most arrogaml anerciless of all
Greek male deities, whereas this site was essigreahinine in influence,
coming under the patronage of Hera, wife of theagkeng Zeus. So the
Greeks had chosen this gentle setting, this saft teemquil grove. ... It
demonstrated their opinion of womanhood, their ideehat it should be.
This location, then, was a compliment to woman. dd¢oantably Sara felt a
tiny lump rise in her throat as she recalled helifigs on visiting the shrine
with Ralph. She recalled too, his question, spokéth undisguised
mockery. 'Has this place touched you? Or, if it, lzae you too proud and
arrogant to own to such weakness?' Lastly, Saraméared the feeling of
pain, as if something sharp had entered her heart.



Why had he taken her there? Was it so that shedAmitouched? - so that
she should learn her woman's place? Had he meattd be so affected by
the atmosphere that she would put aside her owtnkas of character,
realizing just how conflicting her nature was withat of what true
womanhood should be? Impatiently she shook offre#lections. These
flights of fancy were becoming a habit. Any suclsige of Ralph's would
have to stem from interest ... and Ralph had gomensiderable lengths to
impress upon her his complete lack of interest,amby in her as a woman
and a wife, but also in her movements and the wayhich she conducted
herself and her affairs.

' must admit,’ Duncan said, bringing an end torb#ections, 'that | thought
there was something funny about you. We've beetheuwhole of the day,
happy, | know, in each other's company, and yethauen't told me a thing
about yourself.’

‘Neither have you,' she countered.

"You know about my relatives - you've guessedd iwth my mother. What
made you take off your wedding ring?' he asked aftdight hesitation.

'l didn't think you would take me if you knew | wamsarried.'

"You're certainly right there," he exclaimed hotlynight be a bit of a rake,
as they say, but I've always fought shy of mamiednen!

'We've had a wonderful day, though,' she reminded fuite unperturbed
by his indignation. 'If | hadn't left my ring bekinve'd both have missed all
that.'

Duncan shook his head in bewilderment and agaimseééost for words.

'‘But is this the truth?' he said at length. "Yousliand doesn't mind your
going about with other men? What sort of a marel® h

'l don't go about with other men," she corrected without some heat. 'This
is the first time, and | did it because | was bdred



'‘Bored, after three months of marriage!' He eyadshspiciously. 'Sara, I've
an idea you're pulling my leg.’

'No such thing, but it's difficult for me to exptaiAfter all, you are a
stranger, and | shall probably never see you again—

'l must see you again, Sara, in spite of all thwgas bored too - always am
until I get myself a girl, for | spoke the truth el said Hayley and Manolis
are madly in love, and | do feel in the way when ¢ut with them on my

own. | thought we could make a foursome - no, S@wma;t say you're not
going to see me again.' He waited and as she renhailent he added, 'If, as
you state, your husband doesn't mind—! Oh, lorda Sgust can't believe

it! You're so beautiful, and so sweet. I'd be math \ealousy if you were

my wife - | wouldn't stand for it! What sort of aam is this you're married
to? He mustn't have much about him—' He reddeneatijrestantly became

apologetic. 'l shouldn't have said that, for obgiguyou must have some
feeling for him.’

'Meaning I'm not in love with him?' she queried,used.

"You can't be, otherwise you'd never have comenatlitme.' He turned to
her and his arm slid along the back of her seler@'s some mystery, isn't
there?' he said, an anxious look appearing ondeis. fDid you find you'd
made a mistake? Are you very unhappy?'

'l said it was difficult to explain, Duncan.' Saoke in tones of finality. 'l

can't talk about it, the matter must be droppetieant what | said about
your coming to dinner, and I'm quite willing to @dout with you while

you're here, but if you dislike the idea then we say goodbye now.'

‘No, | can't. You know | can't,’ he added on arlae note.

A smile came to Sara's lips. Men did seem to foltbes same pattern, she
mused. All indignation if you deceived them, allfsghteous, and the
pained expression right there on tap. Yet men eeater deceivers than
women would ever know how to be. Duncan, she kneayld have her
believe he was half in love with her, and thatfdut of her marriage was a
blow to him. Should she tell him she had read hinfiat she knew he was a



flirt and when this holiday was over he would prdipforget her, as he had
almost certainly forgotten a dozen or so othersigeher? No, there was
nothing to be gained by that, and he was nice,chligi would make

someone a tolerably good husband - though he wodbably begin to

indulge in his affairs after a time, while his wigéaved at home with the
children and the hundred boring jobs about the éowéhen would women
learn? she wondered.

'I'm an awful cynic,’ she murmured, and then gasgeadled little laugh as
she realized she had spoken her thoughts aloudl, DVecan, what is your
verdict?'

"You're so cool; you take my breath away.'
'My husband says I'm cool,’ she laughed. 'Well?"

'We'll go out for these three weeks," he decid&ugt. I'm going to accept your
invitation, for I'm very curious to have a looktats peculiar husband of
yours.'

After arranging to meet the following morning ate thirty, he dropped his
arm on to her shoulder and then drew her closehétsl bent towards hers,
and then he drew away again.

"You know, Sara, even though you're thoroughly &namn coming out with
me, I'm half afraid to kiss you. Will you slap nmgck, | wonder?’

Her fingers were on the handle of the door; sloidkd it towards her and the
next moment she was out of the car.

"You'll have to wait until tomorrow to find ouths laughed and, closing the
door, she turned and ran swiftly into the courtyaadare of a strange
lightness in her head, and a sort of dull throbbing

Ralph was in the sitting-room and he did not eManag up as Sara entered,
rather flushed and breathless. The way he ignoeedtought her anger to
the fore at once and she said pertly,



'I've been out." She sat down on a chair facingcthech. Ralph did not
appear to have noticed either her entry or her siotve been out!" she
repeated, far too loudly.

'l heard you the first time.'
'Don't you want to know where I've been?’

'l don't think so; I'm not particularly interestedlle turned a page of the
newspaper and then began to fold it, slowly anth wituriating care.

'I've taken you at your word and found myself afbepd!

‘That should make life more pleasant for you.' Afterusing the paper for a
few moments he put it down.

‘Are you unwell?' he asked, examining her flusteezk fcritically.

Her eyes blazed; she choked with fury ... and fatisin. Why frustration? A
heavy frown settled on her brow as she asked Hé¢nse¢lquestion. It wasn't
as if she cared that he had no interest in hergdoiShe preferred it that
way— Hadn't she told herself so, many times?

'‘No, I'm all right. I'm going out with him againrtmrrow. We're - we're
going off for the whole day.’

'Fine," he applauded. 'The change will do you ddee put up a hand to his
mouth, stifling a yawn. 'I'm for bed,' he smileding. '‘Good night, Sara,
sleep well. Er - shall | ask Martha to give youre&k in the morning - or
will you be up?' As her only reaction was to cast & glance of savage fury,
he turned on his heel and left the room. Sara fiten fam.

'I've asked him to the house, as you told me toke' @it out a hand to the
banister rail, steadying herself, for her legs warddenly rather weak. It
must be theouzo, she concluded in surprise. 'He's coming to dinner,
tomorrow.'



'‘Good. | might bring Adele - no, wait a minute - 'we made other
arrangements. Never mind, ask him another eveminggive me a little
more warning.' He was half way up the stairs whenshouted,

'Don't you care that I've got someone else?' Wiyytlsat? It must be the
ouzoagain.

‘Care?' Turning, he stood looking down at her ima@ment. 'Why should |

care? You don't mean anything to me. What an otdj tto say, Sara. |

thought we understood one another - and our pasitido, most certainly |

don't care. You go your way and | shall go mineas perfectly content with

my life before you came into it and I've no intentof making any changes
now.'

'‘We're married!" She felt as if the top of her heaste coming off and
everything was beginning to spin. 'We're marri&hHe stamped her foot.
'Do you hear?' Theuzocertainly did not agree with her. She must be dne o
those people on whom it had a depressing effeat, tdo her utter
consternation she knew she was on the verge «f.tBat even as dismay
flooded over her at the idea of allowing him to &g cry, she became
aware of his sudden interest, of his intense styudf his waiting, almost
expectantly, for something to happen. Sara blintegrdly. Never would
she let him see her weep. He had once told heohé&Mike to make her cry.
Well, he never would, never! He still waited, arat&knew instinctively he
had been waiting for her tears, waiting to gloat ameer, to laugh in her face
at his victory. How very disappointing for him; megr curved her own lips
at the thought of his disappointment.

'Married, yes,' he said quietly at last. ‘Marrietgiry to necessity. But our
marriage means nothing to either of us. | have &ddie went on
deliberately. 'And as I've already said, she'steeb&oman than you will
ever be.'

The impression she had just dismissed returned.oRoe again Ralph
appeared to be waiting, this time to see what effies heartless words
would have upon her.



'l hate you,' she said, so softly that it was anlyhisper. 'l shall always hate
you." She wobbled slightly, and seized the banistiéagain.

His dark eyes kindled, sweeping her a look of iséedisgust. Then he saw
her left hand, resting on the banister rail.

'Where's your wedding ring?' he demanded.
'l took it off - it doesn't mean anything, does A%trange silence and then
Sara repeated her question, her heart flutteritlgeimost odd sort of way as

she watched his expression.

'‘No," her husband agreed at last. 'No, Sara, yquite right, it doesn't mean
a thing.'

The next moment Sara was standing there alones wwarher lashes,
listening to the click of the latch as he closesibedroom door behind him.



CHAPTER SIX

ON opening her eyes the following morning Sara prdynpkosed them
again.

'Oh, my head I' A weight seemed to be pressing dawiner; she turned her
face into the pillow, releasing the pressure onliaek of her head, and as
this brought no relief she sat up, and placed éhgmphand on her temple.
Quzo... she had heard the expression before thatstankiller, but who
would have thought two small drinks would do tluser?

The time? Half-past eight. She couldn't go, thas a#hthere was to it. But
how was she to get a message to Duncan?

She managed to reach the bathroom and began te bathhead in cold
water. Not much improvement, but a little. Yes, ditefeel slightly better.

It was just after nine when she appeared in thengimroom. Ralph had
finished his breakfast but was still sitting at thble, reading a letter. He
glanced up, bade her a coolly polite ‘good morrangf then returned to his
letter. But as her appearance registered he glanpeagain, eyeing her
searchingly.

‘Thick head?' he asked, in tones that clearly iadblhat however she felt, it
served her right.

'l drank someuzo.'She sat down, but made no effort to touch theajrajp
set before her.

'How many did you have?'
'Only two.'

"Two?' Sceptically, as he picked up the coffeegmot began to refill his cup.
'Do you think | was born yesterday?"

Sara glared at him.



'It would have suited me," she flashed, 'if yolégter been born at all!’
'Don't be childish. How many did you have?'
"Two, | said! | didn't take thenezewith them.’

"You—? Have you no more sense than to take thadlylesuff without
eating at the same time? What was this young dadfayours doing to let
you?'

White-hot anger burned at his disparaging referémd2uncan, and also at
his helping himself to coffee and ignoring the féet her own cup required
filling. He would have been much more attentiveavieAdele who sat here
opposite to him.

'He advised me to take tineezeDo you mind passing the coffee?’

‘Certainly. My word, drink does have an effect @ulyl think you'd better
keep off it in future. Your temper's quite bad egiowvithout it." He passed
her the coffee pot and watched her as she hatifiler cup. 'Did | hear you
say you were going out today ?'

"You know very well you heard me say | was going'ou

'‘Be careful," he advised, his dark eyes kindlingremore warmly than hers.
'l told you about using that tone of voice to madA once warned you that
I'd make you smart. The fact that you're now myevdbesn't give you any
guarantee of safety, just the opposite, in fadgs'wbrds had no effect - at
least, they didn't have the desired effect. Thely kowever, bring her fury
to the point where she could almost have subjebied to a physical
onslaught. 'l expect you've changed your mind agoutg out,’ he said as
she remained silent. 'My advice to you is to gokbacbed for an hour or
two.'

‘Thank you for the advice, but I'm going out." $laelchanged her mind, but
his words and his manner provoked her to act calgleontrary to what
he advised. 'l please myself what | do!"



'If | decided you were to stay in,' he said quigtlyen you would stay in.'

'‘But you're not interested either way, are you?Zhallenge, and again he
turned the tables on her.

'l said you could go your own way if you were dessl;’ came the soft
reminder. 'Having too much to drink is scarcelyragtvith discretion.’

'I didn't have too much to drink!'

'Do you not remember what you said to me last Rigie¢ inquired, eyeing
her curiously. Try to think.’

She reddened and lowered her eyes. She had hopéadhéorgotten.
Reminding him that they were married; asking ifdi@n't care about her
boy-friend. Why had she said those things? shedas&eself, humiliation
flooding over her as she raised her head and samdtkery and contempt
in his eyes. If only she had not touched thazo!Never would she do so
again, not if it made her say things like that vahghe didn't mean, things
that must have given her husband the mistakentidgéshe wanted to make
him jealous. Jealous? That was the very last thinegdesired ...!

'l only had two,' she reminded him again, acceptiegsugar he handed over
to her.

‘That was obviously more than enough,’ he observelhing himself to
sugar before returning the basin to its little esiltray .on which it had stood,
along with the matching cream jug. 'I'll have ndenof mine coming home
in that state, so mark my words, just you take gafature.' 'Although both
his phrasing and his arrogant inflection broughtiemson stain of anger to
increase her already heightened colour, Sara'gtitewere concerned with
something else altogether. That cool disinterestivhe always adopted
towards her ... where was it now? Apparent ontinase, true, but for some
odd reason he looked to be seething underneatid @dne that he did care
what she did? But why should he? She had just amutuch value in his
life as Martha - less, probably, for Martha didegtst give some service for
her keep.



Returning her attention to what he had just saata$old him, haughtily,
that she would come home in any state she likedingd

"You told me to go my own way, and that's exacthaw shall do!

'l said only if you were discreet,’ he told her iagaand there was an
unmistakable menace in his voice as he turnediéisipg gaze upon her. 'l
won't allow you to defy me, Sara—'

‘Allow? Don't you dare use such a word to me,' stepped. Til have no
man speaking to me like that! | think you know mellvenough to be sure
I'll tolerate no form of dictatorship from any mdmsband or otherwise.'

The sudden compression of his lips warned her wehetpect, and although
she was ready for him, she was beginning to feetual to further conflict
by the sudden throbbing in her temples which wagisg all over again.
Unconsciously she put a hand to her head, and fosv blouded as she
thought of the time, and of Duncan waiting therdsmle the museum.
Whatever her husband had been about to say wasttemgas he watched
her little gesture, which savoured of dejectiond arstead he advised her
once again to remain at home and go back to bedriohour or two.
Stubborn and rebellious, in spite of her pain dedkinowledge that it would
be far more prudent to take his advice, Sara ogamdirmly stated that she
was going out.

‘All right, you've asked for it,' he returned indibly. "You'll stay in today
because | say you shall.'

She blinked, then stared at him, her whole bodwlbteng with rage. He held
her gaze for a long moment and then to her ch&gara was forced to lower
her eyes.

Nevertheless she was by no means beaten and dhaegantly,

'l think not. I've made a date and | mean to kéép i

'We shall see.’ Ralph picked up his letter andagdrat it again.



'How do you propose to keep me in?' she inquiessing her head and then
wincing with pain.

His eyes flickered up, to regard her quizzicalljooe he said,

'‘By locking up your clothes— Not very original,é¢"done it before. But it is
effective, and so very simple. | believe on anotieasion | remarked about
my preference for simplicity.'

'On that occasion you took me unawares.'

'‘And now you're forewarned? How will that help ybu?
Frankly she did not know, but never would she adimit
'Do you really believe you can keep me in ?'

'‘Go back to bed," he recommended, 'before | lostemyer.’

The room was spinning and again Sara put a hartwetdead. What a
dreadful feeling - and on two small drinks! By nete had no intention of
going out, but how was she to convince Ralph thatstayed in to please
herself, and not because he had made her do somilitent light still
flashed in her eyes, and he rose from his chagatleningly. 'How you do
persist in trying my patience! From the very figstcounter you've been
forced to do my bidding. What makes you think yan cesist me now? I've
said you're staying in, and that is what you stlallNow, go back to bed
before | decide to take you up there myself.'

'You'd have a difficult task!

'‘No doubt," he admitted, smiling grimly, and th&g you genuinely believe
your strength is a match for mine?'

No answer to this, for Sara felt almost too illsfpeak. And she no longer
cared that he should believe he had mastereddrall she wanted was the
bed beneath her and a sedative to take away the pai



'l go up,' she murmured weakly, and left theléab

Once in bed, she looked up at Ralph, who had bitdugtthe drug, and the
glass of water.

'Will you send a message to Duncan?' she asket. Wégting outside the
museum.'

'I'll send George. Now try to sleep this off - amdtch yourself next time.'

Strangely she took no exception to his tone, ascehénued to look up at
him. He was handsome, she thought, in spite ahtimerent harshness of his
features and the lawlessness in his eyes. A saftoasie to her and her
voice was rather childish as she said,

"You must be - a little bit interested in me, intspf what you say.'

'Must I? Why?' His tones were cool and crisp, bartaSspoke in the same
soft and childish voice.

"You must be interested to - to—' Good lord, simeost said 'make' '—to
want me to stay in, and you thought I'd be morefootable in bed.'

'So because of that you've reached the conclukatn have an interest in
you?' His black brows were raised; Sara knew, ledfiercontinued, that she
had made a terrible and humiliating mistake. 'Stoigisappoint you - that's
if you are disappointed, of course - but I'm afriaichve no more interest in
you than on the day | married you. No, Sara, | maaestay in merely to
assert my authority, not for any other reason vdetsr. You ask for it all
the time, for your attitude is arrogant and chajlag. I'd be as spineless as
your former fiance were | to allow you to overriohe. If you persist with
these challenges, then you must expect to be tgken them.' He shook his
head, and a hint of contempt touched the corndrsahouth. 'l don't care in
the least what you do, so long as you respect rinoaty. This you have not
yet learnt to do, despite repeated lessons. Neethesay, your life will be
far more pleasant once the last lesson has beeretéa



Sara closed her eyes; she wanted desperatelylbadkt but she lacked the
strength. All she said was,

'Will you ask George to tell Duncan to come to @inthis evening? | don't
feel like dining alone.’

