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	THE LAND OF THE LOTUS-EATERS

	 

	Isobel Chance

	 

	 


When Sarah Feaney was employed as photographer for the Djerba expedition, Sarah's lovely sister came too. In this "land of the lotus-eaters," it was obvious that Sebastian de Hougement was attracted to the Feaney sisters, but it was agonizing not knowing which one really mattered to him!


For

	Andrew de Guise, 

	my brother

	 


From there I sailed for nine whole days at the mercy of the violent winds, and on the tenth I reached the land of the lotus-eaters, who live on the fruit of a flower. We landed and took in water and my companions began to prepare our dinner.

	After our meal I chose two of the boldest of the party and sent them out with a herald to spy out the land and find out what sort of people lived there.

	They went very resolutely and mingled with the people, who did them no harm. They only gave them the fruit of the lotus to taste. None of those who partook of this fruit wished to return to report to us . . .

	(Homer, The Odyssey, Book IX) 

	 


CHAPTER ONE

	SARAH FEANEY was apt to find breakfast with her family rather an ordeal. Usually she made sure that she had already finished by the time they got up and gave herself just time to offer both her mother and her sister a peck on the cheek before she fled out of the house to the sanctuary of her work. Sarah was the clever member of .the family and the odd man out. Her mother had both wit and charm and her sister, Philomena, had a fragile beauty as well which she emphasised very cleverly with just the right amount of make-up. Sarah found them both impractical, and, though she loved them very dearly, rather taxing because they always managed to make her feel guilty in some way, which was ridiculous but nevertheless a fact.

	On this particular morning Sarah was late. She heated the coffee with impatient hands, frowning over the headlines in the newspaper.

	"Have you got the mail?" Philomena called down the stairs to her.

	Sarah rescued the toast from the grill.

	"Not yet," she shouted back.

	"Be a dear and have a look. Edmund promised to write last night! Oh, Sarah, darling, you have no idea how romantic he is!"

	Sarah thought crossly that that was probably true. And, as Philomena had not come in until well after midnight, she wondered how she could possibly expect any letter from her escort to arrive in the first post the following morning! But she went to the front door as asked and collected the mall from the letter-box, sorting it out in her hand as she went back to the kitchen.

	"There's nothing for you—sorry !" she called up to her sister.

	Philomena came flying down the stairs.

	"Are you sure? Here, let me look!" Tears appeared in her eyes. "How could he have forgotten?" she demanded.

	"I don't suppose he did! It will probably come in the next post," Sarah replied comfortingly. "Come and have a cup of coffee."

	"We-ell," Philomena began doubtfully, "I really ought to finish getting dressed, but you don't know what a comfort it is just to talk about him! Sarah, you know this time I really have fallen in love! He's perfect!"

	Sarah struggled with her own doubts. "Is he going to marry you ?" she asked abruptly.

	Philomena's face shone.

	"He asked me to last night! I'm so happy I could cry! It will be a gorgeous wedding, with me in white and you as my bridesmaid."

	Sarah looked even more doubtful. "But what about the expense?" she hazarded gently.

	Philomena smiled sweetly.

	"Blow the expense! You're such a darling, Sarah, and I expect if you were to write a special article or something we could manage, with what Mother has saved."

	Sarah bit her lip. "Articles on archaeology don't really pay at all! I could try with some photographs—"

	"And I'll be your model!" Philomena put in excitedly.

	Sarah laughed. "That'll be the day! When I start taking cheesecake photos! You are an ass! I meant sell the rights to some of my past efforts. If I sold enough I might be able to make fifty pounds."

	Philomena's face fell. "But that wouldn't pay for the dress!"

	Sarah squared her shoulders, fighting down her urge to agree to anything her sister wanted.

	"It may have to!"

	Philomena's rather pale eyes darkened suddenly. "It's not just anybody whom I'm marrying, Sarah! It's Edmund!"

	Sarah sighed. "I expect he'll understand," she said hopefully. "He must know we haven't very much money."

	"No, he doesn't," Philomena contradicted her flatly. "I told him you earned a lot!"

	Sarah glanced across at her thoughtfully.

	"Well, I don't suppose that he believed you. Museums and libraries are notoriously bad payers."

	"Of course he believed me!" retorted Philomena. "He believes everything I tell him."

	More fool him! Sarah thought. She carried the coffee to the table and filled the toast-racks with toast. If she didn't hurry she would be late for work and that would put her out for the whole day. She sat down in her accustomed place and reached for her own letters. Two of them were bills; the grocer and the butcher. Sarah stared at them with something very like rebellion. Why should she pay them? Philomena was working too, but she never paid anything. Sarah was the elder sister and her mother depended on her to help keep the house which was all that her father had been able to leave them. Possessions, her mother had said sadly, brought responsibilities. She might own the house, but the rates still had to be paid and there was very little money in the family kitty, and so Sarah had buckled to and helped all she could.

	It was only after she had finished her toast and marmalade that Sarah allowed herself to open the third letter. She couldn't recognise the handwriting on the envelope, and it most certainly wasn't another bill because it wasn't that kind of shape. She ripped it open and took out the letter, glancing immediately down at the signature. Sebastian de Hougement, she read, and with a growing sense of excitement, she turned the letter over and began to read it.

	"Dear Miss Feaney," it began, 'Your name has been given to me as the author of an article which appeared recently in The World Before History. The photographs were particularly interesting and of a very fine quality. Upon enquiry I find that you have had training in this kind of work and do a great deal of it in your spare time. At the moment I am engaged in a project for the Tunisian Government on the Isle of Djerba, connected with the discovery of a Roman ship which was wrecked there probably in the reign of the Emperor Caligula. We have not yet filled the position of photographer to the expedition and I wondered if you would be interested in coming with us, provided you can get the necessary extended leave from your present employers.

	"If you are interested in this suggestion, I shall be in England for the next week at the address I have given above. I should be most interested to meet you and discuss your work in any case. Yours truly, Sebastian de Hougement."

	Sarah knew a rising sense of excitement. De Hougement was a great man in his field, and that he should want her to work for him was something like a miracle! It was the chance of a lifetime and she would grasp it with both hands before it slipped away from her.

	"What's your letter about?" Philomena asked petulantly.

	"I'm going to Tunisia," Sarah said dreamily.

	Her sister stared at her with wide eyes.

	"You're what?"

	Sarah pulled herself together. "Sebastian de Hougement wants me to be the photographer on his expedition in Tunisia," she explained.

	"Oh, work Philomena exclaimed. "Well, there's no need to go all gooey about that! You can't possibly go anyway!"

	"Why not?" Sarah cried out.

	"Oh, Sarah J Have you forgotten already? I'm getting married! There'll be less money than ever if you take yourself off. Mother will never agree to it !"

	Sarah put the letter carefully back in its envelope.

	"But I want to go," she protested. "I want to go terribly badly!"

	Her sister giggled.

	"Wanting is free!" she said lightly. "As long as you can see that you can't actually go!"

	Sarah swallowed down the last of her coffee.

	"We'll see," she said, but she knew that she was already more than half defeated. "I'll talk to Mother about it."

	 

	It was easy enough at the museum to slip down to the library and turn up some of Professor de Hougement's articles. Sarah had read most of them before, but she studied them now for quite different things than their content. She wanted to know what the man was like in himself and what he would be like to work for. Looking up, she caught sight of herself in one of the imposing looking-glasses that decorated the reading-room and she wondered what he would think of her. She was tall and thin, with a bony face and fair hair that she wore in a knot on top of her head. She thought she was very ordinary, missing the charm of her dark grey eyes and the beauty of her fair complexion. Her looks were not as obvious as her sister's, who was everybody's beauty, but she had a loveliness that was more enduring because it was held in a fleeting expression and the easy way she liked almost everybody she met.

	She bent her head and concentrated more fiercely on the articles before her. There was an honest quality and a certain humour which were unusual in continental writings on the subject. It was devastatingly clear that she was going to like him, like him very much indeed! There was no harm anyway in going to see him, she thought. It would be tantalising, for there were few people with whom she could really discuss her work and she would love to have half an hour with him for that alone, but there was another reason for wanting to meet him, a reason that she would scarcely admit to herself. Somehow, something which he might say might make it easier for her to go to Djerba with him, to the sun and the hot golden sands and work that she could really enjoy. It would be bliss!

	She penned a letter accepting his invitation to meet her and posted it on her way home that evening. That, at least, could do no harm to anyone and she wouldn't tell her family about it at all. That way they could hardly spoil it for her and she wouldn't feel guilty about it. That way nobody could take the moment away from her.

	 

	Mrs. Feaney had bought a new hat. She put it on for her daughters' admiration, turning this way and that so that they could see it in all its glory.

	"It was only two guineas, Sarah! Imagine that!"

	Sarah was visibly relieved. She had thought that it was much more expensive than that, and she could think of nothing else but the cost of the coming wedding.

	"It's lovely!" she agreed generously. "It suits you and it's very pretty!"

	Mrs. Feaney gave herself a satisfied look in the glass.

	"You don't think it would suit Philomena better?" she asked.

	Sarah shook her head positively, ignoring the frantic nods of her sister.

	"I don't think so at all! And, even if it did, Philomena isn't going to need a hat for the wedding and you are."

	"I'll need a going-away hat!" Philomena protested.

	Sarah gave her a cool stare.

	"I thought you said hats weren't in," she said calmly.

	"It depends on the occasion—" began Philomena sulkily.

	"Perhaps it is a little too young for me?" Mrs. Feaney dithered anxiously.

	"It looks very nice," Sarah told her firmly, but Mrs. Feaney was still unconvinced.

	"But you're not always a very good judge, are you, dear? I mean you don't follow the fashions like Philomena does, do you ?"

	Sarah shrugged her shoulders placidly.

	"I suppose not, but I still think it's just your hat! I should keep it, if I were you. Philomena has dozens of hats already."

	She went into the kitchen to start preparing the evening meal and, as she went, she could hear Philomena's voice, clear and very young.

	"You don't want to worry, Mother. Sarah is in a sulk because I'm getting married before her, and just when she wanted to leave us and go to Tunisia on some jaunt—"

	"Go where?" her mother asked faintly.

	"To Tunisia. Didn't she tell you?"

	"Where is Tunisia?"

	Sarah closed the door so that she couldn't hear any more. If she had been able to tell her mother herself there had been just a chance that she might have understood why she wanted to go so badly, but now she knew the damage was done. Philomena had called it a 'jaunt' and to her mother that would mean only one thing, the kind of sudden excursion her father had taken when he had wanted to get away from his womenfolk and his responsibilities. It would be quite useless now to explain that she wanted to go to Tunisia for very different reasons.

	She cooked the meal in a dream and went to call the others when it was ready. They were both sitting on the sofa, chatting to each other. To Sarah, they looked peculiarly alike, both of them dark and vivid and very much alive.

	"We can eat," she told them.

	Lazily they stretched and got to their feet.

	"Lovely," said Mrs. Feaney. "I'm really hungry for once! Tell me all about this idea of yours for going to Tunisia, Sarah."

	Sarah smiled at her very gently.

	"Professor de Hougement wrote and asked me to be the photographer on his expedition there," she said. "It's a very great compliment—"

	"I'm sure it is!" her mother agreed warmly. "But of course with Philomena getting married—"

	"Of course," Sarah agreed wearily.

	 

	The museum gave Sarah the day off to see Professor de Hougement. They were frankly pleased that anyone on their staff should have attracted his attention and were all agog to know what the great man was like.

	"You must tell us all about it tomorrow, Sarah!"

	"Fancy him asking to see you ! It was a lovely article, of course. I showed it to all my family!"

	Sarah grinned to herself. The museum and the library were home to her in a way that her own home could never be. She liked the elderly, spare man who was the chief curator at the museum, she liked the librarian and she liked the rather silly girl who stamped the books in the library but never read one herself.

	"I will," she promised. "I'll tell you all about it."

	She took the tube to St. John's Wood and then consulted the address that the Professor had given her. It was only a short walk from there to the block of fiats where his sister lived and she set out gaily, hoping she was going in the right direction. It was not long before she reached the right address, a large, modern block of pleasing proportions on the corner of a large, shady avenue.

	The porter directed her to the lift and pressed the button for her. Smoothly, she was carried upwards and deposited on the right floor, just opposite the number she required.

	With a thudding heart, she rang the bell.

	The door was opened by an obviously French woman in a black dress.

	"Miss Feaney? Come in, please. My brother is expecting you. I am Mrs. Leslie, by the way." Her English was perfect and Sarah immediately felt at home with her.

