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"Fate," Dorian Coralis had said. Juliet dwelt ors thnstinctively
recalling those days when he had so despised henv&ndered how
he would react if she told him that she was thehgirhad met at her
aunt and uncle's home.

"Il marry you, Dorian," Juliet whispered, triumpdoaring within
her. Revenge! The word was all around her. Sheduanithg this man
to the dust!



CHAPTER ONE

To say that the arrival of Dorian Coralis in theegly Dorset village
of West Havington had caused a stir would be puititnmildly
indeed. It was not only that strangers were rané,abGreek --And
one so superlatively handsome as this god-likeudigr into the
indolent tempo of a place where the birth of Mrsemiloy's triplets had
provided the only excitement in five years....

'He's six-foot-three if he's an inch!" exclaimedsMiPotterton, the
postmistress, when, after serving him with a boiogtamps, she had
watched him stride majestically through the do&nd as handsome
a man as ever entered my shop!

'‘Aye,' agreed Mr Godfrey who farmed Green Acres mow the
valley, 'I'll wager those two girls up at the Grargye fighting over
him.'

There'll be no fight," intervened Miss Youdall, whwed with her
aged sister in the old mill-house over by the kgidgjanya's got it all
her own way with him, just as she has it with osh&/ho'd want to
look at Juliet when there's Tanya around?'

Miss Potterton's nostrils quivered; her pale blyeseregistered
disdain.

‘Juliet's the nicer of the two, though. She's aetwhild, and | often
wonder that she stays with her aunt and uncld.at al

'She'll be away when she's older,’ prophesised répdfLittle
drudge, she is, and always has been since the hdaydwthers
decided to take her, when her mum and dad weredkilh that
accident. Six years old, she was, and | recall¢kan then they had
her with a broom in one hand and a duster in therdtWhich was of
course a slight exaggeration on Mr Godfrey's paeyjertheless, it
was a known fact throughout the village that Juless little more



than a servant up at the Grange, the large manasehon the hill
overlooking the village green. Her aunt and uncdel Isurprised
everyone by their decision to take the little onplzhild into their
care; she would be a playmate for their own daugtitey had said,
but the fact was that both Tanya and her paremtdreated Juliet as
an inferior right from the start, and now, at altmesventeen, she had
practically the whole of the work of the house @n hands.

'l heard that Tanya and the Greek were seen dandglancing at the
White Swan." Mrs Goldsmith, who always had a shiif never a
handkerchief, spoke in a kind of conspiratorial m&mas, after
stuffing into her purse the stamps she had bosghkt|eant across the
counter and said quietly to the postmistress, "Thay that the
Lowthers only invited him to stay so that he andhyleawould get
together. The Lowthers are comfortably off, as lgnaw, but they're
not by any means rich. Now this Dorian Coralis—tth@y have odd
names in Greece?—this Dorian's the son of a mdli@ship-owner,
So it's no wonder they're trying to get Tanya tiedwvith him.'

‘They make a very suited pair, you must admit tidtis came from
Mrs Swale, the vicar's housekeeper who, for no iEgmpaeason at all,
had never had a good word for Juliet. 'I'd likese® them married
myself.'

Mrs Goldsmith gave a loud and unnecessary sniff.

'For my part, I'd sooner see Juliet land him.dtiow Tanya and her
parents that Juliet's not such a little outcagrat.'

‘Juliet!" exclaimed Mrs Swale with a flash of disdaShe's positively
ugly -

'‘Not ugly! snapped Mr Godfrey. 'Plain, I'll notrdg but the lass has
pretty eyes and a nice peachy skin—sort of," he@&rdguely.



'‘She hasn't the poise and confidence of her cowsintinued Mrs
Swale after asking for a postal order. 'Shy anddtint isn't natural
in a girl these days— and I'm not so sure thahdatsall put on!'

‘Put on!" Mr Godfrey stared belligerently at hedainwas clear that
he was becoming heated. 'The lass is not yet ses@nfTanya's
twenty-onel!'

‘And don't forget," interposed Mrs Goldsmith, ‘'thaliet's never been
anywhere. Why, they even left her at home last semmihen they
went off to Greece for their holiday.'

'It was then that they met this fellow, wasn't it?'

‘That's right. He and Tanya met somewhere, and &aimen
introduced her parents to him. They must have spmeded and now
they've got him over as their guest.’

‘You know," mused Miss Potterton as she stampegbadistal order
before passing it over the counter to Mrs Swalestfuck me right
away—when he first arrived over a week ago—thatshé really
their type.'

"What do you mean?" from Mr Godfrey as he lounggdirast the
counter, filling his pipe from a plastic pouch whibad seen better
days.

'He's so aloof and superior. He's sort of unappralale, if you know
what I'm trying to say?'

'He's a snob, you're meaning?"'

'Yes—but also he never smiles no matter how youtigoax him. |
should have thought he'd consider the Lowtherbdéaeath him.'

'‘Ah, But he's interested in their beautiful daughtien't forget.'



At this very moment the 'beautiful daughter' waskiag at her young
cousin with dark furious eyes as she held out ekskdack velvet
evening dress, then flung it into Juliet's face.

'l told you last week—when | took it off—that it weed mending --'

'You didn't, Tanya,' protested Juliet almost irr¢edrou told me to
press it with the steam iron, which | did, befo@nging it in the
wardrobe, but as for--—'

'l told you that the hem was coming down! Get ihel@at once. I'm
putting it on tonight!'

'I'm sorry --' Juliet picked up the dress, whicld fi@len on the floor,
and looked at the hem. 'I'll do it right away.'

‘And make sure the stitches don't come througtodhd right side,
because if they do you'll get it done again!" Tardark-haired and
possessing an exotic beauty which most men fouresbistible,
glared at her cousin before, allowing her eyesate rthe slender,
Immature body, she said scathingly, 'And don't kieaging passes at
Dorian; it annoys him --'

'l don't make passes! | wouldn't know howl'

‘You're plain—Plain Jane we've always called youd gou know
why. Dorian considers you to be ugly- do you heangh# So don't
keep on vexing him by trying to make him notice you

' haven't! | --'

"Why did you dye your hair?' demanded Tanya, anel langhed
then, a grating sort of laugh that Juliet had abJagted.

'l haven't dyed my hair. It's only a rinse.’



The laugh rang out again, echoing all around tegagit bedroom in
which Tanya slept.

‘When | came back from my holiday | showed you apshot of
Dorian, remember?’

'Of course.' Juliet's face was pale, her handsoty.
'l happened to say that he preferred brunettebtalbs.’

'‘Well?' Juliet fingered the soft silky velvet ofrhmusin’'s dress and
for one wild and wonderful moment she herself waanwng it ... and
going out to dine and dance with the handsome DdZiaralis.

'l later told you he was coming td England, on bess, but that
Mother had invited him to come and stay with usieintioned again
that he preferred brunettes to blondes, and wikiagali do, my plain
little Emily --?"

'‘My name's not Emily! | mean, that's one of my nan&now, but |
keep asking you all to call me Juliet. People i village are how
obliging enough to call me Juliet.'

‘Here, in this house, your name is Emily—it alwhgs been since the
day you arrived --'

'‘My own mother and father called me Juliet.'

*We don't like it!" Tanya dismissed the matter watflip of her hand.
‘To get back to what we were saying, ooly little Emily. What did
you do to your hair? Tell me—come on!' Tanya stiovfard until her
face was dose to that of her cousin. The snedpegvere curled, the
dark eyes tinged with laughter. "You poor littleofd You went
straight out and bought yourself a hair dye ---'



‘A rinse!' interrupted Juliet, squirming with shasme=n before Tanya
had finished what she was going to say.

'So what's the difference?' jeered Tanya. 'Yodldrfan love with a
photograph—you poor un-developed little orphan! Hoewould
laugh were | to tell him that, because of whasHd, you dyed your
hair I' Tanya came closer still. ‘It didn't do yauy good, though, did
it? He doesn't even know you're here!'

'‘Emily!" The loud imperious call came from the dtien of the stairs
and without a second's, delay Judith had the bedduor open.

'Yes, Aunt Maud?'

‘The dog's been sick on the kitchen floor. Go adedrcit up! And
when you've done that you can fill the coal scatteady for tonight!'

‘Yes, Aunt Maud.'
Tanya looked at her with an expression of utteteopt.

‘You've no guts, have you, Emily?' she said, natinegpallid cheeks,
the trembling mouth, the tears that struggled fdease. 'You're
afraid to answer back --'

'‘One day, Tanya," interrupted Juliet in a tightditoice, 'l might just
have the courage toght back!" and with that she left the room, he
cousin's lovely dress draped over her arm.

She was in the post office the following afternobaying been sent
by Tanya to buy some stamps.

‘Hello, Emily—oh, dear, | mean Juliet." Miss Potitéon looked
apologetically at her young customer. 'lt's a bifiailt, dear, to



remember that you want to be called Juliet. Welldeen calling
you Emily for so long, you see.'

Juliet nodded her head, and although she had gleeqdained it all
to Miss Potterton and others in the village, shgabdo tell her again.

'‘As you know, | was only six when Aunt Maud and @nlfred took
me in, and as | told you, the names on my birthifezte are Juliet
Emily Hardy --'

"Yes, dear, | remember," interrupted Miss Pottertbat gently.
‘There isn't really any need for you to repeat it.'

Juliet swallowed, and hesitated. But then she @e€lcid continue,

'l had always been called Juliet by my parents,Aurt Maud said
she didn't like the name --'

'It's a very pretty name, dear!" interrupted thetpustress rather
hotly. 'l can't see how your aunt came to prefedyfgm

‘Well, she did, so she made me take that name rapdidliet --' Her
voice trailed off as with a back-switch of memohegecalled the
scene when, having been told she must from nowsenthe name
Emily, Juliet protested tearfully that she didikelEmily, and in any
case, she was used to Juliet.

"You'll do as | say!" snapped her aunt, glaring doat her niece.
‘Obedience is the first word you must learn—that gratitude!" And
in order to ensure that the two words were fixeohlif in her mind
the woman made her niece sit down and write thetradwindred
times, while Tanya, looking into the room now atert, would
giggle and sneer, and just as Juliet had finishegbtece of work, her
cousin took the pen from her hand and scribbledwadl the sheet of
paper. In consequence Juliet had to do the worik aglad just to add



insult to injury she was scolded by her aunt f&irg so long over the
task.

‘That was how you all came to know me as Emilyiedapoke at last,
but by now there was another customer in the shop-Gitifrey.

"Yes,"' murmured Miss Potterton. 'l recall that yaunt came in hare
and said she and her husband had adopted you angotlr name
was Emily Lowther.'

'It was Juliet Hardy.' Juliet was frowning slightl$fome day, Miss
Potterton, | shall be known by my own real namej aot by the
name that my aunt decided | must use.’

"And you'll be your own colouring too,' put in Mro@frey with a
frowning glance at Juliet's dark hair. 'Prettywés, sort of gold with
gingery lights --'

‘Auburn lights, Mr Godfrey," interrupted Juliet gedy. 'lt was more
fair than dark, as you know, and | wanted it tdibe Tanya's.'

'For any particular reason?' he inquired, stillwining.

She fell silent a moment, vividly recalling the wstye had felt when
Tanya, returning from the holiday in Greece, hadwsh her the
snapshot of Dorian Coralis. Something strange atahgible had
stirred within Juliet as she stared down at thed Hart handsome
features of the man who had been Tanya's constamtanion from
the moment she had met him a couple of days adtearinival. He had
been upset when she left, Tanya had said, andsistad that they
correspond.

'He fell in love with you?' Juliet had asked, sslaring at the
photograph as if her eyes could not be drawn away.

'Of course | Don't all men fall in love with me, Ey?'



Later, when Juliet learned that Dorian Coralis Wealse a guest at the
Grange that same strange sensation had come avantheshe was
filled with a desire to attract his interest, tokadnerself noticed by
him. And so she went out and bought the rinse whszhd the
chemist who sold it to her, would last until it hgdne through
several washes. And then he had added, 'Of catiyse) don't wash
your hair you'll have the colour until it grows dut

A little cough from Mr Godfrey brought Juliet frohrer reflections
and at the same time reminded her that he wasiag/am answer to
his question.

‘No—er—not for any particular reason,' she liegust wanted it to
be dark.’

'‘Well," said Mr Godfrey, stroking his chin, 'it'syropinion that a lass
should be satisfied with what nature gave her.'

A lass should be satisfied with what nature gawve..hduliet was
dwelling on this while Mr Godfrey and Miss Pottartalked. Nature
had given her very little, thought Juliet, her ef@sising mentally on
her cousin's impeccably beautiful face. It waslibee structure, she
had decided when on beginning to understand sunbsttshe had
become profoundly aware of the difference in hendaoks and
those of Tanya. There was nothing she could dotahoso it had
been more than a little stupid of her even to ¢aitethe idea that she
could attract a man like Dorian Coralis. He hadtatehe Grange for
over a week now and so little conversation hadrtgkace between
him and Juliet that she felt he did not even kndvather voice was
like.

But for Juliet herself, she already knew every lniédis face, every
muscle that could move either in humour or impatgershe knew the
shape of his slender hands, the swing of his bitiy as he walked.
His dark eyes were there long after she had laivndo her bed in the



attic room over the narrow lower landing; his voreeuld echo in her
ears as slumber claimed her. And in all her dreaensas there.

Mr Godfrey was laughing over something the postiess had said,
Juliet's attention returned to him. His hand wadim pocket; he
withdrew some money and placed it on the coungéeriving stamps
in return.

'‘How long is Mr Coralis staying with your aunt aandcle?' It was
Miss Potterton who spoke and Juliet said politely,

‘I don't know. | believe he has some more busites® in London
before he returns to Greece --'

'But he did that before he came here—so | heard.’

Heard --Juliet had to smile despite the heavinasisirwher. Miss
Potterton heard just about everything that happérradiles around.

‘That's right, he did have some business to doréefoming to us.
But yesterday a letter arrived and after he had rele said he had
some more business to attend to. So he might lng gpiite soon.'

A small pause and then, 'He works in his fathar&sness, | believe?'
Juliet nodded her dark head.

‘Yes, he does. But Tanya says that his father'atnalt well and that
Dorian practically runs the business.’

'‘He'll be a very wealthy man one day.’
'l expect he will.'

"You're going to miss him,' from Mr Godfrey. "He sithave been
good company for you all?'



Juliet's eyes took on a look of sadness.

'l haven't seen much of him, Mr Godfrey." Julietl liner purse open
and she stepped forward, up to the counter. 'Hesyds
friend—really.'

Mr Godfrey looked uncomfortable and the postmistresme to his
rescue.

'He lives on the island of Rhodes, | believe?"

'He used to, and that's where Tanya met him. Hllim a mansion
there.'

‘A mansion? | thought they called their houseasgit

‘They do. But Tanya says that Dorian's father'sagslarge and
Impressive as a mansion.'

'Doesn't he live with his father now?"

'l think he does sometimes, but | heard him telagt Maud that he
wanted to live on an island called Thassos, arsllb@might a house
there. | think it must be a very beautiful islandrem what he says
about it." Juliet's eyes became wistful. 'The siléae all white and
have flowers draping the walls and filling the gard. And the sea is
a beautiful blue all the time.'

Mr Godfrey was frowning.

‘They should have taken you with them --' His vdieded off as he
realized his lack of tact.

'l can't expect my aunt and uncle to spend monegnerfor things
like that." The acceptance in her tone only seteadake him frown
more deeply.



*You haven't ever had a holiday that | can bringitnd,’ he said.
‘Some day | shall have one, Mr Godfrey.'

‘Aye, lass, | reckon you will,’ and he glanced wsidgs at the
postmistress who nodded her head in a slow and ikigoway.
‘Where's the first place you'll choose?'

"Why, Greece, of course,' Juliet replied, and algiothe sadness in
her eyes remained, there was an expression okeexeitt as well. 'l
would like to see the place where Dorian lives.'

Ten minutes later she was walking briskly up thealleading to the
Grange; she had loitered too long in the post effind she was quite
prepared for the upbraiding she received from basin.

‘You're a lazy idle creature!" almost shouted Tanfter already
having ranted for a couple of minutes.

‘My shoes want cleaning | Get them done—and prgperl
'l always do them properly——

'‘And stop answering me back every time | speak! ¥@m to forget
that you're living here on our charity!

Tanya was in a very bad temper, mused Juliet asoslikethe shoes
down to the kitchen where, in the corner, stood mare pairs of

shoes—a pair of her aunt's and a pair of her wckhoes were
always placed in that spot for Juliet to clean, apdill now she had
glanced at them with resignation before pickingnthep and

beginning to clean and polish them. But today thvey a resentment
so fierce that she could have picked them up amijHliem at their
owners. If only she could get away! But where woslite¢t go? Her
‘'benefactors’ had never given her much money—estely

sufficient for shampoos and toothpaste and the Hez clothes were



all cast-offs tossed to her by Tanya, who was mby ¢aller than

Juliet, but a little bigger round the hips. As tbe bust—well, Juliet
was not yet developed and in consequence the slatbeld hang so
loosely against her figure that she looked botlv drad skinny.

She was busily polishing the shoes when she wasumited by her
aunt's entering the kitchen carrying a tray load@ti soiled table
linen.

‘Some washing for you,' she said in her harsh maite. '‘And clean
this tray again. You've left polish in the creviecés

'It's difficult to get out, Aunt Maud. | even usadrush on it --'

‘Then use a brush on it again!" snapped her andt]edt the room.
Almost immediately Juliet heard her talking to Tamy the corridor.
'‘Don't take it out on us, Tanya. It's your own fatihe hasn't yet
asked you to marry him --' The voice faded andefwlisualized the
two—mother and daughter—moving towards the big cotable
sitting-room which looked out on to the lawn.

Something inside Juliet seemed to stab at her.heart
Marry --So Tanya expected Dorian to propose to her.

Tanya and Dorian married.... Tanya leaving Westiktgon to go as
a bride to the lovely island of Thassos, an islgmag just off the
coast of Thrace, an island of flowers and sun asghvwsandy beaches
backed by coves hollowed out of the rocks by tearctrystal sea.

Tanya as a bride... Dorian's bride --

'‘But he hasn't yet asked her to marry him," whisp&uliet from the
depths of a heart that seemed to cry out, of its agcord, 'Don't ask
her, Dorian! Don't ask her to marry you—not eveitWor me...,'



But he never noticed Juliet, and this she had moita&he was plain,
Immature, gauche. So very different from Tanya vehbeauty had
always dazzled any man who happened to come intacdmpany.
She was elegant in the way she carried herselingadxeen taught
deportment at the finishing school to which heep#s had sent her at
the age of seventeen; she spoke and conversedovifldence and
knowledge. In short, she suited to perfection tla@ mhose proposal
of marriage she hoped to receive. For he too hadepand
confidence in plenty; he too spoke in a self-assunanner. He too
was superlatively blessed with the gifts which nattould bestow. In
appearance, in physique, in nobility of carriage,durpassed any
man whom Juliet had ever seen—or ever would seetadth herself
the moment when, after a perfunctory introductigrinbr cousin, die
placed a cold little hand in his andmurmured a $tgw do you do?'
before being told, by the flick of her aunt's fing® return to the
kitchen, from whence she had come in order to begmted as 'our
dear little niece whose parents were tragicallle@liwhen she was a
mite of only six. We took her without hesitatiohg¢r aunt had
continued. 'And we've tried to give her the love kist.'

The clatter of a shoe on the stone floor of thehah brought Juliet
back to her surroundings, and to her task. Butxs®esoon drifting in
thought once again, to that moment when she hsdldiid her eyes
upon Dorian Coralis. The snapshot had already nmdédeep
impression on her, stirring emotions that were Wostvildering and
exciting, but the actual meeting with the man wiette lless than
devastating. She tried to tell herself that it wapossible to fall in
love as swiftly as this; she insisted on descrildieg emotions as
mere pleasure and excitement at the idea of haaimgpitor from
abroad, from a country about which she had read, vamere in
ancient times gods held sway and pagans worshighy@ed. It was a
mysterious land, and Dorian was a mysterious pes@erson with
an unusual name and a face that might have bedptis@d from
stone. But very soon Juliet was forced to acceptitith—that she
was irrevocably in love with the dark stranger fr@reece; he was



her first love, since she had never even been dhtanboy—unlike
Tanya who had been going out with boys since sisfiftaen years
of age. But then Tanya had always looked older themnage, and
worldly. She had learned the art of make-up at @autyeschool in
town, and without any learning at all she knew #dydww to use her
eyes and her lashes and the other assets givéy peodigal nature.

Juliet had always felt inferior, but not only iroks.

Having had her position drilled into her from aslfack as she could
remember, she had grown up in the knowledge tleatvsls a pauper,
dependent on her aunt and uncle for shelter, fad 8nd clothes, for
the security of which she had been robbed by thienety death of
her parents. The constant reminders by her auvall diat had been
done for her, the complaints of her uncle that felled to display
sufficient gratitude and humility, the taunts of lmeusin about her
plainness, her poverty, and her total lack of aerice ... all these,
being perpetual, bordered on persecution, andt Jutield wonder if,
and when, escape would eventually come to her.pgéscdt might
come at some indeterminate time—or not at all;eheas no clear
dimension to her future. To compound the drabnedslae misery of
her life there was the frightening revelation titatould continue
until she was a middle-aged spinster, released frondage only by
the deaths of her aunt and uncle.

Yet somewhere in the remoteness of her subconseiduny ray of
hope survived and in dreams Juliet would see higrcg appear, to
carry her away from it all, a man who would chelhign, who would
protect her, who would shield her from hurt for thet of her days.

But then she would look in the mirror, and admétttine ray of hope
was doomed to die, for who would want a girl asimpland
uninteresting as she—Juliet Hardy, whom everyortlearvillage had
called Emily Lowther—until very recently, that waBut when
eventually she had had the courage to ask thdtesballed Juliet, one



or two had been kind enough to adhere to her régBesto her aunt
she dared not mention her desire, and in consegqu@adan knew
her as Emily Lowther and not, as she would havé&dsby her real
name of Juliet Hardy.

'Emily!" came the voice of Tanya from outside th&chen door.
'Have you done my shoes yet?' The door was pusiveards and
Tanya stood there, a sneer on her face as shedalzken at Juliet,
who was kneeling on the floor, rubbing away at ohé&er uncle's
gardening shoes.

'Yes; they're there.' She pointed, but her cousith @rrogantly,
‘Then pass them to me!’

Juliet licked her lips, because they had gone ddgenly. Her throat
was also dry, and blocked by a tight little ballafger. She was
becoming bitterly resentful of her treatment, anittiy fluttering
about in her brain were the words: 'If only | conidrry!'

Dorian Coralis -- Why should his name emerge from ¢tloud of
anger and resentment—and hope?

‘It won't hurt you to bend down and pick them upnya,' she said
quietly, aware that, should she lose her temperwsiuld be bound to
suffer for it?

'Pass them to me 1"

With a shrug Juliet rose to her feet, took a cougflesteps and,
bending down, picked up the shoes. Tanya snatdtesd from her
hand, and began to examine them. These two actansed
something to snap in Juliet's brain and she saalcurt, high-spirited
voice her cousin had never heard before,

'I'm going to ask Aunt Maud if | can take a seaiataourse!



Tanya stared at her.
"You've asked her before --'

'I'm going to ask her again --' Juliet stopped, hatural caution
creeping in on her as she saw her aunt standitigeinopen doorway.

‘What's this I'm hearing, Emily?' demanded the worhar dark eyes
settling with a hard gaze upon her niece's padlokf

'I'd I-like to do something, Aunt Maud. The secrigtiacourse I've
mentioned once or twice. If | could --'

‘We've already been into it. You can't expect yanele to pay for a
secretarial course after all he's done for youadlye What an
ungrateful child you are, even to suggest he gmtgreat an expense
on your account.’

'l would pay back the money some day --'

'‘Father'™ not a millionaire,' broke in Tanya, fingg the buckle on
one of the shoes. 'You've cost him enough already.’

Paler than ever, but not yet fully deflated, Jutigplained that it was
not unnatural for her to think of the future, ara want to be
independent of her uncle.

'l would like to have a place of my own, Aunt Mawghe added in a
pleading voice. ‘A little flat which | could furrisas | wanted it to be
furnished --'

'So this home's not to your liking?' interposed yEaim tones of
disgust. 'What an ungrateful girl you are, Emilydo¥yseem to forget
that you'd have been in an institution if Fathed Bother hadn't been
so kind as to take you in!



'l take it," said Mrs Lowther scathingly, 'that yawould like your

uncle to pay for a secretarial course for you,h&t you could get a
post and leave home— taking your salary with yoonl¥§, | have

never in the whole of my life heard of such ingtate, such utter
selfishness.' She turned as her husband joinedAhtll man, he
could look over her head, and he now added his $tethose of his
wife and daughter. Juliet wanted nothing more ttwaturn and run
from them all. But she said instead, looking at ént, 'So | must
stay—and remain a servant all my life— an unpaidad to the

three of you?' Still pale, and with her heart begafiar too quickly,

Juliet voiced this one last protest before beirtgriyt crushed by her
uncle, who said sternly,

'‘Go to your room, Emily! And remain there until ybave repented
of those words. You may come down ' only when ymiraady to
apologize to us all"



CHAPTER TWO

DoRIAN strode along the drive and Juliet's eyes folloagtie turned
off, to take the path across the lawn towards timernserhouse where
she knew Tanya was waiting. Dorian had been ou& fealk; Juliet
had heard him ask Tanya to accompany him, but sderéfused,
saying she had things to do. Immediately he hadthef house she
went up to her bedroom, where she was to spendéle three
quarters of an hour making herself up, brushinghagr, and putting
on the dress which, in Juliet's opinion, was far daring in every
way. As low as could be, the bodice did not evevehghoe-string
straps to keep it in place. It was boned, and tight, and it revealed
her bronzed back and shoulders, and the lovelyecoier throat. It
was short, with slits up the sides, and althoughlsld to admit that
her cousin looked gloriously attractive in it Julcecided that this
was one dress which failed to incite her envy. Bhe seen Tanya
saunter over to the summerhouse and knew that Damauld
eventually meet her there.

It was over an hour later that the couple emergedJaliet watched
them from the dining-room window. Dorian was cobis head

arrogantly held, as usual; Tanya on the other haad-slightly

dishevelled, and her face was flushed. As she drese to the
window Juliet caught her expression, and saw thardy shadows in
her lovely eyes.

This was love, she thought, even now too naiverssm the real
relationship existing between the two. All she kneas that she was
fiercely, burningly jealous of her cousin, that dimerself wanted
Dorian's kisses and his embrace, his strong littly lzlose to hers.

Why should she give up? True, she was plain, beikakw of girls in
the village who were just as plain, and they hadagad to find the
kind of happiness which she, Juliet, now desired.



Tanya went off and for some reason Dorian came it

sitting-room and spoke a few words to Juliet, neitig the pretty
walk along by the village pond. Overwhelmed by 8nsall degree of
attention he was affording her, Juliet could onlyeghim a shy
fluttering smile and after a rather awkward silem&e once again
spoke conversationally to her.

"What have you been doing today, Emily?' His vosaes low, and
faintly accented, a voice Juliet had come to ldvieaven't seen you
around.'

He never saw her, she could have pointed out, focourse she did
not do so. Instead, she smiled again, and fluttkezceyelashes and
tried to be coy and experienced all in one pitgtiempt to hold his
interest.

''ve been busy in the garden,' she told him, dreh twished she
hadn't because his very dark eyes fell to her hatdsds rough and
cracked by hard work. He seemed to frown, she thipws if he
hated to see a girl with so disgustingly ill-cafedhands. She closed
them, swallowing hard. 'Wh-what have you been dgl®i

"‘Writing letters, and walking in the village.'

‘You like our village?"

‘Very much.' Dorian stifled a yawn and glanced taisahe door.
Tanya won't be long,' she just had to say, fordbke purpose of
noting his reaction. His eyes remained devoid giression as he

said,

'If | know Tanya she'll be half an hour repairings Imake-up.' He sat
down, and Juliet also found a seat.



What a thing to say! Juliet detected a note of @mpt in his voice
and wondered greatly at it.

‘You and Tanya get along very well together.' Siake awkwardly,
scarcely knowing what to say to him. He was so sopeso

overpowering, sitting there on the couch, one lexssed over the
other. The classically-etched contours of his faege set in cold
forbidding lines, his lean jaw was taut, his mouthat sensuous
mouth which she desired to feel against her own—sggaunsmiling.

No question of it—he was like some all-powerful gaavincible,
unapproachable.

Unapproachable --
Tanya could get dose to him ... so why not I? tibuJgliet.

‘Naturally we get along well together.' The anseamne tardily, and
accompanied by a gleam of amusement in his eyeslip$ curved
and Juliet frowned because she disliked the way theved; she
gained the impression that Dorian was a cynical kihman, and this
hurt in a way she failed to understand.

'‘Dorian," she said suddenly, 'will you walk with methe garden?’
He stared, surprised.

'If you like," he said, and Juliet's heart leaph@dt into her throat.
Warmth spread all over her body and a tender staieed her lips.

Thank you.' She rose and, looking up at him, sihve e sheer
amusement written on his handsome features.

"Which way, Emily?' The tone was soft, and it sddner a little. ‘Do
you definitely want to keep to the garden?’



‘The woods are nice to walk in when it's been &iné sunny like this.'
What was she doing? She wished with all her hbattghe had some
experience of men.

‘The woods, eh?' Was his voice grim now—or did isha&gine it?
"Which way do you enter them?’

'You haven't been in the woods with Tanya?' She wasted,
awaiting his reply. And when she received it shd sapulsively,
'‘Oh, I'm glad, then, because it means that you aade something of
our own— something secret, doesn't it?'

Dorian frowned as he looked down at her.

‘You're a strange girl, Emily,'’ he said, and hisdst seemed to
become longer so that she was almost running o gaee with him.

'In what way strange, Dorian?' She assumed anssinéss which
seemed to anger him.

'l shouldn't have imagined your wanting to walkhe woods with a
man. In my country you'd have felt your father'sigvhbout your
backside.'

She stopped dead, looking up at him with a facendusvith
colour—vivid crimson colour.

'Oh," she quivered, 'l didn't like your saying mghlike that to me I
'l didn't expect you would. Come on, if we're tov@@ur walk!
‘Are you angry with me?' she queried after a while.

‘Just what are you trying to do?' he wanted to krneemding her a
sideways glance.



She could not answer, simply because there wasswea. She had
no idea what she was trying to do.

‘There's a path,' she said, changing the subjatfainting as she did
so0. 'lt leads to a brook and a small waterfall.'

Dorian was silent, but he seemed to be deep imgthtpbecause there
was a strange furrow on his low and noble forehead.

They took the path ... and she touched his hangldteed down and
she snatched hers away, but a few seconds latemresiigred to slip
her hand into his.

'You don't mind?' she asked, and her voice wafi@husky because
she was so unsure of herself... and because hemeesaracing. She
was scared, ecstatically scared. Her face wasl ldted she pleaded
with her eyes. She wanted him to stop, to puttmsaround her, and
to kiss her... passionately, savagely.

She wanted him to desire her.

‘And supposing | do mind?' Anger mingled with ammseat in the
look he gave her.