'l see he gets the message,’ her husband rettaatmly and, going over to
the window, he drew the curtains together, shuttmithe sun's bright glare
which had been falling on the bed. Then, sileritly)eft the room.

It was a blistering day, with the sun high in audtess sky and a
temperature of a hundred and two. Ralph was Iywregdeck chair, under the
shade of the vines; Sara was also in a deck ahé&iritting bag lying by her

side. George brought them out fruit drinks and Saeas sipping hers,

listening to the chirp of the cicadas and the bafiming of the bees, busy
in the borders and bushes all around.

She had just told Ralph of her intention of in\gtimer new friends to dinner
the following evening, and he sat up, removingdus glasses and looking
at her in surprise.

‘Three of them, you say?'

'‘Duncan and his sister and her husband. Hayleg Inexe, with Manolis.
He's Greek and they've only recently come to liv®lympia. Duncan's on
holiday, for three weeks, and we've all been gairggind together.’

His eyes widened.

'You've all been together? | thought it was onlg young man you were
with. You didn't mention the others.'

A wan smile hovered on her lips. Rarely did shesteehance to talk to him,
for he was either busy in the tiny room he callexdstudy, or he was out.



‘They're very nice people,’ she said, and, withisifwness wholly out of
character. 'You'd like them, Ralph, if you - if yoappened to be staying in
tomorrow evening?'

He shook his head, and with a tiny sigh Sara retdreher knitting bag.

'What explanation have you given for this odd retahip of ours?' he
wanted to know, his gaze fixed curiously upon Herey must wonder that |
allow you to run around with someone else.'

'Must you use that word?' she asked, piqued, bhétsurprise, not angry.
‘After all, it doesn't really apply. You don't alane to do anything. 1 do as |
please.’

'Only by virtue of my leniency," he said in someus@ment. "The sooner you
accept the position as it really is, the soondre-4ooner you will begin to

feel more content." Why the hesitation? Sara wadléWhat had he been
about to say before pulling himself up in time? $beld not question him,

for obviously he would not enlighten her; in anyseahe was already
speaking again. 'You'll be wise to face up to #et that should | decide |
don't like the idea of your running around with smme else then - and I'm
guite serious about this - then you definitely womh around with someone
else— You can shake your head as much as you fikeadded, 'but you

know, deep down, that | shall be the one to havewy way, not you.'

Anger rising, in spite of an odd determination émain calm, to allow no
dissention to spoil this pleasant hour, Sara muechguiveringly,

'If my father could hear you, a Lingard, speakiagrte like this he would
insist on my leaving you.'

From somewhere in the distance came the echo ldrehis laughter. They
were playing on the hillside, gathering wild floweiprobably. As if the
sound reminded her of something, Sara opened theduk out the garment
she was knitting, and began to count the rows.

‘That feud? Don't you think it's time it was forggt?'



Ralph said. 'l do.'

It's a pity you didn't have that idea three morabs,' she retorted. 'We'd
both have been far better off.’

'l agree; but there's nothing to be done aboubvt,rso we'll just have to
make the best of it.'

On that she made no comment, merely continuingaaicthe rows, holding
aloft the garment as she did so.

"You won't be in, then, tomorrow evening?' she gakeat last, not at all
conscious of the hint of disappointment in her goic

''ve made other arrangements.' Finality in thhg knew; nevertheless, he
appeared to be watching her closely, examiningfées ... searching for
something. Was it her reaction to his words? Sdme&l shook slightly.
Always she had the impression that her husbandag&eng for something
- but what? Would she ever know? Beginning to lshig instantly became
aware of Ralph's laughing eyes and the irreprassjbiver of his lips. She
caught her breath. There was something devastatatighctive about him.

‘To an outsider walking in on us we must appear agstnhappy and
domesticated couple. How deceptive appearancdsetaind he added, on
an odd inflection, "You gave me to understand yiom'tibelieve in having
babies.'

'For myself | don't,’ she affirmed. 'At least, hot particular about them. But
this is for a friend of mine, Valerie - you and ktrafter her wedding,' she
could not help adding maliciously.

He merely grinned at that and said,

‘You're a surprising girl, Sara.'

'Surprising? Why? | should have thought you'd Haaened all there was to
learn about me by this time.’



'I've learned very little, from what | can see.ri&l/er have believed you'd go
to all this trouble - on the contrary, | could invag your going to the most
expensive shop, buying the most expensive presemt,sending it off,
adopting the easiest way, as it were."

'For some of my friends I'd do just that,' she dtidi 'But Val wouldn't like
it at all. She's so sentimental. All her baby dbsthwill be hand-made, if |
know Val.'

'‘And you?' he queried. 'Would you knit for your ®vAgain he watched her
closely, noting the flush that rose to her cheeks.

'‘As there isn't now the remotest possibility of imgving children, the
guestion doesn't arise, so why talk about it?'

'‘No, you're quite right, the question doesn't aride changed the subject,
reverting to the dinner tomorrow evening, and agkirshe intended doing
anything herself, or was it all to be left to Martdind George. 'l can't see you
soiling your hands with housewifely chores,’ heashdn the familiar note
of cool sarcasm, not unmixed with contempt.

' might arrange the flowers," came her swift aamtl tejoinder. ‘And | might
just decide to set the table.’

Ralph did stay in, after all, but he went out earln the day and returned
with Adele. Sara was put out by this, wondering wer friends would
think. It was not so much Duncan's reaction thattited her, nor even his
sister's, but she knew instinctively that Manoliswd look askance at the
idea of Ralph's inviting his girl-friend to the dier party. But as it suddenly
struck Sara that there was no reason to believerenwould guess who
Adele was, she realized her anxiety was unfounded.

Adele looked adorable in a white cotton dress,velless and high at the
neck. Her dark hair shone, and fell loosely ondgoshoulders. She merely
nodded to Sara and then she and Ralph went obetgarden and sat in a
secluded corner under the trees, and Sara dideeoth&m again until tea
time.



The three of them had tea together, on a smak tabdler the shade of the
vines. Determined neither to be left out of thevasation, nor to be made
to feel an intruder, Sara endeavoured to keepliwpls chatter, but her task
proved too difficult, owing to her husband's givihig whole attention to
Adele, and eventually Sara lapsed into silencefurgirising slowly within
her. To make matters worse, Sara could not helpésgtruck by the charm
of manner which Adele extended towards her loved Aer conviction that
this charm was wholly natural and spontaneous deordy to increase
Sara's anger, although search as she would, shd fautangible reason for
this.

At first Adele seemed to forget to be condescentbmgrds Sara, but after a
short while her manner became cool to the poimidéness and Sara soon
found herself practically ignored as the other lgatked in the attentions of
the man who so obviously adored her. Ralph's ameiserend apparent
satisfaction at the way Adele treated his wife cadged fuel to the fire and,
choosing an opportune moment, when she could lehgm without
appearing to have been driven away, Sara excussélhand made her
escape to the house. One of these days, she fgirednd Adele would be
alone - and then she would show her!

Her friends arrived early and the moment Hayley Addle set eyes on one
another they uttered exclamations of surprise afigitt. For they had been
quite good friends when, before her marriage, Hajlad worked in the
offices of a shipping line in Athens. Adele hadoalorked there, but when,
a few months after meeting Manolis, Hayley had radrand gone to live in
Piraeus, they had lost touch, though at first tthieycorrespond for a while.

'Oh, this is wonderful" exclaimed Hayley, givingdéle a little hug.

'‘Manolis darling, you remember Adele?' She intr@dllser to Duncan who,
it seemed, held her hand far too long and far tghbtly. Then Manolis

smiled at Adele and took her hand, bowing solemamyg saying how
pleased he was to see her again. 'Just imaginenggeu here!' Hayley was
scarcely able to contain her pleasure at this ueeiep meeting with her old
friend. 'Sara, how is it you've not mentioned Adi&leus? You said you
hadn't made any friends yet.'



She's no friend of mine, thought Sara, far fronapésl at the turn of events.
It looked very much as if Adele were to have thiergton of the entire
company. Biting her lip, Sara could not help dwegjlion her life before
coming to Greece. Always it had been she who haaciéd attention, who
had enjoyed popularity and been in great demanel c8aght her husband's
eye, saw the glint of satisfaction there, andHelt temper rise. But almost
immediately all anger seemed to wane, outweighea lgtally different
emotion. Remorse? Not exactly ... but rather an smit of admission that
her resentment of Adele was misplaced, was songetfiwhich she should
be thoroughly ashamed. Honest enough to own tlmatekentment of Adele
had its basis only in that the older girl was Ragood friend, Sara was all
at once staggered by the revelation that she hadgho to resent that
friendship. It had been strong long before she Ratph had even met.
Moreover, it was a friendship founded on love, whilhatever relationship
existed between Sara and her husband was foundedterand contempt.
Ralph had offered her marriage, to save her fathiée,; or rather, to prolong
it. A sacrifice it must have been, marrying a worharcould never hope to
love, burdening himself, giving up his freedom.tBone of it would have
happened if only he'd kept out of my affairs,’ 8f@ught, her anger starting
to simmer again as she discovered that all thessngs were actually
beginning to have a chastening effect on her. \Wasbecoming soft? Not
she! And yet a change was most certainly coming bege...

Standing there, Sara felt Duncan's eyes upon lteslaa looked at him. He
transferred his gaze to Ralph, and his surpriseapasrent; obviously he
had expected her husband to be a rather weak-vijtpl of man who had
no control whatsoever over his wife's movementsa $ad to smile at his
expression and as she caught Ralph's eyes herlsmide into a laugh. He
responded, as for once their minds were in harmoagr he whispered,

'Did you deliberately deceive him? - tell him | wassother Roddy?' And
when she shook her head, rather vigorously, 'I'm atoall convinced.
Perhaps | shall punish you by forbidding any furthalivanting about with
him.'

'‘But then | might object to your - affair,’ she otered tartly.



'Object by all means, if it will make you happyeg hresponded cheerfully,
and then, 'lt's as well | know you, Sara, otherdidsay | detected a hint of
jealousy in those words.'

Jealousy! The inevitable retort rose to Sara's bps before she could utter
it Adele, suddenly aware that Ralph was givingwaite a little attention,
promptly diverted him, claiming his attention hdfsand at the same time
throwing Sara a glance that plainly told her thatpR was all hers.

Later, however, when dinner was over and they \a#rsitting together in
the other room, Ralph became deeply involved inveosation with
Manolis. They knew each other by sight, and noweapgd to have a good
deal in common, for Manolis's business was theytidn of olives, and his
groves were not far from Ralph's, in the fertiléevaf Messenia where, in
addition to the large black olives, fruit was aggown.

Altogether the dinner party was a huge succesh, wgither Hayley nor her
husband suspecting the truth about Ralph and ADeiecan, however, was
watchful the whole evening, and several times Sawa him frowning to
himself. Perhaps it was because Ralph's attituwdartts Adele was guarded,
or it could have been that Hayley would never sasper friend of having
an affair. On their departure, however, Ralph'slelattention was instantly
centred on Adele and Sara decided to go straigtedo She bade them good
night and had just reached the door when she hedetké asking Ralph to
bring in her suitcase from the car. Unable to belieer ears, Sara turned,
staring at them in turn as, for a moment, she h#idudty in framing her
words.

'‘Adele is - staying the night ?'

‘Naturally," came the crisp reply from Ralph. 'és too late to take her
home now.’

'‘But. ..Sara could not take it in. She had knovaturally, what was between

them, had accepted her own position as an outsidesomehow the whole

affair had seemed rather vague and unreal. Andwhatbecause she had
never allowed her imagination to spread, or heugins to dwell too deeply

on what went on between her husband and Adeleth&iinformation that



Adele was staying the night gave the whole affaingpect of reality. Why
should she care if Adele stayed the night? Had sthged on other
occasions? She must have done, and yet once amaihe8 the presence of
something she did not understand.

'Yes, Sara, you were going to say something?' Ralipped an arm around
Adele's waist as they stood there, obviously wgitor Sara to depart so that
they could slip into each other's arms.

'N-no - no, nothing --'

Adele's sweet and rippling laugh rang out as Sftdale room and echoed
in her ears long into the night, as she lay themaple to sleep.

What would Martha and George think? They had knawout Adele, for

Sara recalled their odd glances when Ralph hadgbtduome a wife. Had
Adele stayed here before? she asked herself agadrthis time Sara found
herself unable to believe that she had.

What an odd situation in which to find herself. Be lying here, and her
husband in there, with. ... In the end Sara goamg went downstairs to
make herself a drink. Why should she mind? It wasnthough she wanted
Ralph herself. Adele was welcome to him! No, it wlas ignominy of her
own position. That she should be treated like thasMalvern! Well, she
wouldn't stand for it; tomorrow she would haveut avith him. He was not
going to humiliate her like this!

They were having breakfast when she entered thengdimoom the
following morning and she felt slightly embarrasssdshe took her place at
the table.

'‘Good morning,' she said stiffly after a while, fagither appeared to know
she was there.

'‘Good morning, Sara.' Smiling serenely, and wittemyt evidence of shame,
Adele looked at her with a wide and frank expressi€an | pass you
anything?'



Sara ignored her, and indignation swept over hehasvatched thenthey
should be feeling uncomfortable, not she; but extdhey were laughing
and chatting together with neither showing any sifawkwardness at her
presence. Brazen, they were - without an atom béasy between them!
Sara felt quite sick and, unable to eat anythihg, lsft them within two or
three minutes of sitting down. A strange silencecdaded on them as she
rose, and it did seem to Sara that Ralph was abouake some inquiry as to
why she had not eaten any breakfast, but she gaved opportunity for
doing so.

On her way to her room, Sara passed the spare tberdpor was open and
glancing in, Sara saw Martha stripping the bed.

'What are you doing?' she asked, her eyes flicgestirangely.
'Miss Adele - she go home today, so | take offsheets.’
'Miss Adele slept in here?’

'Why, yes, madam.’

Sara swallowed hard.

'Has she stayed here before?' The question cantartiys for Sara had the
greatest difficulty in asking it. Martha's eyes opé wide.

'No, madam, because there was no wife as - whgbdsay? - chaperone.
Oh, no, it would not be right!"

With a deep and lingering sigh, Sara went to henrto collect her handbag
and sun glasses; half an hour later she was meBumgan outside the
museum and they began to discuss how they shoattigpe day.

'Manolis and Hayley want a rest,' Duncan saidywsioe on our own. Do you
mind?'



‘Not at all.' They walked the short distance to igle@uncan had left the car,
having decided to take the road to the west antlascouple of towns on the
coast.

The road was fairly busy, for it was the heightlad tourist season, but the
ride was enjoyable, for they passed through sontleeoprettiest country in
the Peloponnese. They made stops at the tiny g8lagd sometimes left the
car to walk around, under the shade of the trees.

'Men riding their donkeys,' Sara said disparagiragigl with some heat, 'and
the women weighed down with those baskets on tieads. Oh, it makes
me so mad! Why do they stand for it?' Two womenexaimat her, then went
on their way, their baskets overflowing with fraitd vegetables.

'It's their way of life," Duncan answered mildlydbn't expect the women
mind.'

'‘But men are always on about their superior sttengthy then don't they
carry the burdens ?'

'Well, if they can get away with it | don't altoget blame them,' Duncan
grinned, steering Sara towards a little cafe. 1Shalstop for a drink?'

'So long as it's natuzo,'she returned. 'l never want to see the stuff dgain

They sat outside, under the shade of a plane théieking coffee and

watching the passers-by. There were the donkeggdhts, the carts laden
with fruit or straw or even twigs of some sort. Atpthe rough unpaved
village street a black bull was tethered to a tard in the roadway hens
scratched about for food. Two geese seemed abodtatw near, then

changed their minds and went off to join the heiting on a doorstep

across from the cafe was an old woman, dressegtlgniti black. She had a
pestle in her hand and she grinned toothlesshea twhile at the same time
pounding away at whatever substance lay in theanort her knee. Sara
looked at her and shuddered. Then her fair head kaigh, just as on that
day when, up by the abbey ruins of St. Hilda at 84hishe had declared
that she would have died rather than enter sla\&mg. would do the same
again. Yes, she would rather die than be that wammanthere. That slave....



'What a life!" she said, noticing that Duncan'sribn was also held by the
spectacle across the way. 'What has she to livetélir me that? Her
husband's in the locghverna,with his friends, drinking and talking. They
never do anything, these Greek men, except loungetall day.'

"You do feel strongly about it!" Duncan brought iee to Sara, and she saw
the amusement in his eyes. 'I'll bet they are quotgented with their lot.'

'‘Because they've known nothing else!'

'It was like that in England once.’

'Women won't ever learn,” snapped Sara disgustédiity do they let
themselves be stamped in the ground like that. EJehbeen born a Greek
| wouldn't stand for it. I'd show my husband thabuld hold my own!" ‘Do
you show your husband that you can hold your oww?che asked
curiously and, without giving her time to answkesomehow don't think you
do, Sara. | had quite a surprise when | saw himy @des he let you out like
this ? Is he not in love with you at all ?'

'What do you mean, at all?"

'It's obvious that he isn't madly in love with yatherwise you wouldn't be
here with me." Sara returned her gaze to the oldamoand he went on after
a while, 'Are you in love with him, Sara?'

‘That's too personal a question,' she objectad: dlready told you, it's
difficult to explain.’

'It wasn't a normal marriage, evidently.'
'‘No, Duncan, it wasn't a normal marriage.'

'‘Adele ... where does she come in? You said yowhbadfriends and your
husband had his. Is Adele ...?"

'Is she what?"



Duncan shrugged.

'‘Obviously she isn't your bosom friend, otherwiea'g have mentioned her,
so | presume she's a friend of your husband. Anemnwdhmarried woman
becomes friendly with a married man, there's omlg conclusion to draw.'