	"It's very kind of you," she began.

	The Frenchwoman laughed.

	"But my brother insisted!" she smiled. "He likes your work very much," she added in almost a whisper. "Come and meet him."

	The drawing-room was empty, to Mrs. Leslie's obvious surprise.

	"Men!" she exclaimed disgustedly. "Isn't that typical to disappear at the critical moment? But please sit down, Miss Feaney. Will you have some tea?"

	Sarah hesitated. The French, she thought, did not drink tea either often or willingly. She smiled uncertainly and was relieved when Mrs. Leslie rescued her from the dilemma.

	"I am having tea myself," she said. "I am an Englishwoman now, you know. Besides, I find it most civilised to have conversation over the tea-cups!"

	Sarah laughed.

	"To tell the truth so do I!"

	Mrs. Leslie picked up the telephone and ordered tea to be brought up. Sarah, who had never lived in a service flat, was impressed, though more at Mrs. Leslie's simple manners than at her wealth.

	"It must have made a big change in your life, coming to England," she said.

	Mrs. Leslie laughed, with a great deal of self-satisfaction.

	"Marriage is a very great adventure! You should try it!"

	Sarah blushed. "I'm not sure—" she prevaricated. She recovered herself. "My sister has just got engaged," she added.

	"Do you like him?"

	Sarah was a little shocked. She had never dared to consider whether she liked Edmund or not. He was Philomena's choice and that was that.

	"I don't think I do—much," she said with some surprise.

	Mrs. Leslie chuckled.

	"How nice it will be for Sebastian to have you with him!" she said. "I am so glad, because I was a little bit worried about his asking you. You know what it can be when you take women on an expedition like this?

	But you could not be better! I am quite happy about it now."

	Sarah wondered whether she should be complimented or not, but at that same moment a man came into the room, so like his sister to look at that it was amazing, the only difference being that he was as masculine as she was feminine.

	"What Antoinette means is that you will not deliberately upset all the men, not that you have no sex appeal," he said dryly.

	Mrs. Leslie got slowly to her feet, her eyes mocking her brother.

	"Miss Feaney is not stupid, mon frere. She must be aware that I should not suggest that anyone as pretty as she had no sex appeal!"

	Sebastian de Hougement allowed himself to take a good look at his visitor.

	"Very pretty!" he agreed with satisfaction.

	Sarah blushed. She was not used to such frank speaking and was not even sure that she entirely approved of it. Valiantly she tried to change the subject.

	"We have just received your latest book in our library, monsieur," she told him.

	His eyes twinkled. "What did you think of it?" he drawled.

	She felt caught in a cleft stick.

	"It—it only arrived yesterday," she admitted humbly. "I haven't seen it properly yet."

	He laughed.

	"Well, let me tell you that the illustrations are deplorable. I'm afraid you're not going to be at all impressed with the quality of any of the photographs !"

	Sarah was immediately all concern. She knew what poor illustrations could do to a book.

	"What happened?" she asked.

	His very French eyes crinkled slightly at the edges.

	"It was not a very successful expedition," he said carefully. "Hence my sister's interest in who I take with me this time. Of course, being on the Mediterranean will probably add to my difficulties rather than otherwise. The last lot was in the middle of a desert!"

	Sarah blinked.

	"I've never done any field work outside of England," she said.

	Antoinette Leslie walked casually towards the door. "I shall come back," she said, "when you have tied up all the details. We shall have tea then."

	Her brother stood up for an instant as she went and then turned all his attention on to Sarah.

	"I am not, at this moment, worried about your comparative inexperience," he began' abruptly. "I want to know first if you want to come."

	She looked down at her hands, wondering desperately what she should say.

	"My sister is getting married," she burst out "I can't go! My father is dead, you see, and the family depend on the money I bring in."

	She thought that if he had had any tact at all he would not have looked at her in quite such a manner. She felt that his eyes would never leave her face and that the truth of how much she resented having to stay behind would be plain for him to see.

	"Philomena is younger than I," she added.

	"I. see." He went on to talk about technical matters to do with photography. Filters were the important thing, he understood, as they showed up the different textures of the soil and the objects. Would this be true under water?

	Sarah, to whom photography was an exciting challenge which had to be kept under strict control because it was so expensive, became engrossed in the whole venture. Carefully she explained the different films that could be used and how to protect the cameras from the sea. It was important to measure distance accurately under water, for it was impossible to guess. She envied the person who would have all the fun of actually doing it.

	"I have not despaired of your coming yet," he replied calmly. "We have time to decide. Go home and think about it for the next week, that will be time enough to tell me."

	She thanked him warmly. It was a very generous offer and she knew it.

	"I can't think why you should want me," she exclaimed, flustered and looking charmingly pink.

	His look was frankly amused.

	"I think the spice of your femininity will add interest," he remarked dryly.

	She was outraged.

	"If I do come it will be because of the work!" she told him hotly.

	"Of course," he agreed maddeningly. "Why else?"

	 

	Sarah timed her arrival home so that it would coincide with her normal time for getting back from the museum. She knew that something was wrong the instant she put the key into the lock. There was a silence inside that was ominous. The glow that her talk with Professor de Hougement and his sister had given her fell away and she was suddenly aware of how weary she felt and that her back ached.

	"Is anyone home?" she called out. There was no answer.

	Feeling decidedly let down, as one can when one expects to be met by people and is greeted only by silence, Sarah went into the sitting-room and turned on the light because it was already beginning to get dark. Her mother and her sister were sitting, in complete silence, at either end of the sofa. They were both in tears.

	"What's wrong?" Sarah asked them sharply, anxiety welling up inside her.

	Philomena began to sob.

	"Now, now, dear, you must stop!" her mother said helplessly. "Sarah, did you have to start her off again?"

	"I'm sorry," Sarah apologised. "What happened?"

	"It's Edmund!" Philomena screamed. "He's going to marry somebody else I"

	Sarah stared at her with disbelief.

	"Since when?" she demanded.

	Mrs. Feaney gave her elder daughter an impatient look.

	"Darling, you have as little tact as your father had ! Can't you see that this is not the moment to ask silly questions? Philomena is very upset!"

	Sarah thought Philomena looked more angry than upset, but she didn't like to say so.

	"I'm very sorry," she said instead.

	"Why?" Philomena burst out. "You're glad! Now .you can go off to Tunisia with a clear conscience! Why should you be able to have all the good times? All that sun and lovely surroundings, while I'm stuck here in a dead-end job! It isn't fair!"

	Sarah winced away from them both. She hated these endless discussions on which of them had the better job and why, even though Philomena appeared to derive a certain satisfaction from it.

	"Does it matter?" she asked. "I've already told Professor de Hougement that I can't go. He'll have found someone else by now."

	Philomena stopped crying immediately.

	"Sarah! How can you say such a thing? You're so deceitful! You went to see him today, didn't you?"

	Sarah bit her lip, annoyed that she was going to have to share the experience with her family.

	"Well, yes, if you must know, I did. But he understood that I wouldn't be able to go with him."

	Mrs. Feaney waved an impatient hand at the two girls.

	"Then you'd better telephone him and tell him that you'll go. I have a little money put by and that will pay for Philomena to go with you. It will be much better for her to be away from Edmund for a while, and you can look after her."

	"But what will you do?" Sarah asked her anxiously.

	Mrs. Feaney looked smug.

	"I have friends to go to," she said vaguely. "Go and telephone him now, Sarah, before either of you can think up any reasons why you shouldn't!"

	Sarah was only too willing, but she was too practical to do so without finding out exactly how much money her mother had.

	"It will cost quite a lot," she said carefully.

	"More than three hundred pounds ?" Mrs. Feaney asked.

	Sarah gasped. "Three hundred?"

	Mrs. Feaney looked hurt.

	"I don't see why I can't give it to anyone I like!" she said crossly. "I want to give it to Philomena. She deserves to have a good time! Look how hard she has been working recently, and now this on top of everything else ! "The girl deserves a holiday !"

	Sarah said nothing. She was hurt that her mother had said nothing to her about having as much money as this behind her before. Philomena on the other hand excitedly kissed her mother.

	"Oh, Sarah! Don't just stand there looking disapproving! Go and ring your Professor. I can't afford to send both of you to the sunspots."

	Later on, Sarah thought, she would be hurt, as she always was, by her mother's casual dismissal of her. Only now all she could think of was the sheer glory of the moment. It didn't matter how or why it had happened. It didn't matter at all. She was going to Tunisia after all, and she thought she would cry with the sheer joy of it. 

	 


CHAPTER TWO

	THE black Mediterranean, disturbed only by silver glints of reflected moonlight and the lights of an occasional ship, gave way abruptly to the land of Africa, and the massed lights of fairyland that gave away the positions of all the towns and villages as they fell away behind them. Sarah leaned across her sister to see them better.

	"Isn't it heavenly?" she exclaimed.

	Philomena painfully opened her eyes.

	"Do you have to?" she asked crossly. "You're squashing me horribly, and I may as well tell you that I feel quite unwell as it is!"

	Sarah chuckled.

	"You look all right to me," she retorted. "If you'd take an interest it wouldn't seem such a long ordeal."

	Philomena sighed. "If I had known—" she shuddered.

	Sarah ignored her. Her own excitement was almost a pain within her and she couldn't believe that her sister didn't in some way share her pleasure in the long journey. That would be Algeria below them now. It would not be long before they would cross the border and be over Tunisia itself, and then it would be only a few minutes before they would begin to make their landing at Tunis Airport. It felt very foreign and strange, and not even the fact that they had left London only four hours before could dispel the impression that they were entering into a completely new world.

	When they did begin to go down, they dropped sharply, and Philomena shut her eyes again and groaned.

	The light over the door came on asking all the passengers to fasten their safety belts. Sarah fastened both her own and her sister's belt with impatient fingers. She had seen a flash of the landing lights and she could hardly wait to get out of the aeroplane and take her first look at Tunisia.

	Nor was the moment in any way an anti-climax. A member of the crew threw open the heavy doors and the first of the passengers began to make their way down the portable steps to the tarmac strip outside. Sarah hurried forward, pulling Philomena behind her. She paused for an instant at the top of the steps and looked about her. It was indeed a different world—an Arab, dressed in the old-fashioned camel-trousers that were like a skirt, caught and dragged up forward between his legs, and a scarlet skull-cap perched on the back of his head. His womenfolk stood a little behind him, veiled and mysterious. It was exactly what she had imagined it would be.

	But the illusion was speedily lost as the rest of the airport buildings came to life and a group of efficient, modem-looking officials came swarming out to deal with the plane-load of tourists and businessmen that had just arrived. It seemed to Sarah no time at all before they were standing in line waiting for their passports to be checked and for their luggage to be passed through the customs. It gave her a childish pleasure to see the Tunisian stamp on her passport, made incomprehensible by the flowing Arab script. It made her feel cosmopolitan and important, and she found herself smiling back at the man with rather more warmth than she might have done otherwise.

	Philomena tugged at her sleeve.

	"Sarah! There are other people waiting!" she complained. "What do we do now? Do we have to carry our suitcases ourselves? Because I don't think I can manage mine."

	Sarah looked about her. A number of porters came rushing forward, anxious to. be they one to be chosen to transport the cases outside.

	"Taxi? Madame?"

	Sarah hesitated. Until that moment she had not given any thought to whether they would be met or not. She had received detailed instructions about every stage of their journey, but at this point it had only said: Night in Tunis. Continue to Djerba the next day on Tunis air flight as arranged. She bit her lip, Arid Philomena sighed.

	"As a holiday—" she began.

	Sarah felt quite hot with a mixture of temper and dismay.

	"It isn't exactly meant to be a holiday!" she said sharply. When she thought about it, she still felt embarrassed by the conversation she had had with the Professor on the telephone.

	"I'm coming!" she had burst out with as soon as she had heard his voice.

	There had been a short silence at the other end, but when he had spoken she had heard the smile in his voice.

	"That is very good to hear," he had said gently. "And what of your sister?"

	She had swallowed, knowing that this was one of the most difficult moments of her life.

	"Philomena isn't—isn't getting married after all," she had said.

	"Oh, and what is she doing?" he had drawled. 

	Sarah had not been deceived by the smoothness of his voice.

	"M-Mother's sending her with me—on a holiday," she had managed, wondering desperately how she could decently cover the bare facts of the arrangement her family had landed her with.

	"I see," he had replied abruptly. "Well, see that you keep her under control!"