''ve never held a man's hand,' she said, stiflingto keep up with
him. 'It's,.. pleasant.’

‘Never?' he repeated sceptically. 'You expect mebétieve
that—after you've invited me into the woods?"

'It's true." She should by rights be taking offen@vincing
indignation, but she was too afraid of angering torthe point where
he would want to return to the house. In which ¢#esy would walk
along without speaking, and the strain would inseaantil she would
be so miserable she would want to die.



‘Tell me," he was saying about five minutes lateemy having come
to a stop by a huge oak tree, he had pushed hardevit and now
stood facing her, 'what do you want me to do?"

'‘Kiss m-me—' She dropped her head and waited. Tlasea long

and painful silence before, tilting her face uphvatfinger under her
chin, Dorian bent his head and kissed her on e Bhe quivered
like a frightened bird; he felt her body shake ahdnging her

towards him, he put his arms around her and themerent she was
experiencing the passionate pressure of his bodg, msponding
Immaturely to his kiss, a kiss which left her motbky, and bruised.

Her childhood had gone—for ever.
He released her and held her from him.
'Did you like' that?' Grim tones and curt. 'Well?"

'Yes, Dorian, | did.' She clung to him, trying tonwey the fact that
she loved him. In her immaturity it did not occarhter that he, being
a man of the world, did not believe in love. Sheswwat to know that
In his country love rarely entered into marriagdie Snvas too
Inexperienced to guess that he was filled with eowt for her, that
where she was offering love he believed she wasiaff her body,
offering it with the abandonment with which the exthgirl of the

household offered hers.

She was not to know that her love would turn taddt-to bitter
hatred that would consume her to the point whdrehal desired was
to bring him to the dust.

He kissed her again and then, abruptly,
'‘Come, let's get back!

‘But we've not been out many minutes,' she pradeste



'Let's go back, | said.' Quiet the tones now but fiJuliet fell meekly

into step beside him, her mind bewildered by hignass after so
intimate and beautiful a scene of lovemaking. Sifgesed it had

been love- making—that warm embrace and the passpn
demanding kisses. In all her drab life this hadnbége shining

moment; she would remember it for ever.

'‘Dorian,’ she faltered when they were approachiegibuse, 'you're
not angry about anything, are you?'

'‘Shut up!" he snapped.
‘But --'
‘No, I'm not angry!'

‘You sound angry.' She rubbed a hand across her kgaevould not

have much patience for her tears, she thoughg tiayy sob escaped
her as she added, 'lIt was so wonderful, Doriann'Dybu think so

too?'

He glanced down into her childish, immature faced de was
frowning strangely. He seemed puzzled by her, dsitould not
decide what to make of her behaviour.

He was not to know that she had been lonely allifegran outcast in
the home into which she had been forced to liveeraant, and the
first and foremost emotion expected of her wastgdg. He was not
to know how his attention, for those few momentg] been to her
like a draught of heady wine. He was not to knoat tter young heart
was starved, so starved that, until now, she hactsly known what
the word love meant, simply because she had neperienced love,
nor received it.

If he had realized all these things he might hastedadifferently
from what he did ... and Juliet might never haveedo hate him.



It was Sunday morning and the church bells rangtbethills were
covered with snow, shining white and pure in theuday sunshine.
Juliet could smell bacon cooking, and the deliciodsur of coffee
being percolated.

She came into the breakfast-room clad in a pretgssing-gown
which fastened snugly to her lovely throat.

'Happy birthday!
‘Thank you, Meg; oh, but the food smells good!

‘Doesn't my cooking always smell good?' Meg, tatl avell-made,
grinned cheerfully and nodded towards a box whiels wrapped in
pretty red and gold paper. 'For you. The card'slenas well. No
sense in posting it when your birthday's on a Syhd&he paused,
then added, 'Have a happy year, Juliet.'

‘Thank you," Juliet said again, and picked up thegl. ‘Meg—you
shouldn't have --!" she was saying a moment later.

'l wanted to! It's silver, not plated.’
‘| can see that.’

'‘How very beautiful!" Juliet picked up the silvdracked brush and
took it through her hair, hair that shone in itsunal colour of deep
gold, with copper tints which were highlighted thetlow slanting

rays of the winter sun. 'lI've never owned anytlgode like this.' She
picked up the mirror and looked into it. She smitegbpily at what

she saw.

'| decided on it over three months ago, when | thed win on the
pools.'



‘It was only a small win, Meg."

‘Juliet, love, | wanted to buy it—have wanted towstgratitude for a
long while, because you let me share your house.'

‘Gratitude." Frowningly Juliet shook her head. '&lemention the
word, Meg dear, please!

Meg looked strangely at her, but when she spokastmerely to say
that she would bring in the breakfast.

'I'm glad you did as you were told and stayed id batil it was
ready,’ she was saying a moment later as she dnigtte the tray.
‘Today's all yours; I'm at your service for the \Wehof it!' They both
laughed at this and presently they were sittingosfip to one another
at a table by the window, from where they could $eesmall but
well-kept garden with its lawn and flower borderglahose shrubs
which give pleasure in the winter time, either bgit foliage or by
the bright red and orange-coloured berries theg.bor

‘Twenty-five," murmured Juliet with a faint smile.
"What a long way I've come since then!

Meg looked curiously at her but made no comment @heed the
coffee, exclaiming when it dripped on to the clathich she had put
on clean that morning, especially for the occassbrher friend's
birthday.

‘Drat! My pet hate is a coffee pot that drips! losll have used
yours!'

‘Mine's just the same."

Meg passed her her cup of coffee, a frown touchergbrow as she
glanced again at the brown mark on the cloth.



'Yes,' she said, 'my pet hate." But her ill-humeamnished and she
laughed. 'What's your pet hate,. Juliet?'

A small moment of total silence ensued before tishkéd, in a tone
her friend had never heard before,

‘A man called Dorian Coralis."
‘A man? But you never bother with men!'

''ve been out with one or two," corrected Julietvas before you
came here to share the house with me.’

‘This man—is he English?'
'He's a Greek.'
'You've been to Greece? Is that where you met him?'

' met him in England. He was here on a visit.'ielubecame
reflective, mechanically cutting the bacon whicly [an the plate
before her. She forgot Meg's presence as she egpiaherself, 'Yes,
I've come a long way since then.' And her eyes \ward suddenly
with an expression her friend had noticed sevenad before—if
Juliet happened to be in a pensive mood. Afteralldmsitation Meg
ventured to say,

''ve been with you for over two years, Juliet, aiodi've never told
me much about your life?' She ended on an apotogete, but Juliet
smiled reassuringly at her and said,

‘What do you want to know, Meg?'
'‘Oh—er—nothing much --'

'l feel like talking,butit's a long story and you might find it boring.’



'l don't believe | will." Meg helped herself to mobacon from the
heavy silver-plated dish which she had placed dmaer-wagon by
her side. '‘Don't talk unless you really want to¢ added, but the note
of curiosity in her voice could not be concealed.

Juliet's eyes again became reflective. She begatkistopping now
and then to sip her coffee or pop a piece of twasther mouth. At
length she made a longer pause.

*You were having it pretty grim by this time," saitkg, and Juliet
nodded her head.

'‘Grim is a mild word for my life with those peoplshe said but,
strangely, not one hint of bitterness entered bexev But it did later,
as she began to bring Dorian Coralis into the pasttelling Meg
about the snapshot which had had such a startiiagt®n her..

‘Although Tanya had declared that he was in lovéh wier |
desperately wanted him to notice me, and as shesaiadthat he
preferred brunettes | coloured my hair --'

'‘Coloured that beautiful hair!" Meg broke in to k. "You must
have been out of your tiny mind!'

'l was certainly that,' came the grim response&a% very soon head
over heels in love with the man." She could lookthaut
embarrassment into Meg's face. Yes, Juliet had carfung way
since that first painful experience of love. 'l eedid stand a chance,
of course,' she added musingly. "Tanya was dazylibgautiful
while | was plain—ugly in fact." She almost laughatl Meg's
expression as she said this, and she awaited Healwesponse with
some considerable amusement.

'‘But you could never have been plainever!



The silver-backed mirror was on the sideboard, eclesough for
Juliet to reach out and pick it up. She held iobefher and smiled.
She was far from being vain, but she knew that slas very

beautiful. The mirror was returned tQ the sideb@ard another small
silence fell before Juliet continued, her narratinm®v a little more

difficult; but her voice remained perfectly steddy all that, as she
related the incident in the woods.

'He must have thought you were throwing yourseliiat," asserted
Meg when eventually her friend paused.

'l admit it, but still find no excuse for what haldas a result of my
little hour of foolishness.

‘Before you go on,' interposed Meg interesteddl,re: did he marry
your cousin?"

'‘Greek men never marry their mistresses,' sheegkpHowever, at
the time, | was led by Tanya to believe that hedsdad her to marry
him. | was shattered, Meg, and wept enough teawédl that stream
out there. Every night | cried myself to sleepwHs a devastating
time, and | wouldn't wish a similar one on my wasemy.'

'‘Did you know at that time that they were lovers?'
Juliet shook her head.

'Had | been older I'd have seen it at once. Bemumng—a very young
seventeen, Meg, because I'd never been out oflthgessince | was
six, and I'd never even gone out with a boy—I saweal wickedness
in their association. | suppose | imagined theyt jkissed and
cuddled, over there in that summerhouse.' Her vbeld not only

bitterness but contempt as well. 'Whatever his iopirof me, he'd
have discovered, eventually, that | was very ddferfrom my

cousin.



She had given herself to him within hours of megtim.’
Meg glanced at her in surprise.
‘How did you learn that?' she wanted to know.

'l was in die garden one evening and it was daitkedrd her say
"What bliss we had, Dorian—and after only a few rsbu
acquaintanceship.” But of course | didn't catcht@mer meaning
until I'd grown up a bit and seen a little of therd.'

"You were about to tell me what he had done aswtref your little
hour of foolishness, as you termed it?'

‘Yes..." Juliet fell silent after uttering that osl®w word, and she
reached for the butter, helping herself to a patkwkhe put on to her
side-plate. 'He didn't act at first, of course, @inerwise I'd never
have been there to hear her talking to him in trelen, nor would |
have heard from her lips the lie about his askiagth marry him.
However, he mistook my glances—which | couldn'tphgiving
him—'

‘Loving glances?'

'Yes, they were the sort that misled him into hefig that he could
have me, body and soul, just whenever he wished.’

‘And you, in your innocence, were all unsuspectihthis?'

'Of course. And as | was about to say, he tooletiyénces the wrong
way and decided to approach my aunt and uncleata Wihem that if
they didn't take me in hand then I'd bring thenultte in plenty, and
before very long. He said he himself could haverhad-that | threw
myself at him after brazenly asking him to take m& the

woods—but respect for them as his hosts had fodpidde to take



advantage of my offer. However, he assured them) timess they
did something, there would be others, and in plenty

'‘Oh, Juliet! How perfectly hateful of him! Why, yoa the most
decent girl I've ever met!

Juliet shrugged at this and, looking down, pickedher knife and
buttered her toast.

'‘From what I've told you of my aunt and uncle yam @anagine what
the result was. Dorian said | needed a whippingere Juliet stopped
and coloured painfully. 'This is what would have@paned to me in
his country. | truly believe my uncle would havkda his advice had
| not been given the strength to threaten him wetialiation. | told
him I'd go straight to the police station.’

‘What happened then?’

'l was crucified by their scorn and contempt. Thept on at me for
days and days. Dorian had gone by now, but they daide
continued. To make matters worse Tanya spreadctéall over the
village so that people who had once stopped toesamtl chat merely
gave me a hurried greeting and passed on. Thexclar@me one day
when, as I'd gone to the shop for my aunt, a hatgasy-haired
youth waylaid me in a lonely place and tried—tréduliet could not
continue and Meg said swiftly:

'Skip it; I'm not without imagination. You escapethyviously.’

"l had to cry out in the end. He put his hand angrmouth and told
me to stop acting, as everyone in the village knéat | was.' Again
she stopped, and to her amazement she saw tdaes fimend's dark
eyes. 'The cry had been heard by a Mr Godfreyjemdrhe had
always been,' she digressed and her voice almokébiHe came to
my rescue, but | always wondered if he considehatl itd got only
what | deserved." She fell silent and for a spaaté Qirls attended to



the food before them. 'Life became unbearablegtlobntinued at
length. 'But | had scarcely any money at all. Yea,2he stoppage of
my pocket money was the first thing they did by whpunishment.’

'l don't suppose they ever gave you much, anyway?"'

'‘Barely enough to buy the necessities like toottgpaad toilet soap

and shampoos. However, | did manage to save dhbedgdittance and

so, with about ten pounds in my purse, | packedbay and, one

night after they had all gone to bed, | crept friln@ house and came
out into the world.’

‘With nowhere to go?'

Juliet shook her head and for a moment distressosted her lovely
eyes. The memory of that night was .not one shiesli$o revive.

‘And no friends or relatives. In my heart, Meg, \adstter hatred for
that man because it was all his doing.’

‘What hateful, hateful people they all were! | owniigh they could see
you now, and discover what a success you've mageurflife.' Meg
glanced around the pretty room, but seeing thiemaduliet lifted a
hand.

‘This house was left to me, remember. | did menti@t to you. |
haven't earned it, Meg.'

'‘When you said it was left | thought it was by tiee?' Meg's eyes
were questioning and Juliet said, rising from Heaig

"'l make some more coffee. | warned you it wobkl-along story.’
She smiled as she took up the coffee pot. 'Yourtiakieard one half
of it yet, Meg."'



When she returned with the freshly-made coffeeefiplbured it into
the cups and then, sitting down in her chair, gsemed her story.

‘It was very late when | left my uncle's house asdtblack as pitch, for
there was neither moon nor stars --'

‘But weren't you terrified? | know | would have bée

'l was so scared that my teeth rattled, but | khemust make my
escape from those terrible people—not only my oglatives at the
Grange but everyone in the village, for | was bexhdMeg. You have
no idea how evil a thing gossip is When it's spr@adind a tiny place
like that. It gathers untruths with every tellingtly in the end, the
original story would hardly be recognised at all.’

Meg nodded understanding”, but all she said wasplt Juliet. I've
never heard anything quite so interesting—and hevading—as
this.'

'‘Don't pity me,' rejoined Juliet. 'lt was the béshg that happened to
me, although you might not think so in a momerité aused to take
a sip of her steaming coffee. 'l made for the raylvgtation, which
was about a mile and a quarter from the Grange.ld$tetrain to
Manchester was due at a quarter to one and | mdriagmtch it.'

'‘Didn't anyone see you—and ask questions?’

'One or two dogs barked as | walked along in thek dand in

consequence their owners drew back the curtaingpened their
doors. But they couldn't see me and no one spokeadhed the
station just as the train was coming in. The pdaew me, of course,
and was eyeing my suitcase suspiciously. | plakcedorrect money
down and asked for a ticket, and as the train wésa station he had
no time to ask questions. | was aboard it befor&riew what was
happening, but | suspected he would instantly tedap my uncle,
just to make sure nothing was amiss. So | gothafttain one stop



before Manchester and caught the electric, whighnpei down at
another station altogether. So if the railway offichadbeen alerted,
and tried to find me as | got off that train, thegre wasting their
time.'

'You foiled them all'" intervened Meg excitedly.né you only a
mere babe, as it were! Go on. What happened next?'

'l was lucky enough to get another train, this ttm&ugby.'
'‘But why Rugby?'

'‘Money, Meg. The fares took most of my money. | Yediswith less
than two pounds in my purse.'

‘Lord—how awful!" Meg was actually sitting up stght, biting her
fingernails and, diverted, Juliet gave a gay lilegh and said that it
was all water under the bridge now. 'l know," natidiéeg, 'but it
makes me shudder.’

‘There were quite a lot of people at Rugby, despadour, so no one
took too much notice of a young girl. | went inteetwaiting-room
and lay down— others were doing the same, so Ineas any way
conspicuous. The following morning | went forth,tanding, |
suppose, to book in at a cheap guest-house fonigh, leave my
bag, and then go out and try to find a job.'

*You poor little thing! Oh, Juliet, I'm very muclfraid I'm going to
cry!

'‘Nonsense! What is there to cry about?'

'‘Nothing now," owned Meg sheepishly, but she seeimgelled to
add, her voice choking a little already, '‘But thesa&s at that time.
Whatever did you do?'



'l landed myself in hospital.’
‘You --?' Meg blinked at her. 'How did you manalgat?'

'It's all so vague, Meg. | suppose | was distrauaigispite the fact that
| had some sort of a plan in mind. But | recallifegterribly lost and
alone. It was like being in a net of isolation ad want to fling out
your arms to escape, or to cry out—to scream, eMenone who
hasn't been through such an experience can even teegnagine
what it's like. | was wandering, floundering, despely trying to
keep calm.’

‘And in your heart was a terrible fear," stated Magl after she had
spoken a strange silence fell upon the room.

‘Also a terrible hatred, Meg. A black and all-eroghg hatreds—of
Dorian Coralis. He had caused it all— oh, | knowtthd have left

them some time. | knew it even before the persecuiegan. But |

intended to make plans, not to run away into a wbighcertainty like

that. Yes, Meg, stronger than any other emotidhaittime was this
venomous hatred of that man.' Juliet took up hprand drank some
of the delicious contents. 'l don't remember stegoito the road in
front of a bus --'

‘A bus! Oh, my God!

‘They told me at the hospital that they thoughtdswvanting to
commit suicide. Witnesses said the same. It woadns that |
literally walked off the pavement, right across tpath of the
oncoming bus.’

‘And?’ breathed Meg, her coffee going cold by heow, which was
now resting on the table, while her finger endsenstill between her
lips.



'Among other injuries there was a most terriblediadisfigurement.’
She stopped there to allow this to sink in; Meg aiasady nodding
her head from side to side, her eyes wanderedfisigmily to the
mirror on the sideboard.

'I'm beginning to see,' she said. 'Plastic surgery?

'Yes. | really was plain before the accident—uglimost, as I've
already explained. Well, | had one operation atether on my face
and neck, apart from the repairing of injuries @heo parts of my
body. The surgeon seemed to be accepting a challamg | knew
that he actually enjoyed working on me.' She pausgekctively and
a smile hovered on her lips. 'He was like an adetiermined to
produce a work of perfection.’

‘And he certainly did"
Softly Juliet flushed.

'I know he did," she returned simply, and her admrswas in total
tribute to the man she had to thank for her appearas it was today.
‘The whole thing took over ten months,' continugieefl, going on to
explain that although she was at times questios¢d @here she had
come from, she had managed to avoid mentioningghardians.
'‘Fortunately for me my handbag had been stolenarhtibbub of the
accident, so | had no papers at all. My suitcasganoed nothing but
my clothes. | pretended | had lost my memory, andl\@as so ill |
was not troubled too much at all.’

‘But surely the doctors began doing something apout memory?'

‘The surgeon doing the operation was greatly felayesl’eryone—he
would think nothing of raving at a member of thaffsif something
didn't suit him. And he gave strict orders that &swnot to be
questioned, or troubled mentally in any way whatsoeMy life was
to be made easy so that | would relax all the tme therefore my



features would remain tranquil. So, for the most,pavas left alone.

However, he did allow the welfare people to comens—later, of

course, when | was almost ready to leave the radspihey found me
a marvellous job with an elderly couple. | livedtireir home; they
grew to love me, treating me like a daughter. Tinay no relatives at
all—' She tailed off, glancing round the cosy, walinished room,

and the light of perception flashed into her frisrai/es.

‘They left you this house. It was they who gave ymack your
self-respect. Perhaps they paid for an educatiuii®t nodded and,
delighted with her deductions, Meg took up hereefftup and drank
the entire contents.

‘The idea at first, Meg, was that | be a sort otidekeeper for
them—Mrs Manley had recently had a stroke and eduldo
anything at all—doing the shopping and cooking, &etping the
daily woman with the washing and the chores. Buy w®on they
were wanting to know all about me, and as | likeelnh so much |
confided everything. It was after this that theldtme they would
like to regard me as a daughter and not as a deiMagy offered me
an education at a private school for young ladnesiwas there that
| took the secretarial course I'd always dreamedloéy got another
daily woman in, but | was always there at night ahthe week-ends.
| never went out, because | considered it my dutyet there, at hand,
if either of them should need me. In any case,aslikeed with a sweet
and tender smile, 'l was so happy to be with tHehltnever had any
desire to go out in the evenings even though tifteyyairged me to do
So.'

'You made a complete break with the old life," mured Meg. "You
must have felt pretty good about that,’

'l did," was Juliet's heartfelt response. 'l wasgisny own name; |
had a new identity. | knew that my aunt and uncéremunable to
contact me in any way.'



‘A complete break --' Meg repeated what she had, $edr brow
furrowed in thought. 'New name, new face, new'lfBne looked at
Juliet and shook her head, marvelling at the beailtyer features. 'If
as you say, you were plain, then they'd never m@segyou even if
they did happen to meet up with you?'

'‘No. | didn't recognize myself. Of course, the suygwas done
gradually, by a series of operations, and so I'tlidoeive any sort of
a shock. However, when | compared myself with apshat |
had—well, I'll go and get it and you'll then undarsl what | mean.'
She went out and Meg heard her running up thesstlire was a little
flushed and breathless when she returned. 'There Nou must
admit that | was a plain Jane, to say the least.’

Meg gazed and gazed, repeatedly lifting her eydsiliet's face.

'It's ... incredible,’ she breathed. 'What an antazransformation!
Gosh, one could almost declare that it was wortkthie process by
which the transformation came about, | mean.’

‘At the time | didn't think so, naturally. But agress was made anc
| saw what was happening, | began to feel excied -

'And who wouldn't!"

'‘No, not about the transformation specificallyaisthat here was a
way to become totally free. Not that they couldrdvave forced me
to return to the Grange, but | seemed to derivieaange satisfaction
from the knowledge that, if | wished, | could camft any or all of

them and they wouldn't know that | was the girithad persecuted.’

‘Yes,' nodded Meg thoughtfully. 'l know exactly wigau mean.' She
placed the snapshot down at last, but still kepelyes upon it. "Your
hair was dark when this was taken,' she observetlJaliet nodded
her head.



‘Dorian took it—I don't know why. When it was devpéd he gave it
to me.'

'So this Dorian knew you as a plain girl with dagkr?'

'He also knew me as Emily Lowther, the name my aunat uncle
forced me to use.' Leaning forward in her chaifiefuook up the
coffee pot and poured herself another drink. It Mdae cold, she
thought abstractedly, but she put sugar and miik jurst the same.
When at length she lifted her head Meg saw thertemsithat glinted
in her eyes.

Dorian Coralis.... Juliet's heart was as hard @sesat this moment;
her benefactors, Mr and Mrs Manley, would neverehaglieved her
capable of such hardness, or of such black hawtegtha@ had for the
man who had not only brought her to the depthsumhilhation but
who had also been responsible for the pain andryngdee had later
endured. What, she wondered, would he think okdudiardy, the
fair-haired beauty who, because she had knowrotreedf that aged
couple, had blossomed in an altogether differeny, vieecoming
self-assured, confident, gay? She had receiveddanagon, and
since the deaths of her benefactors within threetihsoof one another
four years after she had come to them, she had Ipdehsant social
life, mixing with other girls like herself, and tindoy-friends. She
was eagerly received in their homes and invitednigthing that
happened in the way of parties and other functions.

She was, however, still inexperienced where thddumentals of love
were concerned, but she was no longer the shy anchg creature
who, because of Dorian's malicious denouncemext shéered so
dreadfully, even losing the high opinion of the plecof the village, a
position she had enjoyed and which had made lifétla more
bearable. For, as she had told Meg, she could altvaure of a chat
in the post office or along the lane with someaomenf the village.
Often she would hear someone say,



‘Come on in, lassie. I've just made a cup of tea.'

All this had ceased ... owing to the action of RariCoralis. Again
that hardness entered her eyes and, watching hegy,gdve a small
sigh and her forehead furrowed in a frown. She ghau"What a
shame she has this hatred. Only softness and teesdeshould look
out from the eyes of a girl with so sweet a disjp@sias that of Juliet.’



CHAPTER THREE

'l CAN'T understand why those people—your aunt and unclek—tc
you in the first place." Meg and Juliet were diillthe table, more
coffee having been made, this time by Meg. 'Theyialsly didn't
act either from a sense of duty or of love.’

'‘My aunt couldn't have any more children; she gmdheone that as
Tanya was going to be lonely she decided to takewimen my
parents were killed." Juliet thought of the mangastons when she
had been blamed for what Tanya had done, and siadled the
difference made when it came to things like Chregnpresents,
outings, or clothes. Tanya's presents had alwasts there expensive
than those given to Juliet. And for the most palied had worn her
cousin's cast- off clothes, but on the rare occasioe had had
something new. Her aunt would then repeatedly rdriudiet of the
expense, and that she ought to be eternally gtdkeftishe had been
provided for in this way.

‘We had no need to take you,' her aunt would Bayas done out of
kindness. You're a big expense to your uncle, and must never
forget it.'

That, Juliet would say, but to herself, was imploigsiShe was never
given an opportunity to forget, being so constargiminded of her
position. Her cousin had been sent to the schaolim, going on the
train each day, whereas Juliet had gone to thagallschool. Tanya
had been given the opportunity of training for aeea, something
that was denied to Juliet.

'You'll not require to be trained,' her aunt wosi&y, "because you're
to stay at home and work in the house.’

A servant for a few pence a week, reflected Jbiteerly. Yet at the
same time a feeling of deep satisfaction swept beer for she had



made her escape— and now her aunt and uncle waukltb pay a
maid a proper wage ... or else do without one. 8alydshe was filled
with the urge to go back to West Havington, justddew hours, to
talk to people and discover what had happened sheehad left
nearly eight years ago. She would cause a stirusecshe would be a
stranger there, just as Dorian Coralis had beetramger. Many
changes must have taken place, she mused, thiagimg of Dorian
Coralis ... and of his affair with her cousin. Wérey married? It was
possible but highly improbable, for, as she had Még, Greek men
were known never to marry their mistresses.

‘How old will this Dorian be now?' inquired Meg #w thought
occurred to her.

‘Thirty-four; he was twenty-six at the time."

'‘Oh—quite young, then? | had imagined him to be moider than
that.'

'He was old enough in the mind,' was Juliet's tegpoken in accents
of contempt. '‘Dorian Coralis was a man of the wdnien, so what
he's like now | wouldn't like to guess.'

'‘Probably gone all cynical where women are conakrrer else he's
settled down and is married to a cosy little wifeox given him
several children.’

An almost harsh laugh issued from Juliet's lidaugh that grated on
her friend's ears so that she frowned and wishechald not uttered
words that were to produce that laugh.

'‘He'd probably find a life like that exceedinglylidand boring, and
he'd soon go off and find himself a pillow friend -

‘A what?'



‘That's the delicate name they're given over tme@reece. Yes, he'd
soon be unfaithful to his wife, of that I'm sure.’

Meg looked curiously at her.
‘And yet you fell in love with him," she said.

‘At that time he was a sort of god in my estimatidell for his looks
and his physique and didn't question what lay umekgth. | was too
young, too naive." Again the laugh was heard. drftaeven been
kissed, Meg!'

‘You'll always hate him, won't you, Juliet?'

‘Always!" The hand resting on the table closedwbicand tightly.
The light in her eyes became a fierce ember, falwydoer emotion,
and Meg was profoundly conscious of the fact thebuld burst into
flame just whenever Juliet wanted it to. 'If | ebave the opportunity
of paying him back," added Juliet, 'l shall notitas to do so. In fact,
I'd go to extreme lengths to make him suffer, iadphim lower than
the dust in the gutter!

‘Juliet—qirl! This isn't you!'

'‘Don't be alarmed,' said Juliet, and like a mirabler whole
expression changed and she gave a tinkling ldilgh, the kind of
laugh with which Meg had, over the last two yebes;ome familiar.
'I'm no Jekyll- and-Hyde."

‘All the same,’ said Meg on a little troubled ndtsincerely hope that
you and he never come face to face again.’

'l don't expect we shall. He lives in Greece anmdriot likely to go
there. Even if | did it would be a million to onbance of our ever
meeting each other.' Her voice was quiet and cé&ime was
indifferent to Dorian Coralis, as she was mosheftime. For he had



become a figure whose image it was difficult tangrinto focus, and
with every passing year he became more and moreteeomtil,
lately, he had become a nebulous shadow of a pastad no desire
to recall. But on rare occasions he would becomelisigly real; she
would see those finely-etched contours of his &elearly as if he
had only a moment ago left her presence. She wamddim bend to
kiss her ... she would actually find herself putanfinger to her lips,
because they seemed to hurt a little from the cbrdaé his own
demanding mouth.

‘Although | don't ever want you to meet him," Megs/gaying, 'there's
no doubt that it would be a most diverting expereerior you.'
Amusement edged her tone and Juliet smiled in resdier lovely
eyes registering a twinkle of humour.

‘Indeed it would," she agreed readily.

‘There's your voice, of course, but that in itsetfuldn't give you
away.'

'l expect that in eight years even that's chang¢edany case, he
wouldn't remember what it was like, since he sdareeer spoke to
me. It was not the plain, nondescript little houag&mhe was
interested in, but the glamorous daughter of theso

‘This aunt and uncle,' mused her friend curiouslgre they wealthy
too?"

‘They weren't in the same class as Dorian, but #ee the richest
people in West Havington. My uncle was regardethasquire and
people used to treat him with great respect.' Uphesed a moment.
'‘Meg,' she said at length, 'how would you like tome with me to

West Havington some time? I've an urge to go badkake a look at
the village.'

'I'd love to go with you!" accepted Meg withouterand's hesitation.



Many changes had occurred in the village; buildiag taken place
on a fairly large scale and one of the first thidgiet saw was that
the row of cottages where both Mrs Goldsmith anddWoudall had
lived had been pulled down in order to facilitaie tvidening of the
road.

'So much for the "sleepy little village" you debead to me,' said Meg
as, sitting beside Juliet in the car, she glaneeaydo her left, to the
large estate of modern bungalows which followedci@ours of the
undulating land.

‘That was Mr Godfrey's farm,' returned Juliet watldeep regretful
sigh. 'l wonder where he is now?'

'‘Probably retired and living like a lord on all teney he got for his
land.'

Juliet pulled up outside the post office.

'It's a bit different,’ she said, examining it with critical eye.
'‘Someone's added a room on that end, and theyafage now. | can't
think that Miss Potterton would do that, so it mhswve changed
hands. Let's go and see.’

They got out of the car and entered the post offikee Juliet had
thought, it was a stranger who stood behind thetssuJuliet bought
some stamps and then asked,

'‘Has Miss Potterton retired?'
The man looked oddly at her.

'She's been dead these past five years.'



'Oh ... I'm sorry." Turning without another word]iét left the shop,
Meg following closely behind her. 'She was kindmte,' explained
Juliet simply as she brushed a tear from her eye.

'‘Perhaps,' said Meg seriously, 'you shouldn't ltavee.'

'l want to see the Grange. Do you mind walkingiritt far - just
beyond the woods, over there." She pointed, heraneriear and
vivid. The woods.... Where Dorian had kissed het lagd her in his
arms....