Slowly Sara's head came round; she stared at Duspeechlessly for a
while, as the significance of this news impressgelfiupon her mind.

'‘Adele is married? How do you know?'

'Hayley told me. She was married very young; seépdraow, has been for
over a year.'

So that was why they had not married! That waseheon, and not, as Sara
had concluded, because Ralph did not particuladptwnarriage. And as
the truth flashed across her mind Sara gave a gug/kttle sigh. Only now
would she admit the truth. Somewhere away in theeieesses of her mind
there had been bora the hope that one day Ralpldworiof Adele, tire of
her because he did not love her deeply enough b nvarriage.

Now that hope would never materialize, for Ralphuidanot tire of Adele.
His love did go deep. And Sara could see why henodaninded too much
about giving up his freedom. It meant nothing tmhit was useless, for the
girl he loved was not free. The tumult within hemnwas far different from
those familiar bouts of fury; her whole body seereedulfed in despair. But
she did not love Ralph, she could not, she tolddiemn spite of this despair.
He was one of the hated Lingard tribe; he would lbover his wife, would
bring her to the depths of subjugation. She m@tsn love with him. ... And
in any case, he would never love her. He hateddasgdised her, he felt the
utmost contempt for her. Why should she even hawesidered the
possibility of his ceasing to care for Adele, aarhing his affections to his
wife? 'l don't want him to do so, anyway, so why labothering my head
with it?’



As it was not too late when they arrived back, Slavded Duncan in for a
drink. George served them, glancing covertly at ramd, no doubt,
wondering what sort of people these were for whemvbrked.

'He doesn't approve,’ Duncan grinned, taking umlass. 'But | expect it's
all right for the master of the house to indulgéimaffairs with the opposite
sex.'

'l don't know why you should think Ralph is haviag affair with Adele,’
she returned, on a faintly indignant note.

"Your pride's hurt? But you do know, don't you, &4gust exactly what's
going on? You've been married three months, you Bay he know her
before then?"

Sara nodded, and a very strange sensation crephexé/Nould ."she have
married Ralph if she had known about Adele in tingt place? Could it

possibly be that, subconsciously, she had expéctbd the only woman in

his life? But no, for had not Alex said that Ralphs fond of his women?
What senseless thoughts! She had no desire whatelerthe only woman

in Ralph's life, never had. His statement that@hdd go her way and that
he would go his had met with her entire approvalditit she always wanted
a marriage where she would answer to no one bsetemHadn't she always
declared she would be at no man's beck and call?

'Yes," she murmured at length, holding her glagstitia between her
fingers, 'they were friends before he met me.

'Why did you marry him?'

The question took her by surprise, and yet sheblead half expecting it all
day.

'l can't answer that.'
'‘Are you going on like this for the rest of youiel' he asked, eyeing her

curiously. 'You're so sweet, Sara, and it seemsoallrong that you're not
happy.'



Sweet ... ? Not the way Ralph would describe lst,the reverse. What was
her real nature? She was hard and rebellious, allwagl been. A fighter,
like all the Malverns, a fighter able to hold hemoin any combat- Hold her
own? Not with Ralph, though. Her resolutions hadegseriously awry in
her tussles with him, for he had spoken the trutemhe had said that right
from the first he had forced her to submissionneéeugh several ruses had
been employed in the process. Anger threatenedr® dip, and she spoke
quickly, thrusting this emotion away.

'I'm not unhappy,' she denied, and lifted her glad®er lips.
'Why did you agree to this flirtation?'

'It's not a flirtation!"

A laugh, then, and a slight shrug.

‘Call it what you will, but it's been a diversiaorfyou, a bit of excitement to
brighten up a dull and boring life.’

'You're very astute.' She drank again, this tineptie

'One doesn't require much intelligence to makeesglike that." He moved
from his chair and took possession of the placedbeser on the couch.
'Why can't that diversion go a little further?'rharmured softly, slipping an
arm around her. 'Must it stop at kissing?'

‘Tell me," she said, in a calm and even tone, 'vdo&s it profit one to
indulge in that kind of diversion?'

‘Nothing's lost. The time is lived.’

'Men puzzle me. That would be only temporary. Ituldothen become a
memory - a not particularly pleasant memory.'

"You're not very flattering, | must say! How do y&oow it won't be a
pleasant memory?'



She had to laugh, although her thoughts were serMen did puzzle her -
with these temporary diversions, as they calleanth€ Sara there was
nothing to be gained, for one had to live with guMen, though, knew no
guilt. The moment was lived, as Duncan said, aed thwas forgotten.

'l still can't see any sense in it.’

'Sense? Of course there's no sense in it. Who watiigk of sense at a time
like that!" She laughed again and felt his armteghas it slipped from her
shoulder to her arm. 'You're an enigma, Sara. Stenmcand independent in
many ways, and yet so old-fashioned. And that husled yours - there

must be a most odd insensibility in him not to wiandliscover more about
you. You, too, seem quite immune to his attractiofws there is something
attractive about him. Don't you ever get the desinmake him notice you?
Aren't you ever jealous of this Adele?"

She hadn't that much interest, she told hersetftdouner annoyance she
became aware of a feeling of melancholy, and wbeaking her glass and
placing it on the table, Duncan drew her into hisig she offered no
resistance. He kissed her, with increasing fervand, she responded after a
while and he became exultant.

'l knew I'd break you down,' he asserted. 'Sara'rg®o beautiful.’

Quite abruptly, Sara dragged herself from his ee®r@nd, rising, stood
looking down at him, feeling, strangely for hethex sorry for him. Had she
led him on? However, he accepted defeat and laugbdek rose and once
again drew her into his arms.

'‘Good night, Sara," and then, 'l still think yowargreat girl. Your husband
must be crazy.'



CHAPTER SEVEN

SHE did not offer to see him out, and she was s@hding in the middle of
the room when her husband walked in. Sara blinkédtha wondering what
was wrong. She had seen him in some nasty mootiseber before had she
seen an expression such as this on his face.

'What the devil do you mean by letting that fellavake love to you?' he
demanded, his dark eyes blazing as he advancettyawbn her. 'And here,
in front of the window, in view of everyone!'

Sara stepped back, but his hand shot out and gripgewrist.

'Let go of me!" She began to struggle, but as hstgghtened, slowly and
cruelly, she desisted, though her eyes blazedlantiftied her other hand as
if to strike him. He knocked it down and her fungieased. 'What business
is it of yours what | do? | please myself, that wlaes arrangement—' Her
glance shifted from his face to the window. It vegen slightly, but not the
hint of a breeze entered the room. The curtainsnoadheen drawn across,
but outside all was blackness except for the deepl@ of the sky. 'As for
anyone seeing - who is there to see, tell me that!"

'l saw you! And listened!
'Listened? There was nothing said that | need barasd of.'
His thin lips curled.

'‘Because you're shameless. | expect his persuasemes't at the right time.
You were expecting me at any moment.'

At that her hand did come up, and a red mark b&g&umse with the darker
crimson already in his cheeks. For a space he dstdmvn at her
incredulously, unable to take in what had happered then a snarl
touched his lips and all the savagery of the Lidgazeemed to be let loose
as, grasping her other arm, he shook her untiiinedif became breathless.



‘Just you ever dare to do that again,' he thredtdagkly, still grasping her
arms. 'And just you dare to see that fellow agaamd by God you'll not
forget it!"

'l shall see him!" The defiance was still in evidenbut Sara was trembling
from head to foot. Never had she expected a raatike that. But with a
flash of memory she once again saw his face, aaddite menace in his
voice as he told her what he would have done haaddaikeed in upon that
scene aboard th®cean BelleYes, he would assuredly have killed her,
without thought of the consequences. A shudder lmihgith her trembling
and he said, in a harsh and hateful tone,

'Frightened you at last, have 1? Take warning; liyget more than this the
next time—'

'Frightened me?' she interrupted, loath to give ki@ satisfaction of
knowing that he had in fact scared her a littl@uXould never frighten me!
I'm not afraid of any man!" And her fair head ldfteshe forgot her trembling
and the pain of her wrist as she faced him, hetrifared. 'No man will
ever make me afraid, or tell me what to do. | shidase myself, and I'll see
Duncan just whenever | like!"

'‘Not while I'm your husband you won't." His voiceasvquieter, more
controlled and, strangely, more menacing. 'lt'swgh that you don't see
him again, and you'll observe my wish.’

Sara managed to twist herself free, speechless fwmithas she saw the
marks he had left on her arms and wrist. A Lingardo that! If her father
could know. She would only have to write and tathhand he would insist
on her coming home again. Home ... away from teiestable throwback
from that villainous tribe of Lingards. She couldlystare at him, for her
anger was still choking her, preventing speech.

And then two things impressed themselves upon hed.niis attitude of
waiting, as on other occasions when he had appéansédit ... waiting for
what? she asked herself again. And secondly, affak blye more important,
he had reminded her, for the very first time, th@atvas her husband. Never
before had the word left his lips. Because it wasngportant? - because it



had meant nothing to him? Why mention it now? Ard/whould he be so
furiously angry at seeing her in Duncan's arms? Vékgal any emotion at
all when it was he himself who had declared, magpletically, that they
should go their separate ways? Was there any cband&etween this anger
and the reminder that he was her husband?

She shed her fury completely, and as she did strédrabling increased, for
no apparent reason that she could see. Her lipbtegintoo, and a strange
peace entered into her. She no longer felt lika $&alvern. She felt, to her
utter astonishment, just what she was - Ralph Latigavife. Her lovely
eyes were glowing with a new and tender light &scsimtinued to look up at
him, Adele was forgotten, his dastardly act in attishg her was forgotten,
and all their conflicts lost substance as she saiuskiness replacing the
familiar hard metallic tones of her voice, 'Ralplif.l promise not to see him
again—' 'You'll throw out no ultimatums to me," bat in wrath- fully.
You'll keep away from him because | order you acsd!

Order. ... In spite of her new and tender feeliagger threatened to choke
her again. But by some remarkable effort of wik slontrolled herself and
said,

'l don't know why you should be so angry - when gaud | could go my
own way. Is it because - because ...?" How coutdpstiase the question?
Supposing she were wrong? Before she had timertk #my more about it,
however, he was speaking, in the same dictatammedd, his dark eyes hard
and cold as steel.

'‘Must | keep reminding you that although | did say could go your own
way, it was only on the condition that you werecdegt? You haven't been
discreet—'

'Is that the only reason for your anger? - becgosedon't think I've been
discreet?' There was a plea in her voice, of whkluh herself was scarcely
aware; it went unnoticed by her husband.

'What other reason could there be? Certainly I'gryahecause of your lack
of discretion - and I'm forbidding you to see tfedlow again.’



That was too much. She would not tolerate that sbdictatorship. Any
disappointment she felt at his reply to her questias submerged by the
fury rising within her. Why, for one moment, hacestven given a thought
to the possibility of an understanding between thé&wen had he wanted it,
she would be out of her mind to agree, for it wadent that he would never
be satisfied unless he had her completely subdilesl Lingards could not
help themselves; they were all the same. And wkates was there in
throwing over one brother for his dictatorial tendies and taking on
another who was even worse? Yes, she would certagnbut of her mind to
contemplate such folly as that.

'If you can go about with Adele then | can go abwitih Duncan, and | shall,
for just as long as he's here!' Her head was higiheyes sparkling defiantly.
"You can do your worst, but I shall still go my oway!

‘Then it will be to your cost,' he said betweentkesth. 'l warned you you
hadn't seen the worst of me - but you will, if ydisregard my wishes over
this, so watch your step. As for Adele, I'll thaydu to keep her name out of
it!" And before she could think of anything to da/was gone.

Although on the surface Ralph appeared to have idemte in the
effectiveness of his threats, he must have expected attempt at defiance,
for he remained at home the following day, and wlieessed and ready to
go out, Sara came downstairs, he was waiting for Haturally a battle
ensued, but Sara had no option but to capitulaenvi®alph threatened to
use force if she made the slightest move to leagd&duse. She was furious,
saying that the moment he went out she would dsénee. He did not go
out, and when, later, Duncan called to see whatwasg he was met at the
door by Ralph and sent away, being told politelyflsmnly not to call again.
Although fuming over this Sara refrained from cagsa scene, mainly
because she saw only defeat for herself on becomuaved in another
battle of wills with her husband, and also, aswhs now on friendly terms
with Hayley, she was naturally reluctant to do aimng that would be likely
to injure that friendship. So she let Duncan gdhaiit making any further
arrangements to see him. However, Ralph arrangetti@ndinner party the
evening before Duncan left Olympia, and again & @wanost pleasant affair.
This time Ralph took Adele home, even though théydaoke up later than
on the previous occasion.



During the evening Duncan managed to have a whadpsord with Sara,
asking her what went wrong.

'Ralph saw us through the window, and heard us."

'Lord, did he? Was there an unholy row?"'

‘There was a row, certainly,’ she admitted withiatfshiver at the memory.
'‘And he forbade you to see me again?"

‘Yes.'

"You should thank me, then, for making him jealbus.

'He wasn't jealous, just mad because | left theams open.’

'‘No, Sara, he was jealous.' A pause and then,|'Btedl you something?’
Sara looked inquiringly at him and waited for horcontinue. 'Hayley won't
have it that there's anything between Ralph andeAde

You told her there was?' she exclaimed frowningfyau shouldn't have

done that, Duncan. She'd never have guessed, leeshasconcluded that
Adele was my friend, and I've said nothing to tbetcary— Oh, | wish you

hadn't!

'I'd no option. She wanted to know how it was yoeravable to go about
with me all the time. | just hinted at what youalds- about having your
friends and your husband having his. Then afterdin@er party | said

something about it looking as if Adele was his sgeftiend and Hayley

jumped down my throat, saying Adele wasn't a dk¢ Ithat at all." He

paused as he caught Ralph watching him, but coedimfter a moment or
two. 'There's some mystery about the whole busjitegs/ou can't ever get
anything out of Hayley. If anyone tells her anythin confidence then it's
locked away for ever.'

'She hasn't told you anything at all, except tha¢la's married?'



‘Nothing.' He grinned faintly at her. 'And you'reclam, too, about your
reason for marrying Ralph, so I'm in a hotbed ostagy, chewing my nails
with frustration. Women! And | always thought thegillowed in gossip.'

'Perhaps Hayley will tell me about Adele,’ Saramuned, not having taken
much notice of Duncan's last words.

‘Not on your life! I've told you, with my sistercanfidence is a confidence;
she's always been like that.’

Adele had suggested they had some music and novargh&®alph were
pushing the furniture against the walls, with Hayleelping them. Then
Hayley and Manolis were in the centre of the flomgving in a rather
indolent fashion, their cheeks touching.

"You know,' said Duncan with a frown, 'it's sickegiwhen a couple are as
much in love as they are.' But Sara was watchiriglRavho was smiling at
Adele, and Sara waited for him to take her in lmimsa But suddenly he
became aware of his wife's interest and with alqword to Adele he
walked over to her.

'Shall we dance, Sara?' Without waiting for an arskae reached for her
hand and pulled her to her feet. As she rose sight®uncan's eye, saw the
lid come down in a slow and deliberate wink befsihe was swung away
and her feet began to move in time to the music.

Picking up her knife, Sara slit the envelope. Tétgel was from Valerie,
who would be describing the delights of marriagee hew house, the
nursery with the toadstool and fairy wallpaper, ¢bethat her husband was
making with his own strong hands. 'We couldn't hare of those
mass-produced things,' Valerie had said in herédistr. ‘Not forour baby.'
Sara had smiled, but knew she was glad for Val&he.was happy and that
was all that mattered. It was of no matter thaBS&ra herself such a life
would be intolerably dull.



The present letter was almost a duplicate of thst, laut for some
unaccounable reason Sara read it with much mageestt and an odd sense
of loss seemed to be creeping slowly tiver her.@@he¢he letter down at last,
but remained lost in thought as, reaching for tast, she put a piece on her
plate and began to butter it. Her thoughts were natv Hayley, and she
saw her, glowing with health and happiness, as tiay stood, high on
Mount Kronion, after climbing up there together onerning last week.

It was almost a fortnight since Duncan's deparamek Sara had for the most
part drifted back into the bored routine she hadueed before he came,
briefly, into her life. But now she had Hayley, whas fast becoming her
good friend. Sara called about twice a week ang theuld take a walk
together, and on a couple of occasions they hathkdat a small cafe in the
village. A simple diversion, and yet Sara knew ihatas real pleasure she
experienced, and not relief from boredom. No daldaiut it, a change was
coming over her. Was it Greece, and Olympia in ipalgr that was
responsible for the change? Never would she hakevbd the simple life
would satisfy her. But it did. And having Hayley sva delight in itself, for
she had begun to think she would never even havegdportunity of making
a friend. As for Manolis he was always polite, lwyt nature grave and
deep-thinking; his disapproval of Sara's ways wasdeat. He was disgusted
that she should go about as she did with Duncad.9Ha been married to a
Greek, he once said in a voice of stern admonitios, would never have
been allowed. This had caused Sara to give mcegateth to her friend, to
examine Hayley with a new interest. As Duncan haid,sshe and her
husband were very deeply in love. Did Hayley nomhanibeing kept under,
then? Kept under ...? Sara frowned. If Manolisdbdhinate his wife it was
not noticeable. Perhaps he was one of those soige she thought, her
eyes narrowing. But in any case, Hayley sparklde basked in her
husband's adoration, and gave freely in return. \Wés the perfect
marriage? Hayley was deliriously happy, no doulihat.

Sara glanced up as her husband came in and satapipesite to her.
'‘Good morning, Sara. Sleep well?"

She nodded and frowned. Could he not think of shimgtelse to say in the
morning? This had been going on for weeks.



'Will you let me know when you'll be in?' she saidfly. 'l want to ask
Hayley and Manolis to dinner.'

'‘Make your arrangements,’ he returned amicabbtanilalways bring Adele
here. Give me a couple of days' warning, though,cem let Adele know.'

'Must you bring Adele?'

'l must." He raised his brows regarding her seagthi '‘Don't you like
Adele?’

A small silence and then,

'l don't dislike her," she owned, looking at hirthex unhappily. 'But it isn't
right for you to keep bringing her here. What - twvdl Martha and George
think?'