	She had known then it wasn't going to be easy. Looking at Philomena now, weary from travelling and already bored with her immediate surroundings, she knew that it was going to be impossible. To her great relief, at that moment, her sister saw a fair young man who was obviously looking for somebody and smiled at him. He came over immediately.

	"My name is Roger van Hueck," he announced shyly. "Are you by any chance Miss Feaney?"

	Philomena looked pleased and nodded.

	"I expect you want my sister, actually," she said. "Everybody always does. She's the important one, you see."

	Mr. van Hueck coloured slightly.

	"I'm sure that is an exaggeration," he replied gallantly. He turned to Sarah with anxious eyes. "The Professor asked me to meet you. Shall we take a taxi to the hotel?"

	Sarah put her annoyance with Philomena firmly behind her.

	"It's very nice of you," she said warmly. "I'm not much good at coping with this sort of thing and I was just beginning to get worried!"

	Roger van Hueck grinned. He was, it seemed, excellent at dealing with luggage and taxis, and he certainly managed to load all the suitcases into one of the tiny taxis and get all three of them into it as well, with himself sitting beside the smiling driver.

	"We'll be in nice time for dinner," he told them cheerfully.

	"Good," said Philomena. "Now that I have my feet back on Mother Earth, I'm absolutely starving!"

	Sarah thought she was too excited to be very hungry. She stared out of the window of the little taxi, afraid that she might miss something if she took part in the light conversation of the other two. The royal palms were just what she had been led to expect and the beds of flowers seemed right and proper, though the mixture of plants was very strange indeed, for here the seasons had catapulted into one another and roses and daffodils flowered side by side with dahlias and lilies.

	Philomena nudged her fiercely. "He is asking you a question!" she said sharply.

	Sarah started. "I'm so sorry," she said. "I was dreaming!"

	The young Dutchman eyed her almost affectionately.

	"It is you who is the member of our expedition?" he asked her. She liked the faint accent that was the only thing that betrayed the fact that he was not an Englishman and she looked at him with greater interest.

	"Yes, I am," she admitted. "It's the first time I've ever done anything half as ambitious as this! I'm rather excited about it," she added naively.

	He nodded enthusiastically. "We are lucky!" he agreed. "I'm the recorder, you know, so most of your work will be done with me."

	Sarah was pleased. He would be easy to work with, she thought, and she knew what a difference this could make when one had to work closely with anyone over a period of time.

	"Have you been in Tunisia long?" she asked him.

	"Truly no. I was in Djerba for perhaps a week when I was asked to come back to Tunis for you."

	"Djerba?" Sarah repeated. "Is it really such an exciting island?"

	He laughed and thought about the question.

	"No, it is not at all exciting to look at. It is very flat and covered with palm trees, but it does have this strange magic, that is true. It is still the isle of the lotus-eaters !"

	Philomena frowned.

	"What on earth are you talking about?"

	Sarah chuckled.

	"Some people think Djerba was the land of the lotus-eaters, whose people lived on the fruit of a flower. When Odysseus sent some of his most trusted men ashore , to find out if they were friendly, they ate some of the fruit and wanted to stay there for ever. They had to be taken back to the ship in irons."

	Philomena looked at her with caustic disbelief.

	"That's just one of your stories!" she said flatly.

	"Oh, hardly mine!" Sarah chided her gently. "It's attributed to Homer."

	Roger van Hueck swivelled round in his seat so that he could see both girls.

	"When one is there, it is easy to believe that it is true," he said quietly. He smiled at Sarah with all the delight of a small boy. "How nice that you should know such a legend !" he said.

	Philomena sighed, more than a little annoyed that this quite presentable young man should be willing to pay any attention to Sarah. Who cared what somebody had written thousands of years ago anyway? Nobody she knew ever had!

	They had come into Tunis itself now, a city that could have been any provincial town in the south of France. Only the mosques and the flat roofs of the Arab quarter made one aware that one was now on the African side of the Mediterranean. Sarah returned to her daydreaming, her imagination playing on the strange walking bundles that turned out to be women and the laughing groups of men, a favour of jasmine tucked behind one ear and as likely as not a cigarette in one hand aiding the most sensitive gesture of meaning. Once she saw a donkey, its face turned towards the wall, happily munching at some food. It was these things that made the difference between Africa and Europe. It was these things that caught at her heart and made her fall headlong in love with Africa.

	The hotel was a small one, run by a French family who had sensibly combined European comfort with the best standards of African service and hospitality. They had no rigid times for meals and were pleased to serve dinner for the three of them out on the balcony.

	It was a happy meal. The lights were sufficiently subdued for them to be able to look right across Tunis in the moonlight, a myriad of blurred street-lights and shadowed buildings. It smelt, Sarah thought, of whitewash, dust and strong cigarettes. The food too was excellent and the Tunisian wines, mostly produced by the White Fathers, seemed as good to her as many of the French wines her family had experimented with on special occasions at home. It was sheer bliss, she thought, to be alive! And it was on the same note of complete contentment that she finally went to bed, to sleep very much better than she had for a long, long time.

	 

	Roger van Hueck rounded them up for breakfast at a very early hour. Sarah had left Philomena still sleeping and had crept out of the hotel into the gardens beyond, anxious not to miss a moment of her time in the city. A woman, dark from the southern sun and completely unveiled, came towards her, holding her hand out for money with a furtive air, knowing that all begging was now forbidden. Sarah had fallen to the temptation of giving her a coin, more because she wanted to see the heavy jewellery that hung low over the forehead than because she looked hungry. The woman snatched the coin away from her and buried it somewhere in the front of her dress. She hurried off before anyone else should see her, leaving Sarah alone in the gardens and feeling slightly guilty at having encouraged her.

	The Dutchman came quickly over to her.

	"Is your sister ready?" he asked. "The aeroplane to Djerba leaves in just two hours. If she requires breakfast, it would be as well to have it now."

	Sarah left the gardens reluctantly.

	"I'd better go and call her," she said.

	Roger put a friendly hand on her shoulder.

	"Your sister will soon be one of us," he comforted her awkwardly. "It must be strange for her at first."

	"Oh, it is!" Sarah replied thankfully. It was true, she told herself sternly, that none of the jobs that Philomena had ever had had been anything like her own. It was different when one worked just for the money, quite different from working because the work was in one's blood and the money only incidental. But, even so, she couldn't help wondering how she was going to entertain Philomena all the time she was working. And Philomena wouldn't suffer in silence! It was a niggling anxiety that refused to be silenced. Deliberately, Sarah shrugged her shoulders. Her sister was old enough to look after herself and no doubt she would, and she wouldn't want any help from Sarah.

	Actually she looked young and very charming when Sarah tried to shake her awake.

	"Go away !" she said distinctly.

	"I can't," Sarah pleaded with her. "We shall have to leave for the airport at any moment Breakfast is now !"

	Philomena sat up sulkily.

	"I'm not going on any more aeroplanes! So there isn't really any hurry, is there, darling?"

	Sarah's eyes widened anxiously. "But you must! It's all arranged!"

	Philomena smiled. "I expect you can rearrange it, if you try. Tell that young Dutch type of yours that you fancy going by car. I don't think he'd object very strongly."

	Sarah bit her lip. "It's more than five hundred miles," she explained patiently, "and we have to be there today. This morning, in fact."

	Philomena pulled the bedclothes over her head.

	"Speak for yourself, darling. J don't have to be anywhere at any time."

	Sarah regarded her helplessly.

	"Well, I do," she said at last, "and I'm going by plane as arranged. Mr. van Hueck will be leaving in about three-quarters of an hour, I should think. If you want to go by road, you'll have to arrange it for yourself!"

	She was shivering as she went down the marble stairs to the dining-room below, her joy in the morning destroyed. Roger van Hueck stood up as she approached his table and drew out a chair for her.

	"Everything all right?" he asked her.

	She forced herself to smile.

	"Philomena doesn't greatly care for flying," she told him. lightly. "I don't suppose she'll risk any breakfast."

	He sat down again.

	"She is probably wise. It will not be a very big aeroplane going to Djerba, for the airfield there is rather small."

	Sarah chuckled. "I can't wait to see it all!" she exclaimed.

	There was, at least, nothing the matter with her appetite. She chose one of the crusty rolls and ladled herself out a generous portion of the apricot jam, pleased to see that it was home-made. She made it last for as long as she could, because she didn't want to go out to the hall and not find her sister there. It wouldn't be easy to leave her to find her way to Djerba. She might not even try to make any arrangements for herself and then she, Sarah, would have to come all the way back for her. She couldn't abandon her in a foreign city! Anxiously, she looked across at Roger van Hueck, half hoping that he might somehow provide some solution.

	"Do you think I should send someone up to my sister —to bring down the suitcases?" she asked him.

	He looked thoughtfully at his watch.

	"I shall go up myself," he said finally.

	Sarah watched him go up the stairs, grateful to him for taking so much trouble. When he appeared a little later with Philomena leaning on his arm and smiling up at him, she was more grateful than ever.

	"Roger is going to sit next to me in the plane," Philomena said cheerfully. "I shall feel so much safer with him beside me!"

	Sarah raised her eyebrows. "Good," she said dryly. She was more amused than anything else by the complete way that her sister took the young Dutchman under her wing. He seemed to like it too, making a great deal of fuss about seeing her into the taxi and later on even more fuss as to whether she was quite comfortable in the aeroplane. Sarah didn't mind being practically ignored. She was accustomed to standing on her own feet and to looking after herself and she thought that she even preferred it.

	The flight was a marvellous experience. Somewhere she had read that the north coast of Africa had once been joined to Europe and that it had been a comparatively recent convulsion that had thrown up the mountains of the Alps on the one side and the whole Atlas range on the other, causing the Mediterranean to appear between them. Looking down now she could see the Tunisian end of the range of mountains that separated the fertile northern areas from the Sahara to, the south. Great terra-cotta heaps of rock and sand, slashed by purple shadows of majestic proportions, stood out from the semi-fertile land that was in the process of being reclaimed. She could see the terraced slopes and the thousands of young, newly-planted trees that it was hoped would hold the fragile soil and bring more rain to the area. Everywhere there were signs of where men had been working, pitting their new knowledge and skills against the old, old enemy—desert.

	From there the land grew progressively poorer until they were over the salt flats and the desert proper, broken only by the occasional oasis, a splash of green and date-palms against the rough reddish yellow of the surrounding sand. And then there was the sea. Djerba was set on a shelf that kept the water shallow from Tunisia to the most northerly part of Libya. From a height it was the most glorious shade of greeny-blue, edged by golden sands and the odd flash of white foam as one wave, bigger than the rest, broke against the gentle shore.

	Then suddenly there was Djerba, attached to the mainland by a seven-mile-long Roman causeway, now restored but still resting on the same foundations of so long ago. The small plane circled over the main town of Houmt Souk at the northerly end .and then dropped from the sky on to the tiny airfield below. Philomena gave a small, feminine shriek and grabbed at Roger's hand. Sarah, sitting behind them, felt the comforting support of die safety belt and took a deep breath to break the sudden popping in her ears. The wheels squealed as they hit the ground and a few seconds later they were taxiing across the bumpy surface towards the single building that governed the few aeroplanes that came and went from the island.

	Roger was the first one to release himself from his belt and stand up.

	"So here we are!" he exclaimed. "And I see the Professor himself has come to meet us!" He grinned at the two girls. "Home for the next few months. How do you feel about it?"

	Philomena looked indifferent.

	"It looks a trifle short on mod. cons., if you ask me," she said.

	Sarah frowned at her.

	"You haven't even seen it yet," she protested. "It looks quite marvellous to me! I can hardly wait to take a look round. Did you see those terrific beaches over there?" She waved her hand vaguely in an easterly direction. "I'm glad I brought a swim-suit," she added with satisfaction.

	Roger laughed. "You'll never be out of it!" he told her flatly. "I hope you can swim, because you'll need to be able to, playing around with the Professor's ship."

	"Of course I can swim!" Sarah claimed. "I can swim very well."

	"But I can't!" Philomena wailed. "Roger, you will have to teach me!"

	"You don't need to swim," he teased her. "You're pretty enough to sit and do nothing! It is your sister who has to work for her living!"

	Sarah was hurt, but she was determined not to show it. Her sister looked satisfied at any rate, and that was something now that at last she was going to have to introduce her to Professor de Hougement. She had the oddest feeling that he was not going to be amused by Philomena's helplessness, that he wasn't even going to like her very much.

	They hurried down the steps out of the aeroplane and followed Roger's eager stride over to where the Professor was standing waiting for them. He gravely shook hands with each one of them.

	"You are very welcome on Djerba," he told them. Then suddenly he smiled and he was more as Sarah remembered him. "Your plane is exactly on time."