They had been walking a mere few minutes when tJst@pped,
amazement and a kind of horror mingling in her goes she
exclaimed,

‘Those houses—they're on my uncle's land!
‘You mean he'll have sold some of his land fordind?"

'He always swore he'd never have any building meahome --'
Juliet's voice trailed away as she saw what hdt/reappened. 'The
houses are on the land adjoining his."'

‘And by golly/ exclaimed Meg as she and Julietédrmto a bend in
the road, 'they've ruined his view absolutely!

'He'd have been furious—out of his mind, almost. ddered that
view over to the lake from the hills/ A few low lhes prevented
Juliet from seeing more at the moment, but pregesile was
standing still, gasping in disbelief. 'The Grang@lmost surrounded
by new houses!

‘A huge Council estate,” supplemented Meg, andetlveas no
mistaking the satisfaction in her voice. 'If then't retribution then |
don't know what is. Juliet, girl, were | in yourapk I'd be dancing
with glee!



'l won't dance,' Juliet said, 'but | can't findypih my heart either. |
wonder if they're still living there --Hush! Hereroes Mr Godfrey!

‘The farmer? Speak to him; I'm dying to see whapkeas!

The man had aged, but not too much; he came alodgJaliet
smilingly stepped forward, saying politely,

'‘Excuse me, but can you tell me whether the Lowstkal live at the
Grange?' She stood still in front of him, awaret thieg was also
watching his face intently. No sign of recognitidnut a tiny frown
appeared upon his brow.

'‘Aye, sure they do.' He thumbed towards the woaedupon which
the house stood. "You'd be visiting them?'

‘Not today. | just wanted to know if they were Istlhere. Such
considerable changes have taken place since lasaslthis village/

‘When would that be?' He was slightly puzzled asob&ed at her;
she had the impression that he was vexed with Hhina®out
something he could not for the moment recall.

'Oh," returned Juliet carelessly, 'a good manysyear

‘There's talk of building a complete new town Hére.said. 'l myself
used to have a farm, but | was persuaded to stliooa syndicate.
Robbers, they were! | could have got ten times ashif I'd held on
to it for another two or three years.'

‘The Lowthers won't like the idea of a new townnigebuilt here.
Perhaps they too will sell out.’

They've tried. You see, the Grange's on a hillmamdne wants it. Up
for sale by auction it was—about six months agal, ialidn't get a
single bid. Mind you,' went on Mr Godfrey expansyét's been up



for sale several times. Take the entrance, now;bhénued, rubbing
his chin, 'that was a lovely sight and no mistakéng wide avenue
of trees. Now, they've had a great lump taken fitoem, for the new
road that goes along by their front. Heavy loraes now using that
road and poor Mr Lowther's a broken man.

His wife's aged about twenty years or more. As koow the
Lowthers, though, you'll already be aware of adtth happened?’
Again that puzzled look, and the most intense sgrahat took in her
face and forehead, her hair and eyes and her figure

'l didn't know that they've had so much troubleidsJuliet,

wondering whether or not to enlighten him as to whe was. 'They
were very well off, though, so | shouldn't haveugbt they'd worry
too much if their house has been lowered in value.’

'‘Ah, but a few years ago he lost nearly all his eyopr—unwise

investments, it was rumoured here in the villagsd Ao he thought to
sell out for a big sum. But his house isn't wortboag, not now that
he's got hundreds of houses around it, and a roadigally at his

front door.'

‘It must be a very wide road?'

‘Fairly wide, but it winds as well, so it took sowit the length of the
drive as well as the width.' Mr Godfrey shook heatl. 'Aye, it was a
sad business altogether, for everyone used toupdk Mr Lowther.
Now he's just a nobody.'

‘They had a daughter?' Juliet, aware that he wakirlg most
curiously at her, wondered again whether or naelichim who she
was.

‘Tanya, yes." A strange pause, and then, 'l tagkeids, that the
Lowthers aren't close friends of yours; if they &vdren you'd know a
little more about them.' There was an unmistakagplestion in his



tone, but Juliet merely replied that the Lowthersravnot close
friends, but that she had known them once andhasass in the
village, she naturally sought information aboutnthe

‘It was a shock to find these changes,' she adahebto her relief he
nodded his head and went on to say, 'Their daughéer very
beautiful—still is, as a matter of fact. She gotrneal, but she's
divorced now, and has come back to live with heepis.’

Juliet said, exchanging glances with her friend,
‘They once entertained as their guest a Greek --'

'‘Aye, they did; | recall that all right. Tanya exjped him to marry her,
but | reckon he was only playing around. Theseidmers aren't to be
trusted.' He paused and his mind seemed to waadardpace. 'You
haven't said exactly when it was that you knewLiethers. Did you
ever meet their niece?'

Juliet could almost feel the tenseness that haubgd her friend. She
threw her an unconcerned glance and a faint sotilehied her lips.

'l did, yes.'

‘Nice little thing, wasn't she?'

‘Plain, though.’

"Very. But what have looks to do with it?'

'You mean, it's what's underneath that mattersd &fmke for the
first time, and Mr Godfrey nodded.

'‘Emily—she asked us to call her Juliet becausdilsbe it better than
Emily. Well, Juliet ran away in the end. Did youokmabout that?'



'l knew she ran away, yes.' Juliet awaited sommorese, but when he
remained silent she added, slowly and with a hirttusnour to her
voice, 'Did she have some special reason for rgnaway?'

Mr Godfrey hesitated a long while before replyinghis.
‘She did, yes, miss, but I'd rather not talk atdut

The two girls exchanged glances; Juliet came vesy to disclosing
her identity, but for some reason she could noleexghe kept silent.
And a few minutes later she had thanked the old amehboth girls
were bidding him goodbye.

'He was puzzled,' declared Meg when eventually these leaving
the village, 'even though he failed to recognize.yo

‘It was my voice that puzzled him, but he wasnam@nof this. All he
knew was that there was something a little famailout me." Juliet
turned the car on to the main road and soon tHageil of West
Havington was left behind. 'l daresay it will cobeehim eventually
and he'll say to himself, "That young woman hadiges rather like
that of Emily Lowther," and that'll set him thinkjn

'‘But he'll not come up with the answer, that'sdore.' Meg sat back
in the seat, making herself more comfortable.. 'Yeyproved one
thing today: you'll never ever be recognized bycareywho knew
you before.'

‘That's true.’
A small silence followed before Meg said,

'How do you feel about the downfall of those wheated you so
badly?’



'l don't know...." with some hesitation. 'To be ésin Meg, | feel
almost indifferent, so remote have they become.'

"Were | in your place I'd be delighted that theybesn punished.’

Juliet made no immediate response to this; befereelies rose the
dark and handsome face of the Greek who, havingedota her life,
had in so short a time brought such misery to her.

'‘Had it been Dorian Coralis who'd been punishé,'ssid at last, and
there was a distinct twist of harshness to her mdumost certainly
would have been delighted.'

'That's understandable.'

‘But such a mild form of punishment wouldn't futhave satisfied
me,' added Juliet as if Meg had not spoken. 'kd o see him
writhing in agony 1'

Meg frowned and spoke in faintly troubled tones.
"You sound as if you'd torture him, given the oppoity.'
Swiftly Juliet turned her head.

"Yes,' she said, and her voice was calm now, aB aald casual as if
she had been talking about the weather. 'Yes, Mggen the
opportunity, | wouldn't hesitate to torture him.'



CHAPTER FOUR

SPRING was in the air and Juliet had just come in from ¢farden
when Meg, who arrived home from work a little latieain her friend,
announced that her firm was having its staff daihe® year at the
Wild Boar Hotel, which was just about the most slasand
costly—nhotel in the town.

‘Apparently there's going to be a merger with aaotashion house,'
continued Meg, taking off her coat. 'We're goingbt® very posh,
from what | can gather.’

‘You mean that you're no longer going to produeentiedium-priced
dresses and suits?'

‘That's right. We're moving up into the very exalasclass.’
"This other fashion house—is it one of the famouss®’

'It's certainly one of the famous ones,' said Mag] went on to
mention the name. Juliet whistled and, picking mpexpensive,
glossy magazine, she flicked through the adveresgrpages.

‘This is one of their adverts." She pointed to fpinture of two

glamorous models who, clothed in exclusive evegmgns, lounged
with graceful lassitude against the background ofoébnnaded

mosque in Turkey. 'That's only a prop, of courd®s' added, tapping
the amber-coloured backcloth, but even as she spdg was

shaking her head.

‘No, it isn't. Their backgrounds are all authenfibe models go to
Egypt, to pose in front of a pyramid, -to Petrptse in front of some
tomb or other. They travel all over the place. been learning a lot
today about this firm we're merging with." From hlemdbag she
withdrew two tickets. "The second of April, so ybuietter begin
looking for a super evening dress!’



‘The Wild Boar," murmured Juliet, looking at theket which Meg
had handed to her. 'l shall look forward to this.'

She wore a long dress of apple-green velvet, witia bands of
deeper green ribbon as trimming for the hem, tloklend, and the
sleeves. Her hair shone, newly washed and setflawless skin
glowed with health, her big brown eyes, shadedhy kilken lashes,
were clear and bright, revealing the happinessamientment of
their owner. For life was good now for Juliet, and.she entered the
hotel there were many eyes that, seeing her, reddixed upon her
lovely face, taking in the evidence that here wagirh whose
existence Was a joy to her.

And one pair of eyes belonged a tall dark man, a wlaose noble
bearing and classical good looks had brought manyasp to
feminine lips when, a short while previously, hedhaade his
entrance through the same high wide door as J@et.saw him at
once, and stood still, the attractive under-filncolour draining from
her cheeks. A fluttering hand wait automaticallyhey heart, because
it was thudding so violently, causing her pulsesice.

'It can't be!" Still standing as one transfixede stias denying the
evidence of her own eyes. But no --There was ntakiigy that face,
those arrogant shoulders, the lithe and muscleaheffaowering
above the man to whom he was speaking as he syoihe lglittering
bar, glass in hand.

‘Something wrong?' from Meg in a perplexed voi¥eu' look as if
you've seen a ghost.'

A ghost...

As if suddenly sensing her interest, the man tutnisdhead; Juliet's
eyes met his and she saw them open wide. And shesatwisted
right round and fled, into the cool fresh air oé tiparden, away from



the man whom she hated with a venom so strongsimatcould
without compunction have seen him tortured, toduoe the untold
misery he had caused her when she was little nharre & child. But
she did not flee, for it was not recognition thaada him stare—it
could not possibly be recognition. Meg's voice ar bar seemed to
calm her a little. She was saying that Juliet haglsed quite a stir,
over there by the bar.

‘That handsome creature's quite unable to takeyas off you. It
could be love at first sight,' she added with adeumdlaugh.

Dorian Coralis --What was he doing here?

His eyes still held hers, held them for a long,glanoment before
they travelled, slowly and appraisingly, to her diyv neck and

shoulders, then down to the tender curves of heaidts and the tiny
waistline. The dress flowed in graceful folds dawter feet, and for
a few seconds those dark eyes were fixed on theedbéhe silver

shoes that peeped from beneath the hem.

‘We'd better move.'" Juliet managed to say, wondew@h the
steadiness of her voice. 'The cloakroom's oveether

She and Meg went towards the door and, once ins&leoom, Meg

took off her cape and immediately began to powdenbse, much to
Juliet's relief. She had no wish to answer any aavkwquestions
which a puzzled Meg might possibly have asked.efiutierself,

having hung up the black velvet cape, took outmlrand drew it
through her hair. Her heart was still beating aoate, her nerves
quivering. Dorian Coralis....

Looking older but as handsome as ever. Maturity ér@thnced the
dark hair by sprinkling of grey at the temples; dygs were as keenly
discerning as before, his figure just as lithe ke@h as when it had
first attracted her.



'‘Are you ready?' Meg picked up her handbag anthiedvay from the
cloakroom. She and Juliet were no sooner in thé&doah than
Dorian came over and asked Juliet to dance.

She stepped forward, into his arms, wondering itbeld feel the
wild pulsation of her heart against him. He held Wwéh a strange
gentleness, yet his hold was firm, and warm.

‘Tell me your name," he said when, after dancirlyvisay round the
room, neither he nor Juliet had spoken.

Tor what reason?' She looked up as she said thishimg intently

for any change of expression in his eyes. Therenwag; so he had
not noticed anything in her voice which could brihgck some

recollection of the girl whose life he had shattiere

'‘Must | give a reason?' he inquired with some amese:.

'I'm not in the habit of giving my name to strargyeshe returned, and
this made him laugh a little.

‘You're being precocious, child.'
Child....
She said, 'I've come a long way since my childhood.

'‘How old are you?' The tone was authoritative, erhst He was sure
that he would receive an answer to his questiom.hdad went up,
but Dorian Coralis appeared only to be amused &attion.

'I'm not in the habit of revealing my age to straungen.'

He laughed and swung her almost off her feet amdude for the door
into the hotel lounge—the smaller of the three tpas) and the most
intimately silent and dimly-lighted. Deep red vehairtains hung



over the windows and the lighting came from bendhghpelmets
above them. The reflection was red, rosy red lileedarpet and the
deep, velvet-covered armchairs. Flowers complendenite soft

lights in giving romance to the atmosphere; theé sipéins of a waltz
drifted seductively on air that was faintly perfuaime

'We shall sit and talk," stated Dorian, and withaatre ado he put a
hand to her waist and propelled her towards adarer of the lounge.
‘There, my lovely, sit down and tell me about yelifs

Juliet looked into the dark eyes that she had dwoped would give
her a glance of interest and affection. She noweaghwiration in their
depths, read curiosity ... and desire. So the maotals had not
changed; he was still ready to embark on an affdaln a beautiful

girl.
If only she could use his desire as an instrumérgwenge --

'l find you presumptuous,’ she said quietly, ‘alsd &r too confident
of yourself.'

Dorian raised his eyebrows; it was plain that thestment was far
from familiar to him.

'Would you care to explain?' he invited, and nog/\foice held the
merest tinge of acidity.

‘You bring me in here, tell me to sit down, and @thdemand a
resume of my life's history.'

‘You made no protest when | brought you in here,Was swift to
remind her. She remained calm, unruffled, her thégidaking a
backward path to the days when she had been rgavehe, totally
lacking in confidence.

'l am making a protest now,' she began, when leeruyited her with,



‘Too late, my child. | have you here, with not alsa sight, and so
you are in my power.'

In spite of herself Juliet found a smile comindpéw lips and hovering
there. Dorian's eyes flickered strangely as thealne fixed on those
lips. She knew without any doubt at all that he tedrio kiss her.

She leant back in her chair and crossed her ldgstalds of her dress
moulded with her body and his eyes moved. Desire tvare—and
confidence. Juliet's hatred of him was like a fgaited from an

ember that had withstood the elements of destmictind the fire was
taking hold so that it would consume her whole mand body.

‘Tell me,' she said, 'what is in your mind at timsment?'
At this his lips twitched with amusement.

‘Were | to tell you, then you'd either slap my facewish to know
more about the financial aspect of the matter.iddoleant back, his
dark eyes never leaving her face. Juliet hopedhsidenot blushed,
but rather feared that she had. She lowered hkedasnd thought
she heard a slight intake of his breath. Her laslaesalways been
naturally long and curling; they had made shadowser cheeks,
and in the present subdued light they made shattwatsvere more
alluring than ever.

‘You are not English,' she said. 'Are you—Italian?'

'I'm Greek, from the island of Thassos. The nametsan Coralis.'

He paused a moment, expecting her to say somet#ingn't you

going to tell me your name?' he asked, and hisevhiexd become
almost tender. 'What harm can there be in that?'

She looked at him across the table.



'‘My name's Juliet Hardy." She waited, holding hexakh, suddenly
aware that at some time during his visit to then@eahe might just
have heard the name Juliet. Still, even if he had;ould not possibly
connect the drab little servant girl with the dig¢ saw before him
NOw.

‘Juliet...." The name rolled from his tongue; isvakin to a caress, she
thought, and something within her grew and expaniiegas elation,
even though she could not have explained just sirahad in mind.
'What an enchanting name. As beautiful as its oWieradded, and
his mouth curved in a smile. Juliet caught her thr@g she recalled
even yet again how she had been attracted to theatteacted by his
smile, his noble carriage, his voice ... everythatgut him, in fact.
‘Juliet, tell me some more about yourself."

She smiled at him.

‘Do you cross-examine every woman you meet?' shérad with a
hint of humour.

'If I'm interested enough," was his somewhat iradireply.
‘And you are interested in me?’

For a long moment there was silence; a candle etathle flickered
in the moving air and the lights in Juliet's haare flickering too.

'l have never been more interested in a woman irfifie@y was his
flattering answer at last, and once again his comopes beautiful
lashes were lowered. Triumph held her in its gngr, mind grappled
for a hint of inspiration as to how she could uss situation in her
avid desire for revenge. She had declared she varirld the man to
the dust if ever the opportunity arose, and thshwias as strong as
ever.

'l suppose | should be flattered, Mr Coralis --'



'‘Dorian,' he interrupted softly. 'Say it, Julietwént to hear it come
from those adorable lips of yours.'

She hesitated, for a fleeting moment shy and tontieeé. But then
she murmured, in her gentle, musical voice,

'‘Dorian --' How many, many times in those far-o#fyd, had she
whispered into her pillow, a pillow damp with tedBorian .. please
like me a little.'

He stared at her for a long and silent moment leedpeaking. Juliet
had the extraordinary impression that this confidsalf-possessed
Greek was at a loss for words.

'It sounds wonderful,' was all he said, and foldevhe seemed to be
listening to the soft strains of the music—or pehhe was deep in
reflection, she thought, watching his expressiasealy. 'You and |
were destined to meet here tonight," he murmurdéaksat'Little did |
know, when | entered on this business project, lthas to meet so
beautiful a girl as you. Before this night's out st&ll have arranged
to meet again.'

'You seem very sure of my acquiescence,' she adlyg, tlifting her
head as she assumed an air of indignation.

'l believe in fate,' he returned seriously.

Fate— She dwelt on this, instinctively recallingslke days when he
had so despised her, and she wondered how he weadtwere she
to tell him that she was the girl whom he had fn&t at the home of
her aunt and uncle, Mr and Mrs Lowther.

‘You say you are here on business,' she ventibatlybu come all
the way from Greece solely for this?'



He nodded his head, and after a moment she wasngpethre
surprising news that Dorian's father had been &a&l lof the fashion
house concerned in the merger of which Meg hadespok

‘But | understood that your father's business wagpsg --' She
stopped, but too late. Dorian glanced swiftly at hés eyes opening
wide.

"You did?' he murmured, very softly.

‘This fashion business,’ she began, endeavouringjdi&track the
guestion in his voice and glance, 'you're hereotalact the merger?’

His dark eyes were curious, his mouth a little ttigh

'‘How did you come to know that my father was in 8tepping
business?' he inquired, ignoring her query.

Juliet was frowning, angry with herself for thepsli

'l suppose | heard it somewhere,' she replied ftidpd, Meg, works
for the company you're merging with.'

His gaze was still fixed intently upon her; she \Wobave given
anything to know what was going on in his mind. rRrdnis

expression there was nothing at all to be derivesl;face was an
unemotional mask.

'l see --' No more than this; he rose majestidatiyn the luxurious
depths of his chair and held out a hand. 'Let'séame said, and
before she quite knew what he was doing she felhaed taken in a
strong firm grip and she was pulled to her feemé@ment later she
was in his arms, dancing with him, closely ' heldd with his head
bent so that his lean brown cheek was lightly tngiers. Before
the dance was ended I»s head had moved, so thgishisad found
the delicate skin of her temple where it met theliha. "You are



adorable!" he told her as he took her back to plo¢ §om where he
had approached her in the first place. She colodesatily and he
drew a deep breath.

‘My friend's here,’ she said, marvelling at thedieess of her voice.
It was certainly not in unison with the beatinghef heart!

'‘Meg?' But he did not wait to be introduced, awmnstance for which
she was profoundly grateful, since an introductievould
undoubtedly have taken Meg by surprise and shetrhigle made a
slip—just as Juliet herself had a few minutes ago.

"You all right?' Meg looked anxiously at her, theemned her head,
her eyes following the tall and arrogant figureDafrian as he strode
away. "He didn't make a pass at you, did he?'

Juliet managed to laugh.

'l believe he did,’ was her response, and Meg's dyewith
amusement.

'l did suggest it might be love at first sight,' svaer immediate
reminder. 'He just couldn't drag his eyes away fyuon --'

'‘Rubbish! ' Juliet was still laughing, but withierhheart there was
tumult So unexpected a meeting was sufficient fier @vening, but to
become possessed of the fact that she appealed hoan as well --

'‘My dearest Juliet,’ admonished her friend, takihgr arm
affectionately and edging her towards the bar, rymodesty is
misplaced. You must know how great your attractammmen is, for
we never go anywhere but what you're sought owtdpyring males
whom you leave broken-hearted.’

Both girls laughed, and went to the bar where thgyod after
ordering their drinks.



‘That man,’ said Juliet quietly, ‘is Dorian Coralis

‘He is?' from Meg without much interest. 'Appargiié's something
to do with the merger --

What did you say?' she almost shouted, her eyesnbeg like
saucers. 'Did you sayBerian Coralis?'

She was shaking her head bewilderedly as she sipikat can'tbe
the same—' Again she stopped, this time allowingvio&ce to trail
away more slowly. 'lis the one, isn't it?"

‘The man who caused me all that misery.' Juligés &ere hard, and
glittering like points of ice. "Yes, Meg, it is tlame man. By some
miracle we've met again.'

Meg could only stare, unaware even that the direksappeared; and
so it was Juliet who opened her dainty, pearl-endered evening
bag. 'Oh,' she exclaimed. 'l've forgotten my purse!

‘Allow me.' Dorian was there, at her side, andtsihmeed, meeting the
admiration and the amusement in his fine dark égesn't you glad |
happened to be here?’

‘Meg would have paid,’ was the ungracious retort.

The money changed hands before Dorian looked ayee at Juliet.
Collecting herself, Meg glanced at her friend, winamediately
introduced her to Dorian. Meg looked up into hisefacritically
examining him and not caring one jot that he wagsuréing her with
arrogant inquiry.

'How do you do,’ she said at last, and a frown cmigorian's brow
and settled there.



‘Thank you for paying for our drinks.' Juliet spa@ltdength, her voice
hard and faintly condescending. Dorian's expressioas an
enigmatical mask, but Juliet sensed his surprisdéeat attitude,
towards him.

'It's a pleasure." Gracious the tone and half-amithe eyes; Meg
glanced at her friend from under her lashes andlipsrsilently
formed the words.

‘Love*at first sight.’

Could this be so? Juliet asked herself later, emeawening when, it
seemed, Dorian intended that no one else shoulcedaith her. He
had made straight for her each time the musicestanp, and during
the interval he had monopolized her completely. MVBbBe went
alone to the buffet table—Meg having gone off wahfriend of
hers—Dorian was soon beside her, wanting to knoatwle could
get for her, and escorting her to a table on thhandah overlooking
the gardens of the hotel. It. certainly seemedtibanhtended to carry
the acquaintanceship further—much further. And bBs twas
accepted by her she naturally looked ahead to wbald ensue as a
result of any friendship which he intended to fomith her. He had
intimated that he was ready for an affair, butyifédomiracle it was
love he felt for her, then marriage would be his,aisurely?
Marriage— Revenge loomed large on the horizonesinere she to
become his wife, then she could inflict untold mysen him, could
bring him to the dust... the dust at her feet...

Juliet glanced at her reflection in the mirror,k&d up her cloak and
evening bag, and left the bedroom. Meg was in #ile tialking on the
telephone, but die whistled softly as, glancing apis, she saw her
friend descending the stairs.



'You look lovely, Juliet! Have a wonderful time. ¥ d&now, | think
he's marvellous !

Juliet's mouth curved.

'You keep repeating that,” she reminded' Meg. "¥eem to have
fallen for his charm.’

'And who wouldn't!"

'l wouldn't, for one." Juliet's smile was hard, s cold and
calculating. 'I'm quite immune, Meg, simply becau'se not the
trusting, love-struck child | was when he first linme.’

Meg spoke into the receiver again, then listeneclmmoment. She
then said goodbye and replaced the receiver oasts

‘You're not very forgiving,' she said, and Julmettantly nodded in
agreement.

"'l never forgive him—never!'
'‘He's in love with you, Juliet.'

‘The man doesn't know what love is!" She was argy bitterly
disappointed at the results of her endeavourstraexa proposal of
marriage from him. She had had a whole week, selimgevery
evening, with full day trips out on Saturday anch&@ay, but she was
no nearer her aim. It would appear that his fesliiog her—whatever
they might be—did not go sufficiently deep for him offer her
marriage.

‘You'd marry him, wouldn't you—if he asked you?’

Juliet's eyes flickered.



'‘What reason have you for being so sure? You khaivithate him.'
‘And it's because you hate him that you'd marry.'nim

‘You're very perceptive,' owned Juliet after a $rpalise. 'Yes, I'd
marry him, and make him suffer! I'd crucify him!dHove would be
his own torture, because I'd throw it in his face.’

Meg was frowning heavily.

‘All this is so out of character,' she began. '$gen you with children,
and with animals; you've a soft heart, Juliet --'

'‘But not where that man's concerned. He brought untold
heartbreak and humiliation, Meg, and | feel thedee revenge; it's
something stronger than |, than my natural incloret. Don't forget,
my hatred's been growing for a long time.'

'It could be your own downfall,' said Meg in troebltones. 'Why not
forget it—and the man— altogether?’

'It looks as if | shall have to do just that,’ meted Juliet. 'He's
returning to Greece tomorrow afternoon.’

'He is? Oh, well, | truly believe it's for the bé#t pause, but Juliet
made no further comment. 'It's puzzling to me Heed not wanting to
marry you--'

Meg was pensively looking into space, and talkindhérself more
than to her friend.

‘There's nothing puzzling about it, Meg. He belgekie can get all he
wants without marriage. He always has, remember.’

‘But it's a bit late now for him to be thinking ban get you without
marriage.' Another pause and then, 'Has he bemg®'y



A smile that was almost a sneer touched the coofehgliet's mouth.
‘Trying his hardest—and getting nowhere.'
*He's given you a marvellous time.'

‘And would have done even better. He wanted torbaya diamond
bracelet, but | refused it.'

'‘More fool you! It would at least have repaid dlditfor what he'd
done to you in the past.'

'‘Nothing he could do would ever repay me for théfesing he
caused.'

'l agree that he was a hateful creature. But, someh can't help
feeling sorry for him now. | know he loves you, idtl it's sort
of—instinct, if you know what | mean?’

Bypassing this, Juliet said, glancing at her watch,

'‘He should have been here by now.' Perhaps he vmmtildome. He
hadn't been at all pleased with her last night whéer the response
to his kisses had aroused his ardour, she hadycpolled herself
from his embrace and said it was time he was takerghome.

'‘He'll be here," with confidence from Meg. And afesmall silence,
she repeated, 'He does love you, Juliet.'

'l believe he does feel something rather stronggn desire,' agreed
Juliet after some thought. 'But he's obviouslyprepared to give up
his freedom.’

And Juliet was right. The evening passed off quval, with a
first-class dinner eaten in the luxurious esurrangd of a hotel
whose dining-room overlooked the river. But althouDorian's



expression was one of affection and admirationlippgsnever voiced
one word about marriage.

'I'd never have believed you to be a prude, Juietwhispered when,
after a stroll in the scented woodlands backingghrelens of the
hotel, he drew her to him and kissed her, so vagerly. '‘Come, my
love, and live on my island. I'll give you everytbgiyou want —a
pretty villa by the sea, an open cheque for clotirese a month. I'll
buy you the loveliest of jewellery.’

‘Tempting, but you see, Dorian. I'm not a girl likat.'
'‘Old-fashioned, eh?'

‘You should know that already.' She was still is &arms, and the
moon was full in a deep purple sky; the reflectdrstars and lights
on the river lent its contribution to the romanéé¢he evening. Juliet
lifted ha: eyes to his and he saw the sadnessim.tiKiss me," she
whispered, and she trembled in his arms, nestliogec as his lips
came eagerly to hers. How hard she was trying! Wde not

respond—or rather, would he not fling aside his@armand accept
defeat?

'l want you, Juliet,' he whispered hoarsely, hisuthoin sensuous
contact with the curve of her breast, revealed I3y deliberate
removal of one pretty shoulder strap of the drésswgore. 'l need
you! Juliet, you must come to me—you must!'

'Only in marriage,' she murmured, and waited, Inteas, for his
reaction. He held her from him and she saw thdidvened.

'I'm not the marrying kind," he said. 'lIf | werégeh believe me, it
would be you whom | would choose."

'‘Don't you want to settle down—not ever?"



'‘My freedom's far too precious to me.' Yet his ®onere tender, his
warm firm hands gentle as if he were handling a-bem baby.
'‘Dear, dear Juliet, say you'll come back with m&teece tomorrow.'

She gave a deep and defeated sigh. She had mgkthst,, and there
was nothing for it but to say goodbye. She hopedploinishment
would come in some other way.

'l said | believed in fate,’ he was saying whengray while after
midnight, he was sitting beside her in the car,clwhwas drawn up
outside Juliet's front door. 'l can't think thatiyend | will never meet
again.'

'It's unlikely that we shall, Dorian.' She turnechim in the darkness
of the car. 'lIf you loved me, then there would balifficulty.’

‘You'd marry me?" He spoke softly and, it seemedderly. Yet
Juliet experienced a strange feeling that he wapisous of her,
distrusting her sincerity. Perhaps, she thoughtyag wondering if
she were more interested in his wealth than shamwlaisn.

'I'd marry you, Dorian. You already know that.'

Silence. The world was dark around them, but thevas deliciously
perfumed by the night-scented stocks which bloomddiliet's small
front garden. The perfume invaded the car and addedhe
atmosphere of peace and friendship that, on tHayrlay between
the two people sitting there. Dorian seemed nog$ent too much her
unwillingness to fall in with his desires, whileesherself was acting
her part so well that there was a self-deceptigmeht which seemed
to hide from her consciousness the fact that sdesblaemed to trap
him in the hope of inflicting punishment on him ttee harm he had
done her in the past. Had she examined her feedintiss particular
time she would have been totally unable to analyse.



'You'd marry me.' The murmured words came softhgl &ender as a
summer breeze. 'If | loved you, you'd marry me.wHs not a
question, but a statement born of Juliet's own asiom. '‘But you
won't become my pillow friend?"

'If I did," she returned curiously, ‘how far dowmthe list would | be?'

He frowned when she expected laughter, spoke sharpén she
waited for amusement to enter his voice.

‘That, my dear Juliet, is the most indelicate goadthave ever been
asked by a woman. | would not have expected ibtoecfrom you.'

'‘Oh—why?" Intrigued, she was also ready to spdr . ‘It can't be
that you consider me too shy to phrase such aiquestrely?’

‘Not shy, but restrained.’
'l see --' She turned to him again, deliberately al

lowing; her soft cheek to touch his shoulder. "Weliall we let that
rest? But tell me instead, if you've ever had agliEhwoman for a
pillow friend?'

'‘One or two," he admitted, his frown deepening.
'Did they live in—er—London?'
'‘One lived in a small village in Dorset.'

‘She did?* Juliet paused, carefully selecting herds. '"How did you
come to be in a small English village?'