'I'm not particularly interested in their thoughtse returned with faint
hauteur. 'So you don't dislike Adele. How very 6dd.

"You've known for some time that | don't disliker,hshe told him. 'There
was a time when | meant to - well, let her havastyou might say, but—'

'Indeed? And what do you think my reaction woulgehbeen?’

"You would naturally have taken her part. But | mea wait until | had her
alone.’

'‘And. ... Not use violence on her, | hope? Sureignethe Malverns have
become a little more civilized than that.'

Her colour rose, but she controlled her temper. dithyhe have to throw out
these sneering comments about her family? Wasnplgito rile her, and
then gloat over his success in bringing aboutldss of control? It seemed
very much like it.

'l can't understand why you persist in these tafdar wish is obviously to
make me lose my temper; what enjoyment you deriva that | fail to see,



but you do enjoy it.' Her voice was low, contragtwmith the angry sparkle in
her eyes. Why, she wondered, this reluctance torgjuaith him? It had
been with her, almost imperceptibly, for some tmogv, though it was often
ineffective, for Ralph's sneers and quips werebeedite and calculated, and
Sara found it quite impossible to ignore them.

'Enjoy that vile temper of yours?' he commentediyr{n the contrary, |

find it far from pleasant to witness such loss oftcol in a woman." She
lowered her eyes at that and said it was only he ad that effect on her.
'Why me?' he queried, and his amused expressioangger in itself. Sara
gave a deep sigh of exasperation.

‘The fact that you're to blame for the whole positseems to have escaped
you.'

‘The blame lies with you,” came the quiet rejoind€or some quite
inexplicable reason my brother fell in love withuyd\fter agreeing to marry
him you heartlessly throw him over a fortnight kreféhe wedding. Not a
thought for his feelings, for his broken heart—'

'Rubbish! No man suffers from a broken heart. d tgbu, he had someone
else.’

"You threw him over simply because he was a malghRcontinued, deaf to
the interruption.

'He meant to tyrannize over me. | wouldn't take,that from any man, and

certainly not from a Lingard!" Colour spread, bimgout the firm contours

and highlighting the strong bone structure of laeet Her blue eyes took on
that darker shade, enhancing their beauty, yetlénkness in their depths
suggested a warning and as her husband caughtetohthdr gaze his own

eyes warned, and challenged. He said softly,

'I'm a Lingard, Sara, and if | were to tyrannizeoyou, as you term it, then
you would have no choice but to take it.’

She laughed, harshly, her desire for goodwill dis=ib by his refusal to
co-operate.



'Do you honestly believe I'd take it - without gHt?'

'No, indeed,' came the swift and grim responset Without a fight. .. but
you'd take it, all the same.' He picked up hise®ffup, but made no attempt
to put it to his lips. 'lI've a darned good mindattcept that challenge, and
tame you.'

' don't know why [ listen," she said impatientty, why | let you lead me on
like this, knowing you're only waiting for me tosk® my temper.'

"You think so?' An odd smile touched his lips. 'N8gra, you're quite
mistaken; that is not what I'm waiting for.'

She stared at him bewilderedly.
‘Then what...?"

'Remember what | once said? | told you I'd likentake you cry - and | still
would.'

'‘Ah, yes, | do remember. And | said it would tak&tr@ang-willed man to do
so.'

'‘And my reply to that?' He took a drink and retuttiee cup to its saucer,
then he leant back in his chair, regarding hepme amusement as she fell
silent, plainly trying to think up some scathingoré. 'You have by now
discovered I'm a strong-willed person—'

'‘But you haven't made me cry, and you never will.'

'We shall see,’ and then, 'l could do it any timkkéd - now, if the
inclination took me.’

'‘Really?" A sneer in the question and Ralph's egewed as he said,
'Use your imagination, girl!"

'If you tortured me | wouldn't cry.'



'So you admit | could torture you?'

'I'd fight you - and | can fight.'

"You didn't put up much of a show when | shoved yaa that car.’
'l was taken unawares.'

'Or when | forced you to telephone, or took youakdhe boat.'

"You threatened to throw me in the sea,’ she fthgidignantly. 'That was a
cowardly threat for a man to make to a woman. .Wws laughing
triumphantly, and it was suddenly borne upon hat the conversation had
taken on a distinctly humorous aspect. He enjogednding her of her slip
as he said,

'So for once you own to being a woman, to beingitbaker sex? You admit
to having been forced to succumb to my threats.t&tee forward on his

chair, and to her great astonishment his hand eshabross the table and
covered hers, rather gently. 'For that you shaletereward. We're calling a
truce, for I'm taking you out for the day.’

'‘But—' No thought of refusal as her heart flutteagdhis expression. What
had she said to bring about this change? And whuldhis laugh contain
that element of triumph? Did he really want to thke out? - to be with her,
for a whole day? 'l - you—"'

'‘And if you so much as open your mouth to arguprotest | shall let you
have a sample of that worst side of me which Ipeken about." But no
threat lay in his voice, on the contrary, it heldade of gentleness, matching
the pressure of his touch upon her hand.

"You shall choose where we go," Ralph said halhaur later when they
were crossing the courtyard to the car. 'Do youepréhe coast, or the
mountains?'

''d like to go to Sparta, but perhaps it's too fiar you to drive?' Never
before, she recollected, not without a touch ofhshahad she so much as



considered whether or not her escort would becaee Iy a journey. With
Rod she told him where she wanted to go and thatwirere they went. 'It's
rather a long way, isn't it?'

'We'll go, nevertheless. The scenery's enjoyalolé vee can stop along the
way.'

Ralph took the same road as Duncan, and they nragstop on the way to
Tripolis, but not at Langadia. Then from Tripoles $parta the scenery was
entirely new to Sara. First they were driving tigbwa wide plain, but on
leaving this the road became almost treacheroustassted and snaked
upwards into the hills. Then they were in the maurg and Ralph stopped
the car and they stood for a while admiring theeshview over the plain
now far below.

'We come to much wilder scenery now,' Ralph tolddsethey began their
climb again. And he was right. The mountains weaeage, the rocks
cutting the skyline with their fearsome, jagged suta. Far below could
now be seen Sparta, sheltered and protected Inetbkts of Tay- getus and
Parnon. And, glistening in the sunshine, the Egrataandered through the
plain, its fertile banks sprinkled with olive grevand orange trees. They
descended, through the foothills to the plain, andto the ancient city,
passing the notices, 'Welcome to Sparta’ which, ebow, had a
disillusioning effect on Sara and she felt she wafor a disappointment.
This proved to be true, for the vision of great neas and glorious feats of
strength was completely lost as they entered tlgeand sped along the wide
dual carriageway. There was a vista of traffic, eradhotels and wide
pavements.

Never would she have believed her disappointmemitideave affected her
so strongly, as, after a while, Ralph found somew/ie park and they left
the car to find a hotel where they could have lunch

T didn't imagine it to be a bit like this," sheddlim flatly, as they waited at
their tables for the first course to be broughthiem.



'What did you expect?' His glance flickered straygand Sara wondered
what sort of mood was this, whether it was a pesnapart of his make up
- and whether this were the side of him normallerged for Adele.

'l don't know, quite, but certainly not this.'

"You feel the journey has been wasted?' He seemoedinately interested in
what her answer would be.

''ve enjoyed every moment of it." There was aneadoeauty on her face,
born of content and a new awareness of herselfpesson. Although she
was only a few months older than when she camedec®, she was a great
deal wiser. 'But you ... you knew if would be littes; why didn't you tell
me?'

'You wouldn't have wanted to come.'

‘Naturally 1 wouldn't. We could have gone somewhelee.' Vaguely, and
not without a sense of shock, Sara knew she hadedahis day to be
perfect, a day to remember.

'Which would have been a pity.' He stopped speak#iipe waiter appeared
and placed their soup before them. 'l have a imestore for you,' he told her
then, adding, 'If it's ruins you want, that is.’'

'Oh, where are we going?' Her eagerness was appardrRalph smiled
with an odd sort of satisfaction.

"To Mistra; it's not far, about three or four milgem here. No one lives
there any more.'

‘A deserted town? That sounds marvellous!" Againdagerness and new
spontaneity brought a smile to his lips and forhalevhe talked of the old

city of Mistra, telling her of its history, and @$ most beautiful location on

a spur of Taygetus.

After strolling round Sparta for half an hour ortbey returned to the car
and drove leisurely along the sandy, tree-shadad leading to the ancient



city of Mistra. They passed the inevitable donkeysbling along with the

menfolk on their backs. Sometimes the women wesaealwithout their

husbands; they would then occupy the backs of dm&elys, and often they
would actually be spinning as they went along.

‘They never waste a minute - the women, | meand Said, fascinated that
this spinning could be done in this way.

'Very hardworking, the Greek woman is," Ralph adyemnd couldn't help
adding, with a hint of humour, 'and very downtroadldby her husband.’

Strangely this did not have the effect for whichdeemed to be waiting.
Sara merely said that probably the Greeks wouldh §mzome enlightened
and there would be more equality between the sexes.

'Shouldn't think so. In fact, foreigners who hawettled here have been
known to pattern their lives on those of the Grpe&sants.'

'What do you mean?"

'Well, if, say, an American couple settled here] #re husband was seen to
be doing a chore, like washing up, for instanced Hee treated with
contempt by the natives; they wouldn't accept h8o, if he has any
manhood at all, he adapts himself and follows tbeatoms.’

'l don't believe you!

'Quite true—' He swerved to avoid a goat that hesyed into the road, then
straightened up again. 'Sorry about that. Did @kehyou?' He seemed
concerned, she thought, and a warmth touched lgethan spread over her
whole being,

‘No, I'm all right." She gave her attention to slkenery around her, and they
drove in silence for the next mile or so. It wascarching hot day with the
sun blazing from a sky flecked here and there hyg Wisps of fair- weather
cirrus cloud, gleaming silver streaks against thareexpanse of blue around
them.



On either side of the road graceful eucalyptusstraasked the sun's heat,
and beyond them millions of silver leaves from diige groves contrasted
sharply with the dark and sombre cypresses. As thieybed higher the
view became breathtaking, and as Sara gasped klbedrakes slowly
applied and the car was brought to a standstill.

'Want to get out and take a look?' Ralph was ayregening his door and
stepping out of the car. 'lt's a rather wonderigthsfrom here.'

They stood together, looking down to the valleyokel with its great
expanse of orange and lemon groves, its olivesvareyards, watered by
the Eurotus, which was itself fed by the meltingwa of Mount Taygetus.
The heights of Parnon, too, sheltered the fertiléey, enhancing a scene of
already surpassing beauty.

They returned to the car and were soon enteringékerted city which, so
long ago, had been the centre of Byzantine civiirein Greece. It clung to
the mountainside, its ancient buildings crumbling avergrown, its streets
grass-covered with here and there wild flowersmgjvbut both colour and
perfume which seemed only to add to the impressiamreality. Creepers
appeared at the gaping windows; trees raised tmemds through the
roofless buildings.

'It's fantastic, but wonderful," Sara breathedst'dmagine what it must have
been like!"

'Rather difficult to do that, I'm afraid. It's rathsad, don't you think, to see it
like this?'

'Yes. Why is it so deserted? | mean, don't theistaicome here?' There
were some people strolling about, but not the csowde would have
expected.

‘They do, yes, but not in their hordes as at Olympie took her arm, an
unexpected gesture, and Sara felt again that wawiithn her, and that
feeling of contentment and peace. But strange shatcould derive such
pleasure from an outing like this when she had ydwemnjoyed the gay life,



the adulation and the deference to her every widhall we go over to the
church?'

For the whole of the afternoon they wandered amihegruins, among

deserted palaces and mansions, churches and cen@averal times, as
people left, they would find themselves the loneupants of the site, before
more travellers drove up. On those occasions theather living creatures

would be the lizards basking on a crumbling dogrsteeir green bodies
merging with the vegetation growing there.

But although most of the buildings were in thisnaus state, the churches
were often well preserved, and in the monasterafvleptos, hollowed
out of the rock itself, pinks and blues and goltithe frescoes were clearly
discernible in the shadowed light.

That these paintings should have endured ... griee with wonder, and a
sense of awe enveloped her as she stood thereeighilirch, trying to
visualize it in all its glory, the people comingwmrship, the splendour of
the city as a whole.

'Makes you feel rather small and insignificant®dis a question and Ralph,
still holding Sara's arm, looked down at her, haskdeyes serious as he
awaited an answer.

'It makes me feelerysmall and insignificant,' she murmured, and a sndd
pressure on her arm convinced her that this waartbeer he required.

They then climbed the steep and rocky path up & dhurch of the
Pantanassa. Here was life, for the nuns of theardrwere in residence, the
only inhabitants of this ghostlike city of starimjndows and roofless walls.

The church door was open and a black-habited nproaphed them and
said something in Greek. Ralph replied, tellingaStwey would be shown
around and, if they wished, they could also partalkkeome refreshment.
Sara was enchanted with this idea, and they folib#ie nun, entering
spotless cells with their whitewashed walls andrthand-embroidered
covers on the chairs and beds. They marvelled eafaimous fresco, the
Raising of Lazarus, with its most wonderful blergdof colours which was



not at all usual in medieval religious paintingsorf the terrace they looked
down on the valley while they sipped the coffeeugitd to them by the nun.

'Shall we go?' Eventually Ralph's soft voice cuipirsara’'s thoughts,
bringing her out of her reverie. She nodded, biitré&uctant to leave, for
something about this peaceful place had spreacfitence. She and Ralph
had by some strange force been brought close, aradk&ew that no matter
how they might quarrel in the future, they woulcheenber the harmony of
this day, and be influenced by it.

They took the way down at a leisurely pace, pasagan through the city
of two thousand dead houses, the city invaded Wbg wegetation where
bells no longer tolled from its crumbling basilicaghere only ghosts trod
the narrow rock-paved lanes and smothered squares.

On reaching the modern city of Mistra, through vithibey had passed on
their way up, Ralph stopped so that they could wamdund for a while
before returning to Sparta for dinner. They saa taverna, drinking iced
orange and watching the busy life going on aroineadt

'Enjoyed it?' Ralph wanted to know, bringing higg&om the little boy in
the road who was trying to round up some hensaiat fluttering about all
over the place.

'It's been wonderful. Thank you, Ralph,' she addexgbly and with a smile.
'I'm glad | chose Sparta, after all.’

'l knew you'd be disappointed in it, but no oneldaver be disappointed
with Mistra - at least, | don't think so."'

'‘Nor do I; it was a wonderful experience." She géhback as she spoke.
The first hint of sunset touched the sky, and tleativered arches and walls
were lightly sprayed with a soft pink ochre, cagsinem to blend with the
mountain and appear to be carved out of its velgssi'l hope we can come
again some day,' Sara added, with a hesi-tancywlsentirely new to her.



'We'll come again, Sara,’ he promised, and as gy to go he took her
hand. 'Our truce has proved a great success, weaaluanother one quite
soon.'



CHAPTER EIGHT

THEY were in the garden, sitting in the shade of thie livine-covered
arbour. Sara held a notebook and was idly tappipenail on her lip as she
turned her attention to Ralph, basking contentadby chair close by.

'Must | cater for five?' Her voice was faintly peasive, and held a tone of
meekness quite out of character. Her husband rdigedrows at her
guestion.

‘There are five of us, aren't there?'

'Must you bring Adele?' she asked, again with & bfnmeekness in her
voice.

'l thought you said you liked Adele.’

'l said | didn't dislike her,' she corrected. 'Budt's no reason why she should
keep coming here.'

'She comes here because | want her to come.’

'What will people think?' She had not expected graat change to occur
after that day at Mistra, but somehow she had rpée&ed an immediate
reversion to his former attitude of indifferencevemds her. Yet that was
what had happened.

'People?’

'Well ... Hayley and Manolis; they might think yoeihaving an affair.'
'What do you mean, might think? | expect they hawerage intelligence.’

A long pause and then, drawing a deep breath,

'‘Are you having an affair with her?' she asked lyaldnd his eyes fixed
hers. A hint of triumph again? Or was it merely gimation?



'l expect you too have average intelligence,’ wbbkeasaid in reply to her
guestion, but he went on to say he was not havidgléddiscussed in this
way, either now or at any other time.

'l don't understand you,' Sara murmured, a litHeyf. 'We had such a lovely
day.'

'Most enjoyable,’ he readily agreed, but then amgaepuzzled, for a frown

settled on his brow. 'l don't quite understandaSgou're not attaching any
importance to our day out? As I've said, it wastptsasant and we must do
something of the sort again, but you mustn't ateaghspecial significance
to any outings we might have together.'

Sara looked down at her pad and lapsed into siléacdhumiliated to carry
the conversation further. But her brow puckeredhimught. What exactly
was this man trying to do to her? As before, sheetha impression that he
had meant to let her taste pleasure and then remhéeen her reach. For
after a wonderful day together he had, immediabvelyentering the house,
treated her almost coldly, and even yawning occadipas if he were now
bored with her company, and although she had hthitdshe would like to
stay up and talk for a while he had expressedntention of going to bed
and had left her with no more than a curt ‘GoodhtigNothing more than
that. Nothing? What had she expected? More imppriahat had she
wanted? She had stood there, she recalled, feadinghappy, and her lips
had been parted in a smile when, for some reasonatt come close to her.
And then it was that he had spoken so curtly aftcher in such an abrupt
fashion. She had stood there for a long while dfeehad gone, and again
she asked herself what she had wanted. This caufsedt flush to tint her
lovely face and at the same time brought her thtsuglund to Adele again.
Ralph must be having an affair with her, there wasioubt of that, for he
had as good as admitted it. He loved her, had lbeedbng before his hasty
marriage to Sara - and hadn't he told her righthatbeginning, on their
wedding day, in fact, that Adele was the most irtgedrperson in his life?
He had said he considered her pretty, while hige Wwé considered totally
unattractive. And Adele was a better woman thaa $auld ever be, he had
asserted on more than one occasion. The fury sthdéan determinedly
trying to suppress welled up and the hand holdiegpencil shook visibly.
But this time her anger was more against hersali trer husband, for she



felt thoroughly disgusted that she should haverghien a second thought -
in that way. It was definitelyot what she wanted - to be enslaved and
overridden, to be forced into bondage for the oéker life. No, that was not
for her! Perhaps she had wavered for a brief whilg,Ralph's attitude had
saved her, thank heaven! Little did he know howtedtd she was for his
indifference, for the knowledge that she held het $lightest attraction for
him, either physically or in any other way. Yese shas truly grateful for
that.