	The whole party went through the small airport building and the two men loaded up the waiting car with the cases.

	"Sarah had better sit in the front with me," the Professor directed with finality. "I wish to talk with her, to explain the arrangements."

	Fortunately Philomena was only too pleased with this plan.

	"You and I axe dismissed to the rear," she said to Roger, but without malice. "Are you sorry?"

	His fair skin burned scarlet.

	"How could I be?" he protested.

	Sarah jumped into the right-hand front seat beside the Professor and took note of her surroundings. The car was a Citroen Safari model and was both capacious and comfortable, but it was the scenery which fascinated her. She had never seen hedges made of prickly pear, nor the long-legged, aristocratic camels that strode down the narrow roads. Otherwise there were only palm-trees and olive trees so old that five men would have had a job to hold hands around their girth, and women in woven witches' hats, burned brown by the rays of the sun.

	"It's beautiful!" she exclaimed softly.

	The Professor smiled. "I think so," he said.

	Sarah giggled. "It seems quite impossible to believe I'm really here!"

	"You'll believe it soon enough when you see the hotel where we are all quartered," Roger broke in from behind. "It's an Arab hotel."

	The car swung off the main street and into an extremely narrow lane, where the pedestrians had to jump into the doorways for safety as the car went past.

	"Here it is," the Professor announced.

	The hotel was very small and shabby, with a door straight out of the Arabian Nights, painted blue and studded in geometric designs with large black diamond-headed nails. The inside looked cold and bare and not very inviting.

	"Well, speak for yourself," said Philomena. 

	 


CHAPTER THREE

	THE hotel had been built round an inner courtyard with most of the rooms facing inwards. The courtyard itself was a mass of flowering and sweet-smelling plants that were diligently watered every day, though nothing was done to prune them or to keep them under any sort of control. They gave a lush, damp appearance to the place, which was fostered by an ancient statue, propped up in one corner, that was quite green from a mixture of damp and age.

	The upper floors were reached by a handsome marble staircase on the steps of which more pots of green plants stood waiting to trip up the unwary. Above them hung singing birds in cages, shattering the silence with their different songs, some of them black, some yellow, and some a peculiar shade , of brown.

	The rooms themselves were small and old-fashioned, with brass bedsteads and Victorian washstands that had been empty for so long that the water had caked round the inside edges of the porcelain in grimy streaks. They were clean, but it was some time since anyone had touched up the decorations and the original green had faded into a sickly shade of yellow clashing madly with the greeny-blue of the shutters.

	The two girls had been given adjoining rooms. Philomena glanced around hers with contempt.

	"Are we really expected to stay here?"

	Sarah went over to the window and opened the shutters wide, allowing the sound of the birds' singing to come pouring into the room.

	"It isn't so bad," she said. "In fact I rather like it. Have you seen the gorgeous rugs on the floor? And have you seen these blankets? Aren't the patterns marvellous?"

	Philomena looked at the cracking paintwork and sniffed.

	"Some holiday!" she commented briefly.

	Sarah shrugged.

	"As far as I am concerned it isn't a holiday," she reminded her sister gently. "Don't you think you might grow used to it?"

	Philomena shivered.

	"Used to it? We shall probably be murdered in our beds—if we don't die of pneumonia first! I'll bet those beautiful blankets of yours are wringing wet!"

	"Nonsense!" Sarah retorted stoutly. "They feel perfectly dry to me, and anyway, I expect they're most particular as to whom they murder when it comes to it. I hardly think they would think that we were worth their while."

	Philomena disliked anything that smacked of sarcasm, especially from her sister.

	"I hate narrow little streets!" she said.

	Sarah smiled wryly. "I can see you're going to have a lovely time!" she said. "I'm going next door to unpack my things. I'll get somebody to put some hot-water bottles in the beds to air them, if you like."

	But Philomena didn't bother to answer. Instead she sat on the edge of her bed and lit a cigarette. Even the cigarettes, she thought, were strange and nasty, with almost black tobacco and a strong aromatic taste that displeased her. It was going to take quite a lot to reconcile her to all this!

	Sarah's room was almost an exact replica of the other one, but far from disliking it she thought it had a certain rather stark charm. Apart from the design of the rugs and blankets, she had noticed the fantastic ceramics that covered part of the walls, intricately patterned with geometric trees and animals that looked quite Persian in origin. She had noticed too the ornate carving on the bedside table, which may at one time have been polished, but now appeared to have been firmly washed, not once but often, in soap and water. Later she was to realise that she never saw any furniture polish the whole time she was in Tunisia, but at the time she merely thought it was rather peculiar.

	She put her clothes away with care, hoping against hope that what she had brought with her would be suitable. She had always chosen her clothes with care, so that they would be useful both for her work and on the few days she had at homer By a careful use of accessories she had discovered how to turn average dresses into 'round the clock' creations and, although she couldn't hope to compete with Philomena either in quality or looks, she had been quite pleased with the results. What had been more difficult was to know what she would need in Djerba. She wondered briefly whether Philomena had had the same problem and thought how odd it was that they had never discussed it, indeed they had hardly mentioned the trip at all unless their mother had done so. Perhaps it had been her fault, Sarah reflected. Perhaps she should have made it easier for her sister to talk to her. But the truth was that she had wanted to bury herself in the professional details of her new job without any interference from her family. She sighed. Put that way it sounded a rather selfish reaction.

	Her unpacking did not take long. With a well-practised movement she flipped the suitcase up on to the top of the wardrobe and looked about her with satisfaction. The room already looked quite like home. There was a desk for her to work at and a whole cupboard that was free and in which she could store her photographs and other data. She had, she thought, everything she needed here, and if Philomena was content there was no reason why they shouldn't both 'have the time of their lives.

	There was no sound from Philomena's room as Sarah went past it to the stairs and she didn't bother to knock on the door to find out if her sister was still upstairs. It would be pleasant to have a few minutes for exploring on her own, to get to know the layout of the hotel and perhaps even to find her way around this extraordinary little town of Houmt Souk.

	A young Negro stood in the middle of the hall below and he grinned up at her, muttering something quite unintelligible. Sarah returned his greeting in French, which he quite obviously didn't understand, but his grin grew broader and he made signs for her to look through the door to where both the Professor and Roger were standing.

	"Settled in ?" the Dutchman asked her cheerfully.

	She nodded her head. "I'm very comfortable!" she exclaimed. "I can hardly wait to get started!"

	The Professor smiled slightly. "Good. We will take you out to the site after lunch." He turned briefly to Roger. "Perhaps you could arrange to have the kamaki ready?"

	Roger van Hueck smiled happily.

	"Now you really have got a treat in front of you," he said to Sarah. "These boats are my greatest delight here. They have huge orange sails and yet they are so easy to handle—You wait and see!"

	Sarah was quite willing to be enthusiastic about any boat. There was enough breeze to make for speed which would be wonderful out on the water, but which here in the town was uncomfortable in the way that it sought out the fine white dust on the streets and blew it into the houses, through the doors and across the windowsills.

	"Shall I bring a camera?" she asked.

	The Professor watched her closely. "You may as well," he said.

	Lunch was a cheerful meal. They sat round a long refectory table which the Professor thought must have been left behind by a Spanish ship in search of conquest —because who hadn't attempted to conquer Djerba at one time or another?—the carving on it was so fine and the proportions so exact. He himself sat at the head of it, quite at home acting as host to the party, making an occasional gesture to the Negro who was serving them to make the meal go more smoothly. It was a good meal too, of local fish and vegetables, followed by dates from the mainland, sweeter and more satisfying than any that can be obtained in Europe, and oranges of the large, seedless kind.

	Sarah enjoyed it all very much. She liked the faintly masculine flavour to the conversation, the talk of previous digs and Roman ships and history. She would have enjoyed it even more if Philomena had looked happier and less as though she was going to cry at any moment. She gave her a quick look of sympathy as they got up from the table and was met by an answering stare of disapproval.

	"Feeling a bit down?" she asked her bravely as they mounted the stairs to their rooms.

	Philomena quickened her pace.

	"Mother said it was going to be fun!" she said fiercely. "But nobody cares that I'm here at all! Who cares about their beastly Roman boats ?"

	"Well, I do," Sarah replied.

	Philomena's eyes swept up her sister's dress, taking in every detail.

	"That's what I mean! You're built for the intellectual pursuits, but most girls like their lives to be spiced with something very different!"

	Sarah flushed and was silent. Philomena had a way of destroying her confidence in herself, but, this time, she couldn't afford to allow her to do so. This time it was her bread and butter and she would have to ignore her sister's discontent. But she had a feeling that it was going to be easier said than done.

	"I'll see you later," she said with unexpected firmness when they reached Philomena's door. "It would be silly for you to go out into this heat as you don't have to. Perhaps I shall be back in time for us to go swimming later."

	"If I'm still here!" Philomena retorted.

	Sarah refused to give any thought to this particular parting shot. Determinedly, she put her sister right to the back of her mind and began to think of her work. She changed into a swimming-suit and dressed again, picking up the camera that was easiest to carry and was the one she thought would be most suitable for any preliminary photographs she might take, and then she hurried down the stairs again, anxious not to keep anyone waiting.

	The Professor was already there. She came up behind him and was able to see how easily he stood, looking foreign to her eyes and subtly powerful; certainly she could never imagine him losing confidence in himself. She could see too the quality of his drip-dry clothes and the gold flash of his watch and strap which she was quite sure were the real thing. In an Englishman she might have had doubts about the vividness of everything about him. In a Frenchman she found it different and exciting, the more so because she knew his true solid worth from his work.

	"Roger will have gone on ahead to the harbour," he drawled. "What have you done with your sister?"

	Sarah blushed and was cross with herself because of it.

	"I thought I might go swimming with her when we get back," she said tautly.

	The Professor held the door open for her so that she went before him out into the hot, dusty street.

	"I imagine you may find leading a double life rather exhausting in this heat," he remarked without any change of expression. "I hope that my work is going to come first?"

	Sarah felt quite indignant that he should feel it necessary to ask.

	"Of course!" she said with a touch of hauteur.

	He smiled at that.

	"Good. Seeing that we have that quite clear let us go off and enjoy ourselves. I am afraid you will be disappointed when you see all that remains of my ship. I am hoping that we shall find that it is buried beneath the sands, waiting for us to reveal their secrets."

	Sarah smiled. "What do the local people think of it all?" she asked.

	He threw back his head and laughed.

	"Their collective memory is very long!" he said slyly. "Some of the older people I have talked to actually remember it going down!"

	Sarah chuckled also. "Perhaps long life is one of the other effects of the lotus flower," she suggested in much the same tone of voice.

	The Professor grinned.

	"We shall have to feed you on it in that case," he teased her. "We could perhaps capture you, just as you are, for ever and ever."

	She made a face at him, still laughing.

	"I think that would be rather dull!"

	"Mm," he agreed. "I can see you are the sensible sister." A comment which thoroughly annoyed her and kept her busily thinking of the perfect retort the whole way to the harbour. Once there she forgot it immediately, however, for the sheer beauty of the boats on the water, the classical faces of the young men who stood about and talked, and the whole surmounted by the ruined fort that at one time guarded these lovely chores.

	Roger was waiting for them, sitting in the bottom of one of the local boats with a happy expression on his face. He stood up immediately he saw them and leaped easily ashore to join them.

	"Mustapha is all ready to go," he called out to them eagerly. "Most of the others seem to have gone out fishing."

	The Professor cast the young Tunisian boy a quick, hard look.

	"Don't you want to catch fish?" he asked him.

	Mustapha stood foursquare, holding the end of the painter.

	"I want to go fishing for pots with you," he said. He grinned suddenly. "I can go fishing any other day."

	Sarah was amused by his frankness. He looked scarcely more than a child to her, with strong classical features and a fair skin tanned to the palest shade of coffee by the fierce sun. When he turned to stare at her in return she was surprised to find that his eyes were as blue as periwinkles. But then this was White Africa, she reminded herself, where the people were as mixed in their breeding as there were countries surrounding the Mediterranean. This Tunisian could as easily have been a Roman or a Greek, or even a Spaniard; he could match the pride and vivacity of any of them, with only a subtle gaiety of his own to mark him out as one of Bourghiba's boys in the New Tunisia.

	She allowed Roger to help her into the boat and sat down quickly on one of the cross-seats as it lurched dangerously beneath her weight. It was a moment or two before she could bring herself to relax, so strange was the feel of the rippling water below and the insecurity of the fragile craft. But gradually it felt rather less necessary to grasp the wood of the seat to keep it still and she could even look about her and enjoy the sights of the harbour from this unusual angle.