'l was visiting some people there. This young womas their
daughter.’



Juliet fell silent, sure that this was as far asri@o would go
regarding his affair with Tanya. Much as she hatedshe would not
deny him credit for keeping his own counsel conicgyris affairs
with women. Yet Juliet was curious about his afi#tiowards herself
at that particular time, curious to learn whethemot he was as
reticent as he ought to be. She was some time hirgathe subject,
since it was difficult to do so without giving hicause for suspicion.
At length she said,

‘The people you visited—they were your friends?'

‘Not friends, merely acquaintances | met througtr tthaughter.' Was
there an edge of contempt to his voice, she woddenehad she
imagined it?

‘They had other children ?'
'‘Not of their own. They had a niece.’

Juliet hesitated; Dorian was frowning impatientthhjs she saw
indistinctly, but in any case she could sensermigatience with this
conversation which he would undoubtedly be congideto be a
waste of time. But she was driven on by some fetue could not
control, driven to ask him about this niece he hashtioned. She
inquired about her age, and what she was like.

'‘She was very young, barely seventeen, and asadaamy girl could
be.' He paused a moment and then, 'I'm afraid 't daderstand your
sudden interest in someone you'll never meet. Thevgs a little
wanton and had she been a sister of mine I'd leatledred her till she
screamed out for mercy.'

Juliet turned swiftly away, aware of her risingaal,

and of the fury that accompanied it.



'It's time | was going in,' she said at length.gWenot be able to sleep
until she knows I'm safely indoors and the bolesiarplace.'

'l can't let you go!" He caught her to him and dmeotd her face and
neck with kisses. 'Juliet, give me your answeidrieand you to do
so!' His lips found hers and crushed them unmdigifiishall not let
you escape me!' He was all Greek in this momekd,dome supreme
god whose word was a law unto itself, whose comnuandd not be
disobeyed. Juliet felt, in spite of the cool extewith which she was
attired, the power of him, the mastery and thegange. His arms
were like bands of steel, his mouth was cruel amhahding, his
body possessive in its strength and in its hardrigss lay passive,
aware that this kind of lovemaking would please s@vomen—maost
women, perhaps—nbut to her it was nauseating, sitmpdpause of the
hatred she felt for this man. 'Come with me, | sapme with me
tomorrow!'

'l must go in,' she said calmly, just as if he Inader spoken those
passionate and commanding words. 'lt's almostgast-twelve/ She
had the car door open and, with a shrug of resgmabDorian slid
from his side and walked round to hers. He helditia for her, then
reached inside the car to pick up the little evgnbag she had
dropped, and which she would have forgotten haddbeliscovered
it and given it to her. 'Goodbye, Dorian,’ she \phied and, reaching
up on tip-toe, she touched his lips with hers. #avsafe journey
home.'

‘Juliet ... we can't part like this --' But she mad along the short path
and the fumbling noise she made with the key drawmieat he was
saying. She entered the hall, and closed the ddbowt turning her

head. The engine caught and the purr of the caheasl. And then
all was silence in the road outside.

She had lost. That last kiss, given him in onel fatlaexertive effort
to pierce his armour, had failed.



CHAPTER FIVE

IT was Meg who brought the message, in a long whitelepe
which, on entering the house, she handed to rexdri

'From our managing director to you," she explainkdr eyes
twinkling as she noted the expression of blank lsment that
appeared on her friend's face. "There's a rumairith was looking
for new models and he saw you—at the staff danee --

‘New models," repeated Juliet, staring at the epeskhe held in her
hand, and which was addressed to her personally.

'For the ravishing clothes that are being produned that the
merger's taken place. Anyway, open up and let'® leaVook-see
what's going on."

Judith did as she was requested and was soon gethdirietter out
loud to her friend.

'‘Well,' she gasped when she had finished, ‘whaitahat?"

‘The chance of a lifetime. You lucky thing! Modatl our beautiful
clothes is enough to make me green with envy,dhbetinvited to go
abroad --'

''d see the Pyramids, and places like Biblos, @esi
'‘And the Acropolis of Athens, and the Roman columnd whatnot.'

Juliet made no comment now; she was thinking ofido2nd
wondering suddenly if he had had a hand in this.

'I've to see your managing director at five-thiiynorrow evening,’
she said at last. She had already read out thas pienformation, but



she now added, 'lt's a strange time. | mean, thedioses, up at five
o'clock.’

'So does yours. And so Mr Boothby's waiting for yGonsiderate of
him, isn't it?"

'And considerate also to offer to have me traingd anodel." The
more she thought about it the more Juliet was cm®d that this was
Dorian's doing.

She arrived at the office at five-thirty prompt amas shown into Mr
Boothby's office by his secretary, who had alsotedabehind for
Juliet's arrival. "

'‘Ah, Miss Hardy.' The big, broad-shouldered mare ras she entered
and held out a hand. 'You remember me, | hope?'

She smiled and nodded her head.

'Of course. At the staff dance you spent some denable time with
Mr Coralis who, | believe, is the man behind thegee?’

‘That's correct.' He flicked a hand, indicatinghaic 'Do take a seat,
Miss Hardy.'

Thank you.' She sat down and began drawing ofglmres. "Your
letter was a great surprise to me, Mr Boothby.'

'l expect it was.' His appraising glance covereerghing from the
top of her head to her tiny waist. "We're lookingr tbeautiful

girls—exceedingly beautiful girls, Miss Hardy, tdasv off to

perfection the models which we are now producing You

know—since it's been in all the newspapers—onbefitost famous
London fashion houses now controls this companyd &m

consequence the clothes we shall produce areparisuto those we
produced before.'



‘They were beautiful, all the same,' Juliet jud k@& say, because it
was the truth.

"We have liked to think so. But now we shall be mgkclothes for
the highest ladies in the land—and for ladies dkeotcountries as
well. The gentleman you have mentioned attaches gtieatest
importance to advertising, hence the order forougnd some really
beautiful girls for modelling. As | mentioned iretletter, you will be
expected to go abroad.'

Her eyes flickering curiously, Juliet asked,
‘Where would | have to go to first, Mr Boothby?"
'‘Greece.’

'‘Ah—' Something inside her jerked, causing her @uts quicken.
'‘What part of Greece, Mr Boothby?'

‘Thassos. We intend to use the extensive archaealogmains there
as backgrounds for our models. There are ruinglwer aslands in the
vicinity which, | believe, will also be used.'

‘Thassos --' She looked hard at him. 'This offeictviyou make me is
done so at the request of Mr Coralis, | presume?'

The man looked slightly uncomfortable.

‘Yes, Miss Hardy. But you are not obliged to acdbptpost, as you
very well know.'

She sat very still, absently fingering the fastgnaf her handbag.
Thassos --And Dorian Coralis, who had not given hppe,
apparently.



"'l accept the post, Mr Boothby,' she said, antthwv a fortnight she
was being met at the airport at Kavalla by the i@ hated most in
the whole world. He came towards her, a smile dt@ame on his
face, his hands outstretched.

‘Juliet, so we meet again!

'l was supposed to undergo some training,' shentaldrather curtly,
but she allowed him to take hold of her hands.Bdothby changed
his mind, saying you would see to it at this end.’

Dorian laughed; he looked young, and profoundlypyap
'If you want to train as a model, my dear, then gball!
'‘But you have other ideas about my future?'

‘Juliet, my love,' he said chidingly, ‘first thinfyst. Enough it is that |
have got you here. You've no idea how anxious lbeen, telling
myself that you wouldn't come.' Possessively hé& toer arm. 'We
have to cross to Thassos by ferry,' he told heerd@'s one due to salil
in an hour.'

On the boat he talked about the island, assetmigttwas considered
by many people to be the most beautiful islancdhenAegean. It had
been called 'The Circular Paradise’, he said, lsecan shape, it was
round.

"We have tracts of forest and clear crystal streahes continued
enthusiastically. 'We have many beautiful bathiegdhes, some of
them idyllically situated. You'll see villages mgdi among the
mountains. The views are magnificent—you can seectiast and
mountains of Thrace when the air is clear, whictedrly always is in
summer. And you can see Mount Athos from my ho¥se!ll love
my home, Juliet.'



"Your home?' Juliet's flesh tingled. 'Mr Boothbydsthere Would be
accommodation booked at an hotel——

‘All full, my love, so you're staying with me." (aithe tone but
inflexible; Juliet knew that argument would be leitiShe would be
living in his 'mansion’ whether she liked it or ntite home of a
millionaire.- And he was interested—keenly integelst-in someone
he had once despised, a girl whose hands, evemedei® nauseate
him. She glanced at her hands when, after landinh@island, they
began their drive, in Dorian's Jensen car, fromhhagour to his
home.

Long slender fingers, almond-shaped nails. Doriad, lduring that
week they had had together before he left Englaftely remarked on
the smooth, unblemished beauty of her hands.

‘Juliet,’ he murmured as the port was left behar@, you going to let
me take care of you?'

''ve come to model clothes, Dorian,’ she remintded, but she
looked away, knowing as she did that her one aryg a@lject in

accepting the post was to attempt once again taea proposal of
marriage from Dorian.

‘You wretch, Juliet,’ was his softly-spoken comménshall spank
you in the end, of this I'm absolutely sure.'

'l should immediately go home,' she warned, anddbagave a gust
of laughter.

‘You and | are going to have fun,' he predictechyW\wh, why haven't
we met before!’

A silence fell at this; Juliet looked out of thendow, taking in the
beauty of the landscape—the mountains and the orskg, smooth
as a pond under the golden haze of the summerHilsides rose,



splendidly clothed with trees—aleppo pines and egpes, plane and
fir trees, and the timeless olive.

‘This is a beautiful island,' she said when, afftver car had taken a
bend in the road, the full panorama of the moustaame before her
spellbound gaze. 'You're lucky to be living herenmenently.’

‘You too shall be living here permanently.'

''ve come to model clothes,' she said again, thats exactly what |
intend to do. The job won't last for ever, so Ilkha leaving quite
soon—

‘Juliet?' he broke in, slowing down the car alntost standstill, ‘just
what are you trying to tell me—? No, I'll re-phrakat! What are you
asking me?'

She coloured, hut turned her head in order to @ribhes from him.

'l don't know what you mean?' she prevaricated, r@ceived an
impatient sigh for her trouble.

'‘When | get you to my home,' he almost snappeshall be able to
deal more effectively with you!'

'‘Deal?' she protested. 'That's an ominous worded u

'I'm glad you appreciate that. My intentions arecté@rce you into
submission.'

She looked sideways at him, seeing the firm and hige of the jaw,

the classical shape of the nose and chin. Undolybbtedwas like a
god, die thought, and a flutter of memory brougitiothe time when
she had almost worshipped the man. She continuathte at his
profile, waiting for him to turn his head; this d& and she noted,
without surprise, that his dark eyes held a glimmieamusement.



The man could be attractive! When he looked liks, twith just that
particular expression on his handsome face, he omdbubtedly
appeal to any woman who happened to see him—anyawaxcept
herself, that was. For her he would never have @yeal; her
childhood ‘crush' was of the far and distant paspast that lay
shrouded in a mist of unpleasant memories, not téaghich was the
treatment she had received from Dorian—the treatnaen its
consequences.

As Meg had said, those relatives who had treatecdsddadly had
been rewarded; it remained only for Dorian Coralibe rewarded ...
in the way she alone could reward him. But firg sfust become his
wife, and seeing that he had gone so far as tq lbvan here, to his
island home, it seemed that Juliet had room fomapin. True, he
fully intended to attempt to charm her into acasgptanother, far
different position in his scheme of things, but was doomed to
failure.

They were travelling along a coast road, with tea shining like
crystal glass, and gay fishing boats and caiquesnsly lying at
anchor, or drifting lazily against the opaline riof the distant
horizon. The sun's rays were brilliant, and hotyeging against the
moutainsides where the green, luxuriant vegetatiasked in the
silent stillness of the scented air.

At length Dorian turned the car, nosing it into treerow dusty lane
which led to his home. It came into view after avfeninutes'

climbing had brought the car to another bend; 0sleyes widened
and she could not suppress the little gasp of apgiren that rose to
her lips.

'Like it?' He seemed pleased by her manner. "Youord) Juliet, if you
will only say the word.’



'‘My home?' She sent him a slanting glance. 'Do ryaunally have
your women friends living in your house?'

‘Don't talk like that!" he almost snapped. 'Anyevauld think I'd had
dozens of women!'

‘And haven't you?'

He made no reply and she knew that she had angeredBut she
was not unduly troubled, since she could foresemynmcasions
when she would anger him.

'Here we are.' The car ground to a halt and he g@aimqut, coming
round to her side and opening the door for herreedbe could do so
herself. 'Welcome to Massalia.'

She entered the lovely white hall, turning her hétesl way and that
in her appreciation of tasteful furnishing? andpgig of flowers and
colour and paintings on the walls, of expensive-brbrac mellowed
by time.

"You collect antiques,' she murmured. 'l have a father attractive
items myself.'

'You have?' He seemed pleased that she was showengst. 'These
here were my father's, but I've collected somestefrfurniture and
silver myself in recent years.' Taking her arm,lée her into the
living-room, and at that moment a brown-faced mgpeared from
somewhere at the far end of the hall.

'l did not hear you come,' he apologized. 'Astellblye here in one
moment.’

'‘Meet Miss Juliet,’ smiled Dorian. 'Juliet, Kleagsh He and his wife
and daughter take care of things for me.' He glnowards a door
that had opened. 'Here is Astero, Kleanthes' wifle—aad here is



Kassiana, their daughter.' The two women smileddilsg and Astero
murmured,

‘How do youdo—pos isteAvhile her daughter merely stood shyly t
one side, eyeing Juliet up from the toes of pretindals to the
shining glory of her hair. Juliet smiled and said,

'I'm happy to meet you all.’

‘Kleanthes, you can take Miss Juliet's suitcasa® the car and put
them into her room.’

‘There never was any question of my staying ataiel hwas there?'
Juliet was asking some time later as she and Dgaawon the patio
drinking iced lemonade made with fruit from Dorgown orchard.
He laughed and shook his head. And then he addsete wasn't any
guestion of your becoming a model, either."

Silence. Juliet's fingers tightened around thesgédee held.
‘Then why,' she inquired coldly, 'am | here --?"

‘Don't keep up this ridiculous pretence,' he biiokenpatiently. "You
knew full well when you accepted that offer that hand had been at
work to bring about your coming to Thassos.'

'l knew that you were the man who had offered neepibst, yes.'
'You also knew what | wanted.'

'l knew also what | wanted,' she said, but silelpud she told him
In no uncertain terms that if she was not to beleyag as a model
then she would be returning to England at theesrpossible time.

'l told you when we were in England that | wouldv@ebecome your
pillow friend,' she reminded him, 'and | meant$tie had coloured



slightly and Dorian, watching her closely, shooklnead in a gesture
that could have indicated defeat. However, he bdganse his
persuasive powers and as she listened, she didewqprsd how much
her cousin had made out of this man who was oncbher. For his
generosity seemed to be unbounded and Juliet haditd that nine
women out of ten would be tempted. Dorian was oftga villa, fully
furnished, a car, clothes, jewellery.

'‘But, my sweet, with you | am desiring that youl\Wye at first in my
house, since it has long needed a beautiful mssties you. If the
time ever comes when either of us wish to part) tyeu will have
your own villa, which you can occupy or sell, jastyou wish.’

She listened quietly, her hands clasped in her legh] he had
finished speaking. And then she looked directllyiat and said,

‘Dorian, it's marriage or nothing.'
He held his silence for a space and then,

‘You're proposing to me? You were doing so in theas we came
along.'

Juliet's colour deepened ... and so did the adimirain her
companion's eyes.

‘That's not very nice of you,' she told him. 'l Wbuaever dream of
asking a man to marry me.’

'‘But you've just done exactly that.'

She shook her head, and a frown touched the ldusdy of her
forehead.

'‘Perhaps we should change the subject, Dorian.’



‘No, this thing has to be thrashed out—now!'

'If you cared sufficiently,' she said almost in hisper, 'then you'd
want me for your wife.' She looked out pensivelyhi garden, and to
the place where masses of pink bougainvillaeaespillildly over the
walls enclosing part of the shrubbery. Her face afin shadow, a
shadow created by the thick vine which roofed thigop but the sun's
rays were catching her hair, highlighting its gbais colour and its
sheen.

Dorian stirred and a slight puckering of his forathéetrayed the fact
that he was deeply affected by the situation .d by the lovely
picture of the girl before him.

'If | cared sufficiently --' he repeated after agowhile, and it was as
if he suddenly realized that a blank page existedhis book of
knowledge about women. And that blank page was. [dust how
much do | care?' This question was not meant fbetluears; she
guessed this at once. But she caught the wordstheless, and she
waited, breathlessly, for him to analyse his fegditowards her.

But it was not until much later that day that sbesived the question
for which she had schemed. She and Dorian had tdkerer by
candlelight; with the table shining with silver agidss and beautiful
crock- ay. Flowers added colour, and from the tapeorder
discreetly tucked away behind one of the drapesdycae music
floated on the air. After dinner they sat on thegand drank coffee
and liqueurs; the full moon spread its light on th@untains and the
foothills and sprinkled the crystalline sea witmlzent silver which
mingled with the starlight and the cloud shadow®tm a tapestry of
spangled light and shade. Cicadas chirped in ilie tlees and from
afar a lonely donkey brayed. Juliet, tensed and, al@s beginning to
wonder if she were in any real danger from Dorasthere was no
knowing how soon the man's restraint would give wdg was a
Greek, and his race was known to be the most araonaine world;



that he was passionate she already had learneidghasen bruised
by his kisses on more than one occasion. And neve Bhe was, in
his house—and at his mercy. She had known that thaght be risks
involved, but Mr Boothby's assurance that an hatalld be found
for her had completely allayed any fears she majherwise have
experienced.

But her anxieties were not to last for long; norsmohad they
finished their drinks than he said, an edge of jioress to his voice,

'‘Come, we shall walk, my Juliet—and talk!'

But no talking took place during the first few mias; once the lights
of the house were left behind Dorian stopped bénaatree, and,
taking her in his arms, he kissed her passionatelye lips.

'‘Dorian—you're hurting me!' The protest was voigdten at length
she was allowed a breathing space.

‘You're crushing me --' She managed to get thabdmo farther.
Dorian took possession of her mouth, his own samsulps
arrogantly demonstrating his mastery over her. t&mbled in his
arms and was about to make some attempt to breai alven he
said, his voice hoarse and yet vibrant, betraymegardour that strove
for release,

‘Juliet ... you once told me that you'd marry mell Yéu marry me,
my love?' His lips were close to her face; shelfslicool clean breath
against her cheek.

‘You love me?' she asked, even though she knewubstion to be
unnecessary.

'l adore you! My own, dearest love—say you'll marng!



'I'l' marry you, Dorian,' she whispered, triumphasag like a wild
bird set forth from a cage. Revenge! The word gsprieaglaring
capitals across her horizon; it filled the sky abdwer; it was all
around her. She would bring this man to the dust!

The wedding had been a grand affair, with many ofi@h's friends
present, congratulating him on the beauty of théngihad chosen for
his wife. As for the women present—some were détidlthat at last
Dorian had landed himself in the marriage net,tbeate were others
who looked with envy on the lovely face of the leriddrrayed in
white, in a long flowing dress of lace with a heaatin underskirt
and several net skirts beneath this, she wasareiof perfection and
purity. Dorian's face was a study of pride and Jas the ceremony
over, he walked the length of the church with liiddoon his arm.

For Juliet, it was a day of sheer triumph in evesgy ... yet h«
thoughts would persist in taking the path she wambeforget, and
she would be in the woods with Dqgrian, flounderargl blundering
in her efforts to make him take notice of her. 8ad loved him then,
with a pure and simple love, the love of the chilib has reached the
brink over which womanhood loomed ahead. She rtdlis kisses,
his arms about her thin, immature body, a bodyheldtin garments
too big for her, drab, patched garments which chisr many a
tearful moment, and many a humiliating hour. Dori@nwhom she
had given the abundance of love newly-found, haspided her,
looked at her with unmitigated contempt, had 'reggirher to her
guardians, had even recommended a beating. She bbad
plain—almost ugly—and Tanya had been beautiful --

The reception came to an end at last and Julietdfdwerself alone
with her husband. He looked at her long and hasdeyes dark with
adoration and desire.



'What a good day's work that was!" he exclaimddntaher into his
arms. 'l've never done a better in my life—andueaneshall!" Words
that every bride would have loved to hear, thougiiiet, and for the
first time she experienced a tinge of regret. Foevery girl her
bridegroom's flattery is like nectar and ambrosixet together.
However, her regret was only momentary, since stieher desire,
which was all that mattered, or ever would mattduliet, my
beloved, | shall worship you till | die; this pleglymake you, on this,
our wedding day.' Gentle, tender words, spoken dédp sincerity,
and he bent his dark head and kissed her with detaass he had
never shown to a woman before. 'When | think afotv," he added
with a slight frown, 'l cannot conceive how | colildve wanted you
In any other capacity than as my wife, a wife lIvalve and cherish
forever, a wife who will share my joys—and my soevsy should
there be any.' He held her from him and looked watider emotion
into her.-eyes. 'Say you love me, my sweet. | do=etr those words
very often from these lovely lips of yours.'

She said softly,

'l love you, Dorian." And then she drew away, lgtirer lip. Untruths
were abhorrent to her, and she had never told thdess it had been
necessary in order to save someone trouble ortgnxie

‘Tomorrow we shall go on our trip—island-hoppingbill have a
honeymoon to remember, this | promise you!

They were staying at the villa tonight and tomorng@re embarking
on a cruise aboard Dorian's beautiful yadtlgreus.

'l shall look forward to that, Dorian.' She injet troubled note into
her voice and Dorian said anxiously,

‘Are you all right, my love?'

She looked up into his eyes and murmured apolabtic



‘The day's been far too exciting for me; | feealigtdrained.’
He frowned a little.
‘You'll be all right soon...'

‘Dorian, would you mind very much if I—l—slept onynown for
tonight?’

His face registered a sort of dismay, but no atgéched the noble
outline of his features.

'If this is what you want, Juliet, but --'
'‘How good you are! Dear Dorian, I'm very gratetulyou!'

The beginning of the torture, she was saying whatf,an hour later,
she was standing by the bed—the big double bedeniisy) to her
husband moving about in the next room. The doowden his
apartment and hers was closed, and locked—by '3uli@hd.

Yes, the beginning of the torture. Dorian was imele—deeply in
love—with her, so she could make him suffer thegsaof hurt and
humiliation which he so richly deserved. How lorge ould keep
his ardour at bay was a question that had, najui@lkcurred to her.
But she had the answer ready when the day arrosdairh to protest.
Yes, she had the answer— the answer that wouldept@\be the
culmination of her revenge....

The lovely white yacht stood at the pierhead, agarbackground of
small caiques and other pleasure craft of the sgpseasNereusput
smaller. Once aboard, Juliet and Dorian stood erddtk watching
Elias, a member of the crew, as he busied himsétf nepes and at
the same time called out orders to another menfiteearew.



"Well, my love --' Dorian turned to his wife andpgled an arm about
her shoulders. 'The beginning of a wonderful Idgdther. And the
sun shining from a clear blue sky—shining just you and me.'
Tender his accents and low. His expression wastesido, and the
touch of his hand as it caressed her bare arm wagiatle as the
breath of a midsummer breeze. Despite herselftiutie affected by
the sheer magic of the whole scene and situatiom-aaonther pang
of regret was felt. What bliss it all could haveebavere she in love
with her husband! A honeymoon to remember, her dmgbhad

promised, and undoubtedly it could have been jugt. tAs things

were, for Dorian it would prove to be a honeymobat the would

strive to forget, since it would be a mockery, ecéafrom start to
finish.

Their first visit was to the enchanting island @n®thrace, Dorian
pointing out to her 'the mountain of the moon' Idx&gore the yacht
was moored.

'l planned to visit the Sanctuary,’ Dorian told ,h&nd this suited
Juliet, who had always been interested in the pailtef ancient
Greece since the day she had set eyes on the shajsDorian
which was shown to her by her cousin.

‘That'll be lovely! She must sound loving and effiienate, she had
decided, for she desired that the punishment shmifb gradual that
he would at first fail to recognize that anythingswvrong. Juliet
planned that disappointment should precede the, arttethe ache
should precede the actual pain.,

'I'm sure you'll enjoy it.’
'‘Have you been to all these places already?'

Dorian shook his head.



'‘Business has hitherto absorbed much of my timestJ8ut now |
shall take time off, since I'm not intending to le®g my wife.' His
face wore the expression of a happy man and 3ubetisation of
triumph was heightened. The happier he was ahtbisent the more
desolate he would be later on.

The valley in which the Sanctuary lay was one teat been cut by
streams which were now dry, with hillsides clotiveith olive trees
and cypresses, while high above was the wall ofdidecity of
Samothrace, gleaming and mellow in the sunlighteAé&xploring
the ancient ruins of the temples and other builslidgliet and Dorian
stood to admire the actual setting of the site.

‘All this --' Juliet swept a hand to embrace theolghsplendid
scene—'for the gods!

'‘We were pagans,' he laughed. 'Naturally we gaveyods the very
best.'

'l believe that the famous Winged Victory was fouod this
particular island,' she said, and Dorian immedyatehgratulated her
on her reading.

That's correct. A Frenchman found it, unfortungtatyd sent it to his
own country. It's now in the Louvre.'

‘Beautifully exhibited," she added, and Dorian teadgree about this.
'‘Nevertheless,' went on Juliet with a hint of régneher voice, 'so
lovely and famous a statue ought to be in its oaumtry.'

'I'm glad you think so. However, like so many othemportant
archaeological finds, it rests a long way from home

'l don't know why the Greeks allowed people toldteair treasures.'



‘Well, people like Elgin and the rest seemed abldd just as they
liked, at that particular time. Now, however, noeotan take our
treasures.’

‘Can we climb that hill?" she wanted to know wheértaat Dorian
suggested they leave the Sanctuary. 'I'd likettolsere Poseidon sat
when he watched the Trojan War.' She was laughiy Rorian
caught his breath. He seemed unable to speak hoefispace, so
deeply was he absorbed by the lovely girl who wadhde.

‘You certainly have been doing your homework!" keamed at last.
'‘Where and when did you read all this?'

‘The books came from the library, mainly." The secpart of the
guestion having been answered she paused a wiilking of those
far off days when she had become interested inGieeks—their
people and their country, their ancient heritaggaafs and heroes. 'l
think | started to be interested when | was aboa¢en and a half --'

He looked at her strangely, because of the way hichvshe had
allowed her voice to trail off to silence.

‘Tell me," he said, 'where were you at the agexdésn and a half?'
She shrugged and flicked a hand, indicating thatdwdd not find her
answer very interesting. 'l know so little aboutuyduliet. We got
married so quickly, didn't we?'

‘Three days after | arrived here.'

‘Three days/ he repeated. 'In all, we've had a@dattnight in each
other's company.' He paused a moment, lost inctedte ‘It will be

fun getting to know one another, my love.' Theyawetrolling away
from the Sanctuary, his arm about her slender wéstyou really
want to climb up there?'

'I'd very much like to do so.’



‘As you wish,' he said gallantly. 'This is your Hay

It was not until they had climbed the central peakl were looking
out over to Mount Athos that Dorian re-introducée tsubject of
Juliet's girlhood, asking again where she waseaaije of sixteen and
a half.

'l was at home, helping with the chores,” she anssverhen at length
she realized that there was no possibility of evgdhe issue.

'‘With your parents.' It was not a question as sDdrian appeared to
be taking for granted that it was her parents witlom she lived. 'So
you didn't go out to work—not at that time?"

‘No, not at that time. | did later, though. | tradhfor secretarial work.'
‘You should have trained to be a model."

"You think so?' Amusement touched the outline oflips; she was
carried in imagination to what he would say were &htell him that,
at the time in question, she was plain little Emiypwther,

nondescript and not very well educated. 'l ratherkt| would have
been a total failure at that particular time/

'‘Nonsense! You must have been an adorably beagiifiiland an
intelligent one!" He paused, but she made no comrfi2ga you not
have a photograph?' he asked at length.

'Somewhere—I think/ She had the one he himseltaleeh, the one
she had shown to Meg.

"You think?" with a lift of his brows. "You must &w whether or not
you have a photograph of yourself when you werangdu

'If | have it's at home.'



‘At home?' with another lift of his eyebrows.
‘In England, | mean. | still have many belongingsre.'

‘Then you must get them over here.' He had alrézamiyed a few
minor details of her life through little scrapsinformation she had
guardedly let him have. He believed that the cowtlese house she
had inherited were her parents. Not that she h&bedately lied
about them, but she had phrased her informaticuah a way as to
give him the impression that they were in fact pamrents. She could
not tell him that she had lived with her aunt amdle—because he
might have probed further, in which case she wdwdsde found
herself in difficulty.

'l still have my house,' she told him. 'l supposeight to sell it—or
perhaps | shall let it,' she amended, as the iflageparation entered
her mind. For it was doubtful if life with Dorianauld continue
indefinitely, once she had vented the full weighter revenge on
him.



CHAPTER SIX

THE next island they visited was Lesbos, and then daled the
smooth blue waters towards the island of Androd,sitl Juliet had
managed to fob her husband off. She did not fealldterself; she
was all nerves. She was afraid; he must give hes.ti

‘Juliet,’ he said in some exasperation, 'what'sntager with you?
You're an intelligent, sensible girl who knows witagtall about --'

'Of course, Dorian,' she broke in, a catch in lece, 'but marriage
is—well, it's a complete change from the single {

‘You knew it would be a change!'
'l think you're most unkind.'

‘Do you love me?' he demanded.
"You know | do.'

He bit his lip and she could have laughed. Shehiradn the palm of
her hand ... and she meant to keep him there.

‘Darling, let me show you --I'll be so gentle, sader. My beloved, |
need you so.'

At this she came and put her arms around his ragktouched his
cheek with hers.

‘Am | hurting you, dearest Dorian?' she whispeneskrting another
catch into her voice. 'l don't want to hurt you.'

He kissed her tenderly before holding her from l@nd looking
deeply into her beautiful eyes.



‘Yes, Juliet, you are hurting me—No, that's notteurue,’ he
amended. 'I'm disappointed, as you must realizerahted this
honeymoon to be one hundred per cent perfect, edhoth love to
recall over and over again, even when we grow Bld.it's being
spoiled, for already we've been away for four days.

'If you'll only be patient for a little while longeDorian,' she pleaded
in a low tone, 'then all will be wonderful betweaen'

'‘Patient? For how much longer?'
She turned from him and said,
'Is that all you married me for?'
An astounded silence followed.

‘It was one of the things | married you for," hplied frankly. 'It's not
unusual, you know, for a man to want to make lowe his
wife—especially when that wife happens to be hidddr

'We've all our lives before us --'

'‘But we can have no substitute for this honeymduos interrupted,
and there was no mistaking the tone of deep regi@s voice. 'l've
done everything | can to make it perfect --'

'‘Except have a little patience,' she stated unredsy.

'‘Patience! I've already asked you—how much longestnh have
patience?'

She put her face in her hands and allowed her dbmiko shake.
Within seconds her husband's loving arms were dbeuand he was
asking her forgiveness.



