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      Not-quite-newlywed Angela Marchmont is having a belated honeymoon on the idyllic Greek island of Rhodes, but has barely even unpacked her bathing-suit before an unwelcome encounter with the dead body of a young archaeologist draws her into a tangled web of murder and blackmail.

      Everyone thinks Roy Cavell drowned accidentally, but after receiving a cryptic note under her door Angela isn’t so sure. Cavell had fallen in love with his employer’s beautiful wife Sophia Delisi, leaving a heartbroken fiancée behind him and creating tensions up at the local archaeological dig. Mrs. Delisi is thought to bring bad luck: superstition has it that any man who gets close to her dies. Was Cavell the latest victim of the curse? But then why has someone been searching his luggage? Who is signalling from up at the acropolis? And why is somebody trying to put Angela out of the way?

      When a second body turns up Angela becomes even more determined to find out the truth—despite the additional complications of a rival detective she can’t shake off, a would-be blackmailer who knows the secrets of her past life, and a husband she’d trust more if only he didn’t keep disappearing in the middle of the night.

      Investigating a murder wasn’t in Angela's plans, but if she wants to survive her honeymoon she has no choice.
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      It is now more than seven years since I sent Angela Marchmont off to America at the end of The Shadow at Greystone Chase. I had intended to say goodbye to her forever, but somehow I could never quite shake her off, so after I ended the series I indulged myself from time to time by putting her in the occasional short story.

      It seems I wasn’t the only person to miss Angela, though, and to this day I still get emails from readers asking me to bring her back. For that reason, and since the year 2023 marks a nice, round ten years since Angela’s first appearance in The Murder at Sissingham Hall, I thought a good way to celebrate the anniversary would be to write an addition to the series.

      So, by popular demand, here it is: The Body on Archangel Beach, the eleventh Angela Marchmont mystery. Set two years after the events of The Shadow at Greystone Chase, the story follows Angela as her attempts to have a quiet honeymoon on an idyllic Greek island are foiled spectacularly by an unexpected encounter with the dead body of a young archaeologist.

      Readers will notice that the story begins with the release of Edgar Valencourt (now going by the name of Merivale) from a French prison, and that he and Angela are now married. If you have not been following the Freddy Pilkington-Soames Adventures and would like to know how Edgar ended up in gaol, why Angela turned him in, and the circumstances of their marriage, you may like to read A Case of Robbery on the Riviera, although it’s not a pre-requisite for your enjoyment of this book.

      

      Note on location

      

      Rhodes is a Greek island just off the coast of Turkey which was occupied by the Italians during the period of my story. Its main town is also called Rhodes.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Clairvaux, June 1931

      

      

      An unseasonable damp mist descended over the old French prison as the dark gave way to dawn, betokening an inauspicious beginning to the day. The prison had been an abbey once: a grand old building formerly home to men of God, but now a repository for the worst of the worst, men whom society hid away, wanting nothing more to do with them. In the thin grey light two warders, their shoulders hunched against the drizzle, escorted their charge across the yard to the gate, throwing him the occasional curious glance, for he was not like the other prisoners. The other inmates were thugs and robbers and common murderers: they dealt in the currency of noise and violence, guns to the head and knives in the dark. This one was different. He came from a high family—that much was obvious from the way he spoke—but he was also a thief many times over, and had finally been caught and punished for it. It was even rumoured that he had murdered a woman once. He did not seem the type, but since he was not the sort to give anything away about himself, who knew what wickedness lay beneath the surface? The warders had tried to find out more about him, but they did not know how to talk to him, and found themselves inadvertently calling him by the formal vous instead of tu before the other prisoners, which was not good for discipline, and so at last they had given it up.

      He had done terrible things—it must be true, or why would he be here?—but he was not to be treated too harshly, they had been told. The order had come from on high—as high as it was possible to get, the prison governor had intimated with a significant glance. The prisoner would serve his sentence quietly and would not give them any trouble, he said. And it was true: the man had kept to himself, sitting in his cell day after day, writing letters or reading, causing no disturbance, until today, when he was to be released.

      They stopped at a room where the prisoners’ effects were kept, and handed their charge a small valise and the few articles that he had once kept in his pockets.

      ‘You weren’t here long, considering what you did,’ said one warder curiously as the prisoner put a cigarette-case into his pocket and counted the small amount of money they had returned to him. ‘You must know people in high places.’

      The man did not bother to reply.