	A group of Berber women stood gossiping just within her sight. Unlike their Arab countrywomen they didn't wear the veil, finding it enough to turn their heads if a man should look at them too closely. They carried some enormous pots between them, shaped to a point that could be dug into the ground, and with two large handles which made them easy to carry. Sarah stared at them with disbelief—amphoras, no less! Perfectly shaped and exactly the same as those used in the time of St. Paul.

	The Professor jumped neatly in beside her and sat down in the same economical movement.

	"They haven't changed, have they?" he remarked. "Look hard at those amphoras, Sarah Feaney, you'll be seeing some more of them in a minute."

	She dragged her eyes away from the women and glanced across at his face to see if he was serious. The dark strength of his features struck her anew and she looked away again hastily before he could see the naked appreciation in her eyes. Philomena could get away with the obvious, but she was more easily embarrassed and she wasn't prepared to take any chances where her employer was concerned.

	"I read somewhere that they often give the position of these wrecks away," she said. "It will be rather fun to actually see for myself!"

	He leaned forward until his face obscured her view of the quay.

	"It will be rather fun showing them to you," he said.

	"I'm so glad you think so!" she said tartly.

	He exploded into laughter, not a whit put out. "Is Philomena ever sentimental?" he asked her.

	She fingered her bony chin thoughtfully, disliking this reminder of her sister.

	"I've never really thought about it," she compromised.

	"Well, at any rate, she hasn't your astringent quality!" he said, looking ostentatiously foreign and very masculine.

	She coloured and pulled her skirts primly down over her knees to give herself something to do, to ward off the hurt that she was sure his words were going to inflict if she let them.

	"No, she hasn't," she said abruptly. "She's a much more social animal altogether."

	His body bent to the angle of the boat, his eyes on the sails.

	"Why should you care? I imagine you have the brains in the family?"

	"Oh yes," she admitted bitterly, "I'm the clever one!"

	"Then why resent it when it shows?" he asked.

	She gave him a look of passionate dislike.

	"I don't!" she said sharply. "And it wouldn't be any of your business if I did!"

	His smile was disarming.

	"Touché, my dear. Move over and let Roger sit down."

	It was something, she supposed, that it was Roger and not the Professor who sat next to her. His large frame took up by far the greater part of the seat and she could feel her ribs pressed hard against the gunwale.

	She took a deep breath to make sure that she did in fact have room to breathe and the smell of canvas and warm sea filled her lungs and gave her an unexpected feeling of contentment. Mustapha hauled the sails up into the wind and they cracked excitedly as they filled with a sudden gust of hot air that sent them scurrying out to sea.

	It was terribly hot. The sun had a look of old pewter all around it, blazing down on the sea beneath. Even that water was warm, warmer than she had ever known sea-water to be, and beautiful, the ripples a pure jade green set off to perfection against the white wake of their boat. It was the most perfect day that Sarah could ever remember.

	From a distance the shore looked pale and romantic. The palm-trees that bespeckled the island looked almost squat and the olive trees no more than a delightful green haze in the distance. Sarah imagined that she was sailing with Odysseus and gaining her first sight of the island. It was a strangely attractive place, drawing one's heart like a magnet. Was it something in the soft air? Or something more tangible? She didn't know. She only knew that when the time came she was going to be very sorry to leave.

	Mustapha touched the tiller and the boat reeled over in answer to his command. Sarah's fingers curled round the wood of her Seat again and a sudden excitement gripped her as the spray brushed across her face. They were travelling fast now and it was a most exhilarating sensation. She had not known that boats were such exciting things; it was almost as though they had a life of their own, scurrying across the surface of a sea that had borne their kind for as long as man had ventured to leave his natural element of the land.

	"The wreck is over there," Roger told her, pointing it out from some mysterious bearings on the land. "We shan't be long now!"

	There was little enough to tell them they had arrived. The Professor had arranged to have a line of small buoys strung round the site, partly to make it easier to find and partly to keep the fishing boats away so that they would not disturb it any further.

	"We had a lot of fun with the suction equipment," he said with a laugh. "The whole island came out to watch and we scarcely had room to breathe. We sucked away enough mud to make sure that there was a ship down there, then they took it away again. It will be back again tomorrow and we'll be able to clear away the rest of the muck and take a good look at it."

	Sarah peered down into the "blue waters, hoping to see some shape below that would be recognisable as a ship. But there was nothing. A few fish swam lazily into her sight and out again, but there was nothing more.

	"Have you got your swimming things on? Do you want to go down and take a look?"

	Sarah's hand went up to her hair, pulling at the pins and scattering it over her shoulders.

	"Yes, I want to," she said.

	"Have you ever been long under water?" asked the Professor.

	She shook her head reluctantly. "But I can hold my breath for ages!" she exclaimed. "And I'm very good with a snorkel."

	"I think we can spare you some compressed air—if you're good!" he smiled.

	She wasn't entirely pleased. She had never used diving equipment and she would have preferred to have experimented alone, or at any rate somewhere away from the probing eyes of the two men.

	"I don't suppose there is all that much to see as yet,"

	she said indifferently. "I think I've changed my mind about taking a look!"

	The Professor looked displeased.

	"You'll have to go down some time," he warned her.

	Her eyes met his. "Then I'll go now," she said bravely.

	It took courage to allow herself to be strapped into the harness that carried the cylinders of compressed air. It chafed her bare shoulders and she was sure that the Professor had done the straps up too tight, though she didn't say anything because it was quite bad enough to feel his strong, neat fingers against her skin. It didn't mean anything, of course, but she was horribly aware of him all the same and unexpectedly shy of what he might be thinking.

	He handed her her mask and she busied herself with dipping it over the side to make sure it was wet.

	"Spit in it," he advised her, "and make sure it grips you properly."

	She did as she was bidden and then sat and waited as the men got themselves ready too. Roger was the first one over the side and she followed him, clumsily, unaccustomed to the extra weight of the equipment.

	Once in the water a new world opened up to her. She thought she had never seen anything so beautiful in her life before. It was true that it bore some resemblance to the coloured photographs she had seen in magazines, but they were distorted in some way because they were still. Here it was all movement and glancing lights. She plunged downwards, following Roger as he struck out for the bottom. It was difficult to remember to breathe, but fascinating to watch the bubbles of their breath dancing up to the surface. She tried to remember all that she knew about refraction under water and the difficulties of judging distances. Her job was not going to be easy. She landed with a bump on the bottom and groped her way towards where the two men were already standing. A needle-fish, a cheerful extrovert with an endless nose and a great many small teeth which, happily, he kept to himself, came up to have a look at her. She pulled it backwards by its tail and it shot off indignantly, only to return to take another look at her from a different angle.

	The Professor beckoned her over to where he was standing and scraped away at the sand with his hands. She watched with interest as the top of the main mast came into view. It was marvellously well preserved and caught at her imagination, making her wonder how the rest of the ship would be. Parts of it might even be recognisable, with barnacles holding fast to the bottom. She did a bit of scraping for herself, but she wasn't very successful. Earnestly she wished, she had her camera with her for a first shot of the Professor bending lovingly over his find. The strange light gave his tough body an added glamour and the strong angles of his face shone beneath his mask. She turned away from him deliberately and contemplated Roger instead. It was not, after all, the men she had come to photograph but the ancient Roman ship.

	When it was time to come up to the surface she was accustomed to the peculiar sensations of being beneath the sea. It no longer seemed odd to be able to chase the fish in their own element, or to watch the strange crustations of the coral, or to grasp the occasional sponge that men had dived for from this coast for as long as man could remember. There didn't seem to be many about now and she wondered if this was yet another crop that had been over-harvested in. recent times, stripping the accessible parts of the sea of their valuable' assets.

	She came up easily, meeting the sudden heat of the atmosphere outside with a sense of surprise. Her movements felt restricted after the freedom of the water and the equipment was suddenly unbearably heavy and she couldn't get rid of it quickly enough.

	"Had fun ?" the Professor asked her. He was standing on one of the seats in the boat, rubbing his hair with the casually efficient movements of the born athlete. When -Sarah hoisted herself on board too, he very nearly went over, and she laughed.

	"Lovely fun!" she said with satisfaction. "I wish I'd brought a camera with me."

	He nodded to Mustapha to get under way as Roger also landed in the bottom of the boat.

	"There'll be plenty of time for that," he assured her. "Tomorrow we can all start in earnest."

	She nodded happily. A warm breeze was blowing, drying her skin without chilling her at all. She flicked her fingers through her hair so that it too would dry more quickly and pulled her dress back on over her swim-suit. She was blissfully content and she looked it. She tucked her long legs beneath her and sniffed at the salt in the wind and the spray. What more could any person want beyond a job that held their interest and surroundings like these? The sandy beaches of the island looked white in the fading sun and the palms stood tattily against the green horizon that turned to blue only directly above them and there it formed the perfect background to the orange sails of the boat and the white clean ropes.

	She was still dreaming as they came into harbour, and she didn't notice that her sister had come to meet them until long after Mustapha had lowered the sails and they had come right up against the side of the quay. She waved to her as soon as she did see her and sprang ashore, eager to tell her all about the ancient wreck and the delights of diving. But Philomena turned away and walked quickly up towards the ruined fort.

	"You'd better run after her if you want to catch her," Roger told her. "We'll finish here."

	She glanced uncertainly at the Professor, but he was already gathering up the equipment from the bottom of the boat.

	"Well, if you're sure?" she said uncertainly.

	"I'm sure," Roger grunted.

	Sarah wasn't entirely happy about it, but she ran after her sister all the same.

	"It was super!" she called out to her.

	Philomena turned and met her eyes coolly.

	"You look a mess!" she said. "And if you plan to do that to your hair every day, you'll ruin it completely!"

	Sarah tossed her salt-sticky hair behind her shoulders, refusing to care.

	"I'll have to buy a cap," she agreed indifferently. She fell into step beside her sister, linking her arm with hers. "Isn't this a beautiful place?" she exclaimed.

	But Philomena pulled away from her.

	"I'm glad somebody is enjoying themselves!" she said bitterly. 

	 


CHAPTER FOUR

	HER bed, Sarah discovered, had that indefinable sense of discomfort that French beds are apt to have. It was something to do with having a bolster instead of a pillow and the way that the blankets were tucked in seemed more open to draughts than the more staid English method. She awoke with a crick in her neck from the uncompromising roundness of the bolster and an eager feeling of anticipation in the pit of her stomach. It took her a moment or two to remember where she was. The peeling yellow paint appalled her and the smell of camel from the blankets was unusual and made her want to sneeze. She pushed the bedclothes away from her and "turned over, glorying in the sudden remembrance of the hot sun and the water and the feel of both on her body.

	There was no sound from Philomena's room as she went past. Sarah hesitated outside the door, wondering if she should wake her sister, but she decided against it and went on downstairs by herself. Only the Negro seemed to be up and about and he was busy watering all the plants. His grin was wider than ever when he greeted her, and she wished that they had some language in common so that they could converse. Perhaps he was one of the descendants of the slaves who had once been brought up from the south, though now he seemed to be as much a Tunisian as anyone else.

	He beckoned her to go into the dining-room and seated her in solitary state at the table.

	"Cafe?" he suggested, pleased with his one word of French.

	She smiled back and nodded. "Cafe!" she repeated.

	He was gone for some time and she was tempted to leave the table again and explore the neighbouring rooms to find out what they contained, but at that moment Philomena came in and sat down opposite her.

	"Thanks for waking me!" she said abruptly.

	Sarah looked up, startled.

	"Why, did you want me to?" she asked.

	"Well, I didn't want to be left on my own again. This isn't exactly a woman's country," Philomena added dryly.

	Sarah's heart sank. "What do you mean?" she asked with determined cheerfulness.

	Philomena patted her hair into a better shape.

	"I shouldn't have thought it was necessary for me to put it into words! People look at you if you're on your own—I noticed it yesterday."

	"Nonsense!" Sarah retorted bracingly.

	Philomena tightened her mouth into an unattractive line.

	"How do you know? You weren't here all afternoon. Anyway, I knew you wouldn't believe me!"

	Sarah tried to ignore the familiar feeling of inadequacy that her sister was apt to give her.

	"There's nothing I can do about it now," she said tautly. "I have to do my work."

	Philomena shrugged her pale shoulders that contrasted so well with her black hair.

	"Then I'll have to come with you," she said.