‘Darling Juliet, I'm so sorry. But you see, dearéss is something |
just cannot understand.’

'‘Only because the women you've had were—werehe.'cduld not
phrase any more words and he finished for her,

'Wantons, | suppose. And you're so innocent and.Mhat a brute |
am—totally lacking in understanding. Forgive me, lbeyoved.’

'Of course | forgive you. Oh, Dorian, please hold ciose, and kiss
me.'

For a long while he held her, tenderly, proteciryelnd within her
was the hatred she had for him, and the triumptnesf present
position. How soft and pliable he was!

It was only later that she was to realize just hittke she knew her
husband, that she was to learn of the traits harireatited from his
pagan ancestors.

They had crossed from the island of Mykonos to uhehabited

island of Delos, birthplace of the twins Apollo aAdemis, whose
mother, Leto, being pursued by the serpent Pytheas given

sanctuary on the island, which was caught by Poseathid anchored
with a diamond pillar. And so Artemis and her bestivere born in
the safety of the island and Delos later becamaaswed to the
Greeks that no one was allowed to die or be bareth

Dorian's yacht was left at Mykonos and he and lifis were taken to
Delos by caique, landing in a little cove, becatiemeltemi— the
‘wind of the islands— was blowing hard, lashing $e@ around the
islands. Immediately on landing they were amongrities— fallen
columns and other parts of the sacred temples Wtadtbeen erected
to honour the golden sun-god, Apollo, whose culs wa important



here as at Delphi where, later, he slew the Pyiflamso relentlessly
harassed his mother, Leto.

Juliet was enchanted, and for a while she forgahpietely her

mission and became the glowing bride that her temllhusband
wished her to be. He responded to the change jrbbeoming eager
and enthusiastic when she wanted to stroll fardifietd, or to climb

Mount Cynthus in order to gain a clearer view & tieighbouring

islands of Mykonos and Rhenae.

'‘Oh, Dorian,' she sighed when at last she agreesit town. 'lI've
loved every moment of it!"

'So have |." His glance was one of tender emosiba;saw that he was
touched by the change in her and for one fleetioghent her resolve
weakened and she felt she could not bring hersatiflict pain upon
him. But memory with its cruel barbs descendedesly once more
and she herself was suffering the agonies of pairhamiliation, the
uncertainties and terrors of being homeless ani, sitarcely any
money in her purse; she recalled the moment ofivgalkp in hospital
and the horror of being told that her face was glsadisfigured. She
reflected on those long weary months when the iplastgery was
being done, bit by bit until, after several operas, the surgeon was
at last satisfied with his handiwork. No relativsited her during that
seemingly endless period; no flowers came to héresdid to other
patients, no fruit or chocolates or books—othenttiese passed on
to her in kindly gestures from other patients,ronf compassionate
relations of theirs who, seeing the young girl tyitnere alone, had
decided to afford her a little attention.

‘Shall we go now?' he was asking, breaking intorééections. 'The
sea's becoming rougher and rougher with every mith#t passes.'



‘All right.' She put her hand into the lean browre that was extended
to her, and she came to her feet close to her hdshéa finger caught
In her chin as she would have bent her head.

'l love you, Juliet,' he whispered, his dark eymsking tenderly into
hers. 'Dearest, let us be happy. Let us begin ealr toneymoon
tonight.'

She drew away, stiffening slightly, and she notidtkd sudden
change of colour in his face. The tan seemed to gainge of grey,
especially along the sides of his mouth. His egsstheir tenderness,
his mouth went tight.

'I'm not ready,' she said. 'You'll have to be putia little while
longer.'

She received no response to this, and as they avalkek along the
famous Terrace of Lions she glanced sideways gtfhimvning at his
taut and austere profile. Here was a hardness atienéver seen
before, a ruthlessness that troubled her in a way failed to
understand. She had him in the palm of her haredhad told herself;
he was soft and pliable and, therefore, would gieno trouble. His
love for her was strong and deep, and all he diésorelo at present
was to please her, to pander to her every whintddfse, the time
would arrive when a showdown was inevitable, buelguthat time
was not yet. And even when it did arrive, it wobklshe who would
inflict the hurt, who would stand back and lauglinis face.

The caique was waiting and they boarded it in sgeiThe rough sea
frightened Juliet, tossing the small boat about dgl, but she could
not put out a hand to take that of her husbanthak imploringly at
him, asking for his tender, reassuring words.

And quite suddenly she knew that she was losingeioinyg.



She stood in the middle of her cabin, clad in aviitg nightdress of
layers and layers of flimsy nylon and lace. Thekhire was low both

back and front, the folds clung seductively to leautiful contours
of her body. She turned to gaze into the long mi+eand she liked

what she saw. Fortune had smiled upon her thatdean she had
been knocked down by the bus—although she didhmak so at the

time. So plain she had been, believing that it thasbone structure
that was at fault; but the surgeon had told herlleabone structure
was perfect, so he had been able to give her b&audyrpassing that
of her cousin, whose looks she had so often envied.

Juliet's musings came to an abrupt end as the aidomn swung
inwards and her husband stood there, clad in akldac green
dressing-gown, the girdle of which was held betweisnfingers, in
much the same manner as Greek men handledkibv@ibolias they
automatically flicked the beads from one end of $teéng to the
other.

‘Do you want something?' she inquired imperturbably

For answer he came forward a step ... and the aidmon clicked
behind him, causing Juliet to give a little stétis dark eyes took in
the lovely contours of her body, seductively reedabwing to the
diaphanous nature of the material of which her toigdss was made.
She shrank into herself, aware of a tingling of/eer and that the fine
gold hairs on her forearms were standing up, awamw fher flesh.
Her question was repeated, and she marvelled aiaihe inflection
of her voice.

'‘Want something?' he said, the grey tinge at theers of his mouth
deepening. 'l believe that the first thing | wamdlo is talk, but I'm not
sure.’



Not sure? How unlike her husband to falter likesthiuliet had
difficulty in keeping from her gaze all the hatrastie felt for
him—and the satisfaction that his present attiaffierded her.

'It's rather late for chatting,' she said to himg aoted the hint of a
frown that appeared on his low and noble brow.

'It's not a chat I've come for, Juliet...." He catowards her with
another step, and he held out his hands to her. JMiet,’ he
murmured, 'l love you so. | must have all your lovg dearest.' His
eyes pleaded and his outstretched arms beseeClmede,' sit with
me, my love, and let us talk this whole thing out.’

But Juliet shook her head. Inside, she knew disappent, since it
seemed likely that the showdown was to come faemarckly than
she had planned. That plan had involved a slowrt®mhere Dorian,
patiently awaiting the disappearance of her intubg, would lie in
his room night after night, brooding and lickingrall wound that,
very gradually, would widen and fester until evellfyiit crucified

him with pain. For, very slowly, it would come tanhthat his wife
did not love him, had never loved him. Only then udo the

showdown come—or so this was what Juliet had thbughd she
would have her answer ready, the answer that wsitifglhim of both
his arrogance and his self-esteem.

She would inform him that she had married him figrrhoney.

'I'm not ready to be your wife, Dorian,' she sdidhat. 'I've already
told you this.' Would he leave her, going to hisnoto lie awake and
wonder just what had gone wrong with his marriage?

But he made no move to go; instead, he sat dovenabrair, his eyes
fixed on her face in an intense and searching isgruAnd as she
watched, his whole expression changed, and she lkaawost
uncomfortable trembling deep within her. For thexas a distinct



hint of brutality in his dark eyes, in the tautdiof his jaw, in the thin
tight line of his mouth. His nostrils seemed tovguii... like those of a
wild animal on the scenting of its prey.

‘Just when will you be ready to be my wife, Julié&# inquired in a
dangerously quiet tone. "We've been married foeaknnow.'

She shrugged, adopting a careless manner she mfasnfefeeling.

‘A week's no time at all, Dorian,’ she said in ®mé protest not
unmingled with censure. 'I'm not the first bridehtve difficulty.’

‘True," he agreed in that same soft tone, 'buwéther you're the first
to be so damned unconcerned about it.'

Her eyes opened very wide.

‘There's no need to swear,’ she admonished. 'Anébrageing
unconcerned—what good will it do me to weep over n
shortcomings?’

‘Shortcomings, eh?' he repeated grimly. "So yomitatb having
shortcomings?"'

'I'm honest enough to own that my—er—reluctanceoisnormal.’
And then she spoke softly to him, and tenderlyjigghat She could
fob him off for a little while longer, just for theatisfaction of making
him suffer the slow agony she had planned for Hirarling Dorian,
please try to understand. It's so difficult for maspecially as | love
you so --'

'‘Love?' He repeated the word, and it seemed to conom
somewhere deep in the centre of his heart. 'Juliely dear sweet
wife, do you mean that? Say it again, and let no& kight into your
eyes ... for | wonder now if you really do love me.



So he was suffering! She looked into his eyes, teandarkness of
misery in them, the shadows of hope slowly dyingultation swept

through her whole body like a warm and pleasantenthat comes
inshore to caress the golden sands. She spoképrbsthme reason
she could not face the challenge of his gaze, &mtidoegged her to.

'l love you, dear Dorian. Just be a little mordeyat..'
'For how long, Juliet—for how long?"
'‘Another week, or a month, or even --'

‘A yearl—two years—ten years!" His control was f@sserting him

and Juliet realized all too late that she had reeinbplaying her part
very well. Yet she should have done; she had rebkdait often

enough!

‘Don't be angry with me," she begged. 'I'm unhagpugh as it is.’
She held her breath, for even to her own ears lwedsvhad no
convincing edge.

"You're unhappy?' Sceptically he looked at her, sutienly he rose
to his feet, his height dominating the cabin, rooasyit was. The
arrogance had returned, replacing the shadowslappiness in his
eyes; the brutality was there, the quivering of fastrils. ‘Do you
suppose that you're anywhere near as unhappy as 1?'

"Can we assess it—weigh it? Dorian, don't look & like that!
You—you frighten me!'

‘Frighten?' Like a miracle his expression undervesrdther change.
‘In what way, Juliet?' He seemed faintly dazed daydssertion and it
dawned on her that his brutal .qualities were $erent that he did
not know he possessed them.

You—you're—different.'



He frowned at this.
'In what way different?’
"You look—kind of—ofcruel --' She glanced away.

For some reason she could not define this deceptambecoming
most distasteful to her.

Regret and pain entered her husband's eyes. Hmsaitt and gentle
tones,

'Cruel, Juliet?' And he shook his head as if treaidias hateful to
him. 'No, not that, my dear.'

My dear— She felt safer now, and her courage retirn

'‘Perhaps I'm mistaken, then. But please, Doriaawyeleme now. |
really am tired.'

‘This is our honeymoon,' he said, and into hise/biad crept a hint of
anger and impatience. 'Up till now it's been a cetepfarce.’

That, she thought, was exactly what she had inteiide be.
‘You're so impatient—

'‘Don't repeat that again,' he broke in wrathfullppatient? What do
you think I'm made of?'

Juliet drew back instinctively till she came agaitiee long heavy
drapes. She was conscious of the silence, whicmextd¢o have a
suffocating effect on her. She was conscious toth@fbackground
noises from without—the sound of waves lapping slues of the
yacht, the strains of music fromb@uzoukiband somewhere in the



distance, perhaps on board another luxury vess@redoin the
harbour.

'l can't be your wife yet, Dorian --'

‘Tell me," he broke in, and now he was not making effort to
control his swiftly rising fury, 'did you really eect a platonic
marriage?'

'Of course not, but --'

‘Then what's all this about?' he demanded, movlogec to her.
‘You've talked of love, yet you're indifferent evém a caress.'
Suddenly he gave a laugh, a harsh and almost danahaugh that
echoed through the cabin. 'Love! I'm beginningdalat that you ever
thought of love!

‘Then why would | marry you?' she asked, amazet sha could
appear so outwardly cool when, inside, her nen@®wioting.

‘That,' he said between his teeth, 'is what I'ending to find out.' He
was very close now, towering above her, his dagsdyoring into
her, fixing her gaze. "Why," he demanded harslai] you marry
me?'

Juliet was scared by this time and, to make hetiponsvorse, she
could not gather her thoughts sufficiently to plesr part with the
effectiveness which she had originally intendece frbuble was that
her schemes had gone awry, and this was solelyubecshe had
over-estimated her husband's patience and stayingrmp He was
speaking again, repeating his question, but nownethere distinct
signs in his voice that his fury had reached bgifpoint.

"We were in love,' she began when he interrupted he



‘Answer my question!" He took her by the shoulders shook her. 'If
you can't see that my patience is exhausted th&neya fool! Answer
me, | say!

'l married you for love --'

Don't lie!" Again he shook her, his control fastuang him altogether.
'l can see now that you've been acting a partlatiga and you've
acted it well, since | was totally taken in!" Crydie grasped her chin,
jerking it up so that he could look into her ey&ait," he continued
harshly, 'the time has come for a full explanatioseemand to know
your reason for marrying me!'

She stood, white and trembling and immobile, stipprisoned by the
cruel grip of his hands, one on her shoulder, therokeeping its
vice-like hold on her chin. A long-drawn-out sigécaped her as she
admitted that the showdown had arrived despite dféarts to
postpone it. She had so dreamed of his punishnodérithe slow
torture of discovering that the wife whom he adat&bnot love him,
had never loved him; for if she had she would néese been able to
deny him a physical demonstration of that love. plans had gone
awry and she felt cheated, felt that all her schgrhiad been in vain.
But no, not quite that, for undoubtedly she had enaich suffer. And
she could make him suffer more by following heguorally intended
course—hbut she resignedly had to admit that theslaeevas about to
play had lost much of its effect by being premdiuused.

Before she spoke she managed to move, freeinglhfmsa hands
that had relaxed their hold. Her own hand wentlsagty to her
shoulder as, twisting her head, she frowningly ephe grey-blue
bruises made by the pressure of his fingertips.

'l married you, Dorian, for your money.'



She did not know quite what she expected, for hexdmwas still
misted and therefore her thoughts- were not ckelae. had pictured
this scene, naturally, and in focusing it she heehsher husband,
accepting her explanation, but in so bewilderedchg that he would
appear as a broken man; she had seen him leavi® meturn to his
bed where he would toss and turn and nurse hisshrbkart. And
Juliet herself? She would also lie awake, but dalgloat over her
triumph for a while before, dismissing her unhappgband from her
mind, she would settle down to sleep the sleep®fust.

Dorian was standing there, staring down at herfdais an inscrutable
mask. The clock ticked over on the dressing-tathle,only sound
intruding into the terrible silence that pervaded tabin. Suddenly
Juliet had an almost hysterical desire , to fleenfithe man before
her, the towering Greek whose expression even nas\b&ginning to
twist into ugly, satanic lines.

But even were she fully dressed, how could shepeslosan?
"What did you say?' he asked at last in a verytsoi.

'l think you—you h-heard m-me.' Fear caught heodhrand she

raised a quivering hand to it. Was he going to rauteer? she asked
herself, looking wildly about her, as if expectthgt by some miracle
an avenue of escape would appear.

'‘For my money....' The dark satanic eyes held deptismouldering
fire. 'Explain a little further, if you please.'

So calm he appeared now ... but Juliet was notiwiateHer husband
was consumed by rage.

'Explain?’ she faltered. 'l don't know what you mea

Dorian looked down at her in silence for a longnmtlating moment
before he said,



'‘Am | to take it that you always intended marryfogmoney—that it
did not really matter who might come along?'

She nodded and replied in husky tones that thiscoaect.

"It just happened to be you,' she added, and wesspd to note that
her voice had become a little more steady. She nuistllow herself
to be browbeaten by this man; such a circumstaalero place in
the plans she had so carefully made.

'It just happened to be me --' His accents weneesdy Juliet likened
them to the throaty groan of a wild creature altouspring upon
some helpless and unsuspecting prey. 'You wereyalwanfident
that you could "catch" a wealthy man.' A statemant Juliet made
no comment. In fact, she would have had difficuitgoing so, since
her throat seemed blocked by the ball of fearwree rising in it; for
her husband's voice, and his demeanour, were gémiegt to say the
least. 'You've always been aware of your beautymfeovery early
age, | suppose?' His dark eyes were narrowed te shies now. ‘And
you intended using that beauty as a weapon tanattair desire.’

She still made no comment and as he did not adthiagymore a
silence fell on the cabin—a long, lingering silenghich, giving
weight and tenseness to the atmosphere, causetslildish to tingle,
so oppressed was she by it. 'So these inhibiti@alban act?' he said
at last and, without waiting for an answer, he addegarding her
curiously, 'What puzzles me is— just how long dadiyexpect to be
able to fob me off?’

She managed to shrug her shoulders in a gestunedibference
which she was far from feeling.

'‘Does it matter?' Why didn't he leave? She haddirolis pride to the
dust, had given him more than enough to brood upon



'‘No!" The one word struck into her thoughts like tbound of a
whiplash. 'No, it doesn't matter—not now...." Hie® burned into
her, burned with fury and an all-consuming passiNot now, my
beautiful wife!" His dressing-gown slid to the flaend he kicked it to
one side; her eyes dilated at the action and,ifat, she made a
swift move to dart past him to the door. But shes waught in the
circle of his arm and before she even had timehioktshe was
crushed to his body, and his sensuous lips poskésss with all the
savage cruelty of his pagan forebears. Juliet'seseseemed numbed
as, after her first futile endeavour to resist, sb@&sed to struggle and
accepted what her husband, in his unbridled futictad on her. His
hard and sinewed frame bruised her delicate flasharms were like
bands of steel enveloping her, his mouth exploeddvely tender
curves with all the, arrogance of the victor. Tladrat once his hold
slackened and she renewed her struggles. Doramngh Ifilled the
cabin.

'Struggle to your heart's content, my Juliet!" &iel staking her chin in
a brutal grasp and forcing her to look at him.His fposition he kept
her for what seemed an eternity, just to let hervgko was master.
She tried to move, saw the gleam of sheer amuseapgear in his
eyes as, lowering his head, very slowly as thoumowring the
expression of fear in her eyes, he claimed herdgasn.

Breathless When at last he drew away, she couldleah dizzily

against him, aware that her legs were on the pairgiving way

beneath her. Never had she bargained for anytikedgHis and, from

the depths of her heart, she was wishing she haehdar more

thought to what might be the consequences of H&maion marrying

Dorian for revenge. 'But you're not struggling,’ $aed in chiding

tones. 'Come, you're not giving in so easily?' ldark eyes

glimmered and his lips twitched. His fingers weosvralmost gentle
as they flicked her cheek before drawing a linet ttiecled her

shoulder and the alluring curve of her breastoll have expected
you to put up a little more fight than this.'



She became consumed by rage; it rose above hearéartwisting
round, she managed to break away. But again highleang out and
she saw at once that it was a cat-and-mouse gamadglaying with
her. Her hand was caught, and crushed within g Isinewed
fingers; with an arrogant jerk he had her doseito &gain. His
fingers circled her throat and she thought: 'Isgbeng to strangle
me—strangle me and throw me overboard?' Aloud sitg aware of
the tears gathering in her eyes,

'Please go away—get out of my cabin --'

‘You're talking to your husband,' he broke in softt's marriage you
wanted, my lovely Juliet, and it's marriage yoww. The stage is
mine from this moment on.’

'‘No! Oh, pleasego away! | don't want --' She broke off and betyan
cry, thoroughly ashamed of her tears but totallghl@ to control
their flow. 'l don't feel very well.'

He laughed softly.

‘You'll feel better in a little while, my love.' Alonce more she was in
his arms, his mouth on hers. She became desppeate-stricken,
and in consequence her strength returned and shggled for
freedom. 'That's better,’ he murmured in tones édgth humour.
'Struggle on; you'll have less strength to resistlater—not that I'd
have you surrender meekly,' he laughed, 'on the#agn the victory
will be all the sweeter if | have to crush youriseance first." A small
pause and then he added, as if the thought had toone as a result
of these words, "Your spirit, my clever scheminfgwvill be crushed
later, quickly or slowly, depending on whether yane sensible or
obstinate.’

Her tears continued to fall and angrily she wigeeht away with the
back of her hand. Self-pity took possession of ineg[riding all other



emotions; she forgot that she had asked for thirgot that she had
taken risks without adequate pre-action thinkirng filed utterly to
see her husband's side of the situation, and teperthat he must
obviously retaliate, if only to save his pride. te knew only this
one emotion, self-pity which soon led to an upswfker hatred of
Dorian Coralis, the man who had caused Emily Lowtkech

incalculable misery and fear.

'‘Get out!" she cried, using her fists to battdrigaichest. 'Get out or I'll
scream so loud that every boat in the harbourowmithe to my rescue!’

Another laugh rang out, a laugh with no point tdbrian shook his
head slowly, from side to side.

‘You'll not call out,' he told her, and even aspeke she experienced
a great wave of resignation sweeping over her.dh&s no escape.
'‘As I've just said,' her husband continued, 'tlagestis mine. It will
remain mine until, having decided that the farce gane on long
enough, | ring down the curtain.’

Something final in this brought a strange and imdddfie flutter to her
heart and made her say,

'‘When will that be?’'

The dark eyes looked long and hard into her face.
"When I've tired of you and desire a change.'
Juliet coloured painfully.

'So I'm—I'm...." She could not continue, and hestdaund finished for
her.

‘You're my pillow friend after all. | keep you untisee someone |
desire more strongly." A small pause and thencoemts of harsh



deliberation, 'There's only one difference, Juket,my pillow Mend
you'd not only have enjoyed many privileges, but'gchave been
generously rewarded. Now, you'll neither enjoy ieiyes, nor will
you leave me with anything more than what you cawith.' His
hands were on her shoulders and before she knew wha
happening she was swung right off her feet andezh@cross the
cabin as if she had been no heavier than a doltoble her into his
own cabin, kicking the door to behind him. Teamofled her eyes,
but Dorian was impervious to her distress as, wighmovement of
an elbow, he snapped off the light, plunging theirtanto total
darkness.



CHAPTER SEVEN

DAwWN crept through the curtains, grey and misted andess.
Turning her head on the pillow, Juliet caught ebktween her teeth
until it hurt. Dorian lay there, his low, even biteag in tune with the
louder, despairing thuds of Juliet's heart.

Slipping from the bed, she stood there for a lohgenooking down
at the face of the man she hated, and a deluggteimess engulfed
her. For he it was who slept the sleep of the arsd, she it was who
had spent the sleepless night. So much for hengevéVhat was the
best thing to do now? Retreat, accepting the délfi@dtundoubtedly
was hers, or stay and occupy a position of totgraktation? The
decision was not difficult to reach, since Juliegsanot in Tanya's
class.

Escape --

In her own cabin, she bathed and dressed, therrgalther toilet
necessities from the cabinet above the wash-bék&se she placed
in a small suitcase; in a larger one she packece sufnher clothes,
bitterness taking possession again as she relhagdther occasion
when, stealthily, she had packed her pitiful beingg and stolen
away from tie Grange at dead of night, enteringesvildering,
terrifying world all alone, and with only sufficiermoney to buy
herself a railway ticket and a bed in some chedpifa-house. She
felt the tears pricking, but it was her heart tré¢d. What a mess she
had made of things; what a wasted effort on hdy pging as she had
to repay the Greek for all he had done to her. dedter to have
forgotten the past altogether, since it was soéhind her, and since
her life had become carefree and happy. Now she tbhado
back—not to begin again, it was true, for she balll her house, and
Meg-was still in it, taking good care of it. Buteshad to re-establish
herself as regarded a job; she had to do someieixigdo her friends
and acquaintances. And what of Meg? What wouldtisimk about



the whole miserable business? That some embarratsiaé to be
suffered Juliet was only too ready to acknowledye she would far
rather return to the old life than remain here asidh's vassal—
which was all her position would amount to.

'‘Going somewhere?' Soft the tone and enquiring;gsdaeced up to
see her husband leaning against the door jambaH@ished in the
door without her hearing him do it. His eyes wermvimg from her

face to the suitcase on the bed.

'I'm leaving you.' Pale but composed, Juliet turaady from the
expression of amused triumph that her arrogantdndlwore. "I'm
going home ... back to England,' she added, asatieed his straight
black brows shoot up a fraction.

'l think not.’
Juliet swung around to face him.

‘You can't keep me with you. This yacht's mooredithere's nothing
to prevent me from stepping off it. That's exaethat | intend doing.’

Dorian took a couple of steps, bringing him inte tabin.

'l was given to understand that you married menfgrmoney. How
much do you think you'll collect if you leave me?"

'I'm no longer interested in your money," she egphliand her
husband's eyebrows shot up again.

'‘A gold-digger doesn't change overnight. I'd likemg sort of
explanation from you.'

She turned again, and drew back the curtains. €aevas smooth,
and dulled by the reflection of the grey clouds\abdrhe gay little
caiques still splashed their colour and on the wratet itself men in



black jerseys sat mending their fishing-nets. #elibrown boy stood
watching a man slapping an octopus against the npane
tenderising it ready for the cooking-pot. And framwhite-sailed
yacht moored not far fromNereusthere came the sound of laughtel
An ordinary day, with an ordinary beginning --

But for Juliet the day had begun much earlier, whtnmastery of her
husband making it a day of reckoning... bitter oetikg. His desire
for her had reached a peak of uncontrolled passisnpbject had
been to subjugate her in the way the majority céeBrwives were
subjugated by their husbands. He had succeededn@mdas he
stood there in that arrogant pose, a hint of amaségieaming in his
eyes, Juliet felt that her hatred of him would aone her for the rest
of her days. She would never be able to forget thate in her life,
she had been brought down to the depths of huroitidby this
man—the first time being through no fault of hemowhatsoever. So
it was not unnatural that she had desired reveogé#at she had
seized the opportunity when it so unexpectedlyar&he believed
that she had him in the palm of her hand, havirenlmeceived by his
gentleness, his apparent acceptance of the factskigacould not
come to him owing to her inhibitions. It would havseen
laughable—had it not been so shattering—for the ammas not
breathing who could have this dark and arroganeksire the palm of
her hand.

''ve asked you a question, Juliet.! Dorian wadl stol and
unperturbed and his dark eyes met hers as shetastund to face
him. She was still pale, but embarrassment fillexdvihole being and
with angry self-discipline she thrust away the megmof her
husband's lovemaking.

'I'm not willing to be a—a—proper wife to you,' simanaged to say,
but she lowered her lashes as she spoke.



‘A platonic marriage to a wealthy man. This is whati've always
had in mind?"

Put like that it sounded absurd in the extreme,How could she
explain without revealing the whole story and tgllihim who she
really was? This she had never for one momentdetmloing, since
she was convinced that if he knew she was than pittie Emily
Lowther, he would instantly cease to love her. Aindas his love
which she had intended using for the fulfilmenther scheme; his
love for her was to be her strong effective weapath which she
would punish him.

"Dorian," she said, trying to retain some modicuindignity and
calm, 'words are both useless and unnecessarym@urage was a
mistake; | want to end it. Please don't argue;agle up my mind.’

His face remained an unreadable mask, but sometiget densed in
him the presence of several emotions: anger andigruent, pain
and regret. His next words, spoken sharply, gavdeace of the
former of these emotions.

‘Youwant to end it! And what about me? You've not beampletely
honest; there's something you're keeping back.name to know
what it is.'

'I'm unwilling to enter into any discussion or extpation, Dorian. I'm
leaving you, and that's all | have to say --'

‘You are not! If | have to keep this vessel atfeedhe rest of my life
I'll keep you with me!" Moving swiftly, he cross#al her and before
she knew it she was crushed against him and hervias roughly
jerked so that her lips were his for the takings kiouth was hard and
cruel in its unbridled passion; his hands explovath arrogant
mastery the delicate curves of her shoulders anshthand the
alluring softness of her breast. She struggledirbuin. Dorian was



determined to teach her that his was the dominactof in their
relationship.

For the next three weeks he kept Nereusat sea, calling at ports
only for supplies. His crew had orders not to sp@akn one word to
their mistress, or to, answer her if she should ask questions of
them. When the boat was moored by a jetty she a@sedt in her

cabin; when it was moored a little way out she \aflswed her

freedom, just as she was when the boat was adaéag between the
islands. Juliet fumed, straining at the bonds liedd her, but nothing
she said or did seemed to have any effect uporhbsipand. He
would be masterful and silently morose in turnpgantly possessive
or icily remote. Never did he display the meresit lnf tenderness,
and as time went on the idea began to cross hat that she had
made a mistake in assuming that he had ever loeedTlhnis idea

persisted until, in the end, she was totally cooeththat his sole
reason for marrying her was desire for her body.

Many tears were shed as she came finally to adaither life was
ruined, for it now seemed certain that she mustarerwith her
husband indefinitely, since he had it in his poteekeep the yacht at
sea for as long as he liked.

'‘People have made boats their homes, so why shbuld®' he had
said when one day she had asserted that, as ldnt@d on sailing
for ever, she must gain her freedom some time.civielive like this
for years and years if we wish.’

'‘We?' She looked at him with hard and angry eyekri't have any
say in the matter at all!"

‘That's just as it should be. A Greek wife, knowingr inferior
position, bends always to her husband's will.’



Juliet swallowed the saliva which seemed repeatéedlyill her
mouth.

'l am not a Greek, Dorian,' she reminded him quietl

'You're married to a Greek and therefore you'llyottee customs of
my country. The sooner you resign yourself to tet that I'm your
master, that my every word is law, the happierlijba’--'

‘Don't mention the word happiness to me! How cde Ihappy in
circumstances such as these?'

Her anger set his own alight; his eyes burned like embers
responding to a fan. He leapt to his feet and ddize wrist.

"Whose fault is it that the circumstances are vihay are? Well --'
He shook her unmercifully, evincing nothing buttaksatisfaction at
the sudden flow of tears he saw. 'Well, answerAmswer me, | say!'

Dazed by his rough treatment of her, she had nevemseady;
instead, she swayed and would have fallen had hieatd on to her.

‘Can | lie down?' she asked, and although she woeaigr have
owned to it her voice was meek and pleading. 'ltdeal very well. |
think it must be the heat.’

She was thrust from him, on to the couch, whereshged for a long
moment, wondering why she felt so faint. True, #ieaking had
unbalanced her, but by now she should have rectvere

At last he seemed to take in the fact that she measacting, and,
striding over to her, he took her wrist betweenfimgers. A frown
appeared on his face; he said he would fetch hee swandy.

'l don't need it,' she began, but he had gone thensaloon, into the
cocktail bar just across the passage.



‘Drink it," he ordered, handing her the glasdl. restore your nerves.'

So he was admitting that he had upset her nerviest.there was no
hint of remorse in his expression.

She took the glass and drank the contents, resiggn#te fact that
defiance would not take her very far. A month ofmaaye to this dark
unbridled pagan had taught her that the practicawotion could save
her a great deal of discomfiture.

'I'm all right now," she said in answer to thersilguestion in his eyes.
'‘But | think I'd like to lie down.'

‘Very well.'