      ‘I guess you’ll miss us,’ said the other. The prisoner darted him an ironic glance and the warder sniggered and went to open the gate that led to the outside, and to freedom.

      ‘He’ll be back,’ he said to his companion as they shut the gate behind him.

      Outside the man looked about him. It was early and there was no-one about, not even a horse or a wagon. It was a good six or seven miles to the nearest station. He might have had a motor-car come to pick him up but he preferred not to draw attention to himself, to move around unnoticed. It was a habit he had developed over the years, and he saw no reason to abandon it.

      He hoisted up his valise and set off. Twenty yards ahead of him a stationary car was waiting by the side of the road, long and sleek, an unusual sight in the small town. As he looked at it the door opened and a well-dressed woman alighted and turned to face him. He stopped dead. The two of them regarded one another in silence.

      ‘I thought we’d agreed you’d wait for me in New York,’ said Edgar.

      ‘I wasn’t about to let you run off again,’ replied Angela, trying not to smile too broadly.
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        * * *

      

      The car was a powerful one, eating up the miles easily and soon putting a happy distance between them and the prison. The two passengers sat up straight in the back, being very stiff and polite towards one another in the English way. If the driver, a taciturn Frenchman, noticed the slight awkwardness, he made no sign of it.

      ‘Where’s this fellow taking us?’ Edgar wanted to know.

      ‘Paris first. I thought you might like to get some new things and have a decent meal. Then we sail tomorrow from Cherbourg on the Olympic.’

      ‘Is everything still all right at the farm? What about Nightshade?’

      ‘He’s very well. Dan has everything in hand, and said to tell you that he thinks Nightshade is a dead cert, or a shoo-in, as he calls it, for Kentucky, and perhaps even the Triple Crown.’

      ‘Hmph. He always was a ridiculous optimist,’ said Edgar, although he did not seem displeased at the idea. ‘You didn’t really think I’d run off, did you?’ he added after a minute.

      ‘No-o. Or did I? I don’t know. I’ll admit I had a slight nagging doubt that you might have been keeping with the wrong sort of company, gone native and started hankering after your former life.’

      ‘I can’t say I’ve been tempted particularly, although some of the old lags have some interesting stories to tell. Is that really why you came, instead of waiting at home?’ He turned his head to look at her curiously, then his eyebrows lifted. ‘Good heavens, I do believe you missed me!’

      Angela bridled.

      ‘Nonsense!’ She eyed him sideways. ‘Well, perhaps just a little.’

      They both laughed, and the awkwardness eased a touch.

      Edgar said:

      ‘It’s a pity we couldn’t have had a proper honeymoon, but I really need to see to the horses. Dan’s as capable as they come, but I can’t leave the place to him forever. You don’t mind, do you?’

      ‘Of course not.’

      ‘We’ll do it some other time. Perhaps next year. No trouble with the press, I take it?’

      ‘None at all,’ replied Angela. ‘I thought it might get into all the newspapers, but I haven’t had so much as a telephone-call. It seems the reporters have more exciting things to bother their heads about. I rather think we’ll be able to live perfectly quietly without any trouble.’
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        * * *

      

      They were just finishing dinner at the Ritz when a man of about forty-five, sporting a straggly moustache and a little too much hair oil, approached their table in an oblique manner and gave them a smile that disappeared before it could reach his eyes.

      ‘Mr. Edgar Merivale? Or Valencourt, should I say,’ he said, in an accent that gave him away as American. ‘Penn Piper’s the name. I’m with the New York City Talker. You don’t mind if I join you, do you?’

      He pulled out a chair and placed himself in it.

      ‘As a matter of fact, I do,’ replied Edgar.

      ‘Oh, that’s a pity,’ said Penn Piper easily, without getting up. ‘It’s just I had word from a little bird—say, that rhymes—that two people of interest were to be found here, so I thought I’d scoot along and see what you had to say for yourselves.’

      ‘About what?’

      ‘My sources tell me that you just spent eight months enjoying the hospitality of the French government for killing a man.’

      ‘Your sources are misinformed,’ Edgar said coldly, regarding him with some distaste.

      Penn Piper waved a hand.

      ‘That’s after you confessed to another murder in England and then faked your own death.’ His eye fell on Angela and he favoured her with another smile. ‘And Mrs. Angela Marchmont. Of course, you’re well known in London. Wasn’t it the murder of your husband Mr. Valencourt confessed to?’ He cocked his head and assumed a knowing expression. ‘Two people who ought to hate each other sitting as cosy as you like, having dinner together. Now, isn’t that just the strangest coincidence? There’s a story here, I said to myself, and I’m the man to tell it.’