She began to write down the menu for the followengning and for a time
she succeeded in concentrating on her task, bdugllg other thoughts

intruded and soon her whole mind was occupied téhhusband and that
wonderful day they had spent together. She rechlbfedwn envelopment in
peace and quiet happiness; she remembered thahashdeen wholly

convinced they would both be influenced by the farynthat had entered
into their relationship that day. Perhaps it wast jthat she was being
fanciful, imagining something which had not existédvas apparent that
that day meant nothing to Ralph, for as early adaiowing morning they

were sparring, and not in that half-bantering wakiichh sometimes

characterized their arguments, but with antagoniamj even hatred
simmering beneath the surface.

She glanced at him again; so cold his features ramd, harsh. A true
Lingard, branded with lawlessness, one of the hisiled. Yes, the position
as it was suited her fine; she hoped the time woeler come when her
husband would find her attractive.

His eyes were closed; she watched the faint risef@hof his chest, could
almost hear the soft, even breathing. A brown chhess, and strong ... and
his shoulders, wide and square. ... The sort diilsleos some women might
like to cry on, she thought derisively.

As if her gaze burned into him he opened his eyesaiglance of
interrogation not unmixed with hauteur, and for soreason her blood
began to boil. The arrogance of him, to treat liex this! Suddenly the
pencil snapped in two between her fingers; his eydened as they moved
from the broken pencil to her face, but althoughmtee no remark Sara



knew instinctively that her feelings had been mades to him by that
action.

T don't think I'll invite them after all,’ she qeired, flinging the note pad on
the ground beside her chair. Til tell them somegsirCropped up - make
any excuse!'

'Why?' in mild and even tones. '‘Because | insisiedbringing Adele?'

Sitting up, he leant towards Sara and went on erdiely, 'Look here, the
sooner you stop this nonsense regarding Adeledtierbl'm telling you for

the last time that | live my life as | want to livie as | lived it before you
intruded into it. No woman is going to tell me wiatdo, so | advise you to
get that firmly fixed in your mind. | did you a faur by marrying you—'

‘A favour! You did it to save your own conscience.’

'Partly, perhaps,' he conceded, 'but | still mamtalid you a favour. And,
that being the position, Il have none of yourenférence. As for these
tantrums, I'm becoming heartily sick of them, angbu're not very careful |
shall begin to do something about them. You're @whSara, and the
sooner you admit to being that the sooner you mdgdide to try and
improve.'

Despite her seething temper Sara decided to ighose words.

'Whatever the reason for our marriage, | am yotie Wshe said, her voice
still quivering but not unduly loud. 'You often fmt that fact." Why say
that? Not in any sense was she his wife, at lewst,in any sense that
mattered.

'Don't let's go into all that again," he returnedasperated. 'What are you
trying to do, fling yourself at me?'

"You— You—' Sara could scarcely control herselfthmg would have
given her greater satisfaction than to strike toat,she had done that once,
she reflected. ... Throw myself at you? I'd bedh#p! You're the one who
has an opinion of yourself. Throw myself at you?yWh- | d-detest you!'
Tears of rage filled her eyes and she was awahnesafhole attention as he



watched her, with an odd expectation as she swadpivying to dislodge

the hard little ball of fury in her throat. He wgbkating again, gloating

because he had driven her to this show of emotbiemper. It took a

superhuman effort to suppress those tears, busisteeeded, and triumph
took their place as, after holding her gaze fortlamomoment or two, Ralph
seemed suddenly to relax and, leaning back inHag che closed his eyes,
and for the rest of the afternoon her presenceigvesed.

And his manner remained that way for the next feeeks, except for
another ‘'truce’ when they had a lovely day visitseyeral little villages
along the coast. During these weeks Sara's frigndshHayley grew, and
it became a regular custom to call upon her twonings a week, when they
would take a walk, or visit the shrine or the museis time went on Sara
began to toy with the idea of asking Hayley abodelg&, but Hayley was by
nature reserved and Sara felt that Duncan had spiblestruth when he
asserted his sister would never indulge in gogsipther deterrent as far as
Sara herself was concerned was her own reluctaneedept the fact of
there being an affair between her husband and Adéle reason for this
was a puzzle, for it mattered nothing to her whethey were engaged in an
affair or not. Hayley rarely spoke of Duncan, thbwye day she did say he
had mentioned his intention of writing to Sara.

'I've told him he mustn't," Hayley said, addingjridan flirts outrageously; |
don't know if he'll ever settle down, but | shoutdrare to have anyone like
him for a husband.’

Nor I, mused Sara, and her thoughts flashed badt, td6 Alex, then to
Roddy. What exactly had she seen in either of thént? Roddy it was his
tractability that appealed; he was exactly the sbrhan she had wanted.
Life would have been so simple and uncomplicatezhlfy Ralph had not
taken it upon himself to intrude. A simple, uncoiogied life. ... Was that
what she wanted? Sara's eyes took on a rather dregpnession as she
gazed through the window of Hayley's sitting-roathe garden with its
abundance of colour, and then to the green andegsiaipes of Kronion,
where on the sunlit foothills the goats grazed while peasant women
watched. All around lay the gentle peaceful vistagmeen and brown,
evidence of the genius of the ancient Greeks im theice of setting for the
Games. She had imagined Greece to be a countryildfand savage



landscapes, of towering mountains, barren and chd®jg here in Olympia
was found gentleness and warmth. Impossible to livesuch an
environment and not become imbued with the softaesisthe peace that
hovered over the green and undulating countryside.

A tiny sigh left her lips as she reflected on tiamge within herself. She
knew deep down that Alex had meant nothing, anthicedy Rod and his
crowd had meant nothing. All she had lost was tlees] and here she could
have found a realm of gold. She sighed again aseltago, her eyes still on
the scene outside. If only her husband could béeyen if only he had not
met and loved Adele!

The hand holding the letter trembled; Ralph lookedrom his own mail
and asked anxiously,

‘Something wrong? Bad news?'
‘Not exactly, but Father's had another attackdmgland difficult pause and
then, 'Apparently he's suddenly got it into hisch#aat he was - was unjust

to me, in insisting | marry you.'

"You mean he's become filled with remorse?’ saighRaryly. ‘A bit late for
that, surely?'

'Mother says he's really fretting over it.'

'‘Well, he'll just have to fret, for there's nothiwg can do about it now. You
and | are well and truly married, and it will justve to stay that way.'

His manner and his tone diverted her.
"You don't seem to mind very much about our maeriag

'Don't be ridiculous, of course | mind. What manntgato be tied to a
woman he doesn't love? - a woman who fails comiglébeattract him?'



It isn't gentlemanly of you to keep on saying garike that,’ she retorted,
though surprisingly without any show of temper.

He ignored that and returned to the letter in tzarch
'What else has your mother to say?'

'She says we - we could reassure him if we wentehan a visit—' Sara
looked across at him, the letter still flutterimghier hand.

'‘Go to your home and play the role of lovers?'did 81 some amusement.
'‘Any visit of ours would only serve to make thingsrse.’

'l suppose it would.' Sara's face was pale anerabtfawn. Her mother had
made some effort to keep back the seriousnessrdfusband's condition,
but Sara had no difficulty in picking up what haeeh left out. 'l don't
suppose we could... pretend?"

Ralph's brows shot up, and his amusement grew.

'Frankly, Sara, | can't see you as the loving, redvife.'

'‘Need you use the word obedient?’

‘All right then - the loving wife." He shook hisdatand added emphatically,
'It wouldn't work.'

'We need only stay a week.'

‘A week? And we can't stop arguing for a day?'

'We have done,' she reminded him quietly.

'When we've been out?' He gazed across at hericpligz'If your character
weren't an open book to me I'd suspect you of hamnbg some feelings of
sentimentality over those days we had out togéetepause and then,

guestioningly, "You're not sentimental, though, e, my dear, not in any
way at all?"



Sara shook her head, though it was an automatiargess if to give him the
answer he were expecting from her.

'‘About my father,’ she began again. 'Ralph, coulde'- | mean, surely we
could convince him, if we tried.'

'Sara, do use your sense! If your father sees heweally are, that we
thoroughly detest one another, then his feelinguilt is going to increase
tenfold.'

"You haven't even thought about it, haven't comsdievhether or not it
would be possible to deceive him,' she protested!ve said, we could both

try.'

'What, would | be supposed to do? - take you inamgs and kiss you in
front of him? You can think again about that!

Hot colour fused her face, but this time she wagegietermined not to lose
her temper, and so she rose, intending to leavdatble, her breakfast
untouched. She had reached the door when he smwkeame, and she
turned, unaware of the brightness of her eyesestidden trembling of her
mouth.

‘You love your father, don't you, Sara?'

"You know | do." She blinked rapidly now, but thearts filled her eyes,
threatening to escape on to her cheeks. Swiftlylgtked a finger across her
lashes and turned away again, opening the door.

'‘Come and get your breakfast.’

She stopped then, but shook her head. He askedda&n to have her
breakfast and she twisted round to face him.

'I'm not hungry.'

'l don't know why | bear with you, Sara! Sit dowrdaget your breakfast!' To
her own amazement Sara did as she was told. It beustving to the way



she was feeling about her father, she concludechwdenoment later, she
was asking herself why she had taken an order Raiph. He watched her
eat in silence for a while, and then he said quietl

'When do you want us to visit your home?"'
She looked up, unable to believe her ears.

"You'll do it?' she breathed, relief flooding ovear. "You'll try to make him
believe we're happy?'

'We'lltry to make him believe we're happy,' he corregiedely.

Having made up his mind, Ralph wasted no time hgg tvere in England

two days later, arriving at Sara's home in timetf@ evening meal. Her
father was up, but looking grey and much thinnantivhen Sara had last
seen him. He was delighted to see her, and a rirasge expression settled
on Ralph's face as he watched their reunion. Tkhenwhn hugged his

daughter, and she in turn reached up to touchdues With tender gentle

fingers; and then she kissed him before turningetomother. Mrs. Malvern

was not demonstrative, obviously, for it was hezedhwhich she presented
to Sara, who touched it with her lips and quicldiurned her attention to her
father.

'What made you decide to come home like this?' &eted to know. 'I've
been so anxious about you, wondering if you weppiiabut | see now that
| needn't have worried. Married life agrees withuyony dear. Now, sit
down and tell me all about your new home - hereoug, close to me."

'Let them tidy up first," Mrs. Malvern put in praglly. 'They've come a long
way, you know." And to Sara, 'l would have put yowour old room, but

we've closed up all that part of the house. It'sis®, with there being only
the three of us, having all that cleaning, so yirirthe room above this.
Your suitcases have already been taken up." Ssea/es began to tingle
even before her mother went on, 'Perhaps you# R&dph up, dear, while |



see to the meal. It's ready, but there's the fimgstouches to do to it. I'll call
you when I've had it brought in.'

Not daring to look at Ralph, for she was convinttelifluttering of her heart

must surely be evident to him, Sara just stoocethstaring at her mother. So
great had been her anxiety that she had never ghematter a single

thought - and even if she had done so, there wioaNeé been the picture of
her own large apartment, with the dressing-roomioffvhich there was a

wide and comfortable ottoman.

'Is anything wrong?' her father asked, glancingeain puzzlement from the
chair into which he had settled himself. "You loakher pale.’

'‘No,-there's nothing wrong,' she replied, shakifidher dismay as best she
could. 'Er - Ralph, are you coming?’

Still she avoided his gaze, but she could guebsaixpression, for all that.
The amusement in his eyes, the rather dry expeciaiihe way in which
she meant to deal with this situation. Had he thbafout it? she wondered.
Probably, and yet he had not so much as mentidrieder.

She led the way, in a rather dazed fashion, upvitie staircase to the room
above the drawing-room. And only when they weremslid she turn to her
husband.

There was a glint of sardonic amusement in his,ey®es his lips twitched
slightly as he looked down at her, waiting for teespeak.

'l never thought - that is, what can we do?' Alifloshe sounded a trifle
helpless Sara was cudgelling her brain to find saangout of this situation.

All the rest of the bedrooms closed. ... That melust covers and unaired
beds, so there could be no creeping away at deaigluifto take possession
of another room. 'What are we to do?' she saidnagdiave you any

suggestions?'

'Well, | have..." he grinned, 'but as they woul@ppeal to either of us I'll
keep them to myself.'



A deep flush spread before, swiftly collecting ledfrsogether, Sara hastily
told him that she could get some extra blankets.

‘They're in the airing cupboard on the top landswjt won't be difficult at
all.’

'What good will blankets do?' he queried, puzzBlnkets aren't much use
without a bed to put them on.’

'l could make you a bed up on the floor," she ssiggebrightly.

'You expect me to sleep on the floor? Hospitaliypears to be another
characteristic lacking in the Malverns.’

"You'll have to. It isn't anything to do with hoiglity - it's necessity.'

But Ralph was shaking his head, and the compres$ilis lips suggested a
difficult task in store for Sara.

'What sort of a man do you take me for? I'm notry@oddy. No, Sara, if one
of us is to sleep on the floor then it will havebs you.'

"You'd let me?' she cried incredulously. "You'det#tkis while | sleep on the
floor?'

'Certainly." He picked up his suitcase and, puttirn the bed, he unlocked
it and lifted the lid. '‘Don't look for chivalry fro a Lingard; I'll swear you
know them better than that.' Calmly he began tauakhis case, casting her
a glance of amusement as he tossed his pyjamas thie bed. 'Fetch the
blankets by all means, but the bed is for me.’

Seething, but helpless, Sara went up to the neat #ind brought down the
blankets, placing them on the end of the bed. $hbet mother happen to
come into the room, and mention them, Sara cowdyd say she was afraid
of suffering from the cold, after becoming usedh® heat of Greece.

During the meal Ralph was all attention, right fréhe moment when,
pulling out Sara's chair for her, he bent to tobeh cheek with his lips. A



soft flush rose to enhance the loveliness of hes &nd her father smiled and
nodded approvingly. By the end of the meal he sdembave cast ten years
off his age.

'‘Can | fill your glass, darling?' Ralph's lips geiied as he held the bottle
aloft. '‘Come, you're very slow, my love.'

Her mouth tightened; did he have to go as far &® t8he glanced at her
father; he was completely at ease about the sitwaid smiled contentedly
as he watched her husband filling her glass.

'I've wanted to see you together,' he said, 'aisdgta wonderful surprise for
me. I'd begun to worry, you know, wondering if farced you into an
unhappy marriage. But obviously you have a lovingldand. And you,
young man,' he added, addressing himself to Ralpt,should be proud of
my little girl; she's about the greatest beautyalinYorkshire, don't you
agree?'

Ralph nodded, his eyes flickering surreptitiouslycatch his wife's gaze.
Her cheeks coloured more deeply, this time with @massment. She could
not help wondering what her father would think & knew that, for her
husband, she possessed no beauty at all.

'l must go to bed, for it's been an exciting dayhtrfrom the moment your
mother told me you were coming. And you, childréon't stay up too late,
you've had a tiring journey - coming all this wefydra kissed him, saying
she would come to his room later. Then they chdtied while with Sara's
mother, but soon she too made a move to go to bed.

As promised, Sara went in to her father, and stayigd him for a while,
telling him about Olympia, and answering all higsfions.

'l know you've sent us letters regularly, darlilbgit one doesn't get the
picture the same as listening. You appear to haitked down wonderfully
well, and I'm content now I've seen you and know'rgohappy.'

Ralph was in the bathroom when she entered thdinoben, and Sara began
making her bed up on the floor, fuming as she sptka blankets. To be



made to sleep on the floor, and in her own homégevame of the despised
Lingards occupied the bed! It was too humiliatiByit what could she do
about it? She thought for a moment of creeping dairs and spending the
night on the couch, but not only was there herh@oto think about - for it
would be the early hours before he returned froerptrty he was attending
- but there were also the servants. She would fimddulous in the extreme
were she to be found sleeping on the couch in theidg-room. Besides,
the matter would most assuredly come to her fatleats. No, there was
nothing for it but to sleep on the floor. She washer knees, spreading the
blankets, when she became aware of Ralph standéng,tlooking down at
her, a most humorous expression on his dark coanten He was in
pyjamas and dressing-gown and he smelled of a m@mly sort of
shaving-cream; his hair had been washed and onp tak fell on to his
forehead.

'l hope you'll be comfortable," he said, and gamgr to the small bookcase
in the corner, he began to examine the titles. kpfinished her task, Sara
took her nightdress and dressing-gown into therbath and closed the
door. On her return Ralph was in bed, leaning upraelbow, reading.

Sara stood in the doorway, slender and straigtdniattractive filmy thing
tied with a bow at the neck but flowing open dowe front to reveal an
ankle-length nightgown of softest nylon and ruchingth tiny rosebuds
scattered round the hem. Her fair hair spilled @mér shoulders and her
lovely eyes had darkened to that deepest bluetmtasted so sharply with
the peach and ivory bloom of her skin. Her lips avslightly parted as if
ready to smile whenever her husband should lookShe. caught sight of
herself in the long mirror on the wall, and immeelig looked away again.
She was not vain enough to dwell on the lovelyyretshe made, standing
there, framed in the open doorway.

Suddenly becoming aware of her presence, Ralphghtdus eyes from his

book; a swift and flickering glance was all shesiged before he returned to
his reading. Sara remained there, biting her lghglancing from the empty
space beside him to the blankets on the floor. IR&twked up again,

puzzled that she should be standing there, ancafaiboly,

'‘Anything wrong?'



Why that should annoy her Sara could not say,tabre than annoyed her,
it infuriated her and, with a vicious movement, simapped off the light
beside his bed, discarded her dressing-gown, gmuksl down between the
blankets.