A few minutes later, when she glanced through thedoew of her
cabin he was on the sun-deck, relaxing in a ch&hrown body clad
only in a pair of shorts. He had a book in his hamdl as she watched
he (licked the pages and began to read. Julietnieowheavily,
wondering how he could be so resigned to the higg twere leading.
On a couple of occasions he had seemed boredttaafisn, and she
had half expected him to say that he had had enddghanother
occasion he had repeated what he had previouslyioned about
ringing down the curtain—when he was ready. Jhiggt been given
hope, but now he seemed quite content with thirggthay were,
content to keep on sailing, spending his time madir lying on the
deck in the sun. True, he spent several hours astioen theéNereus
arrived at an island, and Juliet supposed thaetarsursions relieved
his boredom to some extent.

As for her own life—she read too, being grateful e books and
magazines which Dorian bought for her when he veshre. She
wrote letters which she could not post, being rlnicto trust them to
Dorian, as they contained the information thatwbeld expect to be
returning to England in the not too distant futdreis suggested that



her marriage had broken up, and the information wtsnded to
warn her friends that she would not expect too ntargstions when,
subsequently, she did arrive back in her own cgurithe longest
letter was to Meg, to whom die confided much of wihad
transpired.

'I'm a prisoner at this time,' she wrote, her tdigng in the form of a
serial story, 'for Dorian won't allow me off thecys. He says he can
sail the seas indefinitely, but I'm of the opinithvat he is already
chafing at the inaction of this life. Also, it'scimnceivable that his
various business projects can continue withowgagtisome attention
from him." Juliet wrote every day, just for somathito do, and she
felt sure that when the opportunity for posting Mdgtter did arrive,

much of it would be cut out.

One day Juliet heard her husband telling the coewrite home to
their wives, informing them that they would be avimym home for
some considerable time. Juliet gasped inwardlfiat and spoke to
Dorian later, when they were alone, having dinmethie luxurious
dining-saloon.

‘This is ridiculous! We can't stay at sea for ever!

'‘No?' His calm and unperturbed manner infuriated'idéhy not? I'm
quite happy.'

‘Happy?' she repeated sceptically. 'l don't belygte Dorian.’

At this he merely shrugged his shoulders and Jeaet again that
this could continue for ever.

‘It will continue until | receive the informationof which | am
waiting—and which | expect will not be too longheing conveyed
to me," was his cryptic rejoinder ... and his gianeas also very
strange --



It was not until she had spent some thought oretiaesds, and the
glance, that Juliet realized just what he had meant although she
was quite alone in the privacy of her cabin she tfe¢ hot colour
flood into her cheeks.

Dorian was waiting until she told him that she wa&pecting a child,
and then he would set sail for the island of Thasso

'He means to keep me prisoner indefinitely," sleatved. 'For if I'm
expecting a child he knows that | can't leave Rivihat a diabolical
mind the man hasl’

After she had been fretting and fuming for sevéralirs another
aspect of the situation flashed into Juliet's camsmess with the
speed of lightning.

‘This,’ she said, her eyes alive for the first timeweeks, 'is my
chance. Oh, Dorian, you're not nearly so cleveasthink!

Over dinner that evening she said, feigning a seyine had never
seen before,

'‘Dorian... I've been feeling tired lately, and rob well. You
remember that | felt faint one day?'

As she expected the dark eyes flickered—and shagtitoshe
detected a hint of satisfaction appear in thenpigetending to blush,
she swiftly put her hands up to her cheeks.

'I remember," softly and inquiringly. 'You seemaeditliink the heat
had affected you.'

She nodded, lowering her eyelashes.

'l d-don't now believe it w-was the heat... .' 8hd not told a lie—not
that she would have felt guilty even if she had¢sishe considered



that all was fair in this war which was being wageztween her
husband and herself.

'l see.' He nodded his head. 'You're expectingld,dhake it?'

She frowned at his cold accents, at his matterfatness over
something that should be talked about in gentledde tones.
However, it was only a part she was acting, sattiside was of no
real importance in circumstances such as these.

I'm n-not sure, but | think --'

'It's very likely," he told her in the same matbérfact voice. 'Yes,
this is what I've been waiting for." He looked at lcross the table.
‘We're visiting Rhodes tomorrow; after that wedil $or home.'

She said, keeping all emotion from her voice,
‘Aren't you afraid that, once we get ashore,uti out on you?'

Confidently he shook his head, then said the wehgsexpected him
to say.

"You'll not tackle this business alone, without tae and financial
assistance that | can give you.'

Juliet nodded her head, indicating that she wagmed to staying
with him.

"You have me just where you want me,' she murmured.
'Yes. The tables are well and truly turned, artaey, Juliet?'
Ignoring this, she asked,

‘What happens when—er—when the child is born?'



'If you want to go then you're free to do so."
'l see. And | leave the child behind, | understand?

For a fleeting moment he seemed unable to framevtids, and he
turned his head away from her, as if to hide higression. When
presently he did speak his voice was strangelycdggh huskiness.

‘The child will be your payment to me for what weutlone.' His head
was still turned from her, and suddenly she warttedsee his
expression, for she was sure his eyes were shadadveestill cared
for her, then? It seemed impossible ... and yet --

‘Do you expect me to leave my child?' she asketlpaty then did he
turn.

There was no sign of pain in his eyes.

‘A woman of your type doesn't want to be hamperid avchild,' he
said harshly. '"You'll be wanting to hunt around &oiother wealthy
man.'

Flinching at this, Juliet herself turned away. Wheg her husband's
harshness hurt all at once? Why, when discussohgdhlike this, did
she suddenly want him to be less hostile with hex2s all so utterly
absurd, since she was merely fooling him in ordergain her
freedom.

She said, rather hesitantly, lest he should becsumseicious all at
once,

‘When we get back to Thassos, Dorian, shall | ee fo go about?’

'Free?"



'You know what | mean? Here, I'm a prisoner. Sufehynot to be
locked up at home?'

‘As | said, you'll not leave me until after theldhs born. You'll be
quite free, Juliet." She said nothing,

keeping her exultation carefully hidden. Free.e $auld run out on
him so easily from Thassos. 'In fact,’ Dorian weagrgg, 'you are free
from now on. We shall go ashore together when vwéogRhodes.’

'l can leave this boat at last?' A deep sigh estape as she added,
quite spontaneously and without realizing that shyeeared very far
removed from the heartless gold-digger which she supposed to
be, 'Oh, Dorian, you have no idea how | shall et@t I' He seemed
to give a start, then instantly regained his cotwér/or. But he- did
say, regarding her with the most odd expression,

‘There's something very strange about you, Juhi.waited, half
expecting a response, but she cautiously held dregue, vitally
aware that she could find herself in deep watdesze you nothing to
say about that?' he questioned at length, and nelyrshook her
head and said no, she had nothing at all to saytafod-or a while it
was a near thing for her and she held her breatindering if he
would allow the matter to drop. To her inexpressilélief he
shrugged his shoulders and changed the subject.

The yacht was moored in the harbour of Mandrakietigazed from
the deck ofNereusto the colourful scene of flowers and garden
imposing buildings and windmills. All along the wdront were
numerous pleasure boats, white and stately, lordlinger the little
caigues which bobbed about with a sort of gay abiand

Dorian, coming to stand beside her, asked if shee weady to go
ashore.



'Of course.' She was still thrilled by the ideat bow she prudently
kept her enthusiasm to herself. 'Come, then, aridl talee a look at

Rhodes.' Island of Roses, she thought... and thestiinge of regret
touched her heart. If only this had been a propaelimoon, spent
with someone she loved.... Dismissing this, she, $aoking up into

his face, "You've been here before?'

'Yes. | was here about nine years ago." And heTaaya --'You
enjoyed being here?' she just could not help imyyias they stepped
from the boat on to the harbour.

‘Very much.' His face became expressionless.
‘You were on holiday?'
'l was living here at that time.

Juliet would have liked to ask more, but his manfogbade it.
Nevertheless, she could not help wondering if isights were with
her cousin.

'Rhodes --' she murmured and, to herself, 'Whewadl ibegan.' If
Tanya and her parents had not chosen Rhodes fohtiielay then
Dorian Coralis and Emily Lowther would never havetm. and he
and Juliet Hardy would never have married. Whadicious thing
fate was!

Oh, well, it were best to forget her troubles foe time being, she
decided as, looking around, she had a vivid impoas®f a
sub-tropical atmosphere, with an unusual clarityligiit which is
found in Greece alone. Beauty and colour was evide
everywhere—in the absorbent crimson of the hibisdassoms and
the cascades of violet bougainvillaea spreadingptaof glowing
colour over the ramparts of the Fortress of thegKts; in the hedges
of pink oleander and the flowering trees and shrubghe dazzling
white arcades reflected in the emerald waters efidarbour. Juliet



sighed and, hearing her, Dorian turned, a slighwifr appearing on
his forehead.

‘Why the sigh?' he asked, looking down into heuud face. 'Don't
you want to see some of the island, after all?'

‘Certainly 1 do.'
"You sounded bored.’
'I'd scarcely be bored today—having my freedom tiks.’

'Is that sarcasm?' he wanted to know, and it deimsthat a glint
appeared in his eyes.

'Itis not." A pause and then, '‘Dorian, can wetreifag of truce—just
for the next few hours?’

Silence; she saw his lips compress. However, wivemtaally he
spoke his voice was devoid of hostility as he adjregth her
suggestion.

'It will be far more pleasant than walking aboutsitence—or near
silence,’ he added.. But another long silence dild, a silence
which Juliet several times attempted to break, fouhd she was
enveloped in a net of awkwardness from which slemse quite
unable to disengage herself. And so it was Dori&io wventually
brought the silence to an end by saying, *I suggestake a look at
the Old City first; it's the part of the town tlsaihside the walls. |
think you'll be quite enchanted with it.'

He took her along the famous Street of the Kniglatsparrow
thoroughfare  which still retained its fourteentmey

character—the particular style of architecture usedhousing the
Knights of St John. Massive coats of arms were ethi@bove the
stone porches, and through the wide archways o&niceent houses



could be seen fascinating paved courtyards andysirédurs, steps
of stone leading to balconies draped with flowarsooroof gardens
tantalizingly hidden from view by the facade of thelding itself. At
one end of the street was the Palace of the Graastdy] and Juliet
iImmediately commented on the fact of its havingssirtctly French
influence.

‘The first six Grand Masters were French,' Dori@iormed her. 'So
it's not surprising that the style of building ieeRch in character. |
believe that the Palace of the Popes in Avigneeiyg similar to this.'

They strolled on, as did many other couples, bas¢hwere more
often than not walking hand in hand. A curious Icdglemed to pass
through Juliet's body, the poignant chill of sonmegHost—or was it

something out of reach?

'‘Can we sit down?' she asked, suddenly affectedeblgeat. 'I'd like a
cool drink, Dorian.’

'Of course.' Soon he had her in the shade of a testg under which
was a small table and two chairs. The cafe wadbyua Turk, who
came from his shop at once to take their ordeq tiat of another
couple who were seated beneath a nearby, thickbgied tree.
Other people were seated about, at tables that spaeed out on a
pink-stoned pavement bordered by low walls overcWwhumbled
semi-tropical creepers, blazoning the area withrleggagold and
purple flowers. Sofbouzoukimusic drifted from the direction of the
shop. Over at one side of the pavement a groupsiydfaced men
lounged in their chairs, playingavli, while others played with
well-worn ‘worry beads'—komboli—a pastime that was said to be
good for the nerves.

‘Do you feel all right?' Dorian spoke to her, brimgy her attention
from the group of men. 'You're looking rather palée sounded
anxious, she thought, and suddenly a sense of shadhguilt swept
over her. Misinformed as he was, he naturallydethe anxiety about



her, if only because he wanted the child. And &slsbked into his
face and saw the tightness of his mouth and thie @arcern in his
eyes, she could scarcely resist the temptatiore tbdmest with him
and so relieve his mind. But of course she refinet only because
she knew that, in being honest and confessing ghat was not
expecting a child, she would be throwing away hkeance of
freedom, and secondly, she would not hadared to be
honest—knowing her husband's temper and havingriexped the
savagery which that temper could produce.

'I'm all right,’ she told him, leaning back in feé¥air and beginning to
look around again. The mosque and minaret ros@¢osale of the
square; a fountain sparkled in the sunshine. Twulasinged idly in
rattan chairs, or sauntered about, enjoying themopslitan
atmosphere, for Rhodes was a place where many ratitfe
nationalities could be found.

"You're quite sure?' Dorian broke into her quiebdwanderings and
she smiled spontaneously, without realizing she wasg it.
Dorian's eyes flickered, but almost immediately mg&erest was
replaced by an expression of concern. 'You'resiithewhat pale.'

'I'm quite sure.' Juliet injected a bright noteoihier voice, and she
never did know just why she fobbed him off in thiay, since she
actually did feel very much under the weather. Jine was affecting

her and she felt sick. But she contrived to appeelt, and she

supposed the reason for this must be that she @amtgrolong the

enjoyment she was deriving from this unexpectedl sp&eedom.

After their refreshments they wandered on, to exgplbe new part of
the town with its parks blazing with exotic colouts stately
buildings lining the shore. The shops were a dreard,Juliet would
very much have liked to stop and window-gaze, batidh was
obviously not in the mood to pander to this kindadfim. She saw
him glance into the windows of the jewellers eaichetone was



reached ... and she knew without any doubt athali, in ordinary
circumstances, he would quite literally have shadedovely gifts
upon her, gifts she would remember as being bouwghttheir
honeymoon. Another sigh escaped her; die felt egstland
unanchored, as if she were wandering in a voidealone. She was
acutely conscious of a strange yearning—but a yegrfor what?
She was unable to tell.

It was beginning to get dark when Dorian said,
'It's time we went back to the yacht.'

She nodded, acutely aware of a weakness in her Tégsfaintness
had returned and all she wanted was to rest. Tleeg almost at the
harbour when Dorian seemed to sense that sometlaa@miss.

‘You're not well,' he asserted, and now she reastyed that she did
feel off-colour. 'Why didn't you admit it soonerf?e demanded
wrathfully, and once again she was overwhelmed wgulit, for it
was an undoubted fact that it was her "condititat toncerned him.
Shemustconfess, she decided, and take the consequences.

'Dorian—I—I --' She remembered no more, for a bhasds came
over her; she was in bed when she came to andutse who was in
the room informed her that she was in the HotelRleses.

‘You've got a touch of the sun,’ she added, smdmdgjfilling a glass
with some sort of liquid. 'I'll tell your husbanfat you've come
round.’

'I'm sorry, Dorian,' Juliet was apologizing a fewments later when
her husband was standing by the bed, looking dawrea ‘It was
stupid of me not to have told you sooner how | festing.'

'Well, so long as it's nothing more serious,' herreed. 'How are you
feeling now?'



"l feel all right.' She paused a moment. 'Doriave B confession to
make --'

‘Mr Coralis.' The nurse had returned, a look ofagsn on her face.
‘You're wanted at the reception desk. | believe esbing has
happened to your yacht.'

'‘My --?' He was gone on the instant, returning albeu minutes later
with the news thallereushad been rammed by a large motor cruise

'Is she very badly damaged?' asked Juliet in sameern.

‘The repairs will take a week at least,’ was hisngand wrathful
reply. 'Either we can stay here or fly home—I'llkmaup my mind
later. Meanwhile, I've booked us in for tonighte kboked down at
her, having completely forgotten-that she had ssi@ had a
confession to make. 'l haven't booked a dinneMyétyou be able to
get up, do you think?'

"Yes—oh, yes!' she exclaimed, happy at the idgalohg dinner in
the hotel. 'I'm perfectly all right now that I'vested.'

He examined her face, seemed satisfied, and said,

"Very well; I'll order dinner for about half pasgét to nine.'



CHAPTER EIGHT

SofFT music and silent-footed waiters, candlelight dod/érs; superb
food and sparkling wine, crystal glass and silveilhis was the
restaurant of the Hotel des Roses, and Juliet amiDwere dining
at a table by a small fountain, fairly secluded,rmt as intimately cut
off as some of the tables Dorian had chosen duhoge days of his
brief courtship.

'‘Juliet.’ Dorian's soft voice reached her from asrthe table. "Your
fish is getting cold.'

'I'm sorry." She had been gazing around, envyieggdiety of the
people about her, people who laughed and chattdddanced ...
people who were in harmony with one another.

The wine waiter appeared unobtrusively and filledher glass; at a
table in the middle of the restaurant steaks wbetaza over spirit

lamps. The whole atmosphere was one of romancigybekto excite

both the palate and the senses.

Suddenly—to her own amazement—Juliet wanted toelanih her

husband, and she glanced across at him with egésntrited. But

although his eyes, meeting hers, understood hetatron, Dorian

merely glanced away again. A feeling of flathesaeaver Juliet and
to her amazement and horror she actually felt a geap through
from the back of her eye and hang on her lashesthbrequiring a

handkerchief, she remembered with some considechtieay that
she had left her evening bag in the bedroom. Akgwiard of excuse
to her husband and she was gone.

On her return she found her way blocked by two womko, while
awaiting attention from a waiter who would showrthi® their table,
were standing just inside the restaurant lookinguiad the room.
Both had their backs to Juliet, and with a sorague disinterest she



found herself mentally contrasting the seductiveves of the
younger woman with the plumpness of the other. ewals --This
too was an automatic intrusion into a mind that e@scerned mainly
with getting its owner back to the table where hesband was
sitting. A murmured 'Excuse me," had scarcelyJaftet's lips when
two things happened that caused her heart to ggvea painful lurch
before beginning to thud with mad and sickeningegpagainst her
ribs.

The elder woman turned her head, while the youngegeping
forward into the restaurant, was exclaiming, 'Deridut how
perfectly marvellous to see you again!

Many heads turned, and many amused smiles carhe tgp$ of the
diners who had heard the exclamation.

Juliet stood stock still, wondering if she lookeslvehite as she felt.
The woman had moved to one side, although the pgsapnce of her
daughter from her side had provided ample roonddidiet to pass.

‘Mrs Lowther?" A waiter smilingly made the inquemd the woman
nodded her head, having given Juliet a perfunadtayce. This way,
please....' The words were scarcely heard by Julled moved, with
a sort of mechanical pressure, towards the tal#dehsk just a few
moments ago left, Dorian had risen to his feet; tWwieasaid was so
quiet that Juliet failed to hear even one word fribms distance.
Tanya was glowing, using those eyes and lashesmotie deftness
than ever.

'Imagine meeting in the same place as before!

Dorian, it must be fate!" Juliet was closer now, ieither of the two
had yet become aware of her presence. Dorian, aseviace Juliet
was looking in profile, wore that inscrutable magikch had become
very familiar to her by now, so she had no way dwing how he



was reacting to this meeting with the girl who oraal been his
pillow friend. Both had been eight years youngentmeither looked
too much older now.

‘You have company, | see,' from Dorian whose eye®ollowing
the waiter as he took Mrs Lowther to her table.

‘Yes! And as you're dining alone, | think we reatlyght to join
you—and drink some special wine to celebrate.anyé's voice
trailed away to silence as, glancing down at théetashe realized that
Dorian was not, in fact, dining alone.

And at this moment he became aware of Juliet'sspoes

‘Tanya—meet my wife. Juliet, this is Tanya, an folednd of mine.’
Urbane the tone; Dorian was carrying off the siaratvith superb
finesse.

Tanya seemed suddenly to go cold, thought Julieg moticed the
slight tremor that passed through her body.

"Your wife?' Tanya soon recovered and a swift sieigt to her lips.
'I'm happy to meet you, Juliet.' Her eyes beliezl dffability of her
voice, and the content of her, words. For the lsto& gave Juliet was
one that could only be described as baleful. Thnas envy too, in
that glance, for it took in Juliet's lovely featsiréghe glory of her hair.
It took in also the expensive dress which Julieteyand the diamond
necklace and earrings which, with the star in faar, iormed the set
which had been Dorian's wedding present to his.wife

‘Juliet...." The name was now repeated, slowly. tasual name,
even though it belonged tbe Juliet. | once knew a girl called Juliet,
she added, and her cousin's heart began to thuanp. &pwever, the
waiter was hovering close by and Tanya was soomgbled to her
table.



Juliet sat down, watching her husband's face clo¥€hat were his
thoughts at this moment? Was he wishing he were deethat he
could indulge in an affair with his old flame?

‘Madam, you are not drinking your wine." The godusnoured
admonishment came from the lips of the head waiter, Juliet had
noticed, had gone round the room, from table tdetatipeating the
occupants of each as if they were the only peopkhe room who
really mattered. 'Is it not to your liking?'

She managed a smile in response to his.
'It's very good," she said, and took up her glass.

Her husband looked curiously at her when preseéhéyhead waiter
left their table to approach the one next to it.

"You haven't evinced much interest in Tanya,' hd,sad only then
did it occur to Juliet that she should in fact haue a few interested
guestions to him. But she had refrained for twsoea: she knew all
the answers anyway, and, more important, she wbakk felt

deceitful in evincing ignorance of a woman who Wwasown cousin.
However, as it appeared that he was to consideost odd indeed if
she said nothing at all about Tanya, she phrasgekstion, to which
he replied,

'Yes, we did meet here, as she mentioned.'

'She also mentioned the word fate?' Juliet founel whs keenly
interested in his reply to this.

It was some time before she received it.
‘Perhaps she thought | was still single.’

'l see --' Juliet looked down at her plate. 'Angati had been?'



Another silence. The soft strains®me Enchanted Evenidgfted
sweetly on to the air as if coming through a mistule. Juliet
glanced up just in time to catch the glance thateband cast
across the room, and she found herself painfulkngsif the tune
meant something to Tanya and Dorian. And becausthisfshe
turned her head. Tanya was looking directly at 8ort

'l don't quite understand your question, Juliettign spoke at last,
and he was faintly brisk now, and his attention hetdrned to the
food upon his plate. Juliet was sitting very stibhscious of Tanya's
dark eyes burning into her back.

'‘She might have thought—thought --' Juliet's vofakered; she
abandoned the question temporarily and asked andtreeems that
you and she were more than just friends?"

The smile that touched the hard outline of his mouias as
inscrutable as the expression in his eyes.

'l believe you are not obtuse, my dear,' he said.
Delicately the colour tinted her cheeks.
'You and she were .... lovers...?'

Dorian lifted his eyebrows at this direct but hasity-spoken
question.

'l don't tell tales out of school, Juliet.' Liftitngs wineglass, he held it
to the candlelight, gently moving it so that theg/caught the glow.

His wife looked at him while his attention was thermployed; she
wondered what he would have to say were she talelleshe knew.



'‘But you have admitted that you were more thaméisg' she insisted.
‘At least, | took it as an admission when you gastlnow that I'm not
obtuse.’

'We were very good friends. Shall we put it thay@a
She nodded, but automatically.

'So in that case she might have thought she andcgald begin
again, and perhaps—perhaps come together permgPiehile first
qguestion was out now and she looked directly at dsnshe awaited
his response.

‘Permanently?' Dorian lifted his straight black wsoand added,
'‘What exactly do you mean by that?"

‘Marriage...?' Why, she asked herself, did sheddwht of pain in the
region of her heart?

'I'm married,' came the soft reply. 'And likelystay that way.'
‘But if you and | should have a divorce --'

'In Greece we don't regard divorce in the samet laghyou in the
west.'

'So, whatever happens, you're expecting me to reyaair wife?'
Silence. She sensed a sudden anger rising wittin hi

'‘We'll change the subject,' he told her harshly.

‘It was your idea to talk about your friend,' samimded him.

‘Come,' he snapped, ignoring this, ‘we'll dance!



From the moment she slipped into his arms Juliesex the keen
eyes of Tanya upon her. Her mother, too, was wagchust as
interestedly and when on reaching their table Dostapped to speak
to her, and to introduce his wife, Mrs Lowther'szgawas
concentrated and examining. Juliet met her eyedinahingly,
confident that she would never be recognized. &be 6f the woman
who had caused her such misery as a child had lexesier lines
now, and her mouth had hardened even more witgdhes. It was
now a thin line above a chin that had doubled, rpdihg over a
scraggy neck. Her hair was white and thin; herpsshlone pinkly
through it. With an involuntary shudder Juliet tigi$ her body,
bringing herself round, for the very sight of theman nauseated her.

'Is something wrong?' Dorian asked a moment lategnathey had
moved away from the table. She had failed to chéregeexpression
quickly enough and he frowned in puzzlement. "Yaaklas though
your mind's occupied by something exceedingly disfal.’

At this she almost smiled, but knowing her husbaodwell, she
cautiously refrained. Questions just now could lbeeofar too
awkward for her to answer ... in which case, Dowiaruld instantly
become suspicious ...

Not that he could possibly make a guess at thh.tNb; and she did
not suppose he would believe anyone who told hiat tite had
married Emily Lowther— should anyone ever be imaiton to do
so, that was.

'‘As a matter of fact,' she said when it seemedDbatan would insist
on some comment from her, 'l was thinking of sommetldistasteful,
but it isn't important.' And before he had timetobe, had he wished
to do so, she went on to chat, about the decorttamdighting, the
excellent food and the haunting music.



Dorian remained silent, listening to her. She sense faint
puzzlement in his manner, and on looking up she fzat a
thoughtful expression had settled On his face.

It was much later, when Dorian and Juliet had deera stroll and

were re-entering the hotel, that they came fackade with Tanya

once more. She had been sitting in the loungekitigna brandy and
soda and smoking a cigarette, but seeing them sh&erose and
without any sort of preliminary asked them to jbar. Dorian looked

at his wife and it was plain that, on this occasableast, the decision
was hers. She hesitated, but the temptation to bamnya's company
was too great. It would be a most diverting situatishe decided,
amusement already revealed in her eyes.

‘That would be nice,' she said quietly, so she @adan followed
Tanya as she went back to her table in the louRlpgping into a
deep wide armchair, Tanya flung out a hand, indigahe other two
seats. Juliet and Dorian took possession of thedh hen ordered
drinks from the waiter who instantly appeared.

‘Are you on holiday?' was the first thing which Yarasked.
'Sort of,' from Dorian as he cast a swift glanchkistwife.
‘Sort of?’

"We're on our honeymoon, submitted Juliet, sornte lidevil of
revenge getting into her. 'We're sailing to thansks aboard Dorian's
yacht --'

"Yacht?" Tanya's tone was like chipped ice. "Yodndi own a yacht
when | knew you, Dorian.' She was not looking at,fhut at Juliet, a
most odd expression in her eyes. It was the sami@&expression
she had seen in the eyes of Mr Godfrey on the autas her return
to West Havington. Juliet had wondered if he weanezted by her
voice, feeling he had once known someone whoseeweas similar



in tone. Now she had the same idea about Tanya,tkat she was
trying to place the voice. Perhaps Tanya would eadly realize the
connection, but that was as far as she would gete shot by any
stretch of imagination could she carry the simijaany further. Most
certainly she would never conceive the idea thigtJQoralis and the
drab little slave, Emily Lowther, were one and siaene.

'l acquired it only about a year ago,' Dorian wagirsg, and he too
was looking at Juliet. Plainly her talk of a hon@gn had surprised
him ... especially as she was talking to a totedngier—or so he
believed.

'I'd love to see it. May 1?'

'Of course.' The answer came at once and it dich $eduliet that he
showed more than a little eagerness to have hifasite aboard his
yacht.

'Fine!" Tanya favoured him with a dazzling smiladas far as she
was concerned, Dorian's lovely young bride might imave been
there at all. "When, Dorian?' she asked, leanimgatds him so that
heir bare arm was in contact with the sleeve of jaisket.
‘Tomorrow?'

Dorian shook his head, saying that as the yacht deasaged, it
would be better to wait until Saturday, which wlaee days hence.

'If that doesn't suit you,' he added, 'then yourgeli can make the
date. You're here for two weeks, you said?'

That's right. Yes, Saturday will do fine.'

'It's settled, then.' Dorian seemed to be delilegraavoiding his
wife's eyes, an action that infuriated her. Alsaththe and Tanya had
ignored her when making the arrangements, and namyd was
actually smirking!—with satisfaction at the way ot had left his



wife out of the discussion. Although she tried best to keep a rein
on her temper Juliet found herself saying sharply,

'Am | not to be consulted about this?"

Both her companions stared at her, and she foursgliieolouring.

She was so filled with anger that she could haveugoand stalked
away, but she thought twice about such an actmnslie was not
going to leave these two alone.

'I'm sorry," said Dorian, surprising her. 'l tooKar granted that this
arrangement would suit you.'

Juliet bit her lip, aware that she had come ouhif in a very bad
light.

The drinks arrived and as Juliet's spurt of angerdied by this time,
the conversation progressed on friendly lines. &aamd Dorian were
talking of experiences and various aspects of tiveis since last they
had met, and as she listened Juliet waited altm&e for Tanya to
mention her marriage and its breakdown, but thiksgionfidences
fell short of this. Nor did she mention her fatedo'sses, and the grea
foil in the value of his estate. In fact, decidediet, Tanya was not
saying very much at all. And, strangely, neitheswarian. Within
her Juliet knew a profound feeling of restlessraassanxiety. For it
would seem that these two would much rather haga ba their own
... S0 that confidences could have gone much deeper

During the conversation Juliet learned that het &ad been ill, and
the doctor had advised a change of scene and elilBat said Tanya,
they decided to take a holiday in Rhodes, sincg tied enjoyed
themselves so much on that other occasion.

"What a coincidence,' she went on, 'meeting yoe hgain like this.’
She was leaning towards Dorian and again his witghtmot have
been there for all the notice she took of her. HmweDorian soon



brought her into the conversation, but as soorhasspoke she saw
Tanya's eyes flicker, and a thin line of concerdraappear along her
forehead. It was as if she were striving to recaptomething as
elusive as a dream. Amused, Juliet found all aedhat she was
really enjoying herself, disguised in this way, d&®ihg so confident
of the impenetrability of that disguise. And so dtegan to ask
qguestions, delighting in the answers she received.

'How "long is it since you and Dorian met here, yan-1 can call
you Tanya, can't I?'

'‘But of course!" Tanya was gushing suddenly. 'Homgl..? It was
over nine years ago; | was here on holiday with mgther and
father.'

'So you haven't seen each other for nine years?'

‘Dorian came over to England about a year later-wedhe looked
at Dorian. 'lt was a little less than a year, was?'

No answer; Dorian's whole attention was with hitevaind she knew
he was somewhat nonplussed that she should begdaitkthis way to

a woman who, he had freely admitted, was at one timore than a
friend.

‘Tanya's asked you a question, Dorian.' Juliet diéalve very much
liked to insert the word darling, but she fearedtther husband's
surprise would be such that he might just give sble start. But
undoubtedly the situation was diverting, even withothe
endearments, since Juliet could without much diffic sense her
cousin's jealousy.

How satisfying it would be to tell Tanya who shesia

‘Umm? What did you say, Tanya?"



'It wasn't important. Juliet was wanting to know\hlong it is since
we last met.' She paused, but he did not vouchbafénformation
asked for.

‘You stayed with Tanya's parents?"
He nodded and frowned.

‘Yes.'

Juliet turned to Tanya.
'‘Whereabouts do you live?'

‘West Havington. Do you know it?'
'I've certainly heard of it.'

‘Where was your home?'

Juliet told her, mentioning only the town where bbd lived with Mr
and Mrs Manley. Like Dorian, Tanya assumed thatethlad lived
with her parents. To Juliet's relief she probedfurther regarding
these 'parents' but did go on to ask how Julieteciorknow West
Havington.