      ‘It’s not a coincidence, and nobody murdered anybody,’ replied Angela, ignoring a warning glance from Edgar.

      Mr. Penn Piper adopted what was presumably meant to be a sympathetic, confidential manner.

      ‘Well, then, suppose you tell me what really happened.’ He rooted in his pocket and brought out a notebook.

      ‘You can put that thing away,’ said Edgar. ‘We’re not talking to you. And I’d be obliged if you’d leave us alone to finish our dinner.’

      ‘But you’ve already finished,’ pointed out Penn Piper. ‘And it’s of interest to the public, you might say.’

      ‘We might not say,’ said Angela. ‘We’re not playing, thank you.’

      ‘Shouldn’t you like to clear your name?’ asked Piper, as Edgar looked around and caught the eye of the maître d’hotel.

      ‘I did clear my name,’ replied Angela crossly.

      ‘Not in the court of public opinion. I guess they wouldn’t be too happy to find out you two are consorting together. Why, they might even get the impression there was some collusion between you in the matter of your husband’s death.’

      Edgar stood up and jerked a thumb towards the door.

      ‘Get out, before I lose my temper and throw you out.’

      The maître d’hotel, a purposeful glint in his eye, was bearing down upon them. Penn Piper rose unhurriedly and prepared to retreat.

      ‘I’ll be seeing you again,’ he said amiably, and strolled out.

      Angela was pink in the face.

      ‘Beastly press! Oh dear, this is all my fault!’

      ‘Don’t be ridiculous,’ snapped Edgar, sitting down again. ‘How could it possibly be your fault?’

      It was not exactly a good start to a marriage to be constantly demanding reassurance, so Angela swallowed her guilt and did not pursue the matter. They had sent the reporter away with a flea in his ear, and she comforted herself with the thought that there was no reason to suppose he would give them any more trouble. Presumably Piper was stationed in Paris permanently for his magazine, and they were leaving for Cherbourg the next day so would not see him again.

      The next morning was full of bustle, but at last they departed from the hotel in a taxi and arrived at the station for the next stage of their journey. The porter was instructed as to the disposition of their luggage, and they settled themselves into a first-class carriage.

      ‘On the way at last!’ said Edgar. ‘I must say, I’ll be glad to get home.’

      He seemed happier than he had the day before, already beginning to throw off the prison gloom. Angela returned his smile, but her relief was not to last long.

      ‘Well, hallo,’ came a familiar voice from the doorway. They looked up and Angela’s heart sank. It was the persistent Mr. Penn Piper, looking insufferably pleased with himself. He came into the carriage. ‘Isn’t this just the strangest coincidence? I saw your names on the trunks in the van. I’m going across to New York too. I’ll be sailing on the Olympic with you.’ He smiled widely at them. ‘I guess we’ll have a lot to talk about.’
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        * * *

      

      ‘Why Greece?’ said Angela, as the train sped across the French countryside towards Switzerland.

      ‘Why not?’ replied Edgar. ‘It’s beautiful, sunny, reasonably civilized, and allows us to put several thousand miles between ourselves and that pestiferous press-man.’

      ‘I wonder if we’ll ever see our luggage again. I was rather looking forward to wearing that frock I bought at Madame Cousineau’s,’ she said regretfully. ‘Now I expect it will spend the next month at Cherbourg and get crushed beyond repair.’

      ‘You can always get a new one.’

      ‘You know, if you’d only given me a little more warning of what you intended to do…’

      ‘There wasn’t time. The Athens train was about to depart, and if we hadn’t made a bolt for it as soon as his back was turned we’d never have shaken him off. I don’t know about you, but I didn’t exactly relish the thought of having him lurking around corners and listening at our cabin door all the way across the Atlantic.’

      ‘I suppose not. What do you think he said when he realized we’d given him the slip?’

      ‘Something furious and unrepeatable, I imagine—which thought gives me great comfort.’

      They laughed and he said, ‘I’m sorry, darling. Not exactly how I intended things to happen. It seems fate meant us to have a honeymoon after all.’