'May | have the lamp on now?' he inquired aftercamant or two.
'l expect you'll please yourself!

The room was flooded with light again.

'Have | done something to upset you?"'

No answer. Turning her face into the pillow, Saudlqul the blanket right
over her head and tried to settle down to sleep tiBufloor was hard and
she tossed and turned all night. A week of this simel would be bruised
from head to foot! But she knew that it was nothhed floor or the thought
of a sleepless night that infuriated her; it was ktlumiliating knowledge
that, even in the intimacy of a bedroom, she hadppeal whatsoever for
her husband. Not that she had wanted him to nb&ceand she would most
certainly have fought him like the wildcat he hadrded her, had the
necessity arisen ... but it was a bitter blow togrele to know a fight would
not be necessary.

And it did nothing to improve her feelings when, @mening his eyes the
following morning, and seeing her sitting on a chaiashed and dressed,
Ralph said in feigned surprise:

'You're up early. Couldn't you sleep?' He was watgter hands, and his
lips twitched as he saw them slowly close untilyteere two tight little
fists, with the knuckles shining through the skin.

'We're going to take it in turns,' she said witin&@ble control. 'I'm having
the bed tonight.'

'l haven't said you may.'



‘This is my home,' she reminded him. 'l don't hovask you if | can have
the bed.’

‘Not only have you to ask, but you have to asklgpicele got up and put on
his dressing-gown. 'And even if you do ask nicBhy,not sure that | shall let
you have your own way.'

Sara still held her temper in check, although mer lourning instinct was to
throw something at him.

'l shall not ask you, Ralph. | shall merely comeesaply and take possession
of the bed. I'm not sleeping on that floor for aekeé

Take possession, will you?' He came close and digdeer chair. 'Had you

asked me, | would have given your request my cemattbn; as it is, you

may take possession of the bed if you like - taltdll not sleep on the floor.'
He smiled pleasantly at her and went into the loattr, leaving her sitting

there, her fists still tightly clenched as shedriesperately to quell the fury
rising within her.

Three days later Ralph suggested they pay a @ikisthome, but his parents
were dead and as Sara had already discovered dhetiang in common
either with his brothers or their wives she refusedccompany him.

'One Lingard's enough at a time,' she said, arfmbadth his eyes kindled
darkly at her unnecessary rudeness, Ralph meralgdbbis head slightly in
acceptance and made a polite inquiry as to howrgbaded to spend her
day.

'I'm visiting Valerie, and one or two other frierds

'Others? Male or female?’

‘That's my affair.' Did he care? she wonderediange quiver touching her
heart.



‘Then we'll meet this evening, at dinner," washallsaid to that, and they
went their separate ways.

Valerie was delighted to see her; she looked radiewen though the
washing-machine was in the middle of the kitcheworfland the washing
was spread in various little piles, waiting theirrt to go into the machine.

'I'll make some coffee. Sit down - if you can fisdmewhere.' So calm, so
content with all this. "Tell me everything. Is Rialgll right with you? | mean,
for you to marry a Lingard, after all, when you al@ swore you'd have a
man you could manage - and Ralph - well, you spdgkd@m as being the
worst of the lot. And when you sent word you wernlg married, so
quietly, it was such a surprise - a shock, evenst duninute while | fetch
the milk." She went to the door and brought in¢hvettles of milk from the
step. 'Now, what was | saying? - oh, yes, aboutding, in such a hurry,
and then Roddy, saying that awful thing. | didrétiéve a word of it," she
said staunchly, but added, "You haven't said mueh & your letters - only
about the place and this new friend you've made'®ured the milk into
the pan and put it on the stove. 'Can't you fingwdrere to sit? Wait, I'll
move these ... there. Now you can begin.’'

'l don't know where to begin,’ laughed Sara, takivggchair her friend had
cleared for her. 'You ask so many questions at.bnce

'l know, but I'm so excited at seeing you. | netrerught you'd go so far
away. Perhaps we'll come and see you when therehilget older.’

'Children?' Sara blinked at her.

'We want two or three, and I'm not having greatcepabetween them, so
we'll have to wait a few years before we can gay holidays of that sort.

But we will come one day.' She reached for theldatt coffee and stood

with it in her hand. 'Are you happy, Sara?' sheedsknxiously. 'Are you ...

in love?'

'l said I'd never marry for love,' Sara reminded he



"You also said you'd never have a man you cougggt'tall your own way
with - no, Sara, don't try to tell me you're mamggralph, for | just wouldn't
believe it.’

"You don't know him - you've never met him.'

'l know the Lingard reputation, and as I've sa@y yourself declared him to
be the most formidable of all the Lingard boys. Badi marry him for love?"

'No.'

‘Then why ...?'

Should she tell Valerie the truth? She might pass ito Graham, but Sara
knew it would not go any farther than that. Andske told her friend of the

abduction, having to laugh now and then at hemasitonent and disbelief.

'‘But - but these days,' she exclaimed at lastt 4be of thing just doesn't
happen!

'Well, it did, and with darned unpleasant conseqasrfor me - and for
Ralph, for he hates being married to me." Sara '‘hadentioned Adele;
somehow she could not bring herself to do so, ¢véfalerie.

"You could still have married Rod, though. Why didou?' Valerie asked,
eyeing Sara with a curious expression in her dgek.€Rod was exactly the
type you've always wanted.'

'He ... well, he let me down," Sara admitted. It fikoroughly ashamed of
him.'

'‘Because he didn't - er - wring your neck, or soving?’

Sara grinned. The slow change that had come tanh@reece was not
lessened because she was away from that country.

'Shall we say, because he made no attempt to wiyngeck.' And she added
quite without thinking, 'Ralph would have killed pieere on the spot.’



A strange light entered her friend's eyes, butrshde no comment, for the
milk was ready and for the next few minutes-she sy with the coffee.

They were sitting together, at the kitchen tableew Valerie eventually
said, an odd inflection in her voice,

‘That's certainly an admission, coming from you.'

'‘Admission?' Sara had forgotten what she said.

'Saying Ralph would have killed you. Not so vemydago you'd have flared
to the sky at the very idea. You most definitelywadmn't have owned that he
could have so much as laid a finger on you." Shequbthe coffee and
passed a cup to Sara. 'You've changed,' she vdntvdoei're not the same at
all.’

'In what way have | changed?' Sara knew, of colmseshe was curious to
discover what her friend would say.

"You're a different person.' A pause and thent Ralph?' And when Sara
did not reply at once, 'You've just said he dod#&®&tbeing married to you.'

‘That's correct; he doesn't. And he hasn't thétslg) interest in me.'
‘It wouldn't be the first time a man's indiffererttas piqued a woman—'
'I'm not piqued!

'—or that, later, she's discovered it isn't piquallathat's troubling her - but
love.'

‘Are you implying I'm in love with Ralph?' A lauditoke from Sara's lips.
'He's the last man I'd fall in love with!'

'Do you really believe that?' inquired Valerie iperturbably.

"It would be disastrous. He'd enslave me.'



"Your talk of enslavement and the rest!" scoffede¥a. 'Just words, words
that don't apply when you're in love. Everything'sleasure—' She spread
her hands indicating the chaos around her. 'Eviemsthll part of it. And you
don't mind because it's cleaned up and finisheld iwiho time at all - and
then you have all the wonderful things.' She gloviledught Sara, and to her
amazement a tinge of envy spread through her.f®hught of Adele and her
eyes shadowed.

"You don't understand,’ she said rather flatlylpRavould never look twice
at me.'

Then | don't know why," her friend retorted hotlythink you're beautiful,
and so does Graham.'

A deep flush rose and Sara shook her head.
"You're much more beautiful, Valerie.'
'‘Nonsense. I'm plain in comparison.’

' mean - inside.' She sipped her coffee in sildaca moment, staring at her
friend over the top of the cup. 'lt's what's insidat matters ... and I'm not
nice inside, Val.'

You are! I've always known it, in spite of the wau were. And you're not
like that now. It was all on the surface anywae Stopped, undecided, and
then, softly, 'Would you be happy if Ralph felllave with you ?'

'Yes, Val, I'd - I'd be happy." She was faintly giged by her own
admission, but her friend merely gave a wise listheile. 'He never will,
though—' Sara took a drink, and wondered why sliesugh difficulty in
swallowing. 'No, he never will.'



CHAPTER NINE

AFTER leaving Valerie, Sara called on another friend stagyed to lunch.
Then she made a couple more visits and as it wagehdour o'clock she
decided to go up to the abbey ruins. The isolati@ne, the impression of
wild- ness one had by the height and the wind,etakssuited her mood
today, for since that admission to Valerie, herdniyad been in a turmoil.
She had been aware of the truth for some timehbadtfought against it.
Now at last she had admitted it, for it could noder be denied.

The wind was more boisterous than ever, and heranai her clothes were
continually whipped into the air, but she was klha, wandering among the
ruins for a while before, fighting against the wistie managed to get fairly
close to the cliff edge. What a drop! It did naghten her to look over the
edge, to hear the waves thundering in, batteringyaat the loose and
decaying shale, bringing it down by the ton to brapon the shore below.
Nevertheless, she soon moved away, for the windetheas icy, and
piercing. Sara drew her coat around her and sahdowa piece of fallen
masonry, a brooding expression on her face. WhyRadph Lingard thrust
himself into her life? And, having done so, why Helhave to love someone
else? A frown settled on her forehead. What soatlgé would it have been
anyway? she mused, thinking of the hard floor uptich she was still
sleeping. What misery if he were really her husbha8d selfish and
heartless, so domineering - and there was no camgbhaim, she had to
admit. Even now she was by no means her own mastevhat would it be
like were their marriage ever to become normal? Bubuld never be
normal, so she was lucky, really. . . .The sun begnning to sink as she
came down the steps - thousands of them it seepdad/t as her feet
dragged, as if hampered by leaden weights. Buasit dhe reached the
bottom and, just as she was making her way towHrelscross, she saw
Roddy. He seemed completely to forget the mannénef parting as he
greeted her enthusiastically, grabbing hold ofiaerds and holding them all
the while he talked.

'Sara, is it really you? But how did you get hevéffat are you doing? Are
you on a visit? - but of course you must be.' Hagéd all around. 'How is it
that you're on your own?' He paused a second. vEdeft him? You're
home again, with your parents?’



Sara freed her hands, but gave Roddy a smile. Alitdre could not help his
weaknesses, it was the way he happened to be made.

‘No, Rod, | haven't left Ralph. We're here on at,vanly until Monday,
though.'

'‘But you're all alone ...?" Again he glanced arqoynazlement in his eyes.

'Ralph’s visiting his people, and | wanted to sekand a few more friends,
SO we separated for the day.'

'For the day?’

'I'm going home now. | said I'd be back in time damner." Even down here
the wind was cutting and Sara shivered as she Hesweoat more closely
around her. Roddy noticed, and said eagerly,

'Have some tea with me, Sara. It isn't anywhere dieaer time yet. | have
the car on the park, so | can run you home aftetsvar

'Well, | don't think—'

'We'll go to our favourite place. Come on, Saray@of tea's what you need;
you're perished.’

' am cold, | must admit.'

‘Then you'll come?' All the old adoration was is glance, and as he took
her arm his fingers moved round it caressinglya$ed no enthusiasm for
his company, and yet she accepted, for his eagetoé® with her lightened

her dejection; it was also balm to her injured @riBoddy appreciated her,
even though her husband maintained she had no dtaalin

The cafe was a small black and white place, softijninated, and intimate,
and, basking in Roddy's worshipful gaze and flattecomments, Sara
found the time slipping back and her life in Grebeeame almost unreal.
Another couple they knew joined them and soon theye all laughing



together - as in the old days, thought Sara, thefree days before Ralph
entered into her life to bring complications ..ddreartache.

Bitter resentment filled her. What right had heake it upon himself to be
revenged on her in that way? She had been perfedtyn her rights to
throw his brother over, yes; some day she mighRalph the whole story,
and then he would know she hadn't deserved revangeerhaps, he would
be filled with remorse. Remorse, she mused bittéteywouldn't know the
meaning of the word.

'Do say yes, Sara; surely your husband won't niordgnce.’
'What?' Sara glanced from one to the other quastibn

'Wake up!" Roddy teased. 'You've been daydreariifgye all going to the
Plantation Inn for dinner - a great crowd of usy ymow, like we used to,
and we want you to come with us.'

'l can't,’ she began. 'l've promised to be in -lre@an't. My father would be
disappointed.’

'l thought it was your husband you'd promised,’ ®Roplut in, watching her
closely.

It is. No, Roddy, | can't go. I'm sorry, but itgite impossible." The

Plantation Inn. Ralph had taken her there on thedding day, and she had
enjoyed it, she recalled, for although they hadrsgia little, there had been
unity between them, too. A frown suddenly appedretiveen her eyes as
she recalled that other part of the conversatidrenwhe had told her about
his ‘other woman' whom he had said was pretty. Nevetwas nothing to be
sentimental about regarding that evening at thet&ti@n Inn.

'Oh, just for this once,' one of the others wasrgpyWe used to have such
fun, and it'll be quite like old times having yoithvus again.'

She was wanted, genuinely wanted.



'l don't know," she said, thinking of her fathevek were he not to mind, he
would consider it very strange if she were to spiedevening away from
her husband. 'It's rather difficult—'

‘Nothing is ever difficult for you,” Roddy said,ktag her hand and
squeezing it under the table. 'I'll take you horownand call back for you
later, when you've changed. All right?'

Still she hesitated, but the others added thesyseions and again Sara was
warmed by the knowledge that she was wanted. Moesihe day of her
marriage had she been wanted.

'l won't promise, but I'll see what my father'satéan is. If he seems in any
way disappointed then | can't come.’

'Fair enough.' Roddy's glance was curious as hd an'Your husband
won't mind?"

'No, he won't mind in the least.’
Roddy.-took her home, promising to call back for lager.

'I'll not make a definite promise; | must see hoather feels about it first.
However, I'll ring you if | can't come.’

Sara broached the matter carefully to her fathe,wiuch to her surprise,
did not appear to see anything wrong with her hguan evening out with
some of her old friends.

"You haven't seen them for some time,' he wentsmnjt will be a nice
change for you. And Ralph - well, as you say, helldiwt want to go, not
knowing any of them. | guess they're not his tyggway; he seems far too
serious for most of your friends, and he's oldéconrse.’

"You're quite sure you won't be disappointed atnmtybeing in for dinner?’

'‘Quite, my dear. You go and enjoy yourself; you'tkmow how long it will
be before you see them again.’



To her surprise Sara found herself looking forwrdhe dinner, and she
took out one of the dresses she had left behineshwgbang to Greece. It was
very low cut and seductive. Not at all the kindtleihg of which Ralph
would approve, she reflected as, putting it on,wsbedered if he would be
home before she went out. Roddy was early, howeret,Ralph had not
returned when, a coat over her shoulders, Sarangwtthe car and they
drove away.

Half-way through the evening someone suggested riee a night of it,
going back to Roddy's house to continue the paits was received with
enthusiasm and Sara went to telephone her fattigngsshe would not be
home until the early hours of the morning.

'‘Well, dear, it's quite all right by me, always @&en, as you know, but what
about Ralph? Won't he mind?"’

It was on the tip of her tongue to say she didoaoé whether he minded or
not, but she remembered in time and said,

'l don't think so. He's awfully sweet, and wouldvéint to spoil my pleasure.
He'll not mind if | stay out all night.’

‘Very well, then, we'll see you at breakfast, | zogpe?’
'Yes,' and after a slight pause, 'Where is Ralph?"

'He's playing billiards, with Barry. We dined eadyd they're having a
game, just to pass an hour away.'

'Oh ..." Why this relief that her husband was ughatop of the house, out of
the way? 'Good night, then, take care.'

'‘And you too, dear. Good night.'

As the evening progressed, however, Sara realizeati completely failed
to come up to her expectations; the time draggedeaentually she asked
Roddy to take her home, as she had changed herabmd going with the
others to his house.



'Home, at this time?' he exclaimed. '‘Good heav®am, what's come over
you that you'll miss a party?' They were dancihg;dir by this time was hot,
and a faint smoke haze drifted about, adding tcsth#iness of the room.
Sara thought of the clear atmosphere of Olympiae{scented and heady.
She should never have come; this was not heiSle.hadn't needed a taste
of the old pleasures to tell her they were no long®at she desired. She had
known for some time what she wanted, though shestuddbornly refused to
admit it. She swallowed, for a dryness had caughttiwroat. The life she
wanted would never be hers.

'l must go home, Rod," she insisted. 'I'm muchtiel to go on to your
place.’

‘Tiredness didn't ever trouble you in the old ddys,complained in a sulky,
peevish tone. He made to draw her close, but, fimylyy she kept him at a
distance. What had she ever seen in him? she washdglancing up to
examine his pale features. The weak chin and ratfeping mouth; the
light insipid colour of his eyes. How could she e¥wave contemplated
spending her life with a man like this? The vergadctaused a chill to creep
over her. Dominant she would have been, in thetnpeship, but at what a
price! And suddenly she knew that whatever the xaroutcome of her
marriage to Ralph she would always be -gratefuhfsrrescuing her from a
future like that. Rescuing her? Sara had to smileesthought, remembering
how she had seethed at the humiliation of beingieted and at the time
nothing would have given her greater pleasure atigfaction than to have
been able to thwart her captor. Little did she kriben that the day would
come when she would actually be thankful for higoacin forcing her to
spend the night on that boat.

‘Take me home, Roddy." She stopped dead in thelenwmidthe floor,
refusing to take another step. 'lI've had quite ghaf this.’

'Oh, all right - Lord, what does he want?' Roddlg's literally dropped as
they turned, and Sara glanced up - to meet the dadk smouldering
countenance of her husband. He was standing aede of the little dance
space, and for one incredulous moment the ideadthshrough her mind
that, had she not already been leaving the floerwbuld have stepped
forward and dragged her off! The impression insyaydve place to fear and



Sara took a few faltering steps towards him, Raaluly the rest of the crowd
forgotten.