‘My friend and | went for a run in the car one dayswered Juliet
imperturbably. 'We came upon this village—it wagdmaing built
up, of course, but | could imagine it being a ragretty place at one
time.'

'It's built up?' from Dorian in some surprise. 'Thaather a pity.
What about your place? Has it been affected?"

Tanya nodded her head.



‘Unfortunately, yes. We've a new estate which lwasecright up to
the borders of our land. It's blocked our view gédtther.'

‘Your father will be upset about that.'
'He's had a breakdown over it.'

'I'm sorry.' Dorian sounded sincere, but yet Julaad the impression
that he was not too interested in the misforturi¢iseoLowthers. This
impression brought back an idea she had a long #g®e when

Dorian was the Lowthers' guest. He had seemedyf@iohtemptuous
of them. 'Why doesn't he sell out and find somewharore

secluded?’

A small hesitation from Tanya and then,

‘The house has lost its value, Dorian. No one wiaiaisy more.' She
paused and frowned. 'In those days when you wearguast our kind
of house was at a premium. Everybody wanted thpe tef
place—secluded, with magnificent views --' She gbad her
shoulders and lapsed into silence.

Juliet said quietly,

‘You live with your parents, then?'

Tanya nodded, but she looked away as she spoke.
'Yes; | live with them at the Grange.'

'You—never married?' It was Dorian who spoke, ametinoticed
that he was watching her cousin closely.

'l did, yes, Dorian --' Tanya looked into his eyes.



and her own shadowed. To Juliet it seemed thatdwesin was trying
to send him a silent message. 'lt was a mistakeought to have
known it would be... The look was fixed; Doriaresé¢ was devoid of
expression and so his wife had no means of leajostdhow he was
taking this.

"You're divorced?' he inquired, and Tanya had gasl she had been
divorced for some years. '‘Never mind, you'll prdpdiave better
luck next time.'

‘There won't be a next time, Dorian.' Tanya's géastufted to Juliet,
and that baleful light once again entered her eYydeel that the
mistake was made a long time ago ... before | rer@e and married
him.'

Juliet could have gasped. What blatant outspokehn®se was
actually telling Dorian thabeshould have married her.

'‘Have you no brothers and sisters?' from Juliet,valtbough aware
of her hypocrisy, was, nevertheless, enjoying heisanensely.
‘There are only the three of you?'

'Yes—now, there are.'

‘Now? Emily left, then?' Dorian spoke without muakerest, little
knowing just how his words were affecting his wif8he didn't
manage to find herself a husband, surely?' At #ddition Juliet
experienced a deep and burning conflict of emofidres anger
battling with an almost irrepressible desire talau

‘Not that | know of,' contemptuously from Tanyah&San off soon
after your visit --'

'‘Ran off?—with some man, you mean?'



'It probably was with a man. Mother and Fatherasely believed so.
We've never heard one word from her since. Thex aft we did for
her. As you know, she'd have been in an institufiore hadn't taken
her in.'

‘That's ingratitude for you!" Dorian flicked a hatadcall the waiter.
'‘What are you drinking, Juliet— Tanya?' They tolenhand he
ordered. When the waiter had gone Juliet saidfla devil well and
truly established within her by this time,

This—Emily was adopted by your parents?'

'‘She was my cousin; her parents were killed whemsds six, and we
took her in, gave her a lovely home, pretty clottasd food. She
gave us nothing in return, did she, Dorian?'

'‘Only a lot of trouble,’ he answered grimly. Butdtepped there and
Juliet did wonder if he were thinking that he hithéad never seen
Emily dressed in pretty clothes..

‘She certainly sounds most ungrateful," murmurdédt)Jbut then she
added, 'You're sure she wasn't lonely, feeling@igpushed out?'

‘Certainly not. We gave her everything, includiogd!

Love --How could Tanya sit there and lie like this,

without so much as a blush or even a flicker oéwpelid?

'‘And you've never heard of her since? Didn't ygudifind her at all?’

'‘We inquired at the police station in the nearestnt but they never
found her.’

‘It savours of a mystery,' said Juliet. 'l mean—sthght have been
murdered, or killed in an accident.’



Tanya merely shrugged at this.

‘It would probably have been a good thing if shd.hou see, she
was no good—morally, that was.'

At this Juliet actually gave a gasp. A girl likenya, to denounce
anyone else as morally no good! Anger won now, olidret's

amusement, and she was aware of the swift riseloficthat fused
her cheeks.

'l cannot help feeling that you ought to have dsamething about
finding her,' said Juliet tautly. 'If your paremaiscepted responsibility
for her then surely they felt it incumbent on thenmake exhaustive
inquiries when she was missing?' Both Tanya andiaDowere
staring strangely at her, but Juliet for the moneared not one jot
that they might be surprised and puzzled by heds«dHow old was
this girl?' she added, looking straight at Tanya.

'Seventeen—or almost so.'

'‘Poor thing! She was very young to be going owt the world all on
her own.'

'‘We think she went with a man..." Tanya spoke stpwkr eyes
narrowed slightly. "You seem very interested inagaysin Emily,' she
added curiously, and Juliet began to wonder if @teuld hold her
tongue from now on. But she could not, and she #a& she
supposed she felt a little sorry for the girl.

'It can't be pleasant—knowing one is totally de@mdupon the
charity of others,' she added, refusing to meethusband's eyes
which, she sensed, were still regarding her withmast odd

expression. '‘But | suppose you and your parents Wiad enough to
refrain from reminding her of her position?"



A deep frown gathered on Tanya's forehead. Shestawdy, and
very softly,

'‘When you visited West Havington that time, did @mg talk to you?'

‘Talk?' repeated Juliet with well-feigned surpriséhy should they?'
Her confidence, gained during her schooling anthftee wonderful
influence of her benefactors, Mr and Mrs Manleysweell to the
fore at this time and she was more than a matcthégirl who, for
years, had made her feel like something that hadled out of the
earth. 'l don't think | understand you?’

Dorian came in then, aware that there might begamiam in the air
If he allowed the two girls to continue without Imserruption.

'Does all this matter?' he asked, forcing a latiyhiet, my dear, none
of this really concerns you --'

'l couldn't help feeling that Juliet met someonthmvillage who was
ready to gossip about us—and Emily," broke in Tamgely. "You
know how they gossiped when you arrived, Dorianydts a nine
days' wonder. And so it's feasible that someonedato Juliet, for,
amazing though it seems, there are still one ontdvo sympathized
with the wretched girl, believing that we treatesr badly—this in
spite of the fact that she almost brought disgrgam us.'

'‘Disgrace?’ inserted Juliet in a very soft tonehai\sort of disgrace?'
Tanya laughed and said,
"Your husband will tell you some time, if you askimicely.'

Burning with anger, Juliet could never afterwardslerstand how
she managed to remain so calm.

'Dorian,' she said, 'tell me now.'



He glowered at her and snapped. 'We'll change ubged, if you
don't mind!" Another laugh rang out as Tanya lookediciously at
Juliet. She said amusedly,

‘And now we've got you guessing, haven't we?' tlghge her a look
of contempt and she coloured. 'You still haven'svared my
question,’ she said, clearly trying to hide the that she was put out
of countenance. 'Did anyone talk to you about Ellyask simply
because of your interest in the girl.'

Becoming really alert now, Juliet was swift to realthat she really
had gone just that little bit too far. She decidetlto go any farther
and, resorting to that superior manner which sliedupted before,
she raised her eyebrows and said, 'l am not imalh& of gossiping
with strangers.' Her cousin reddened again, butmaveyes were on
Juliet's hair, for having swung her head in an auscmus gesture,
Juliet had brought her lovely hair into the rayshaf lamp on the wall
above her; they highlighted the pure gold, and ¢inbout the copper
glints. This was the beautiful hair which Julietihence darkened in
the hope that, as a brunette, she would attrachdkiee of the man
with whose picture she had fallen in love.



CHAPTER NINE

JULIET sat on the lawn with a book on her lap—an unop&oed, for
her eyes were on the couple playing tennis a fedsyaway: Tanya,
exquisitely feminine in very brief white shorts,daDorian, his dark
skin contrasting vividly with the -white shirt astiorts that he wore.
The laughter of the two would ring out now and thand on one
occasion when this occurred Juliet heard a passingle discussing
the pair on the tennis court.

‘Aren't they a well-matched pair? Are they husband wife, do you
think?'

‘Probably....’

The couple strolled on and Juliet heard no moré¢ sBe was burning
with fury ... and she was in a fighting mood! Aradiswas somewhat
unfortunate that Mrs Lowther chose this time to ecand join her,
bringing a deck-chair from some distance and ptation the grass
beside Juliet.

'‘My daughter seems to be enjoying herself,’ waswbman's first
comment, which naturally served to increase Jsletger. 'Dorian,
too --'

'So | see, Mrs Lowther. I'm not blind!

Her aunt turned to her, and regarded her withrthigt but censorious
stare which Emily Lowther had known so well, andlenwhich she
had so often cringed.

‘You're not happy, dear. It's understandable, lout know, you'll
have to learn not to be jealous. After all, Doiaald friends are
important to him and you can't expect him to dropm simply
because he's married you.'



Juliet gasped, and the colour flooded into her kfiee

'l am not in need of advice,' she told her aurdlgcAnd she opened
her book. 'l was intending to read --'

‘Now I've made you angrier than you were before --'
'l wasn't angry!'

'Oh, but you were, my dear. It was written all oyeur face—andthe
fact that you were seething with jealousy. No, géedon't interrupt
me, Mrs Coralis! What I've got to say will hurt,tbimust be said.
Dorian and Tanya were once very much in love, amés a tragedy
that they never married. We all expected them tooance their
engagement but, for some stupid reason, they dttodeart. They've
both regretted it --'

‘Mrs Lowther," quivered Juliet, every nerve affectey her anger,
'you appear to forget that you're talking to Do'samife!"

'l haven't forgotten..." An almost pained expresssettied on her
face. 'No, indeed | haven't. But just look at theaw—so happy
together.! A deep regretful sigh escaped her befhre added,
‘They've been in each other's company almost aomtisly for the
past day and a half—ever since we arrived, in'f8bie looked darkly
at the niece she failed to recognize. 'Can't ya, B&s Coralis, that
they're still in love?'

Again Juliet gasped. The woman must have lostdreses to talk like
this—and yet, reflected Juliet, she had always lmegspoken to the
very point of rudeness. It was her arrogant natheg, attitude of
superiority.

'l can only conclude,’ said Juliet, assuming aofagreat dignity, 'that
you are speaking without prior thought. You are erudnd
unrestrained; your manners are disgraceful—' Stieediup her book



which had dropped to the grass beside her chaid w, if you will
be good enough to leave me, I'll --'

‘Manners!" interrupted her aunt. "You dare to @ag my manners?
My girl—what about yours !"

So very reminiscent of the aunt she had feared! {Ome, the
expression, the compression of that ruthless maduti. suddenly,
for no valid or logical reason at all, Juliet wasrg for her aunt. Sorry
because she had missed so much in life—being utablee love, or
affection even; being unable to extend compassler&compassion
was required, being so totally wrapped in her ammofi cold
arrogance that no one could get anywhere nearAmel.now—the
disappointment of seeing Dorian Coralis marriedsdmeone else,
when it had been her profound desire that he shomddy her
daughter. Something within Juliet thawed, and hey tdied. Her
voice was edged with kindness when presently sbkesp

‘Mrs Lowther, if you want to stay, do so by all meaBut let's change
the subject.’

For a moment it seemed that her aunt would faregpond, for her
eyes were dark with bitterness and regret as taegd unblinkingly
at her lovely daughter who, laughing as she chateda ball, looked
the picture of health and vitality. But at lengthrdvLowther turned
her head, and a smile was forced to her lips.

‘Yes, of course we'll change the subject. Er—talabbout Dorian's
yacht?'

It was a superficial question, put simply becaumsewoman could
think of nothing else at the moment.

Juliet obligingly talked, and as she did she subdeoticed the
widening of her aunt's eyes.



'l have it!" she exclaimed. 'Tanya said there veasething about you
that seemed familiar—and now | have it!"

‘You have?' Juliet's voice faltered and her heatight. But her
composure soon returned and she waited politelyh&ar aunt to
continue.

‘Yes, it's your voice 1 It's very similar to thdtoy niece.'
'Emily—the one who ran away?'
‘How do you know that?'

‘Tanya talked about her that first evening—when weze in the
lounge. You'd gone to bed immediately after dinheglieve?'

'‘Ah, yes." A small pause. 'Tanya didn't mentiom&that she'd been
talking about Emily. What did she say about her?’

‘Not very much,' replied Juliet, lowering her ewles. 'l gathered
that you weren't very concerned when she ran amay home.'

The woman frowned, but it was not Juliet's words thccupied her
thoughts, as her next words betrayed.

‘The same voice ... and the same name...."

‘Name?' repeated Juliet, unconcerned.

'‘Emily's other name was Juliet.’

‘A strange coincidence," murmured Juliet. 'Jusgimathat!’

Mrs Lowther's frown deepened. She stared at Riheit, then at her
face, then her eyes moved to her hands —beausfud$with long
tapering fingers and beautifully shaped nails.



Juliet chuckled inwardly, aware that her aunt wasyvpuzzled
indeed. However, if there was anything ready orvtbenan's lips it
was not voiced, for at that moment Dorian and Tacg/e over to
them, both rather hot and breathless.

'Oh, but it was a marvellous game!" Tanya sat dowthe grass and
hugged her knees. 'Phew, but it's warm!'

Mrs Lowther was smiling benignly at Dorian, who veé&nding close
to Tanya, looking down into her animated face.

"Why not take her inside, for a cool drink?' Mrswiber suggested,
and Juliet froze. What was her aunt trying to do?"

'It's time we were getting cleaned up for lunchidsluliet, rising to
her feet. 'Are you coining, Dorian?"

His eyes glinted; he said, in a very soft tone,
‘Not yet, Juliet.'

She coloured with anger, swallowed the words tbaé rto her lips

and, turning, walked briskly away towards the ofrench window

of the hotel lounge. Having passed into the rooenrsmembered her
book, which she had left on the grass and, stepfhingugh the

window again, she walked back to the lawn. Sevknae trees

formed a clump close to where Dorian and the twoneso were, still

chatting. Juliet had not meant to approach thenotced; it was

pure chance that she happened to be behind onetieegehen she
heard the words which brought her to an abrupt halt

Tanya, I've discovered what it is about Juliet timaide you think
you'd known her before.'

‘Have you, Mother? What is it?'



'Her voice.’

‘Voice?' in some puzzlement.

'It has a tone like that of Emily --'

'So it has! Yes—a sort of metallic tone.'

Juliet stiffened. Many people had said that hece&evas musical.

'‘Dorian, surely you noticed the similarity?' Mrsvidther was saying
suddenly, as if the thought had just occurred to*Ne, | haven't.’

‘Dorian wouldn't have, Mother. He never bothereaimwith Emily,
if you remember.’

No—because Emily was invariably in the kitchen paméng food or
washing the dishes, or the clothes— or scrubbiadgiléd floor. Juliet
was grimly recalling this as Mrs Lowther was speagkiagain,
mentioning the fact that Emily's other name wagegul

'Isn't it a most strange coincidence?' she addstl aasmall silence
followed.

'l never knew about Emily's other name,' said Doria

‘You wouldn't,’ returned Tanya. "We always calledr HEmily.
Mother thought it suited her better than Juliet.'

‘You thought it suited her better?' Dorian was speakmgMrs
Lowther and, listening, Juliet began to be puzbedhe fact that he
was interested enough to proceed with the subjédau
mean—Emily didn't choose to be called Emily?’

'She always wanted Juliet, but you must admitahaietty name like
that was totally unsuitable for a plain Jane likemece?'



The colour having flooded into her cheeks, Julegtided it was best
to retreat ... before she said something she waittkefly regret! And

so she left her book where it was and went backaége she had
come. About a quarter of an hour later her husbamered the
bedroom where she was changing, after having hadsh at the
basin in the adjoining bathroom. She was in briaflies and

iImmediately picked up a housecoat and put it ontids eyes
glimmered with sardonic-amusement, and as thislikaduel to a

fire she turned on him, her eyes blazing.

'‘People are concluding that Tanya's your wife, @otdne! Must you
spend so much time with her?’

His dark eyes flickered over her contemptuously.

‘What right have you to complain?' he asked harshAlyy rights you
might have had were forfeited the moment you to&dyou married
me for my money.' His eyes settled on her facensiieed the depth
of brooding in them ... and the merest hint of stisp. She recalled
that he had said that there was something straogat &er; he had
said it in a way that caused her to wonder if leed@me small doubts
about the truth of her words when she had told $tie had married
him for his money.

‘Tanya's laughing at me --'

‘That'll be a chastening experience for you,' hargthis voice like a
rasp.

'I'm not having it! | won't be made a laughingstockhe was crimson
with anger, and she had stamped her foot, an intaty action
which she instantly regretted. "You're not goinghemglect me like
this!'

His eyes widened.



‘Say that again,' he invited softly—and she did. iBwas to her cost.
With two great strides he was before her, graspergarms in a cruel
grip that caused her to cry out. 'No woman give®mders! Get that!

White to the lips, she tried to get away, but reddimerely tightened
until the tears came to her eyes;

‘Dorian, you're hurting me --'

‘And I'll hurt you more.' He shook her slightly.e&p your place,
Juliet, or by God you'll regret it!" He released hed she stepped
back until she felt the bed against her legs.

‘You're going to carry on like this for the wholé aur stay?' she
managed to inquire at length.

"What do you mean, carry on like this?'

‘You know what | mean. Are you going to play arowith Tanya all
the time—and leave me on my own?'

'l mean to enjoy myself with Tanya, yes.' Arrogatik looked down
at her, his lips drawn back to show a row of evdmntevteeth. 'I'm
sorry if you object, but you've only yourself tabie.'

'So it's revenge?' Secretly she Was admittingsthatcould not really
blame him for what he was doing.

‘Call it that if you like." He was unbuttoning hénnis shirt as he went
towards the bathroom door. 'In any case, | do@tkwhy you should
care; you're intending to leave me in less thaeaa.y

Leave.... She turned away to the dressing-tabld, gazed at her
reflection through the mirror. Her plan had beefetve him as soon
as she was able—as soon as she got back to Thixesosyhere she



could escape. But now she was seeing her escapelaarway for
Tanya—

‘Supposing | decide not to leave you?' She acts#diyed at her own
words, scarcely knowing from where they had confeer@ was no
question of her staying with him; Tanya could hhaira!

‘Then you'll stay." He spoke over his shoulder teeftisappearing
through the doorway. 'But you'll stay under thedibons which |
shall lay down."'

Juliet said, turning her head,
‘And what might those be?'
‘That you accept the position of a Greek wife --'

‘Become a vassal?' she shot at him. 'Never!" Slsegleaing into the
aperture. Dorian made no comment on what she hdghsamerely
closed the bathroom door.

Tanya moved about the yacht as if she owned it, no@miing,
touching, praising and appreciating.

'It's glorious! Oh, Dorian, how I'd love to sail ber!'
He glanced at his wife, then said,

'So you shall, Tanya. How about coming back withtasThassos?
You don't have to go home next week, do you?'

‘Mother must go... but | can stay as long as l.'like



'Stay by all means, dear,' said her mother, whdoead exploring the
sleeping cabin. ‘It would be a shame not to takeuaihge of Dorian's
offer.'

Juliet, her face colouring rapidly, stood therdfesing humiliation

yet again from the man who had caused her so muafiliation

before. He was slaying her with his callousnesgjgtuing her in the
only way his pagan heart could devise.

It would not be for long, she assured herselfvgbeld leave him just
as soon as they arrived back at the villa.

‘Must we go back?' Tanya was saying when at lasaD@aid that it
was time they were returning to the hotel. 'l costly aboard, now
that I'm here.'

‘That, I'm afraid, is impossible. You must rememiteat she is
undergoing repair.'

'Of course, dear Dorian; | do understand." Tanyanshup at him,
apparently oblivious of the two other people onrbdeaor of Elias
who, watching with some considerable amusementkednrat his
friend and actually thumbed in Juliet's direction.

She turned away, half inclined to desert Dorian edrately she got
back to the hotel, for it would be the simpleshthto get a plane to
take her back to England. However, she saw no measdty she

should leave all her possessions behind. And incasg, almost all
her money was at the villa, being left there atrdmuest of Dorian
who had told her that she would not be needing masee himself
would supply all her wants.

During the next three days Tanya and Dorian wexemapart for
very long, while Juliet, left alone, decided thest,long as she was on
the island of Rhodes, she might as well do sontegseging. That the
whole situation was ludicrous could not be denfed,there was



Dorian, taking an old flame about with him, whilie kery new bride
went off on the coach trips organized by the hstizif.

‘Where are you going today?' Dorian asked one mgnvhen he and
Juliet were at the breakfast table.

"What do you care?' she snapped.

He seemed faintly amused at this flare of temper.

'l don't," was his cool rejoinder. 'l was merelynigepolite.’
‘Thanks. Don't trouble!’

‘Juliet,’ he said softly, 'be very careful.'

She looked at him, her face pale but coldly dispasse.

‘You said we'd drop the hostility while we were dyeshe reminded
him.

'l did,' he agreed, but went on to add, 'Howevelidh't know then
that Tanya was going to be here.’

She swallowed hard, bewildered by the fact thatvge feeling hurt
by his neglect of her. And was she experiencingetbimg else as
well? Jealousy...? No, it could not be!

'It's disgraceful of you to invite Tanya to comealf the yacht, and
sail with us to Thassos.'

‘Tanya happens to be a friend of mine.’
Suddenly Juliet laughed, a laugh devoid of mirth.

'You must be the first man ever to take his pilldwend on his
honeymoon!" She laughed again, almost in his fdus; eyes



narrowed smoulderingly as they met hers acrossaidéh of the
breakfast table.

‘Just what makes you assume she's my—er—pillowdfie

'She was once, so it's feasible for me to condhiideshe's fallen into
the same role again.’

'She was once?' he repeated. 'l've never said so.’

'l know she was --' Juliet stopped, almost clappitigsmayed hand to
her mouth. Dorian was looking at her with a widel guestioning
stare, as well he might.

‘You ... know she was...?" He continued to stamding Juliet's
fluctuating colour, and the fact that she was swahg hard,
obviously put out by her own slip. 'What a stratigeg to say, Juliet.'

She looked down at her hands, which were both iiape

'l can tell,’ she floundered, still avoiding hisnp&rating gaze.
'It's—it's obvious.'

'‘Oh, why is it obvious?'
Juliet gestured impatiently.
It just is, that's all.'

'I'm afraid you'll have to explain more fully théimat,' he said in a
very soft tone. 'You've made an assertion and fivergou’ll provide
me with some reason for that assertion.’

Frowningly she shook her head. Having successfnéige an effort
to regain her composure, she was now more abt®kodt him in the
eye and say,



'I'm not willing to give you my reason, Dorianslénough that I'm
convinced that you and Tanya were lovers once.’

Silence, long and profound. At length Dorian pickgxdhis knife and
began buttering the piece of toast that had lainieplate for the past
few moments.

''ve already said that there's something about §wat | don't
understand,' he said. 'Something strange, Jiiet.dark eyes were
again penetrating. 'Yes, very strange indeed." ghtiully he
frowned. 'I've already said, also, that you arepkeg something
back." He stopped then, but Juliet was disturbewi feeling she
should evince some curiosity, just for appeararsads, she assumed
an expression of incomprehension and asked him méhateant. She
was totally unprepared for his response.

'‘Why did you marry me, Juliet?' Soft the tone, $h# actually gave a
start, her knife clattering against her plate. Bo's glance moved to
it, then returned to her face.

‘You know why," she hedged, and added just forceff&Vhat an
unnecessary question to ask!

'Is it?" with a narrowing of his gaze. 'Tell me] #he same.’
Commanding the accents, intense die scrutiny toclwhie was
subjecting her. She felt her heart lurch even thosfe was
reassuring herself about her 'disguise’. 'If yoo'tdell me the truth,
Juliet,' he continued presently, 'I'm quite likedyuse my own method
of extracting it from you ... and that method coblel exceedingly
painful for you.'

She paled, acutely aware of the wild thudding oftteart. However,
she faced him bravely, and told him that, no matteat his doubts
might be, she had married him for his money.



His mouth compressed, denoting anger and impatidoute was the
frown between his eyes that arrested her attensoite it quite
clearly showed a deep frustrating puzzlement.

‘And yet you're willing to terminate the marriagk&'said at last.

'‘When | married you | didn't expect you to treattmeway you have.'
It was an attempt to justify her decision, but st@s under no
illusions about its weakness. As far as Dorian e@scerned there
was no justification that he could see—but thenweas totally

ignorant of hereal reason for marrying him.

His dark eyes raked her with contempt; he saig,icil

'‘We don't get very far, do we?' She looked at hamg without
warning she found herself remembering all the ket had suffered
because of his action, found herself re-livingtilad humiliation; the
scourge of her aunt's tongue came back, causingplsguirm. She
recalled how she had cringed under her cousin'sathaontempt,
how she had wept bitterly at her uncle's denounoéthat she was a
wanton who had offered herself to his guest. She iemembering
those villagers who had been her friends, makifegdi little more
bearable for her by their smiles and greetingsthat invitations to
her to enter their cottages and share a cup afrteaffee. All this had
come to an end following the scandal which her amck cousin had
so maliciously spread about her. With her hatred hion taking
precedence over all other emotions, she lookedyantty into his
dark face and said,

'l wasn't aware that either of us had the leastelés get very far, as
you put it. You don't want me any more than | wgoi --'

'‘But yet you object to my inviting Tanya to my hdPhde cut in
harshly, 'acting as if you're the persecuted wife could not



answer, having no patience with the conversatiod,so the rest of
the meal was eaten in total silence.

Later, she boarded the coach which drew up atrtre éntrance of
the hotel; it took her, along with many other geest the village of
Lindos, the most famous of the three ancient cafdehodes. On the
way she looked from the window of the coach, betghssing scene
was only vaguely imprinted on her mind ... for jp&ently intruding
was the picture of Dorian and Tanya .., togethetha time. Mrs
Lowther was delighted at the turn of events, hétude towards
Juliet being one of indifference not unmingled witimtempt.

'‘See those goatskin leggings the women are wearifig® voice
came from her left-hand side and she turned het.Adege young man
who occupied it was not a guest at the Hotel deseRand therefore
she had not spoken to him when, at the start ojainemey, he had
come and taken the vacant seat beside her. Thegre as a
protection against snakes.'

‘They are?' she returned politely, swiftly takingthe sun-tanned
skin, the open, ready smile, the frank and frieredpression in his
hazel eyes,

'Yes.' He paused a moment, staring through theawrat her side of
the coach. 'Here in Greece,' he continued presétity women are
just slaves, while their menfolk are treated likegs.'

'It's a very antiquated idea,' from the seat behintave lived in
Greece, and the way the men treat their wives sgkee.'

Both Juliet and the young man turned their healls.Speaker was a
man of about sixty-five and they were soon to ledat he was a
writer of travel arti- cles, having taken up wrgias a hobby after
retiring from business. The three fell into conatian, and when at
length the coach reached its destination theyuwbraatically kept



together. The older man, Leonard Peverill, was nmstesting to
chat with; the younger man, Jack Quales, was lassvledgeable
about the world in general, but good company fbthait.

‘Shall we all go up to the Acropolis together?'snggested as they
strolled about the crowded plaza taking a perfuryctook at the
tourist shops where, in many of the doorways, worsiod and
begged them to buy hand-knitted sweaters, or hamutadered
cloths and blouses. 'There's where we hire thea@kover there.'

Juliet smiled; it was impossible to miss the platere the donkeys
could be hired; one's nose would guide one there!

A whole caravan of tourists began to snake they-wastride the
donkeys—up the narrow stony path towards the Adrepehich,

silhouetted against a brilliant blue sky, was ahhjuff against the
edge of the sea. The buildings on it shone in gimdight, mellow and
awe-inspiring, both the Temple of Athena and thepiplaea having
been modelled on their counterparts in Athensetland her two
companions, having handed the donkeys over to awadimg at the
top of the path, mounted the stairway and were sganming

appreciatively at the small but beautiful Byzantomeirch.

'If only these numerous guides would stop tryingotdshout one
another,' complained the older man with a frowmdhder just how
many languages are being used here at this montdatand the
other two were already on Christian name termsinigagxchanged
names while still on the coach. 'l can hear GeramahFrench and ...’
he paused a moment, 'Danish and Swedish.'

The place was thronged with visitors; Jack assdittatit was like
Piccadilly Circus, then lifted his camera to jdme tranks of a couple
of hundred others doing the same thing. Leonarddakologetically
if they would mind his strolling off, as he wantedyet down to some



note-taking for the article he was intending totevaibout the ancient
buildings of Lindos.

‘Not at all,’ returned Jack, with rather more eagss than seemed
polite. But, glancing at him, Juliet realized thatwas welcoming the
prospect of having her company to himself for aleviShall we go
over to the castle?' he added, smiling at her.rdlleled, glad of his
company, and amusedly wondering what he would sang whe to
inform him that she was here on her honeymoon.

'Let's sit down for a while,' she was saying latenonder if we can
find somewhere a little more quiet.’

'l admit it's like a market-place just here. | krewhow about
returning to the town and finding a quiet litteevernawhere we can
sit under the shade of the vines and drink icedgeguice?'

"That would be nice, but what about Leonard?"

'If we can locate him we can tell him to join useme's ready. He'll
have to find us, but that shouldn't be difficult ae'll be sitting
outside thdaverna,not inside.' He glanced around. 'There he is! |
run over and tell him that we're leaving and wad#let him either at
thetavernaor on the coach.’

No sooner had Jack left her than Juliet stiffera@dazed to hear the
voices of her aunt and cousin coming to her fromrk one of the

walls of the citadel. Where, then, was Dorian?wbedered, but this

was soon explained.

‘It was a pity that Dorian had to break his datéawbu, Tanya. He's
having to supervise something on the yacht, yod@ai

‘That's right. He was terribly disappointed thatdoaldn't be with
me." A silence followed before her mother asked,



'Hasn't he said anything to you abbet?'
'He never even mentions his wife, Mother.'

'It's easy to see that they've quarrelled, andgsiy. She looks like a
grasping little gold-digger to me, and it couldtjbs that he's found
her out, so he's finished with her. Dorian wouldlike that, you
know.'

‘A gold-digger,' mused Tanya, then added, 'Butdsbe'a little more
clever than to give herself away on her honeymoon.’

‘Then what is it that's made him, neglect her vota of you?'

'He was once madly in love with me, that's why st$éill in love with
me."'

'‘But he didn't propose.' A silence followed; Julteuld almost hear
her aunt's sigh of regret. 'Have you ever thoudtata difference his
money would have made to us at the present time@ Wéve been
able to leave the wretched Grange and get somethang suited to
our station in life.’

"You seem very sure that, as my husband, he'd bege generous
enough to buy you and Father another home.'

The Greeks are very parent-conscious, Tanya. Yesab would
have seen to it that your father and | were resgkttl a lovely country
manor-house—or something with the same sort otigeesalue.’

'If only | could persuade him to get rid of herbnya's voice was
harsh suddenly. 'He was mine before he was hersif@nly he'd
stayed at the Grange for a few more weeks! I'd hadethat proposal
from him—I know | would!'