      ‘Well, we’ll just have to do our best to enjoy it,’ said Angela.
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      Philip Halliday sat at a table on the terrace of the Hotel Acropolis, gazing idly out at the view, which was a fine one. To the right of him was a quaint little rocky harbour in which two or three fishing-boats bobbed merrily, their paint glinting brightly in the late afternoon sun, while to the left was the hotel swimming-pool, three sides of which were carved out of rock, with one side half-open to the sea. Beyond the pool a narrow stretch of golden sand could just be glimpsed, hemmed in by high cliffs that ended in a headland. Rising grandly on the hill behind him were the ruins of the acropolis which had given the hotel its name. The sky behind its shattered columns was the deepest of blues. It was a view to gladden the heart of any artist, but Philip Halliday was not an artist: he was an author—the notebook on the table in front of him declared it to be so. Never mind that he had bought it three weeks ago in Athens and its pages were still pristine, unblemished by so much as a drop of ink on the first page. It was a talisman; as long as he carried it he could remind himself of his true purpose in life. Here in Rhodes was inspiration, he was sure of it—how could such sights and sounds and scents fail to move his imagination? The island held so many stories that had yet to be told. The story of the Knights Hospitaller, for example, who had made their home on Rhodes for two hundred years, from the fourteenth to the sixteenth centuries. Or, more recently, that peasant and his wife he had seen at the market today engaged in a noisy dispute. They had stood, blocking the street, for a good five minutes, he bellowing and gesticulating, she pointing a sharp finger at him and giving as good as she received. Another woman had eventually stepped in to intercede on behalf of the wife, which ended the argument—although not in the way the would-be mediator had presumably hoped, for they had both immediately turned upon her and berated her loudly. She retired, abashed, upon which the peasant and his wife had continued on their way. There was the beginning of something, the hint of a deeper truth. An idea sparked faintly within Philip and he picked up his pen.

      ‘Isn’t this weather delightful, Mr. Halliday!’ came a loud female voice.

      A feeling of cold dread stole over him, followed by a flash of annoyance, then resignation. There was no escape. He put down his pen again. The voice was attached to a hearty woman with a pink face and damp, wispy fair hair who was wheeling an elderly invalid in a chair.

      ‘Lady Trenoweth, Miss Brinkhurst,’ said Philip, in unenthusiastic greeting.

      ‘You won’t mind if we join you, will you?’ said the woman with the carrying voice. ‘No, no, there’s no need to get up, I can manage quite well. There, now. Oh dear, you’ve dropped your rug, Lady Trenoweth. Let me put it back for you.’

      ‘I don’t need it,’ snapped the invalid. ‘It’s quite hot enough.’

      The other ignored her, tucking the blanket ruthlessly around her knees, then sat down at the table and beamed at Philip.

      ‘Do go back to your writing. Don’t mind us. It’s just that this table is Lady Trenoweth’s favourite spot on the terrace, and she mustn’t be denied. Doctor’s orders.’

      ‘It’s not my favourite spot at all,’ said Lady Trenoweth. ‘I’d rather be indoors. The sea air disagrees with me. I don’t know why we came here in the first place. This hotel looks half-finished.’

      ‘It’s just the local style—without clutter, you know, to let the air pass through and keep the place cool.’

      ‘I want to go back to the Grand Hotel in Rhodes. At least they have some idea of comfort, even if they are Italians.’

      ‘Now, you know there were no suitable rooms available. This place is much quieter, and better for your health. I’ll order you some tea.’

      ‘I hate tea,’ said the invalid.

      Tea was eventually procured, and despite Lady Trenoweth’s assertions, accepted grudgingly. Miss Brinkhurst leaned over, trying to get a glimpse of Philip’s notebook.

      ‘A beautiful spot for writing, isn’t it? How is the novel going?’

      ‘Very well, thank you,’ lied Philip, putting away the notebook smoothly.

      ‘So exciting, meeting a famous author! I must look up your books. I often read to Lady Trenoweth, and we have a fine time, don’t we, Lady Trenoweth?’

      ‘Your voice is too loud and flat. You have no idea of expression,’ said Lady Trenoweth.

      Miss Brinkhurst gave a wide smile.

      ‘Naturally I don’t speak as softly as you do.’ Whether the remark were from obliviousness or malice could not be said, but it must have been one or the other, for her charge’s voice was harsh and querulous from years of ill-health and ill-temper. ‘We’ve just finished The Good Companions and enjoyed it thoroughly, didn’t we, Lady Trenoweth?’

      ‘I thought it amateurish,’ replied that redoubtable invalid.