'Father ... something's happened to him?' Herladdost its colour and her
heart was thumping madly. 'Is he—?"

‘Get your coat!'
'Father—?"

'Is in his bed, sleeping, as far as | know. Getrymat!" The words came
from between his teeth and there was no doubt wbaie Sara's mind now.
Her husband was in a white-hot fury. But why? Qelyanot because she
was here, for her movements were a matter of idiffce to him; he had
never once wanted to know where she was or whawakeloing.

‘Then why have you come?' To her surprise and amc&yher voice still
trembled, but for a very different reason from wisée had inquired about
her father.

'Are you fetching your coat or do | take you homthaut it?' His voice was

quiet, but tinged with a vibrancy that sent a tngbwn Sara's spine. This
feeling she had was akin to that fear she usedgerence in those far-off

days when she had passed him on the shore. It wakening fear, she

recalled, that made her quake; and always she wawdto be calm, and

not run, but as he drew near her legs would takeraf she would be fleeing
from him, not stopping until a great distance hadrbput between them,
and then she would turn around to measure thardist and her wide blue
eyes would stare for a moment at his tall, retngatigure. Sometimes she
wondered what he thought about the frighteneceliitl who had passed
him, and she would gain the impression that hegraatly amused by her
fears.

There was nothing in his demeanour now to suggessament - and there
was no running from him either. But Sara's innaléassertion conquered
her fear and she held his gaze defiantly, forhasstwas nothing wrong with
her father, this intrusion was unnecessary. Whghwmuld take it into his
head to subject her to a demonstration of his aijt&he did not know, but



she would not have it. She would show him - confiege with the sole
intention of humiliating her before her friends!

'I'm not coming yet. We're all going to Roddy's seul don't know what
time I'll be home!" She was aware of the interésh® people nearby; one or
two of her own crowd had stopped dancing and wéaeding there,
interested spectators of the little scene thatatsa brought forth one of the
waiters, a rather burly fellow who appeared reamynke an attempt at
ejecting Ralph, should that become necessary.

'‘Are you coming?' he said smoulderingly, 'or ano ldtag you out?' He
meant it too, and as Sara glanced around she Kkrswrice again he had her
beaten. For she could not bring herself to causeeae here, not merely
because of any unwillingness to provide the expgaalookers with some
amusement, but mainly because she knew withoustageeof doubt that her
humiliation would increase with every moment sh&sted him. But fury
burned right up to her throat, choking her wordstasiing to Roddy, she
bade him a brief 'good night' adding that she msglethim again some time.
To the others she said nothing, for Ralph appetarbd losing control of his
patience and she very much feared he would soome makove to carry out
his threat.

He had borrowed her brother's car, and once theg away from the hotel
she turned on him.

'What do you mean by all this? - showing me ugamif of my friends!' she
blazed. 'l please myself what | do. What right hgoe to interfere with my
pleasure?’

'Every right. I'm your husband.'

'l don't interfere in your life,’ she quivered, dalim not having you
interfering in mine! You said yourself | should tobee to go my own way—'

''ve changed my mind.' He turned off the main ro@d a narrow country
lane and then, finding a wide verge, he pulledmit &and stopped the car.
'‘Now," he said smoulderingly, ‘we'll have our roerdy seeing as we can't
very well waken up the household by having it ainjoouse.’



'I've no intention of quarrelling with you, but kertainly like to know why
you should take it upon yourself to go there tonigih the sole purpose of
humiliating me!'

'‘And | should like to know why you told your fathlewouldn't mind if you
stayed out all night?’

"You wouldn't, normally.’
'Perhaps not, normally.’

'‘But what difference—' Sara's anger subsided asnibst incredible idea
occurred to her. Could it be that Ralph's interieeewas not merely the
result of high-handedness, of his desire to adgsrauthority? Come to
think of it, such conduct would be alien to hisurat He would never take
the trouble - were he completely indifferent to neovements. Did this
mean, then, that he was not completely indiffertérdf he did have some
interest in what she did? Impulsively she turnetimo in the darkness.

'‘Ralph, why did you come tonight?' Her voice wasteady, as if reflecting
the trembling sensation at her heart. 'It wasstt o humiliate me, was it?'

Somewhere close by an owl hooted, and from thalistance came the
answer, echoing through the silence of the niglalpR seemed to be
listening and Sara wondered if he had heard hestoguns, for she knew her
words were uttered in little more than a whisper.

But at last he spoke, and although the fury hadegoom his voice the
harshness remained.

'l would scarcely waste my time indulging in whahnly be described as
spiteful behaviour. I came to fetch you becausead Imo intention of
appearing a second Roddy. What sort of a man widagdo allow my wife
to stay out all night? I'll have no Malvern smugBlieving his daughter has
me under her thumb.’'

'So it was only for appearances, to save your aege? Sara turned away
again and leant back against the upholstery oséteWhy did she allow



these stupid thoughts to intrude? - to lift her éopvhen she knew deep
down that not only did her husband lack interestan but he also disliked
her intensely. She had shown him a side of herhwhébelieved reflected
her true nature, a side which she herself had yitmelieved to be her real
self. And now, no matter how she tried, she coaden undo the harm she
had done. 'Why am | worrying about it anyway?' sisked herself
impatiently, for apart from anything else, thereswalele. Even if the time
should ever come when Ralph did begin to like hemnyvould still be in love
with Adele.

'To save my face?' Sara sensed the raising ofrbwgsbbefore he added, 'l
don't need to save my face. | can show the Malveargl anyone else for
that matter - that I'm more than capable of margagig wife." And he added
softly, but in inexorable tones which Sara knew sloelld never dare to
ignore, 'And that means that for the rest of oay stou will observe my
wishes. If you go out it will be with me; if | def@ to stay in then you will
stay in too."'

'How did you go on last night? | expected to heaeams for help.'

'What do you mean?' Sara looked up from the nevese was scanning
to frown at her brother.

'Ralph - he was in the devil of a rage when hehefe. | went to bed; didn't
fancy witnessing the row that was brewing. Whatlidsay?'

Sara coloured and shrugged, then asked a questimar own.
'Why was it so late when he came to fetch me?d faather much earlier.’

'We stayed up there playing billiards for quitefale. When we came down
the old folks were just going to bed. Father satlta expect you in before
the early hours as you were going to Rod's - tardypLord, you should
have seen the expression on your husband's faoaidstly believed I'd be
called out of bed to protect you.'



'Would you have done?' she asked, for a momenttdie
"You bet! Wouldn't let a Lingard beat up my sister!
She had to laugh at that.

'He wouldn't beat me up, Barry, you needn't haveied.'

'I'm not too sure, not the way he was. Perhapsdosttd down some by the
time he got to the hotel. What was worrying me Wasu'd already gone.
There'd have been some fun if Ralph had been fdcgd to Rod's - can't
you imagine it, the irate husband dragging his \aif&y from the home of
her ex-fiancé? He grinned at her. "You haven't toédyet what he did.’

With a little sigh of resignation Sara describedatvthad happened,
whereupon Barry glanced at her curiously and asked often she had to
suffer these outbursts of jealousy from her husband

'Not that it's surprising,’ he added. 'You beindpsautiful - and him being a
Lingard. They're a wild lot and no mistake."'

‘They're no worse than we are. Do you really belieg's jealous?’

'‘Not much doubt of that. Were | in your shoes,dtdctise a little more
caution. No sense in deliberately riling a man tikat. He might lose control
one day and then you'll be sorry for yourself.'

But Sara did not hear; she was thinking again oblka fleeting impression
that her husband was jealous, that he really did adittle, enough at any
rate to prevent her from going to Roddy's partyd Avow here was Barry
emphatically maintaining that Ralph was jealous. ..

'He hasn't ever been jealous before," she murmapsdking her thoughts
aloud.

'First time, eh? Perhaps you've never given hinsedefore - and if you
take my advice you won't give him cause again. ¥ s$aid, he could just
lose control and let you have it.'



'I'd give a good account of myself if he did!" sheldenly flared, unable to
take that with apparent meekness.

'With anyone else I'd agree,' he chuckled, and &dbet not with Ralph
Lingard. They're all tough, but he has somethindaaned inflexible about
him - don't know how you got yourself mixed up witim. You always said
you'd never have a man you couldn't get all youn axay with.' He paused,
and then, after a long hesitation, 'How did you meted* up with him,
Sara?'

"You know - how - it happened,' she whispered, kingeher head.

"You stayed the night with him, yes, but how didiyoeet him in the first

place?'

She looked up, and the soft colour had tinted heeks, turning the ivory to
the most delicate pink. Her husband was standitigemloorway. How long

had he been there? she wondered. Aware of her diaeel, Barry turned and
he too wondered how long Ralph had been therdaiior colour tinted his

face at the idea of his brother-in-law listenindheir conversation.

Ralph advanced into the room, his eyes holdingetud$is wife. He spoke
quietly.

'Will you leave us, Sara? | want to speak to Batone.'

'Yes, of course.' She rose at once from her cttoygh she did give her
husband a wondering glance as she passed him ovalgdo the door.

Later Ralph informed her that he had told Barryttiéh.

"You told Barry about the abduction? Oh, but yoaustin't have! He'll tell
Father.'

'l intend telling your father myself. | think ittsne they knew the truth.’

She shook her head bewilderedly.



'‘But why?'

'‘Because | don't want your family to think thatyoli," he returned quietly.
'You ... care what they think about me?' Her loveyses were wide, and
guestioning, her lips quivering slightly. "You rgatare that they should
know | didn't - didn't do that awful thing?"

'Yes, Sara, | do care.'

'How did Barry take it? | mean, wasn't he mad optlaing?’

Ralph laughed humorously.

'l half expected him to call me out. It's a goothghwe're living in these
enlightened times," he added ruefully, 'or I'midfseu’d have lost both your

brother and your husband.’

"You'd have fought to the death over me?' She glhat him covertly, and
something made her add, 'I'd no idea | was wotrth it.

His glance flickered over her in mock contempt.

'‘Asking for compliments?' he said, and a blealelgimile touched her lips.
"You're the last person to whom I'd look for com@nts.' And she thought,
her eyes shading unhappily, 'He should be the fiestd the only one - to

whom | should look for compliments.’

He did not speak for a while and then, in toneshild a gentleness she had
never heard before,

'Perhaps, Sara, the day will come when | shallrseyou.’
What did he mean? she asked herself breathlesahng up into his lean

dark face with a question in her lovely eyes. Batdxpression was set, and
she saw him again as he had been last night. Rlyiangry, ordering her,



in that peremptory tone, to get her coat, threatpmo drag her from the
hotel if she did not instantly obey his command.

What was wrong with her that she should want hiroaie? Life would be
far from pleasant were they to enter into the nbmelationship of marriage.
To be his wife... He would be arbitary and overbegirhe would dominate
her at every turn; he would be demanding... All gta had declared never
to tolerate in her husband.

Yes, something must be wrong with her that shelshwant him to care, to

take her as his wife. What had caused , this chanber? Was it Greece?
No, it was Ralph himself who had brought about thange - and all

unknowingly! Had he deliberately set out to chahge, to crush all her

arrogance, to break her, he couldn't have met gnélater success. What
would he say, she wondered, were he to know whahdtk achieved?

Perhaps he would gloat - yes, most likely he walbdt.

How had he done it? Sara's brow furrowed as sharbggthink back, to
bring to mind some of the occurrences which coadehbeen instrumental
in effecting this change in her character. Thewt heen those interludes of
pleasure so sparingly meted out to her; they mightact have been
deliberately handed to her as samples of a ratbaderful companionship
that could have been hers permanently had theiriagar been normal.
Conversely, there were the numerous occasions Vieeihad gone to
surprising lengths to create a situation in whibh would have no option
but to defer to his wishes; he had seemed at thoses to be quite
determined to bend her to his will - and he hasdtseaded in spite of her own
efforts at resistance. There were those instantdssocontempt, of his
downright rudeness when referring to her appea wsman, and what of
his almost exaggerated indifference? An incredidea flashed through
Sara's mind. Could it be that her husband had efglibly set out to break
her? He was clever, in the most subtly effectivg.Waiis was proved by the
manner in which he had conducted the whole dram&i®fso-called
revenge; it was also manifested in the methodsfurning the tables on her
when she herself had sought a way of getting evénhim.



The old anger threatened to rise, but she curbetlatertheless, her
indignation could not be suppressed and she fouesel saying,
quiveringly,

'If 1 thought for one moment that you - you—?' Atlten she checked
herself, reluctant to put into words the idea tred occurred to her.

'Yes?' Ralph prompted interestedly, and Sara cfidtino means now of
avoiding an answer.

'l believe you've plotted to make me - to try ahdmmge my character!

'‘Change your character?' he returned innocenthhatWare you talking
about?'

"You've been doing it all the time - oh, | hate you

'My dear Sara, don't subject me to another shoteraper, not now, when
I've decided there's a marked improvement in you—'

'Improvement! - yes, that's what | mean. You'venba@eliberately trying to
improve me, as you call it!" She paused, and savhhgband's expression
become fixed as he waited for her to continuean see it all; right from the
first you've concentrated on - humbling me.'

'Do you mind explaining all this?' he requestednlydTry to be calm and
give me a rational explanation. Tell me more albist- plot I'm supposed
to have hatched in order to humble you.’

'It was carefully designed to - to tame me— Théaesword you love to use,
isn't it?" Her voice still trembled, but she comtd to keep her anger in
check. 'lIt was so well thought out, and the measesiso cleverly hidden.
Oh, how could I ever have been so stupid!

"You actually believe I'd waste my time on you? Am suggesting I've
been making an endeavour to improve you? - to gauo wild ways?' The
very idea seemed to astound him, for he stare@rainkredulously. 'How
vain you must be to think for one moment that laste my time trying to



make a nice girl of you!" A laugh touched his lgpsd he watched her colour
rise, then fade again, before he continued, iAdh, celiberate tone, 'No, my
dear Sara, | never take on an impossible task.'

Her eyes were suddenly far too bright as she lookiedhim, all her
indignation crushed by his wounding remarks. Howldde be so callous
when, only a moment ago, he had spoken gently toshging - when she
had talked about compliments - that he might saephier one day? She
continued to stare at him, and after a little wiahee saw his expression
change. Did she imagine it, or was there reallyn& &f remorse about his
eyes? He extended a hand, and seemed about toreayheng, but to her
dismay Sara felt the tears well up and threatezst@ape on to her cheeks.
Swiftly she turned and left him, brushing the tearsy as she went upstairs.
What had he been about to say? Could it be thatleneant to apologize?
A bitter smile touched her lips as she cast away tidiculous idea. More
likely to be another taunt or insult. Certainlyviould not have been
anything pleasant he had to say to her.



CHAPTER TEN

DARKNESS had descended when they arrived back in Olympiathen
Monday evening, but it was still quite early andé5asked Ralph to walk
with her down to the shrine. But he refused, sapim@ad work to do, and as
soon as they had eaten he disappeared and Samatdide him again that
night. The following morning she repeated her retjuéis time he had said
he was going to Langadia to see Adele.

'‘Get Hayley to walk with you," he suggested abjcktfolder under his arm,
he bade her a rather curt good morning. Why didl\ways have great wads
of papers when he went out? she wondered. Shested they were
something to do with his work and, therefore, iswi@ost odd that he should
take them with him every time he went to visit Azlel

Immediately after his departure Sara went out, elediog the hill and
walking slowly so as to take in the beauty arousd k was a wonderful
morning of brilliant sunshine and clear intoxicatiair. This was her home
and she wanted no other, for although she had edjbging with her father
there had been present the whole time a profouarhyey for the place she
had so soon come to love. Autumn tints were spngathrough the lush
vegetation and soon the heights around would beredwvith snow. But the
meadows were green still, with the rivers flowidgwdy through them.
These rivers would be raging torrents in the spraig mused, glancing up
to the heights of the wild Arcadiart mountains frasmere the melting snows
of winter would feed and swell the gentle vallengatns.

She entered the shrine, where only a few people®rad, for it was still too
early for the tourists. These had, in any casen loe@endling for a week or
two and soon there would be scarcely any strartbers at all.

For a long while she sauntered about, in that gagreve where for a

thousand years the Games were held. The ruins setenaeld a softness to
the landscape, lying as they did amid the clusgepimes and cypresses,
with the densely- wooded slopes rising above thamd the rivers

meandering their way through the valley.



Sitting down on part of a broken statue base, &dtragain the deep sense
of peace she had experienced on other occasions stieehad come to the
shrine. What was it like in those far-off days whenten months prior to
the Games the athletes would live here, practigiag skills in readiness for
the time when each one would compete, before a awadience, for the
honours which were not for himself, but for histstand his parents? The
supreme victor would be more or less canonizedhadtatue would stand
among those of the gods and other heroes who,hiikeself, had been
victorious in previous Panhellenic Games. Slavesl@rbarians were not
permitted either to partake in the Games or to wdhe spectacle. This
ruling applied also to women, Sara reflected withrg smile, wondering if
the status of women was at that time no higher thahof the slaves and
barbarians.

Her eyes began to wander over the ruins. The Dierople of Zeus, its
great columns brought down by an earthquake, stooghly in the centre
of the sacred Altis. It was massive, and in thesdaiyits glory two great
golden vases adorned the roof, one at each endyighan the pediments
was a statue of Nike, winged Victory descendingnfitbe sky, carrying an
olive wreath to crown the victor of the Games. Mawonderful sculptures
adorned the metopes and pediments, while insideTdraple was the
colossal statue of Zeus by Phidias, made of gottiaory and encrusted
with thousands of precious gems.

On a lower level stood the Temple of Hera, onéhefdldest temples to be
found in the whole of Greece. Here used to staatrtiost breathtakingly
beautiful statue of Hermes and the baby Dionysusd lying by a pedestal
bearing the name of the famous sculptor, Praxitélesthe west of the

Temple were many important buildings like the gysinen and the

Palaestra, and the immense workshop of Phidiasatheus Greek sculptor
responsible for most of the statues adorning tmetBary.