	Sarah wondered if she could leave it to somebody else to explain why that would be impossible. She wished long and hard that her mother had not had this brilliant idea of sending Philomena just here for her holiday when she would probably have enjoyed it so much more at some more exotic centre where everything would be laid on. for her.

	It was something of a relief when the men came in to join them. Roger van Hueck's look of ruddy health made Sarah suspect that he had just come from a cold bath and an uncomfortable shave. By contrast the Professor smelt strongly of after-shave lotion and the stuff he put on his hair. It was difficult not to smile at the contrast between them—and difficult too not to suspect the Professor of a certain dandyism, but perhaps it was just because he Was a Frenchman and therefore couldn't see why a man should not smell like a bunch of flowers!

	They greeted Philomena with the special courtesy that all men reserve for a pretty, if useless, woman, and nodded to Sarah with rather less enthusiasm before they sat down. Philomena expanded visibly under the treatment.

	"We were just beginning to get bored with one another!" she told them sunnily. "I suppose it's because we got up so early!"

	Roger van Hueck looked sympathetic.

	"Is your sister such an early riser?"

	"You don't know her? She was always the one to get to school early—I'm afraid I was almost invariably late!"

	Despite herself Sarah found herself remembering those mornings when her mother had called out from her bedroom :

	"You're to take Philomena with you, Sarah. She's younger than you are and I won't have her crossing that road by herself!"

	Sarah could remember now the pleading in her voice.

	"But I'll be late again!"

	Her mother had never been able to see her point.

	"Nonsense, dear! Your classes don't begin any earlier than Philomena's!"

	And so they had both been late, and Sarah had been too proud to complain at the extra essays and the lines of poetry learned in punishment for slipping into prayers late, or even for skipping them altogether. She had always taken her work seriously, impatient to learn and to escape from the prefabricated ideas in which she was being brought up.

	"I expect I was a bit of a prig," she admitted aloud with a half-smile. "It always upset me to think I was doing something wrong!"

	Philomena preened herself happily.

	"It still does, sweetie!"

	Sarah was very conscious of the Professor's eyes upon her.

	"I daresay," she said uncomfortably. She tried to think of some way of changing the conversation and clutched gratefully at the day's work ahead of them. Impulsively, she turned to Roger as being the more sympathetic of the two men. "Have you thought that we ought to take some aerial shots?" she asked him.

	Van Hueck looked completely blank, and it was the Professor who came to her rescue.

	"We shall have to suck most of the mud away first to reveal the ship. When we have done that you will have to tell Roger and myself what shots you want to take and we shall try to oblige you."

	Sarah flushed with pleasure. "It might be rather expensive—" she warned him tentatively.

	"That isn't your worry," he said firmly. He smiled suddenly. "I'll take you up myself if you promise not to be air-sick!"

	Roger laughed heartily. "Philomena is the one who doesn't like flying!" he said.

	"I suspect I haven't sufficient sensibility to notice the hazards!" said Sarah demurely.

	The gleam in the Professor's eyes rewarded her.

	"No," he agreed, "there is nothing in the least Victorian about you." And although she wasn't quite sure what he meant by that she found that she didn't mind the bantering tone }n his voice at all. In fact she rather liked it.

	*

	When it came to it Philomena didn't want to go out in the boat after all. She stood on the edge of the harbour wall looking cool and beautiful in her yellow cotton frock. Sarah heaved a sigh of relief as they rounded the edge of the point and hit the open sea.

	"What is she planning to do with herself?" Roger asked her, enjoying the picture that the younger sister made against the ruined fort.

	"I don't know," Sarah replied tautly. "She didn't say."

	The Professor looked back at her over his shoulder.

	"We'll have to find her some playmates before she gets bored," he said thoughtfully, "or our butterfly will escape us."

	Sarah looked up at the flapping orange sails, not daring to let herself dwell on that remark. She had to remember that the Professor was her employer and that she couldn't let fly at him as easily as she would have done with anyone else.

	"Philomena is hardly a butterfly," she said with obvious restraint.

	He grinned at her.

	"A very pretty butterfly," he acknowledged. "I like having her around!" Which somehow didn't succeed in pleasing Sarah either, so she busied herself with her camera equipment, experimenting to see how the camera fitted into its waterproof casing.

	The suction plant was already in position, held in place by rafts, like some gigantic household cleaner sucking away the mud and sand from around the sunken ship. It was being operated by the other two members of the team, neither of whom Sarah had met as yet. She knew that one of them was a Tunisian called Sinbad el Haruch, which had made her wonder what his surname meant and whether it could really be Sinbad the Sailor! The other, an Italian, was well known in the field of Roman sailing methods. Sarah had read several articles by Giuseppe Torri and was looking forward to meeting him.

	It took only a few moments to strip off her dress and to be eased into her diving equipment. Oddly, she did not feel at all nervous this tame at the prospect of descending into the depths below. She dangled her feet over the edge of the boat to get the feel of the cool water and then splashed over the side in an ungainly movement that landed her in the water.

	It was as beautiful as she had remembered it. She kicked out, using the black rubber flippers on her feet to the best advantage, and streaked through the cool water. The sensation gave her a feeling of power and control. She had never known anything quite like it before. The colours were fantastic and the whole underwater world was strange and enchanted.

	Sarah struck out for the ship, seeing the shape of two men already there, holding the nozzle of the suction equipment for the delicate task of unveiling some of the objects which had been left on the deck so long ago. The men greeted her with a wave of the hand and signalled for her to be careful of where she put her feet. Some of the ancient pots were very fragile. The sea was muddied by the flying sand and it was more difficult to see what she was about. She peered through the murky water and saw that already one side of the ship was easily recognisable. She would have to go back for her camera and start work in earnest.

	It was more difficult to persuade the Professor to halt operations for a few minutes to allow the sand to settle.

	"Can't you take them later?" he asked.

	But she stuck to her guns.

	"I want a series, showing the ship slowly coming into view." Gently, she smiled at him. "Nobody can stay down for very long. Couldn't we have a bargain that I take a picture every hour—or so?"

	"Or so!" he grunted crossly. "Are you sure it's necessary?" He wasn't the kind of man to appreciate that a photographer always had doubts.

	"Absolutely," she assured him solemnly.

	"Then you'd better go and tell Roger. He'll call the others off for you."

	Roger was a much easier proposition.

	"Do you want the finds of each level lined up too?" he asked.

	"I'd rather do those back at the hotel, except for large things to add interest. Some of the small stuff might get lost until I'm completely in control of the camera. It's difficult to judge what things will show and what won't with the naked eye."

	He nodded.

	"It's your job," he reminded her softly.

	"I know. As a matter of fact I think the results are going to be pretty good! The water is so blissfully clear when they're not stirring up all that mud!"

	Roger's eyes, slid over her, rather obviously enjoying the picture she made as she stood, dripping, before him.

	"You're enjoying it, aren't you?" he said.

	She flicked her hair back behind her shoulders. "Yes, I am."

	He prodded her camera with a thoughtful finger. "Good."

	From then on the day seemed full of measurements and worries about whether the film she had chosen had enough light to make the pictures clear and brilliant. Once she got distracted and took one of the needle-fish whose curiosity had brought it within inches of her nose. It was her bad luck that it happened. to be at that moment that the Professor came down himself to see how she was getting on. He frowned at her through the water and she hurriedly went back to her proper job and took him against the now clearly revealed wreck of the ship.

	Sarah was tired when they .came to the surface for the last time. She dried herself off rapidly and pulled her cotton frock over her head, subsiding on to one of the seats in the boat, pulling her collection of films towards her to make sure that they were still all intact.

	"When can we see some of the results?" the Professor asked her.

	She glanced up at him, immediately worried because she knew that she ought to develop the films that night and she wasn't sure what Philomena would want to do and whether she would have the opportunity.

	"I—I don't know exactly," she compromised. "I'll be as quick with them as I can."

	He looked at her steadily, the hint of a smile in his eyes.

	"I'll take your sister out," he promised her. "She'll be out of your hair for a while—and I shall enjoy her particular brand of feminine charm."

	It was so hot that she felt stifled. She longed for the sail to be raised and to feel the slight breeze against her cheeks as they made for harbour. Anything would be better than to feel the atmosphere like a cloud on her head and to be hardly able to move. But when the sails did spread to meet the wind it was very little better. The breeze was as hot as the still, damp air.

	Later on she had no time to worry about either the heat or Philomena. She blacked out her room carefully and set up her equipment for developing films, a little agitated because these were the first she had done for the Professor and she wanted them to be perfect. If she shut her eyes, she could imagine some ghastly happening such as none of them coming out properly, and then she would never forgive herself. The Professor would be distant and kind and she would feel like crying inside. Or, even worse, he would make some biting remark that would be funny enough to make her laugh, but the sting would linger for a long, long time, so long that it might be for ever.

	Her hands trembled slightly as she pulled the precious records out of their cachets and dropped them into the fluid. If she were lucky—if she were very lucky, some of them should be almost perfect and then she could relax, knowing that she was on top of her job. She would know then too that she was pulling her weight on the expedition. With Philomena there it gave the whole place a kind of holiday air that wasn't valid for her and she had to remember that, consciously, all the time. She glanced down at her watch. Another few seconds to go.

	When at last she dared to look at them, her breath caught with excitement. They were very clear and well defined and as far as she could see they were well centred without too much inessential detail or useless space. She was almost sure that they were a success.

	The printing came easily. She was no longer aware of the heat or the time. All she knew was a mounting delight in the pictures she had taken. The wreck showed clearly and she noticed things about it that she had not even noticed when she had been down there looking at it. The intricacies of the scrollwork that led up to where the figurehead had once been, but was no longer, were fine and delicately patterned from vine leaves and bunches of grapes. Perhaps that had been the trouble, she thought, that Neptune had been envious of all this attention paid to Bacchus and wanted the ship for himself. She smiled at her own silliness and went on to the next print. Both the Professor and the needle-fish had come out well-, but of the two of them the fish had the broader smile.

	When she had finished she took the top copies of the prints and the book she was reading downstairs to wait for the others to come in. The Negro waiter came hurrying over to her to see if she wanted anything. She wondered how she could order a pressed lemon drink from him and went through an elaborate pantomime of what she wanted. He laughed delightedly and went off to fetch the drink for her. When he came back he caught sight of the photographs. As eager as a child, he reached out for them, chuckling with glee as he recognised the various shapes ant! realised what she had been doing.

	He was still looking at them when the others came in. Sinbad el Haruch said something to him in Arabic and he handed over the photographs with an appreciative glance at Sarah.

	"What does he say?" she asked Sinbad as the Negro said something to him.

	The Tunisian shot a glance at the Italian and smiled sheepishly.

	"He wanted to know who had taken them," he admitted. "He doesn't believe that a woman would have an eye for such things!"

	Sarah joined in the general laughter. She suspected that neither Sinbad nor the Italian, Giuseppe Torri, had really thought that a woman could do the job either. Women were all very well when the archaeological site was on land and in full view—a proper 'dig,' in fact— but it was a very different matter to have women diving with them and holding up their operations while she took photographs. They would have preferred a man to have been on the other side of the camera, but they bore her no grudge and were pleased that her first shots had turned out so well.

	"Will they do?" Roger asked her. He looked tense and worried and she wondered what was the matter with him.

	"Have a look," she suggested, and held out the prints to him.

	He went through them with the careful eye of an expert.

	"Yes, very nice," he said at last. "What relevance has the fish?"

	She bit her lip.

	"Don't you think he's rather attractive?" she asked him.

	"I should hide it before the Professor sees it," he rapped out. "He won't approve of your wasting film like that!" His usually mild blue eyes sparked dangerously. "Nor will he care for this one!" he added, producing the one of the Professor.

	Sarah bit back her first retort. '

	"The fish was just for fun," she said tautly, "but the one of the Professor was necessary. He will need more than just pictures of the ship for his book."

	Roger gave it a last disapproving look. "You've made him look quite a pin-up boy in that!" he exclaimed.

	Sarah looked at it over his shoulder.

	"He is quite handsome," she said critically. "He has a nice shape. You can see it better in his swimming trunks, that's all."

	"Is that what it is?"

	She didn't know why she took his scorn so seriously, but it hurt and embarrassed her because she didn't understand it.

	"Where is he, anyway?" Roger demanded of the company at large.

	Sarah took back the photographs and stacked them neatly on the table. "He's with Philomena," she explained.

	"Why?" he snapped.

	So that was it! Suddenly the reason for his displeasure was quite clear to her. She gave him a warm, sympathetic smile and was rewarded by a rather, bleak smile in return.