      The two women appeared distinctly unsuited as companions. Philip wondered, not for the first time, why Miss Brinkhurst stayed in the employ of a woman who was so determined to be disagreeable—and indeed, why Lady Trenoweth had employed the nurse in the first place, since she evidently found her irritating.

      Miss Brinkhurst, however, seemed unaffected by her charge’s resolute peevishness. She was gazing across the terrace, where two men of middle age were sitting in close conversation over some notes. They were both very dusty. One of them, who was short with iron-grey hair, and by his tendency to gesticulate, unmistakably Italian, was holding forth with authority, while the other, a thin, nervous-looking man wearing round spectacles, nodded occasionally.

      ‘I wonder whether they have found anything more at the dig today,’ said Miss Brinkhurst. ‘Professor Delisi told me they found a very fine amphora on Monday, virtually undamaged. He says the governor wants it to put on display at his residence. So fascinating to be here while history is practically being made! Only think how long all these objects have been buried! For centuries they have been hidden out of sight, but now we can see them again thanks to the efforts of the professor and Dr. Schulz.’

      ‘Hmph. Foreigners!’ was Lady Trenoweth’s only contribution.

      Miss Brinkhurst prattled on, ignoring Lady Trenoweth’s irascible rejoinders. As she talked, a young woman came out onto the terrace. She was dark-haired, with warm, golden skin, deep-set, flashing eyes, and a sulky mouth, and had the sort of beauty that was capable of causing a lull in conversation whenever she arrived. Philip Halliday drew in his breath involuntarily, then frowned at himself. Even Miss Brinkhurst was spurred into momentary silence. Professor Delisi greeted the woman with an affectionate and proprietary air, and she sat down with him and his companion at their table. Miss Brinkhurst resumed her stream of conversation.

      ‘Mrs. Delisi doesn’t care to join her husband on the dig, I notice. I wonder whether she isn’t a little bored. He must be twenty or thirty years older than she is. What does she do all day while he is away?’

      ‘The same as the rest of us, I imagine,’ said Philip. ‘Sits half-dozing in the sun.’

      ‘Young Mr. Cavell seems very solicitous towards her,’ observed Miss Brinkhurst slyly. ‘They spend a lot of time in company together. I expect the professor has asked him to take care of her when he’s not there.’

      She looked at Philip for encouragement, but he was not inclined to be drawn into any ill-natured speculation, and she went on:

      ‘I suppose Miss Grayson doesn’t mind Mr. Cavell’s friendship with Mrs. Delisi, even though they are engaged. I did think I’d noticed a slight coolness between them yesterday, although I expect I was mistaken.’

      ‘Spiteful old cat,’ thought Philip, although he had noticed the same thing.

      A waiter had approached the Delisis’ table, and the professor could be heard commanding a drink for his wife. Mrs. Delisi smiled at the waiter—such a smile as must have captivated the heart of any young man.

      ‘She’s bad luck,’ said Philip to himself, although he was not usually a superstitious man.

      He kept watching and caught sight of the waiter making a spitting motion with his mouth and crossing himself after Mrs. Delisi had turned away from him. It appeared the waiter agreed with Philip’s assessment.

      ‘Curious,’ thought Philip.

      Meanwhile, Lady Trenoweth and Miss Brinkhurst had launched into a dispute about their continued presence on the terrace and had not observed the little scene. At length Lady Trenoweth emerged victorious, so Miss Brinkhurst rose and began to fuss and bustle.

      ‘We shall no doubt see you at dinner,’ she said to Philip.

      Then the two ladies departed and Philip watched as Miss Brinkhurst deliberately and viciously banged Lady Trenoweth’s wheelchair against the door-frame as they went inside.
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        * * *

      

      ‘I thought you said you were going to be civilized about this,’ said Roy Cavell.

      ‘How can I be civilized about it?’ demanded Esther Grayson desperately, as she hurried after him up the road, shielding her eyes against the sun. ‘I feel just the same about you as I always did—I can’t help it. If it was just that you were tired of me, maybe I could bear it better. But to see you with her, following her around like a dog, tears my heart to pieces. Sometimes I feel I’d rather be dead than have to watch it day after day!’

      ‘Don’t talk like that! You know you don’t mean it.’

      ‘Yes I do. It’s almost as if she’s put some kind of spell on you. You can’t keep your eyes off her.’

      ‘You’re being ridiculous.’

      She ignored him and went on:

      ‘It’s easy to see why, but I didn’t think you were the type to fall for it.’