At last Sara rose, deciding to go into the villagel call on Hayley.
After greeting her with undisguised pleasure Haydesked if Sara had

enjoyed her visit to England. She was in the ggrdeseding, but stopped
work at once, and the two girls sat down understiae of the trees.



'l enjoyed seeing my father, but I'm glad to bekidac
‘That's how | feel when | go home to see my pardradore it here.’

'How did you come to be in Greece?'Sara askeduslyioremembering that
Hayley had said she had worked for a shipping compa Athens before
her marriage to Manolis.

'l came over just for a change, for adventurepii {ike. One or two of my
friends had found jobs abroad and | thought it avgeod way of seeing a bit
of the world before | settled down.' She grinneefully. 'My idea was to
work in Athens for a while and then move on somewledse, but | didn't
get the chance. | met Manolis in less than a year.’

'‘And Adele ... she worked in the same office, yaiud®'

Hayley seemed suddenly to be interested in theialstiinding on a little
paved circle in the centre of the garden, and 8agan to regret having
mentioned Adele, for it was clear that Hayley hadwish to discuss her.
But at last Hayley said, eyeing her friend strapgel

'Hasn't Adele ever talked about herself to you?iSkeur friend, | take it?'

That latter was a subtle question, Sara knew, IregadDuncan's saying he
had hinted to his sister that between Adele andbiRdhere existed
something far stronger than mere friendship. TleegfHayley would not
expect Sara to be on friendly terms with Adelet fbie reverse in fact. Yes,
it was a subtle question and, knowing of Hayleg\malty to Adele, Sara
found great difficulty in answering it. But althdudher friend gave no
indication that she was now willing to talk aboutlede, she was waiting
interestedly for Sara's reply.

‘No, Adele never talks much about herself," Said sleciding to ignore the
second question altogether.

Hayley must have noticed the deliberate avoidam¢eoquestion, but she
gave no indication of doing so as she said, thdtesgression still present in
her eyes,



'‘Adele is reticent by nature. She never did say warch about herself ... but
Ralph must surely have told you something abou®'her

Another subtle question. Hayley might hate gossipd with her a
confidence might be a confidence, as her brotheralsaerted; nevertheless
she was now revealing a certain curiosity, eveD@ascan had done, about
the strange triangle of Sara, Adele and Ralph. stedchanged her opinion
of Adele's character? Did she now wonder whethesethints of Duncan's
could have had some foundation?

'Ralph doesn't say much about Adele either," Sanakly admitted, and
then, feeling that she was in no way testing Héagl&yyalty to her friend,
she asked how Adele came to be living in Langa8ize has some Greek in
her, so Ralph says?' she added.

'l believe she has a bit - from one of her granepts;, | think. She lives here
because her father was left the house in Langadiayryears ago. Adele's
parents are quite old, and they'd always said wWayld retire to the house
they'd been left. They're not short of money asdyau know, Adele works
for Ralph.'

Sara's eyes opened wide; could this be the expantatr all those papers
her husband took with him when he went to visit |&@e

'l - never know quite what she does for Ralph,'twesd Sara, giving a
forced little laugh. 'I'm afraid Ralph refuses ttk@bout his work once he's
left it behind.'

'‘Adele does some book-keeping for him at home, fuspocket money. |
didn't know of course until she told me that evgnivhen we met at your
place.' A slight pause and then, "Your husbandnmdigeusses his work with
you? How strange. Manolis loves to tell me whas the'en doing all day -
and | like to know about his work. |—' She checkeztself, hesitating
undecidedly before she went on, 'I'd feel shut samehow, if Manolis
wouldn't talk to me about what he does. Besidéigelto know what he's
doing all day. You see, it's all part of it - ofitbg married, | mean.’



Yes, it was all part of it, Sara agreed, silenfpart of the intimacy of
marriage; you had to be close in every way. Hoved#int from what she
herself had so confidently declared to be the fdamor the perfect
marriage. How could she ever have believed thawith a man like Roddy
would satisfy her?

Yes, whatever the outcome of her marriage to Rapl,owed him a great
debt of gratitude for rescuing her from the conseges of what would have
been her own folly.

Hayley was glancing away to the high dark shap¢hefsmooth-topped

hills, and Sara studied her in profile. She lookedttractive, with a slant of
sunlight escaping through the trees to ripple djkel through her hair, and a
look of sweet contentment on her face. She turisedfl farced to do so by

Sara's interest, and she smiled enchantingly aHeergrey eyes were wide
and rather dreamy and Sara knew that, for a few emtenher own presence
had been forgotten.

So this was what love did to you; it made you giowd dream and filled you
to the brim with happiness. How lucky Hayley wasd a/alerie, too. 'l
might have found the right one, had | not had ssitlpid ideas,’ Sara
thought... but no. She had the right one. It walplRahe wanted - so
desperately now, she owned, a terrible ache ofadieispher heart. It was her
husband she wanted - but he didn't want her.

'People are different,’ Hayley said with a hintapiology as she saw her
friend's expression. And she laughed rather seibciously before adding,

'Manolis and | - well, perhaps we're too sentimemancan certainly thinks

so; he's no patience at all with either of us.’

'l don't think you're too sentimental—' Sara swatd a little lump in her
throat and a few seconds elapsed before she wasabgb on. ‘It must be
wonderful to be in love like that.' Too late shalized what those words
revealed. Her friend looked startled and when giakes her voice was
hesitant and guarded.

'How - how long have you been married, Sara?’



'Five months.'

A small silence followed. Hayley was deep in thaughd Sara began to
sense that interest again, that curiosity her dribad seemed to reveal
earlier about the place which Adele occupied inlihes of Sara and her
husband.

‘Are you ...? Perhaps | shouldn't say this, Sa@aabse we haven't known
each other very long at all, but - well, you're watrried about Adele?' She
paused uncomfortably, half hoping Sara would helpdut, but Sara could

find nothing to say, and presently Hayley wentmtetl her that Duncan had
seemed to think there was something between Ralpiidele. 'There isn't,

Sara, if that's what's troubling you. | feel almsste of it.'

'‘Almost?' Again she spoke without thinking, but&talt there was nothing
to be gained by pretence when she had as muchmaextithat her husband
did not love her.

'No—' Hayley shook her head. 'l shouldn't have Haadl I'm sure, very sure,
that Adele wouldn't do anything wrong.' She standgdont of her, and when
she spoke Sara knew it was with difficulty, butiwsudden resolution too.
'‘Adele and her husband - he's English - partedtabgear ago. 1'd lost touch
with her> but | heard about it from another friemdo worked with us in
Athens. This friend made me promise | wouldn't irea word of what she
told me, but | think, under these circumstancesyn - and should - tell you
about it." And Sara listened as her friend relabedstory that had been told
to her regarding the breaking up of Adele's magi#&gpparently it had been
ideally happy until Michael, her husband, fellavé - or appeared to fall in
love - with someone else. She worked with him, thiger girl, and it seems
she's been jilted and this particular day she wagears. Michael, in
sympathy, | expect, took her out to lunch; thehaetame a regular thing.
Then he started taking her out in the evenings-amell, it seems that the
girl began to have ideas about Michael; she wasoably unscrupulous
because she knew from the first he was married.gyew some sort of an
affair did develop and Adele found out about it &mely parted. The tragedy
of it all is that Michael threw this girl over alrsioat once, but, according to
this friend of mine, he won't come back to Adeledese he's too ashamed.’



'Does - she still care for him, do you think?' Saxaice trembled, and the
hand resting on her knee was not very steady either

'I'm sure she does - I'm sure they're both judeasted as ever, but what can
Adele do if Michael won't come back to her?'

Sara shook her head dazedly. How ridiculous fomthe be apart if this
were true, if they still loved one another.

'‘But Ralph,' she said, her brow creasing in a froMiiny does he pay her so
much attention?' The words came automatically aach Svas scarcely
aware of having spoken them, for she was thinkingdele, and the way
she adopted that proprietorial manner with Ralpdgting her, Sara, with
condescension which at times had amounted almasidness. This was
not the attitude of someone whose sole intere®alph was that of an
employee. And what of Ralph himself? He had pradficadmitted on
several occasions that he and Adele were haviragfam. No, Hayley must
be wrong, she must be. 'l don't understand - haWRdilph and Adele come
to meet?'

‘That is something | can't tell you because, as d&id, I'd lost touch with
Adele until meeting her again at your house. liwated her here, but she
hasn't come yet.'

Nothing more was said on the subject and as Man@alsscoming home for
lunch, Sara left so that Hayley could get on witbparing the meal.

She made her way home slowly, thinking of the cosa#on that had just
taken place. Hayley must be wrong, for it was obsidhat there was
something between Ralph and Adele ... and yet hathe't herself had
doubts? Supposing it were true, and Adele did kie her husband?
Supposing there was nothing more than friendship/at good would it
do me?' she quivered, as despair flooded overHsat.not Ralph made it
abundantly clear that not only did he detest herperson, but he also found
her completely unattractive as a woman ?



It was a month since her father died; Sara hacedtayth her mother for a
fortnight and then returned to Olympia. The autuwwvas becoming well
advanced and Sara spent most of her time readinigebiyre, wondering if
this were all she could ever expect from life. 8iher father's death Ralph
had been markedly kinder to her; he stayed in rhoteisually took himself
off to his little study for the greater part of ttiay.

Now that her father was gone she was free to Ieameand at first Sara had

put the idea from her, but as time went on sherbheaaonvinced that it was

not possible for her to go on living in the samad®wwith Ralph, for the rest

of her life, with nothing between them. To makereak seemed the only

sensible thing to do and at last she decided taway altogether and return
to England. Their marriage was to be for ever, Ralpd said, and Sara was
prepared to accept that, for she knew there woeNdgnbe anyone else in her
life.

The idea of leaving her husband grew strongereaddlygs and weeks passed,
and it reached a climax one evening when, aboenter the sitting-room
where Ralph and Adele were talking, she haltedideithie door on hearing
her name mentioned. But she had missed what wdsabaut her and the
next thing she heard was:

It isn't fair, Ralph; you're heartless.’
‘All's fair in love, my dear.'

‘Are you terribly in love?' came the wistful questifrom Adele, and Sara
felt ice at her heart as he replied,

'‘About as much in love as anyone can be. When areaizes he could give
his life for a woman then he's reached the pinnafleving.'

A little laugh broke from Adele and a small sileriodowed. Were they in
each other's arms? Was there no sound becausewvtreykissing each
other?

'l wonder if your love is as strong as mine,’ gaitttle at last.



'‘Can one compare? - or measure? Besides, womeliffarent.'
‘Their love goes deeper ...?"

‘No, | will never admit that. Women are more dentis/e, they lay bare
their hearts more easily, but a man can be as ylaéfgcted by emotions as
a woman, and he can be as easily hurt. So takeAdete, be kind to your
lover.'

'l intend to be kind, always,' she returned ferlyetnd she added, on a note
of deep anxiety, 'Will you be kind to yours, Ralphyays?’

‘That is my intention—"

Sara turned away and went back upstairs. She camtldo in to them, they
were happy in each other's company; they wouldwettome an intruder at
a time like this.

Methodically she made arrangements for her retorfartgland, arranging
the flight, writing to her mother as tactfully asescould, yet warning her
that the separation was to be permanent.

The day before her departure she went to see Hagtelytold her of what
she had overheard.

'l must go, and leave them together - the way thene before | came,’ she
said. 'l haven't told you everything, Hayley, buather think Duncan has
given you an idea that our marriage was not nofroai the beginning.’

Hayley nodded, a very thoughtful expression onfaee.

'l can't believe it, even though you overheard tuoasversation between
them. Adele and Michael were terribly in love u$f can't see her caring for
anyone else.’

Sara did not trouble to comment on that. Theredcbalno mistake, she had
heard them both declaring their love, promisingp&kind to each other
always. She said goodbye to Hayley and after priogni® write Sara left



her friend and spent the rest of the afternoon daivithe shrine. The
following morning she had her breakfast with Ralpie last meal together,
she thought, savouring every single moment, andnigopo cross words
would intrude to spoil the memory.

Her packing was almost finished when her husbardeslanto her room
and she looked up, guiltily, for she had droppetthe slightest hint of her
intention.

'l th-thought you were going out this morning," $hlkéered. 'You always go
out on Wednesdays.'

Ralph ignored that; his eyes were on the suitcagé®bed, packed almost
to the top. A paleness had touched the cornerssainbuth and a muscle
seemed to be throbbing in the side of his neck.

'Where do you think you're going?' he demanded,imgrslowly into the
room.

She gave a deep and trembling sigh.

'I'm going back to England - leaving you, f-for gioo

'Do you mind giving me a reason?"

She shook her head, reluctant to mention his afféir Adele.

'l think it's the best thing. | wouldn't have dabhevhile Father was alive,
because of hurting him, but now it doesn't mattexill leave you free, the
way you were before | came.' Absently folding atskihe put it on top of the
rest of her things and closed the lid of the ssical haven't much time,
Ralph, the taxi will be here in a few minutes.’

'The taxi's been and gone.'

She blinked at him uncomprehendingly.

You've sent it away?'



‘You're not leaving me, Sara,’ he said, and it sekettmat all the old authority
and hardness entered into him. 'You're my wife, latadd you it was for
ever.'

You can't keep me here - I've made up my mindnbiriving a life like this

any longer. You can just go down and ring for aeotfaxi." Why did he
want her to stay? Simply to save his face? - togrepeople from saying
his marriage was a failure?

'‘Are you giving me an order?' he inquired dangdsousnd a sudden pain
touched Sara's heart. She had wanted to go quadtéy, the friendly meal
they had just had. And now it seemed their last smstogether were to be
ones of quarrelling and strife.

'l just want you to get the taxi for me, please.hEer dismay the tears started
to her eyes and she brushed them away, almosthangmlon't want to
guarrel with you at this time, Ralph, and indeegfés no need for us to do
so. If you'll get me another taxi - otherwise | lhaiss the plane.’
Tremblingly she tried to put on her coat. Gentlwés taken from her; she
turned and held out an arm, expecting to be halpedcer coat, but it was
flung on the bed, on top of her suitcase, and Ralpted her round to face
him, his hands gentle on her arms.

'Why this sudden decision to leave me, Sara?' kedasnd for a moment
she was unable to answer. This was not the Rakplkrstw; this tenderness
could not possibly be for her.

It isn't sudden. I've been thinking about it fong time, but | made up my
mind definitely after | had heard you and Adele-hé&Stopped, flushing at
her admission, and yet she knew she must go onthéoe was something
she did not understand. 'l heard you talking abolave, and saying you
meant to be kind to - to one another.’

"To one another?' A frown of concentration touchedbrow. '"You never
heard a thing like that.’'



'l was outside the door,' she admitted, her flusbpéning. 'l didn't really
mean to listen, but | did hear you and Adele .hai\exactly had they said?
'l remember, now, you said you would be kind toryoto your lover.'

'‘And you thought Adele was this lover, to whomdmised to be kind?' And
before she could collect her bewildered thoughtfscsently to answer him,
'It's understandable, | must confess, but, Saveastnot Adele.’

'‘Not Adele?' she trembled. 'But she too promiseld, it must be Adele!

'‘Adele's husband had written asking her to haveldaok, and | imagine that
by this time they're together.’

‘Then who - who—?" It can't be me, she thoughtwiesle body beginning
to shake. 'Ralph. ..." The tears were close, tosegland she blinked rapidly
in an effort to hold them back.

'I'm hoping, my darling, that you will be the lovier whom | vowed to be
kind.'

'Me ... but you don't like me ..." How ridiculous whiee had just uttered that
endearment, when he was looking at her like thig) leve in his eyes and
the most tender smile upon his lips. 'Is it true@n't believe it—' She stared
at him through a mist of tears, looking up to se@ra of satisfaction, of
triumph in his eyes to which, strangely, she tookthe slightest exception.
And then she was in his arms, weeping againstreiast; and when a little
while later he had lifted her face and gently dhedeyes, he bent to kiss her
tenderly, possessively, on her mouth, and her chemkd then his lips
caressed her hair.

'My lovely Sara, how I've wanted you. You'll nex&ow the struggles I've
had—' He held her away from him and for a briefcgplais eyes were stern.
'What a dance you've led me! | thought I'd neverver—' He broke off, but

his dark eyes laughed now and he knew somehowstteterself would

finish the sentence.

'—tame me?'



'Darling, I just wanted you to be a woman.'

‘A woman who purrs?' She nestled against him,rfgehe rapid beating of
his heart, so close to her own.

‘Just all woman,' he said simply. 'That was whaahted, my darling, only
that.' He kissed her again and because she wastimdw all woman, she
just had to say, with a hint of reproach,

"You wanted me? But you always said | -1 wasmraetive. You never paid
me a single compliment.’

'l also said I'd surprise you one day, remember?’as she nodded, "You're
beautiful, Sara," he whispered hoarsely. 'So biedtitiat | wanted you right
from the first. But | desired something far moreeq@ous than surface
beauty. You possessed it, | knew, and | just hdatitay it out. Forgive me,
sweetheart?'

‘There's nothing to forgive,' she whispered lowngkestling close again, 'so
long as I'm the sort of woman you can love.’'

After a little while Ralph explained about AdeleheShad worked in the
office of a friend of his, from whom he had learnagdout her broken
marriage. She had wanted some part-time work amghRed given it to
her.

'We did go out together," he admitted, 'but theas wever anything serious
between us. But | had to make you believe there ara$Adele co-operated
- though she was most reluctant to do so becausdikg#d you from the
start. Often she told me | was heartless.’

'You were,' Sara couldn't help saying. 'You madeshaep on the floor, for
one thing.'

‘The hardest thing | ever did," he confessed riyefi/hen you stood at that
door—' He kissed her passionately, and only thenSdira realize what it
had cost him to ignore her on that particular night



Presently Sara told him why she had jilted Alexd &alph's face shadowed
with remorse.

'Why didn't you tell me? Heavens, child, I'd novéabducted you had |
known the truth! - at least, I'd not have made stay on the boat with me.’

'Wouldn't you?' And, as she looked at him with gmigumour in her eyes.

'‘Good lord, what am | saying? Yes, of course | wbul