	"What are you drinking?" he asked her.

	She waved her pressed lemon drink under his nose.

	"Why don't you have one? It's very refreshing!"

	"I need something considerably stronger than that," he grunted.

	She wondered briefly if the Tunisian would mind, but he didn't appear to, merely translating the orders of the others so that J:he Negro could get them for them. He himself joined Sarah in having a soft drink.

	"Sometimes I have a glass of wine," he told her in answer to her unspoken enquiry. "But we are very modern in Tunisia. It is not uncommon nowadays."

	They all sat down in a friendly group at one end of the dining-room. To Sarah it was a completely new experience to find herself so much at home in such a cosmopolitan gathering. Giuseppe sat himself down beside her with a comical look at any possible rivals.

	"We are verra lucky to have you here," he said with open satisfaction. "You must come and meet my second cousin, the potter, when we are next free, and he will make you a charming pot all for yourself."

	The Tunisian looked at him reproachfully.

	"He is not your second cousin," he objected slowly.

	"But of course he is my cousin! We come from the same village."

	Sinbad shrugged his shoulders. "Prove it!" he said charmingly.

	Giuseppe was decidedly put out.

	"He is my cousin—he is not my cousin ! What does it matter? He makes fine pots!"

	"The very finest," Sinbad concurred courteously.

	"There you are! So you see," the Italian went on quickly, turning back to Sarah, "how wise you would be to come with me to meet him. He has the same name as myself," he added in a fierce undertone. "Of course he is my cousin!"

	Sarah laughed. "Do they really make pots here in Djerba ?" she asked.

	"As fine as any that came out of Rome," he assured her.

	She was astonished. "You, an Italian, can say that?" she teased him.

	He spread out expressive hands.

	"We took the shape from the Greeks, why should we complain when the Arabs take the shape from us?"

	Sinbad sat up indignantly. "And the Egyptians? They had these pots long before either of you had them!"

	Giuseppe pursed up his lips. "The ancient Egyptians? Were they exactly the same?" he pondered.

	"Shall we say a Mediterranean shape?" Sarah interposed hastily. "Do you always argue like this?"

	"Yes, they always do!" a very French voice said behind her, and she turned quickly, just in time to see the Professor drop Philomena's arm as they came right into the room. Philomena's face was glowing with excitement and pleasure and she looked prettier than ever. "They quarrel all the time. It is a part of their life here."

	"It proves we are good friends," Sinbad drawled carelessly.

	The Professor smiled at him. "Yes, you are good friends," he agreed.

	Philomena chose a high chair, hitched up her skirt above her knees and sat down negligently.

	"This," she announced, "is the most wonderful town I've ever been in! Sarah, I've had the most gorgeous time! Sebastian took me into the souks and I bought a camel blanket—I'll show you after. Then we drove out of town to some hotel and sat around on the beach. Did you know that there were springs of water all over the island? There was a hot one right on the beach. Some of the people had dammed it up!" She stretched herself exotically. "Oh my, this is quite a place!"

	Sarah was glad to see her looking so happy. She relaxed into her chair and felt happier herself. It had been kind of the Professor to entertain her sister, she thought, but then he was both kind and considerate. She felt his eyes on her and looked across at him, meeting his eyes squarely.

	"Well?" he asked her.

	But she couldn't thank him. He had prevented that by his attitude earlier when she had tried to show him she was grateful.

	"I—I wanted to show you the first photographs," she said.

	Immediately he held out his hand for them, but it was Philomena who took them from her.

	"Why," she explained joyfully, "here's one of you, Sebastian! It's too, too glamorous!" She wound her arm round the Professor's. "May I keep it?" she asked him.

	He released himself with gentle fingers.

	"If you like," he said. 

	 


CHAPTER FIVE

	PHILOMENA paused on the landing as the two sisters were making their way to bed.

	"Are you coming in to see my purchases?" she asked Sarah.

	Sarah was immediately enthusiastic.

	"I should love to! I'm dying to hear all about the souks. Are they as romantic as they sound?"

	"Well, no," Philomena had to admit. "They're very dark. A maze of passages with all the shops being no more than holes in the wall. I can't think how they see to work at all!"

	"Did you get your blanket there?" asked Sarah.

	Philomena shook her head.

	"We went to have a look at them being made. Sebastian seems to know all the local craftsmen. Look what he found for me."

	She held open her hand to reveal a small silver Arab brooch with a geometric design that was pleasing to the eye and not too complicated. Sarah took it from, her and held it up to the rather dismal light that hung, naked, from a tatty piece of wire in the ceiling.

	"It's lovely!" she said. "Was it expensive?"

	Philomena snatched it from her, looking coy.

	"Well, I should hardly know that, should I?"

	So the Professor had given it to her, Sarah thought, and wondered why the knowledge should hurt her. It was nothing to her whom Philomena wove her charms over! Why should it be?

	"Very nice!" she said aloud, crisply. "He seems to have given you a very pleasant afternoon!"

	"Oh yes, he did!" Philomena agreed. She looked like a kitten faced with a jug of cream, just before the first gorgeous lick. "He did indeed!"

	There wasn't much that one could say to that. It seemed to Sarah that her sister's self-confidence had never been at a higher level. It was impregnable. And that, she told herself, was a very desirable state to be in, so there was not the slightest need for her to be so down about it.

	"Good, I'm glad," she said with what she hoped was sincerity. "I'm glad you're beginning to like it better here too!"

	Philomena shrugged her shoulders.

	"People always mean more to me than places," she said calmly. "Just as with you it's always been the other way about!"

	Sarah wondered if that were true. She thought she had always been content wherever she had been, but she was learning things about herself that she had never known before. She had never thought before that she could be jealous of Philomena's easy conquests, and yet she had been very nearly wishing that her sister had had a perfectly horrible afternoon and for no good reason that she could see.

	"Aren't you going to show me your rug?" she asked brightly.

	Philomena unwrapped it slowly, untying the knots in the string one by one so as to delay the process. It had been beautifully done up in brown paper, making it look a great deal smaller than it really was. Spread out, it practically , covered the floor of the small bedroom. It was a rich green in colour with the traditional Moslem geometric designs woven into it in brown, black and white.

	"It has a funny smell," Sarah complained.

	"It's new," Philomena explained patiently. "And it's made of camel wool. Probably it hasn't been very well washed."

	Seeing that there were still one or two burrs clinging to the wool, Sarah thought that that was only too likely. But it was beautiful. The colours had a simplicity that only natural dyes could give—and the black, the brown and the white had not been dyed at all, but were the natural colours, carefully sorted into their own batches. It had been woven on a hand-loom of the simplest sort, with the ends knotted together and ended off in green woollen baubles that finished the blanket nicely. Originally it might have been used to add comfort to a camel-saddle, but now they were mostly made to boost the tourist industry, though happily it had not yet occurred to anyone to make them in any way different from those they have been turning out for generations.

	"It's very nice indeed!" Sarah exclaimed with appreciation. "We must have a look some time and see if we can find one for Mother."

	Philomena sniffed. "They're three or four pounds, you know!" she said.

	"I imagine they are! All the better. You'll want to take her back something nice."

	Philomena laughed. "Oh, good heavens! She didn't give me the money to squander on her! She wants me to have a good time here, not scrimp and save so that I can take presents back to her."

	"Well, perhaps," Sarah admitted, "but you'll have to take her something."

	"Oh, I may not bother," her sister said airily. "You'll go back laden with more than enough stuff from the two of us. You always do that sort of thing!"

	Sarah felt suddenly quite tired of all the things she 'always did.' She made a swift mental calculation of the amount of money she could expect to save in the next few weeks and vowed to herself that she would take her mother a single, luxurious item and it would be quite clear that it came from her alone! But then it was only because Philomena was young that she was so heedless. She loved her mother just as much. It wasn't really selfish, just thoughtless. Sarah glanced across at her and wondered again at her strong, petulant beauty which was so like their mother's. Her own fairness seemed bare beside it and her seriousness dull against her sister's gay frivolity. Involuntarily, she sighed.

	"Well," she said, "I'm for bed." She stretched herself and went towards the door. "What are you doing tomorrow?" she asked.

	Philomena's smile grew wider.

	"I don't share that sort of knowledge, remember? I never did !"

	Sarah sighed again. No, her sister had never shared any of her activities with her family, resenting any interest that they might have shown in her romantic affairs. It was something that Sarah had always been able to sympathise with, because she too had liked to keep all that was really dear to her, and that was her work, away from the prying eyes of those she loved, so it was all the more bewildering to realise that she was resenting her sister's attitude now.

	"I suppose he's taking you out again?" she hazarded tentatively.

	Philomena gave her a long, blank stare.

	"So what?" she asked. "You don't own him, you know."

	Sarah took a deep breath.

	"No," she agreed softly. "And really, I'm awfully glad I don't!"

	She lay awake for a long time that night, and it was all the more irritating because she knew she was tired and that there would be much to do in the morning. When morning came, however, she was still tossing and turning and the bolster seemed as hot and as uncomfortable as ever. Tonight, she vowed, she would open the shutters wide, no matter what, to catch any breath of air that happened to be passing for, there was no doubt about it, it was the abominable heat which had been keeping her awake.

	 

	The photographs went quicker that day. From her darkened room upstairs she could hear a transistor radio being played downstairs. The music sounded strange and it was difficult to pick out the melody, but she didn't quite dislike it. At intervals it stopped and the harsh, guttural accents of the Arab language would flood the silence all around her in unrecognisable syllables and she was left wondering what it was all about. Then the music would sound forth again in what seemed to be exactly the same song as before.

	It helped her to work. She found the rhythm, complicated as it was, invaded her being and made it easier to concentrate. In quite a short time she had the rolls of film developed and had started to print them, her heart hammering with anticipation in case they weren't as good as the day before. But when she had finished, she didn't think anyone would have any cause for complaint. They were clear and sharp and they were meticulous in showing each stage of the unveiling of the ship. If there were rather too many of them, that was only to be expected.

	When she had done she put the prints on her dressing-table and considered what she would do with herself before it was time to join the others for the evening meal. She had a whole precious three hours to herself, which was a treat indeed. A little guiltily, just in case her sister was in her room after all, she crept past her door and ran lightly down the marble steps, almost tripping over the radio as she did so. The Negro put out a huge hand and rescued it from beneath her feet, grinning at her as he did so. Carefully, he put it beside one of the pots, humming the same tune under his breath. It was the first time that Sarah had looked at all carefully at the plants that littered up the steps, but now the pot that held a large, bushy green thing held her attention. The markings were original and the varnish thick and splodgy. It was not really a very well made pot, but it had an unexpected charm lent by the restraint of its colour scheme.

	The Negro was pleased at her interest and tried to tell her something about it, but she couldn't understand him.

	"Guellala?" she asked him hopefully, repeating the name of the local pottery village, hoping that it was a local piece.

	He nodded vigorously. "Guellala," he repeated.

	She would just have nice time, she thought, to go there. She didn't think Giuseppe Torri would really mind her stealing a march on him and going to see for herself. She felt a growing excitement at the idea of seeing something of the island for herself, and clutching her camera to her she set off down the narrow street that separated the hotel from the main square.

	It was cooler than in the full heat of the day and all the inhabitants had come out into the streets to gossip and to trade. The houses belonged very much to the women, where they entertained each other and lived out their mysterious lives; the men haunted the cafes and the sidewalks of the streets, their long robes flowing about them and more often than not with their heads swathed in a piece of turkish towelling. They watched her pass with good-mannered interest, only too pleased to direct her to the spot where she could catch the Guellala bus.

	The bus, when it came along, was a French one, typical of the long, straight country roads of France, with an impertinent-looking front and a rickety ladder at the rear that led up to the luggage rack on top. Flung haphazardly on to this rack were a couple of bicycles, several crates of fruit and three baskets of local fish. Two small boys, reluctant to pay the normal fare for travelling inside, clung perilously on top of the lot, giggling happily every time the bus lurched round a corner in the road, almost dislodging them.

	Sarah got in with some trepidation and seated herself quickly on the nearest vacant seat. One or two of the women, unveiled because they were Berber rather than Arab, smiled tentatively at her and were delighted when she smiled back. With soft, exploratory fingers, they touched the material of her dress and laughed excitedly between themselves. Even her camera didn't disturb them, though they shook their heads when she asked if she might take a photograph of them. Instead they offered her a share of the marzipan sweets they were eating and tried to introduce her to the complicated family relationships between them. In the end' she was sure of only one thing, that they all came from the same village and had gone into Houmt Souk to take their newly washed wool to the market there. She was so intrigued with them that it came as a shock to her that they had arrived at Guellala and that she had hardly noticed the surrounding countryside at all.