      ‘Fall for what? I haven’t fallen for anything. Sophia’s a nice kid, but there’s nothing between us. Besides, in case you hadn’t noticed, she’s married.’

      ‘Do you think she cares about that? Why, the professor’s thirty years older than she is. I don’t know why she married him, but she can’t possibly be in love with him. She’s the sort who drives men mad, Roy. She’ll drive you mad. She’s got you twisted around her finger. You don’t think she really wants you, do you?’

      ‘For the last time—’

      ‘She’s bad luck. There’s an evil hanging about her, I can feel it!’

      ‘Stop it, Esther! You’re crazy.’

      ‘Am I? Yes, I feel I must be sometimes, but then once in a while I start to think I’m the only sane one in this place. There’s something wrong here, I can feel it. The professor suspects what’s going on, anyway. That’s why he’s sending you to Athens. He wants you away from his wife.’

      ‘That’s not true.’

      ‘Then why couldn’t he have gone himself?’

      ‘He’s needed here at the dig.’

      ‘Dr. Schulz can manage perfectly well without him. You ought to be careful, Roy. You don’t get to the professor’s position in life without having a ruthless streak, and he won’t like you taking Sophia away from him. I’ve heard rumours about things that happened to other men who got too close to her. Ask her what happened in Salonika—go on, I dare you.’

      Roy turned to her suddenly.

      ‘Will you please stop talking about Sophia? I told you there’s nothing going on and I meant it. Look, I’m sorry things ended between us, I truly am. But we couldn’t go ahead with it, don’t you see? What kind of a marriage would it be without love?’

      ‘I have love enough for both of us,’ said Esther in a small voice.

      He shook his head.

      ‘It would never have worked.’ He sighed. ‘Listen, Esther, why don’t you go home? There’s nothing for you here. Go back to the States, find someone else, forget about me.’

      ‘You can’t wait to get rid of me, is that it?’

      ‘Of course not, but I hate to see you miserable. Do you think I’m happy about all this?’

      For a moment they stared at one another, then she gestured wildly and burst out:

      ‘I wish she hadn’t come here. I wish we’d never set eyes on her. Then we would have finished our work here at the dig, gone back to the States and got married just like we always planned to. We would have been happy, I know it. But now it’s all ruined, all because of Sophia Delisi.’

      ‘I told you, it has nothing to do with Sophia,’ he replied impatiently. He glanced at his watch. ‘I’d better go and get my things. The taxi will be coming soon.’

      He turned and set off up the path to the hotel.

      ‘You’ll regret it!’ she called after him desperately.
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        * * *

      

      Sophia Delisi was sitting alone on a sofa in a private corner of the hotel lounge when Roy Cavell came and planted himself in front of her.

      ‘Have you thought about what I said?’ he demanded abruptly.

      ‘I’ve already told you, I cannot,’ she replied. ‘Why do you keep asking?’

      ‘Because I won’t believe it. I can’t let you go, Sophia.’

      ‘But you must.’

      He pulled up a chair to face her and sat in it.

      ‘I guess you’re used to this—this dangling men on a string, but I won’t stand for being dangled. You’re coming with me to Athens, d’you hear? After that we’ll go anywhere you like, but I won’t go without you.’

      She regarded him pityingly.

      ‘Why must you make trouble?’

      ‘I can’t help it. You’re all I think about. I don’t know what you’ve done to me and I hate it, but I do know that I can’t live without you.’

      ‘Please leave me alone.’

      ‘Is it the money? Is that it? You don’t want to leave the comfort of life with the professor. I can make money. I have a rich pal from college who’ll give me a job any time I ask for it, and it’ll pay well too. He sent me a letter from London a couple of weeks ago, as a matter of fact. He wants me to come and work for him.’ He spoke eagerly. ‘This archaeology business was only ever a hobby, but I’m ready to settle down to a real job now and look after you properly. Come and see what life’s like in America. You’ll love it, and they’ll love you there.’ She was shaking her head, and he went on, ‘Why do you stay here with him? He’s old and ugly. You could snap your fingers and have any man, but you chose him. Why?’

      ‘Perhaps I love him.’

      ‘I don’t believe that for a second. You don’t mean that. I thought you loved me.’

      ‘Then you were mistaken. I am sorry.’

      He moved to take her hands in his but she slapped him away, glancing around.

      ‘You’re afraid somebody will see, is that it? Well I don’t care who sees how I feel for you.’