'‘He's invited you to his home,' her mother reminded 'And that in
itself is both revealing and promising. He's nolowve with her, that
goes without question,

SO you're in a most advantageous position. Play gauds right,
Tanya, and before you know it he'll have divorceddnd you will be
his wife.'

Several times Juliet gasped, scarcely able to\JmeNehat she was
hearing. So cool and calculating, those two! Sdident the older
woman that Tanya had only to play her cards rigttt she would
soon become Dorian's wife.

'l can't understand why he married her,' Tanyasegmg, and Juliet
could see the thoughtful frown that was sure toreasing her brow.
'‘She's beautiful —and there's no use pretendingsiha wouldn't
have instantly attracted his notice. But for hinmtarry her...'

‘You mean, it would have been more understanddbhe'd just
played around with her?’

'Seeing that they've already become tired of om¢han it certainly
would have been better for Dorian. He's stuck \Wwehnow --'

'‘Rubbish! In Greece divorce is the easiest thinggimable!'
‘But they don't usually have divorces.'

‘Dorian will," was Mrs Lowther's confident assenticAnd then you,
my dear, will come into your own at last.'

‘And come into the money. How fed up | am with sging and
scraping the way we do!



'It might not be for much longer, not if you're . You're still very
beautiful, Tanya; and in addition you still appgmaDorian, there can
be no doubt about that.'

Looking up, Juliet saw Jack approaching, and sheechaswiftly
away from the wall.

'Ready, Juliet?' he asked, and she nodded her 1@xade on, then,
and we'll have that cool drink. I've told Leonardatwe're doing and
he said that as he's a lot of notes to take le&lus on the coach.'

Thetavernawas found and the proprietor gave them a tablg ng
the outside of the pavement. Jack shrugged amdbsat resignedly.
Juliet saw that he would have preferred somewles® éxposed to
the stares of passers-by.

‘Now that we're alone,' he said after the order gwasn, ‘we can tell
one another about ourselves. I'm a student atlegeobf education.
What do you do for a living?'

'I'm married,' she said, and instantly saw his fatie

‘But your husband isn't with you?' He was staribdgpex beautiful
face, quite plainly baffled that she was alone.

'He's gone off somewhere,' she told him casuallfe'te not the kind
of people to be for ever under each other's heels.’

'‘But—' Bewilderedly he shook his head. 'If you'relmwliday...?'

"We're on holiday, yes, but as I've said, we dgettin each other's
way all the time."

Jack regarded her with a troubled look.

‘Are you happy?' he asked, just as if he ha” to.



Juliet laughed.

'Of course,' she said ... but what an untruthvfais! She was dwelling
on what she had overheard and the only picturestnatged from her
mind was that of Tanya married to Dorian....

Jack was just about to speak again when Juliehaiéesd—by Tanya.

‘Hello," she said, stopping by the table. "I didaow you were
coming, here today.' Her dark eyes settled cuyoasl the face of
Juliet's companion.

'‘Did you come by coach?'
'Yes.'

'So did I. We could have come together.' She glhnoend to where
her mother was standing a short distance away,almng with a
Greek woman who was selling hand-made lace traysldPerhaps
we can join you? We're dying of thirst.'

Jack looked as if he had only just managed to hatk a scowl and
Juliet had to smile at the relief on his face whka said,

'I'm afraid you can't, Tanya. We might be havingneone else join us
in a few moments.’

'Oh, | see." Without another word Tanya turned enhieel and strode
away to join her mother who, by this time, had nggthto get the
cloth at ho- own price.

'Friend of yours?' asked Jack as he followed Tawitfahis eyes.

‘No, not at all. She's staying at the same hottlthat's all.' No need
to go into details with a stranger, she thought.



On arriving back at the hotel at half past six she that Tanya and
her mother were in the lounge, talking to Dorialp@®ng past the

open door, Juliet thought she had managed to thacttairs unseen,
but she had not been in the bedroom more* thaniveites when

her husband entered and Juliet looked frowninglyirat a question

In her eyes. But he said nothing, merely standiitly s back to the
closed door, his gaze fixed most disconcertinglyruper.

'Is something wrong?' she inquired. "You look retmgxplode.'
The dark eyes glinted, dangerously.

‘You've been out this afternoon,' he began, whenirsterrupted to
say,

'l've been to Lindos.'
'l know where you've been—-'
‘You do? Your friend Tanya told you, it would seem.

‘Do you mind keeping quiet! What I'm trying to askwho was the
man you were with?'

‘Ah ... Tanya again. Did you send her to spy oronigas she taken it
on herself to do so?'

Dorian approached his wife, moving across the rasmilent-footed
as a tiger.

'l asked you a question,' he reminded her sofifhd was the man?’

She was tempted to hint that she had found a lemdribut reading
her husband's expression she decided against it.



'He was someone | met on the coach; he sat next t&o we went up
to the Acropolis together. There was another mah ws, an older
man.'

Dorian appeared to btv satisfied with this, butiveal her that she had
better keep away from men in future.

‘At least,' he added, 'until you and | part compafiyu can do what
you like after that.’

'‘And you?' she inquired, seeing again her cousimietato him.
‘That has nothing to do with you.'

‘Tanya...?' The one word left her lips unbiddenséemed to give a
small start, after which he instantly lowered higlashes and said,

'Yes, Tanya!'
‘You'll... marry her?'

Dorian turned to look out of the window; Juliet &unot decide
whether his attention had been caught by somethinghether he
was deliberately avoiding her gaze.

'‘Probably," he said at length, and once again tJtdiend herself
speaking impulsively.

'It's strange that you didn't marry her before.’
Without turning his head Dorian said quietly,
'It isn't too late to put right my mistake.'

'So—so—it was a mistake?' Within her something sekto die; she
fumbled round in her mind for an explanation of thay she was



feeling. And the only thing that emerged was tiha&tlsad once loved
this dark Greek who was now her husband.... "Yowist+ you'd
married Tanya—all that time ago?'

He turned his head at this, and as a slow frowmatég form on his
brow she did wonder if he had detected a catcimbéppiness in her
voice. He examined her features with an inten$igit strengthened
this idea and at the same time disconcerted herldsfered her head,
avoiding that keen scrutiny. He spoke at lastomes that held no
expression at all.

'Yes,' he said, 'l do wish I'd married Tanya aditttime ago.’



CHAPTER TEN

THE yacht sailed gracefully into the harbour at Thasand Juliet
breathed a sigh of relief. Very soon now she wdaddsailing away
from the island again—this time sailing to freedoiflen Tanya,
who had come to stay at the villa as Dorian's guestild have
everything all her own way—and good luck to heuliet had been
infuriated by the way the two had practically ige@her on the entire
homeward voyage, Tanya saying, in response totagirisom Juliet
on hearing her cousin giving an order to Elias,

'If Dorian doesn't mind then why should you? Yoearsdo forget that
we're old friends, that | knew him years and yd&mf®re you did.*

Juliet had turned away, aware that she would gatinimg by arguing
with her cousin. After all, nothing mattered exciyat fact that escape
was coming closer and closer with every mile codefend now, as
she stepped ashore, she glanced at the ferry dsaamchored close
by. Tomorrow she would be leaving on a similar boat

Once at the villa, Juliet left her husband with Jamand went up to
her room. Restlessness mingled with urgency andceh&l have
begun her packing right away. In fact, she did vearabout the room,
opening drawers and making a mental calculatignsifhow long it
would take her to pack. Some things she meantieeleehind—the
clothes which her husband had bought her, the slioé$andbags
too. Her books she must take, she thought, herfelpeg) to the shelf
under the window-seat. Stooping, she picked oubak lof poems
which she had received for her birthday, a preBem a colleague
with whom she had worked. It had been bought frase@nd-hand
shop, the suede binding and gold lettering havitiga@ed the
purchaser. Idly flicking through the pages, shalted that Sunday
morning when, after receiving Meg's lovely preseot a
silver-backed brush and comb set, she had quaealliy related the
story of her life to her friend. What a lot had paped since then! Her



entire mode of living had undergone an upheaval,ainbecause of
her desire for revenge. Juliet knew without an abdmioubt that she
would go back if she could—undo all the damagehsttedone to her
life by her thoughtless action in marrying the fatable Dorian
Coralis.

Taking the book of poems with her, she went dowrsséand into the
sitting-room. It was empty and she sat down, ingpdtior tomorrow
when this inaction could be replaced by a vistih harbour to find
out the time of the ferries, and to buy her ticl&te would have to
time her departure very carefully, though, Doriamstmnot have the
opportunity of stopping her from leaving.

She intended planting her suitcases in a littldtstezl copse just
along the road, a copse that could be approachedgh the gardens
of the villa, along a very narrow path on both sidé¢ which were

thick bushes which would quite easily hide her framyone looking,

put from the windows of the house. A taxi woulddydered to pull

up by the copse, where she would be waiting... eGioard the ferry
and she would be free!

How Dorian would fume when he- realized that he baen duped!
And he never would know whether or not he was laefat..

Juliet looked up from her book as Tanya entereddben. The girl
had been occupied with glamorizing herself—as sh@ $0 often
been similarly occupied in the past—and she browugtht her into
the room a waft of heady perfume. Her hair was icutate, her
dress low and seductive, her crimson fingernaiig land pointed.

'Oh ... | thought Dorian would be here." With a gger that the
mistress of the place might just have used, sh&eserbthe room and
sat down. 'However, as we're alone we might as tal' Swinging
one elegant leg over the other, Tanya looked amtbgat the girl on
the settee. 'Of course, you're looking surprisamhtinued Tanya in a



voice of unconcern. 'So | shall come straight ® ploint: just when
are you and Dorian parting?'

‘Parting --?' Juliet half rose from the couch, tlsamk back again.
'‘What are you talking about? Has Dorian told yat the're parting?"

A moment's hesitation and then,
'If | say yes, he has, what will your reaction be?'
'l shall go straight to him and complain --'

'l thought you would, so I'd better tell you thatkr. That day when
you'd been to Lindos, | happened to be passing lyedroom when
you and Dorian were talking. He was asking aboaitnian you were
with, remember?'

Juliet, who had gone white with anger, felt theocol returning
slowly to her cheeks. She nodded and said icily,

'l remember. You were listening, then—outside aeotrbom?"
‘Not deliberately --

'l don't believe you, but do go on.’

The older girl's dark eyes narrowed.

'l heard my name spoken a few seconds after youDam@n had
been talking about the young man. I'd already hdamdan say
something about you and him parting company. ThHezard him say
he would probably marry me—when you'd left himgcotirse.'

'Of course,' repeated Juliet, alive to the incriedfact that she was
totally composed now—and ready for a fight 1 'Heldoscarcely
marry you while | was here—even the Greeks stqmobtgamy.'



‘There's no need for that kind of sarcasm!' snajeeaousin, anger
bringing colour to her face. 'l might as well tgtiu that | heard quite
sufficient for me to know that Dorian wants to nyame | heard him
tell you that he'd made a mistake in not marrying anlong while
ago.'

"Well," returned Juliet calmly, 'you might have teesufficient for

you to deduce that Dorian wishes to marry you nowt you're going
to hear sufficient to convince you that marriagéita is not going to
be possible.' Pausing, Juliet rather enjoyed thk & consternation
that entered her cousin's eyes. 'You see, Tamayma,not intending to
leave my husband—not now or at any other timef gou have any
pride at all you'll pack up and leave my house!

‘Your house?' almost snarled Tanya. 'It will ndsethat! You'll have
to leave—Dorian will make you! It's me he wantsg,| tell you!'

'I'm not arguing with you about that,' returnedelulpicking up her
book. 'I'm just passing on the information thatati're waiting to step
into my shoes then you'll have to wait a very loinge indeed.' She
stood up, intending to leave the room, but the bsligped from her
fingers and something shot from its pages, acmasere Tanya was
sitting. Stooping, she picked it up; Juliet saw loek at it, heard her
gasp of incredulity before she said,

‘Where did you get this?'

Frowning in puzzlement, Juliet crossed over to whesr cousin sat
and, extending a hand, she would have taken thdl gieae of
pasteboard from her hand, but it was drawn backrbeshe could
even touch it.

'‘What...?" Juliet found herself staring down amnapshot of Emily
Lowther, a snapshot taken by Dorian over eighty@go. The last
time Juliet had seen it was when she brought infteer box of



private papers and had showed it to Meg. Julieldcoat have said
what happened to it after that; she assumed sheep&ated it in the
box. She now realized that either she or Meg hiaged it into the
book of poems.

‘This is a --' Tanya stopped, her dark eyes narmagehey settled on
her cousin's face. Juliet turned away; in a sordegperation she
endeavoured to regain her composure. What couldsaij®@ How

could she get out of this? 'Where did you getisRed Tanya again,

Juliet gave a shrug, playing for time.

'Is it important?' she asked, still trying to cotlberself sufficiently to
be able to carry off this most dangerous situatiotn an air of
unconcern. She was still so sw#eher appearance being one hundre
per cent deceptive that she was not unduly troubleaut being
recognized by her cousin. However, she had togpwee explanation
as to how the snapshot had got into her possession.

‘Important?’ Tanya's eyes seemed to bore intodnevtiat seemed an
eternity. 'Do you know who this is?'

Automatically Juliet shook her head; it was theyahing she could
do. And then, right out of the blue, came the sofuto her problem.

‘A friend bought me this book; it was second-haslde liked the
suede binding and the gold lettering, so she bougtd gave it to
me for a birthday present.’

Tanya's face fell. Juliet saw that although thédyd not know what
she had expected, what she had received had disggpber.

‘This is a snapshot of my cousin,' she said attterand handed it
back to Juliet.



"Your cousin—Emily --?' Juliet stopped short asdber opened and
her husband entered the room.

‘Dorian,’ said Tanya, gesturing to the snapshotivbuliet now held,
‘do you remember taking a snap of Emily—it washim garden at the
Grange?"

Frowning in concentration, he at last said,

‘Yes, | seem to recollect taking one.' He lookedrfiTanya's face to
that of his wife, and then his eyes settled orcdrd she was holding.
‘What's this all about?' he added in some perplexit

‘Juliet has that snapshot.’

‘Juliet...?' His puzzlement increased. 'How can lle@ Juliet didn't
know her.'

His wife held out the snapshot, watching his fasda looked at it.
He frowned—distastefully—and handed it back.

‘It was in this book," explained Juliet, avoiding lgyaze. 'lIt was
bought at a second-hand shop by a friend of mine gave it to me
for my birthday.'

'It was in the book? Let me have a look at the bo®knoment later
he was saying, 'This wouldn't have belonged to ¥mibuld it?' He
looked at Tanya, who instantly shook her head.

'l never saw it in her possession. In any casewsisehardly the girl to
be able to appreciate this kind of poetry.'

‘A very strange coincidence,' murmured Dorian thfugly.



"Very strange,’ agreed Tanya, and added, 'Juligt this; Juliet with
a voice similar to Emily's and hair the same caldudiet with the
same name --'

‘The same coloured hair," interrupted Dorian. 'Eradd dark brown
hair—in fact, it was almost black.’

Tanya was shaking her head.

‘She dyed it. | thought I'd mentioned that EmilydHaair the same
colour as Juliet's.'

'Dyed it?' he repeated unbelievingly. '‘No girl webulye hair that
colour!" He was looking at his wife's glorious hamd shaking his
head. 'l don't believe it.'

Tanya explained about Juliet's having seen thessiwaf Dorian.

‘She fell in love with it,' she added, laughingadPas | had mentioned
that you preferred brunettes to blondes she dichae than go out
and buy herself a dye—just to make you notice Aenttya was still
laughing and Juliet felt her cheeks start to b&ime expected some
sort of disparaging comment from her husband anted;grepared
for more blood to rush into her face. But he stagdener when
presently he did speak.

'‘She fell in love with my snapshot...?' He spokéhgoas if to

himself. 'And so she dyed her hair.-.. just to maleenotice her..." His
mind was away, drifting into the distant past. liges suddenly
shaded and when he spoke again there was a distigetof concern
to his voice. 'l didn't know. | thought --' He spmal and a heavy
frown knit his brow. Juliet watched him with a softfascination,

seeing an altogether different side to his natSamething stirred
deep down within her; she too was in the past, wglkh the woods
with Dorian, thrilled to be with him, excited byshihaving consented
to walk with her. She felt his kiss and with ancaméatic gesture she



put a finger to her lips. He looked at her, atedcdby the action of
which she herself was unaware. But he did not seeshe realized
this, for his eyes were vacant. He was still inghst.

‘That child," he was saying, and there was no Rirgjathe tones of
genuine regret that edged his voice. 'l recall rswividly, that she
puzzled me, but at the time | believed her to bélis voice trailed
away. He was unwilling to say more about the ginowhad quite
blatantly thrown herself at him. Could it be thatrow realized that
he had misjudged Emily Lowther? Juliet was suréfttina was so.

'l don't think | understand you, Dorian,’” Tanya paot rather
impatiently. 'Emily was no good—you said so yoursel—'

'| said your parents should watch her, yes, | adniut | didn't know
then that she had fallen in love with the snapstot. didn't mention
this when | was condemning her.’

'What difference would it have made?"

‘A great deal of difference, Tanya! | grossly magjed that girl. And
If there's anything | pride myself on it's being f&nd just!' His anger
was high, but it seemed not to have registered Tatiya, who pooh-
poohed the idea that Dorian had misjudged her nousi

‘You ought to be seeing the funny side of it,' sbmted out, her eyes
alight with amusement. 'A poor, ugly little wretshtting her cap at
someone like you! Why, she wasn't fit to be youwvaet --'

‘That's enough!" he snapped, and only then did &agmgsp that he
was furious. Her eyes flitted to Juliet, yhose fa@s white and stiff,
whose eyes were glinting with fury. ‘We'll talk mwore about the
child!



'‘Child—' pursued Tanya, lifting her eyebrows. 'Siss no child!
Old-headed and deep, more like. She deceived tisydometed out
ample punishment.’

Dorian's eyes were troubled as he asked,
‘What sort of punishment?'

Tanya gave a resume of what had happened, of hewast her
parents had never allowed Emily to forget that slael almost
brought trouble on to the people who had befriertoed

'We reminded her that she had acted in the mogtatisful manner
possible. We let the entire village know, becausedwdn't think it
right that she should be treated with any sorespect whatsoever.'

Juliet, ignored in this interchange, stood veri}, ¢ter mind in total
chaos. She had told Tanya that she had no inteafiteaving, but
even while she said this she was accepting thelpldysof Dorian's
telling her to go—and this could be quite soon¢sihe could not be
deceived much longer into thinking that she wasetipg a child. In
any event, Juliet had not even considered stayimddhar assertion to
Tanya had been made in anger, and on the spue ohtiment. But
now.... What, she asked herself, had happeneddgithia past few
moments that had made her feel like this? —feelgha had lost the
desire to ‘escape’ from her husband? Why was stet bpcause he
was feeling guilty at misjudging Emily Lowther? Dam was
speaking now and she dragged her mind back, caatiegton what
he said.

‘The result of all this—er—-punishment, as you @&l Tanya's chin
shot up; she had obviously taken offence at hisla:dit sounds more
like persecution to me,' he supplemented, as Wwield add fuel to
the fire. 'Well, what was the result?'



Tanya hesitated; Juliet had to smile, for thingsaw®t going the way
her cousin had expected.

‘She ran away.'

'Ran away...." Watching him as he repeated theatwrds, Juliet was
staggered to see the sudden throbbing of a musclasi throat,

betraying an emotion that seemed altogether ati¢he pagan traits
which she had encountered in his nature. Withoytdmubt at all he
was deeply touched by the plight of Emily LowtH8he went alone?'

'l expect she did --'

'‘But, earlier,' he interrupted harshly, 'you imgltibat she ran off with
a man. That was a lie, wasn't it?'

Tanya frowned; sparing a sidelong glance for Jusiké met only a
stoical icy gaze. She licked her lips, hesitatingartainly, and it was
not difficult to see that she was almost lost fords.

'l don't understand what all this is about,’ shaglained at last. "You
were never concerned about Emily before.'

He eyed her with unutterable contempit.

'l didn't know everything. You mentioned in the ¢lathat you and
your parents gave her love, dressed her in préthes. | saw no
pretty clothes, nor did | see any evidence of tive lyou mention.'

'l still don't understand.' Tanya spoke feebly raod Juliet wondered
just how long she would stay here, taking all thosn the man who,
only a few minutes ago, was—according to Tanya-e¥e lwith her.

'If that book really was hers then she could beldea



'‘Dead?' Tanya looked at him. 'l don't see why yoaugl say a thing
like that.'

'‘Books that come into second-hand shops usuallyedtirere because
their owner has died.' His mouth went tight, arat thuscle throbbed
in his throat again. Juliet's thoughts went riotaggin as something
stirred within her. For this man was so very fanoeed either from
the Dorian Coralis she had first known, and who ¢teased her such
misery, or from the arrogant and masterful hushaind had without
mercy bent her to his will. This was Dorian in Biftest mood, the
kind of mood she had withessed when, at the begnoif their
marriage, he had been so patient and loving withthe man who
had been so terribly hurt when she had told hirhgha had married
him for his money, and not because she had loved hi

Her thoughts scattered once more and she wasitefone only: she
had once been in love with Dorian, deeply, madljoire. This one
thought grew in importance as she stood there, wattlast, she was
admitting that she loved him still. Perhaps, shesedy she had
always loved him, that the root had not perished,Had lain there,
buried beneath the hatred that had been allowgtbte and flourish

through the years. Yes, she loved him ... but slethrown away her
chance of happiness, for Dorian could never lovenbev; there had
been far too much deceit, too much inflicted pairher part, for him
ever to forgive, let alone forget to the point wdnée could begin to
care for her again. With a little trembling sigleskould have left the
room, but Tanya's voice arrested her, as she cotaghemn what
Dorian had said about the possibility of Emily Lot being dead.

'l don't suppose she is dead.’

Then why have you never heard from her?' He glaatddliet as he
said this, and she wondered if he were recalliag she herself had
outspokenly told Tanya that some effort should Haeen made to
find her cousin. Not that she had wanted any eftolie made—far



from it! But she spoke as she did with the intemtad bringing it
home to Tanya that both she and her parents haehstwo utter lack
of concern at the disappearance of so young a girl.

'‘She doesn't care what's happened to us,' was $gstalant reply.

Dorian was still troubled, and this was plainly raged by his
expression. Juliet knew that his mind was occupiddoking more
deeply into what had happened, and into the lifeckviEmily had
lived at the Grange. Older now than he was thertouéd see more
clearly and he must be owning that the little orpblaild was nothing
more than a slave to those who professed to hav&drawelfare at
heart at the time they accepted responsibilith&r And because she
was troubled by his self-condemnation Juliet smdediim and said
reassuringly,

'l shouldn't worry too much, Dorian. She'll be quéll right." The
softness of her tone, the anxiety in her eyesuttot®nscious gesture
of her hand ... all these affected him and, lookingously at her, he
asked,

"You sound concerned, Juliet." She merely noddddarwent on, 'Is
your concern for me ... for my peace of mind?'

'Yes, it is," she replied quietly, profoundly awast her cousin's
glowering glance and the vicious tightness of heutn. That she
was furious at the way things were going was easgee and it
seemed to Juliet that she had decided to throworaatvay, for she
looked angrily at Dorian and said in sharp contemps tones';

'l don't know why any of us should be interesteth@wretched girl!
From the first she was a burden on us. And | exgleets now married
to some labourer, and occupying her time rearingpr@od of
dull-witted children!’



Dorian stared at her, an exclamation rising tdipgs but it was Juliet
who spoke first, spoke without a moment's thougbtuncontrolled
was her fury on hearing these words of disparagespaken by her
cousin.

'She isnot married to a labourer! Nor is she busy rearingcet of
dull-witted children!" Stepping closer to her cayshe let her see the
blazing fury in her eyes. Tanya, startled, movetkbhaut Juliet took
another step towards her. 'How you hate and despme
cousin—how sure you are that she's made nothirgeiofife 1 The
little slave, the girl you described as ugly, tmel@an who had no say
in the matter when her aunt and uncle decided t@ dier a
home—home!A garret at the top of the house and the kitchemadik
in! Such a girl couldn't possibly make anythindgnef life, could she?'
Suddenly Juliet laughed in her ' cousin's facet ¥ did, Tanya.
She found people who were human, and she madednes kith
them.’

She paused, vitally aware that her husband wasgtatr her so hard
that his eyes were boring into her, eyes that exadhand searched;
bewildered, disbelieving eyes. Her first thoughtswihat she had
nothing to lose by a full revelation, since her naae was at an end.
Later, she would talk to Dorian, confessing tha Bad married him
for revenge, confessing also that she was not ¢éxgea child and
never had been, that she had allowed him to betlegavas, solely to
gain her freedom at the earliest possible momeatvbuld not try to
keep her—no, he would be only too willing to let ge. Would he let
Tanya stay at the villa? Juliet doubted it... dr&thought went some
small way to easing the pain that was in her heart.

'It's obvious to you both that | am Emily,' she wowmed at length, her
pensive eyes focused on the scene outside the wijritle scene of
tranquillity and peace, with the mountains andgéa, the sweeping
lawns of the garden, the flowers and the shrulss littte pool on

which lilies floated in the sun. Peace.... It flal@ver her all at once



and her nerves were calmed. Dignity resulted;htaeiced the beauty
of her features; it gave added height to her logéynder body. She
returned her attention to the two silent peoplleroom. 'After | left
the Grange,' she said, 'l had an accident --'

'‘An accident?' It was Tanya who spoke; it was ashé found it
Impossible to remain quiet any longer. 'What sbdroaccident?'

Juliet looked straight at her.
'| stepped under a bus."

‘A bus...." from Dorian and, sending him a sidelglance, Juliet saw
the depth of concern in his eyes.

‘You see,. Dorian, | had no money to speak of, la@chuse | was
thinking more of my immediate needs than of my tyafd
unconsciously stepped off the footpath." She wantoorelate what
had occurred from then on, relating it in exadtky same way that she
had related it to Meg. The eyes of her companiateyested her in
their varied changes of expression as she progresgise her story.
At last she terminated her narrative with, 'Therétianything more
that you don't know, Dorian. As for her --' Contdéogusly she
looked Tanya over, at the same time moving awaytim centre of
the room, ' --there's nothing more | want to sayh&r—except
perhaps that | hope | shall never see either heeoparents again as
long as | live." Another glance at her husband et left the room,
closing the door quietly behind her.

She had not been in her room more than a coupheiraites when
Dorian entered.

‘Tanya's packing," were his first words as he cldbe door behind
him. 'She'll be leaving by the nine o'clock ferry.'



Juliet, pale but composed, asked him why he wagsgalyis to her.

'It's really none of my business,' she added, awhitlee catch in her
voice and hoping that Dorian had not heard it.

'It's very much your business, Juliet,’ was hissgjuejoinder, and
Juliet caught her breath at the edge of tenderteskis tone.
Searching his face, she saw the little grey lirdggreg his mouth, the
shadows that lay deep within his eyes. A drynefesdd her tongue,
but she managed to say,

‘You mean—that you want me to stay with you?'

He seemed to swallow something that had lodgedsirihnoat. He
took a single step forward, then stopped.

‘You loved me once --' He broke off, shaking hiacdhéSo much has
been explained; | can see now why | was so puzbled/our
behaviour—not only recently but all that long tiago.' He stopped
again and looked at her. "You married me for reeedgin't you?'

'Yes, Dorian, | did.'

'l don't think | can blame you. I'd have done sdmmgf similar myself
had the positions been reversed." She made no coimenel he
added, 'I'm glad it was for revenge, Juliet --'

'‘Glad?' she repeated, bewildered.

‘Glad that it was revenge and not for my money. iftomey didn't
mean a thing, did it?'

Without hesitation she shook her head.

*Your money had nothing at all to do with my reasonmarrying
you.'



‘Tell me,' he said taking another step forwards 'thas desire for
revenge been with you all those years?' She ditbltest this.

‘My hatred for you lasted throughout the yearss' §hnkly owned.
‘But | don't think the desire for revenge was themaply, | suppose,
because | never for one moment expected to havepihertunity of
being revenged on you.'

Dorian became silent, and a long time passed. Bemtaally his
reverie was broken by the piercing bray of a don&rya nearby
hillside and he spoke then, repeating what he hmblatready.

‘You loved me once, Juliet." A statement but a toless well; Juliet
went forward, astounding herself by the ease witickv she could
say,

'l love you now, Dorian,' and the next second shs v his arms and
his gentle tender lips had found hers in a kissagsionate as it was
reverent.

'‘My dearest wife," he murmured, his cool breatmfiag her cheek.
'‘What a fool | was, all that time ago, not to haeen that it was love
you were offering.’

'‘Perhaps it was all for the best,' she said agdrdd kissed her again.
‘The situation in which | found myself was suchttihapurred me to
make a move, to shake off the shackles. Had that®in been less
intolerable, I'd probably have stayed on and owenmaking a life of
my own.'

‘You're being generous, my love, and | don't desérat you should
be generous with me.’

Juliet merely pressed closer to him and liftedfbee to his, debating
on whether or not to make her final confession mowo wait until



later. However, he both forestalled and startleddlyesaying, 'There
isn't a baby, is there?"

'You know?' Leaning away, she stared at him. 'How?'

'I've only just made the guess/ he admitted, gomtp say that it had
dawned upon him that the deceit she practised ¢waud been an act
of desperation owing to his threat to keep heropies indefinitely.
''ve been a brute to you,' he added remorsefliljon't know how
you can forgive me, Juliet.'

At this near-humility she frowned, for she did hke it at all.

'‘But what of me—and the horrid way I've treated ¥dwanted to
hurt you, cruelly, and | think | succeeded. Neveyertalk of what
you've done to me, Dorian, because I've done murkento you.'

‘No, dear --'
'‘Oh, but yes --'

‘Darling,’ he cut in with mock-sternness, 'much &sve and adore

you, | cannot allow you to argue with me. Whaty gaes, and life

will be far more pleasant for you if you acceptsthBut his eyes
belied his tone, filled as they were with a wealtllenderness not un-
tinged with amusement. Juliet's eyes too were &ligin humour as,

adopting a meek and subdued manner, she respornited w

"'l remember, dearest Dorian, and never argub you again.'

He gave her a little playful shake, then drew béri$ breast and held
her in sweet and silent intimacy for a long momesfiore, holding
her from him and looked gravely into her eyes, did,s

‘Tanya ... she never meant anything to me. Cannvinoe you,
Juliet?' So anxious his expression and troubleddite. Juliet said,



'When we were in Rhodes, you paid her attentioplsifmecause you
were—hurt?'

He nodded at this, and admitted that what sheveasctrue. 'l invited
her back here for the same reason, and becausgdédw humiliate
you, to crush you --'

He stopped abruptly and frowned. 'Darling,’ he samekently, ‘'we'll

not talk about such things again. | know that themes a few other
trifles which we have not cleared up, but for thesent --' He stopped
again and gazed with tender emotion into her loeslgs. 'For the
present, my dearest, all | want to do is hold yod kiss you and tell
you over and over again how much I love you.'

And as Juliet had no fault at all to find with tleke nestled close
against her husband and lifted her lips invitinghhis.