      ‘Not even Esther?’

      ‘She’ll come round,’ he said unconvincingly.

      ‘You think so? I think she will kill you rather than lose you.’

      ‘Don’t be ridiculous. Listen, Sophia—’

      She put up a hand.

      ‘I cannot listen to you,’ she said. ‘Please leave me alone. I have a headache. Go away.’

      ‘But—’

      ‘I cannot give you what you want. I don’t know what you thought I would do, but there was never any question of my leaving Aldo.’

      ‘Then there was never anything in it? You were leading me on all along?’

      ‘I have never led you on. I never said anything I did not mean. I cannot help it if you chose to believe more than there was.’

      She spoke with finality.

      ‘You really mean it, don’t you?’ he said.

      ‘Yes.’

      He seemed bewildered, and for a moment looked rather like a small child who has broken his favourite toy.

      ‘But what am I to do?’

      ‘Go to Athens,’ she replied. ‘Aldo wants you to speak to the people at the Archaeological School, yes? Go there and talk about broken pots and statues and dead people, and forget about all this for a few days. You will wake up and realize you have been caught up in a kind of madness, and then you will come back here and everything will be nice again. We will call each other Mr. Cavell and Mrs. Delisi, as we did before, and we will forget this conversation.’

      ‘You don’t believe that any more than I do.’ But he saw that she had made up her mind. ‘Then you really won’t come with me?’

      She shook her head. He was about to argue but a clock chimed somewhere just then and he came to himself.

      ‘I have to go, but if you think I’m going to get over all this in a few days you’re very much mistaken, Sophia. I’m going to talk to Bill this evening about giving me that job, then I’ll be back next week and we’ll speak about this again. I won’t be put off. You’re the only woman I want, and I can’t stand the thought of living without you.’

      ‘You will be much better off without me. I will only bring you bad luck,’ she said sadly. ‘I bring nothing but bad luck.’

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Professor Delisi greeted his wife when she came down to breakfast the next morning.

      ‘You are late to the dig today,’ she said, as she joined him at the table.

      ‘Yes, Schulz went into Rhodes to get some supplies and has not returned yet. No matter, you and I will have breakfast together. How is your head?’

      ‘Better.’

      ‘You must take care of yourself, my dear. Kostis!’ He gestured to the waiter. Their order taken, he said:

      ‘And so Cavell has gone off to Athens. Did he leave without a fuss?’

      ‘How should I know?’

      ‘I thought you sent him away.’

      ‘Perhaps, but I did not pack his things myself or watch him go.’

      ‘Did you not want to go with him?’

      ‘Of course not. My place is here with you.’

      ‘I thought the force of his arguments might change your mind.’

      ‘He was very persistent,’ she conceded.

      ‘It is understandable. You draw them in like flies to honey, and sometimes they stick a little, eh? But don’t worry. If he bothers you then I will see to him for you.’

      ‘There will be no need for that.’

      The professor caressed his wife’s cheek approvingly.

      ‘You are a good girl. He will be no trouble,’ he said.
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        * * *

      

      Miss Brinkhurst and Lady Trenoweth were just setting out to take a turn in the morning air before the sun rose too high, when a battered-looking motor-car came up the road and stopped at the Hotel Acropolis. Dr. Schulz alighted, together with two people Miss Brinkhurst did not recognize, a man and a woman.

      ‘No, no, not at all!’ the German archaeologist was saying earnestly. ‘The taxis here are shocking, and I was coming this way anyway. You will like the Hotel Acropolis, I think. St. Michael is quieter than Rhodes, but you see the road is new and the hotel has all the modern conveniences for tourists. You must try the swimming-pool. It is quite sheltered and the water is a very pleasant temperature. Now, you must excuse me, as I am late, and Professor Delisi is waiting for me.’

      ‘New guests,’ said Miss Brinkhurst pleasurably, as a porter came out to take care of the luggage and the newcomers stood, looking about them. ‘I wonder who they are. They look very smart.’

      ‘Too smart if you ask me. Flashy. Clothes too sharply pressed—and look at those new suitcases. No better than they ought to be, I expect,’ replied Lady Trenoweth as the little party went indoors.

      ‘Oh, but they must be quite forty.’

      ‘Once a sinner always a sinner.’

      ‘I dare say you would know,’ said Miss Brinkhurst vaguely. ‘They sounded English. That will make a nice change from all the Americans and foreigners. Sometimes I
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