	She felt very alone, standing in the white dusty road after she had waved her new-found friends goodbye. The road was edged with a hedge of prickly pear that reached taller than her head and the only other thing she could see was a stretch of olive trees that reached as far as she could look along the road ahead, great gnarled trunks in fascinating shapes, topped by the distinctive almost silvery leaves. There was no sign whatever of the pottery centre. Disconsolately she walked to the corner and was relieved to see the village ahead of her, bigger than she had expected and more spread out, an array of houses that had been highly decorated to advertise the potters who inhabited them. Some had trained in Italy and France and had the most impressive-sounding diplomas, and there was one who called himself Carlo Torn and, as he was the nearest to her, she went to visit him first.

	There were pots everywhere. Many of them exactly the same as those which they had rescued from the depths of the sea leaned against the white walls. Others, of a less happy design, filled the blue painted windows and the niches in the wall, while yet more stood in groups on the concrete floor.

	"Madame?" a young man greeted her. He looked every inch an Italian, with soft black curly hair and almost black eyes, but all the Mediterranean races are so mixed that he could have been anything.

	"Monsieur Torri?" she asked hesitantly.

	He nodded excitedly, his interest caught.

	"Your cousin—" she began.

	He broke into delighted laughter.

	"But of course! You come from the expedition ? My cousin will have sent you?"

	"Well, not exactly," she compromised. "He told me about you, but he said he'd bring me himself."

	The Tunisian Torri laughed with wicked good humour.

	"How wise of you to come by yourself!" he commented dryly. "Now, let me see what I can find to offer you. Or perhaps you only came to look and admire? I am not one of those who will do anything to make an honest dinar!"

	Sarah was amused.

	"I've come to buy," she assured him, "but it will have to be something small and cheap because I can't afford a great deal."

	He considered her seriously for a minute.

	"It doesn't have to be expensive to have charm," he said at last. "I will make one or two suggestions and then you can look around and see if there is anything you like better. Poke about where you please. Everything is for sale, sooner or later."

	Sarah took him at his word. She delighted in examining all the different shapes he had made. Some were frankly hideous in both conception and execution, covered with shells and highly coloured, but others were both fragile and; dainty. There were a number of hanging gardens, made in the shape of pots but with diamond-shaped holes cut out of them, and it was on a small one of these that Sarah's eye fell.

	"I'll take that!" she said.

	He was doubtful that it would carry without breaking, but he wrapped it up for her and handed her the package.

	"How much is it?" she asked him rather belatedly.

	His dark eyes flirted with her.

	"For you? A very special price, no? Shall we say the privilege of escorting you around the village? You will want to see the ovens and the other shops, will you not? And you must be able to report to my cousin that I looked after you properly!"

	Sarah felt confused. She knew she was blushing and that made her cross, but it was nice to know that he wanted to escort her even if she didn't think that she ought to accept the offer. She bit her lip, wondering what to do, and was glad when she was rescued by some other people coming into the shop.

	"Hullo, Sarah."

	She blinked, even more annoyed with herself that she she had not noticed who it was who had come in.

	"I—I'm sorry, you were against the light," she stammered.

	Sebastian smiled at her, more gently than he usually did, and picked up the piece of pottery she was buying.

	"Is this for your room?"

	She took it from him, admiring again its fragile lines.

	"I'm not sure. I want to take it to England with me."

	He looked amused.

	"Women always do want to pack the most impossible things!" he said. He reached for his wallet and turned enquiringly to the potter. "I'll pay for it," he told him with decision. The smile played on his lips again. "A present from the expedition, if you like," he explained.

	She accepted it without really knowing what to say, the gesture was so unexpected.

	"Thank you very much," she said awkwardly.

	His eyes were cold as he looked at her and she was almost sure that he was comparing her artlessness with her sister's feminine grace and chatter, and that made her less sure of herself than ever.

	"Monsieur Torri said he would show me round the village," she announced-, forcing herself to break the silence.

	The Professor was quite unperturbed.

	"How nice of him, but I know my way around pretty well, so I don't think that will be necessary, do you? What do you want to see first?"

	Clutching her parcel as a kind of talisman, she was swept off in his wake to do a complete and efficient tour of the village. He pulled her in and out of one of the ovens which was not being used and demonstrated to her exactly how it worked. In a short while she forgot she was nervous of him and began to argue heatedly about the relative merits of the pottery which was on sale.

	"The old isn't always better!"

	Sebastian picked up a handful of wet clay and squeezed it dry.

	"I imagine this is more the trouble," he said. "It's coarser than the stuff they used to use."

	"Locally?" she asked.

	"Ah, that I don't know," he admitted.

	They stood and watched one of the potters throwing a pot, admiring the way he kept the wheel turning with his feet as he shaped the vase with his fingers, pausing every now and then to dip his fingers in a bowl of muddy water. Finally he cut it free from the wheel with a wire and put it on one side to dry. It all looked very easy and satisfying. Indeed, he told. them, it was easy, provided that the clay was well centred on the wheel right from the start. After that it grew beneath the fingers, now taller, now squatter, exactly as one had first planned it.

	Sarah dipped a finger into the muddy water and grinned at him.

	"Did you train in France too?" she asked him.

	He shook his head. "I went to Holland. I meant to stay, but like all Djerbans I had to come back in the end."

	"The isle of the lotus-eaters?"

	He laughed. "I ate the lotus when I was still a child. Perhaps I am immune?"

	But the Professor was quick to deny this heresy.

	"No one is immune. I should think it works its magic on Djerbans more than anyone else. You all come back here as soon as you've made enough money to do so!"

	The potter was delighted.

	"It's true. Over here is oblivion. This is the happy isle. What more is there to say?"

	They bought a pot from him too, exactly like the one they had just watched him make, and walked out into the strong sunlight again. The shadows were long in the evenings, but the heat was still present until long after the sun had actually set. It was impregnated in the white walls of the buildings and in the hot white dust of the roads. Sarah wiped a bead of sweat off the end of her nose and wondered what it was that was so delightful about the Professor's company. She eyed him covertly and thought about it carefully. He looked more foreign than ever in casual clothes, and his shirt collar was rubbed in places, in a way that could have been mended quite easily if someone had taken the trouble. And yet he wasn't shabby. All his clothes had the same good cut, only it wasn't the cut of Savile Row, the cut she was used to. Perhaps it was this strangeness which intrigued her?

	"How did you come here?" she asked him.

	"I came in the car." His eyes looked very French as he looked at her. "Or did you mean why did I come?"

	She coloured slightly, aware that she had no cause to think that he had come because he had somehow learned that he was there.

	"I thought you were taking Philomena out," she explained.

	His expression did not encourage her.

	"Your family take up quite a lot of your time, don't they?" he said at last.

	Feeling rather foolish, she nodded her head.

	"But one's family should, don't you think?" she insisted.

	He shrugged his shoulders, looking bored by the discussion.

	"I wouldn't know," he remarked casually. "I mostly take mine for granted."

	She felt snubbed, though she didn't quite know why. Without much effort she could dislike him almost as much as she liked him, she thought. With a sudden change of mood she handed him the parcels to carry and rushed off before him to peer down the village well. It was not at this moment working, but it was easy to see the lengthy track where the camel walked back and forth, lowering the leather bucket into the water and pulling it, dripping with water, up to the top again. Sarah leaned on the edge of the small wall that surrounded it, thoroughly content with her surroundings, and smiled over her shoulder at Sebastian.

	"Don't you wish you could stay here for ever?" she asked him.

	He didn't reply immediately.

	"I'm not sure," he said finally. "There is something unsubstantial about an enchanted island. I prefer to know that the magic around me will last!"

	"What kinds of magic?" she asked dreamily.

	He smiled down at her, his eyes crinkling at the edges.

	"All kinds of magic. The magic of work and the magic of love—"

	"But they would last longer in an enchanted land!"

	"Do you think so? I think it lasts longer when built on a few solid foundations!"

	"In the full light of day ?" she teased him.

	"Why not?"

	Her amusement died at something in his eyes and she turned back to the well quickly to hide the rising tide of emotion that fountained up within her and which she couldn't even begin to put a name to.

	"I think we should be starting back," he told her.

	She followed him willingly to his car, glad of the comfort it offered compared with the bus she had come on. Gently he eased it out of the village along the narrow road edged with prickly pear.

	"Would you like to go back beside the sea?" he asked her.

	She had never seen anything like the Djerban beaches. The sand seemed to stretch for miles, edged by an army of palm trees that went as far as eye could see in whichever way one looked. And they were empty, with no more than an occasional shepherd sitting motionless on a hillock guarding his sheep. Even the places that had "been turned into tourist centres had room and to spare on the hotel beaches. Once a caravan of camels came along the road in the opposite direction and the owner stopped and stared at them, grinning a greeting, his chechia set at a rakish angle on his head, his face burned brown in the burning sun. Sarah waved back at him and the camels arched their aristocratic necks and looked down their long noses at her. They were fatter than she had expected and she was secretly delighted by their disdainful manners.

	Houmt Souk came upon them suddenly, the buildings ruddy in the fast-fading light. They went through the square with its little groups of men sitting at the iron tables and drinking the sweet Arab green tea, or the equally sweet cups of Turkish coffee, and a minute later drew up outside the hotel.

	"How are today's lot of pictures?" the Professor asked as they got out of the car.

	"I'll show them to you at dinner," she responded immediately. It was a mundane ending to the excursion, she thought, to be asked about her work. It all went to show that the magic was only the enchantment of the island after all. Back at the hotel, Sebastian was the leader of the expedition and she no more than its photographer. It served her right for dreaming dreams and seeing visions of impossible things which she didn't really understand herself. She stood awkwardly in the hall and thanked him for the piece of pottery he had given her and for the lift home. She felt suddenly and unexpectedly weary as she mounted the stairs to her room and not at all in the mood to start explaining to Philomena where she had been.

	But in the end that wasn't necessary. Philomena was sitting hunched over the desk in her room, writing a letter.

	"I've been taking your words to heart," she greeted her sister. "I'm writing to Mother!"

	Sarah looked guiltily at the thick pile of pages all covered by Philomena's generous sprawl.

	"Oh? What are you saying to her?" she asked.

	Philomena chewed on the end of her pen, eyeing her sister with a slightly malicious expression.

	"I'm suggesting that she should come out and see it all for herself," she drawled. "She can use that bit of money that she's always saving for a rainy day."

	"But she might need it!" Sarah exclaimed.

	Philomena grinned.

	"Oh, quit worrying, Sarah. You're such a drag when you go on about money. Mother has some and she might just as well spend it coming out here and keeping me company. It will be good for her!"

	Sarah sat on the edge of the bed.

	"But I'm supposed to be working here."

	"Work away!" her sister instructed her calmly. "Mother won't stop you!"

	Defeated, Sarah tried to consider the whole idea calmly, wondering how she would ever explain it all to Sebastian that yet another member of her family was joining them. And yet there was no reason at all why her mother shouldn't stay at a local hotel if she wanted to. It would be fun having her close at hand.

	"She won't come!" she said aloud.

	Philomena signed her name with a flourish.

	"Of course she'll come," she said. 

	 


CHAPTER SIX

	SARAH changed for dinner in a turbulent frame of mind. She unwrapped her piece of pottery and set it carefully on her desk where she could see it. Just looking at it gave her pleasure, the more so because Sebastian had given it to her. It was difficult not to sit and gaze at it, dreaming of this and that. She wondered if her mother would find the people here as delightful as she did, or whether she would find the Professor too much of a Frenchman and a foreigner really to appeal to her. Somehow it was terribly important that her mother should like Sebastian.

	She was glad that Philomena thought her mother would have enough money put by her to be able to come. If the worst came to the worst she might be able to help a little and so prolong her stay. The only difficulty was going to be in trying to explain the situation to the Professor. She could imagine it in her mind and the picture didn't give her any confidence.

	"My mother is coming out to stay," she would say. And he would reply—but there her mind boggled. Only one thing was certain and that was that he wouldn't be pleased. He had wanted a photographer for his expedition, not an army of Feaneys, all wanting this and that!

	She picked up the piece of pottery again, picking out the squiggles of the pattern with her finger. Dimly she heard the gong ring down below for dinner and roused herself to do her hair and to put some powder on her nose.

	"Are you going to tell Sebastian tonight?" Philomena asked her as they went downstairs together.

	"Tell him what?" Sarah hedged uneasily.

	"Why, that Mother will be coming out!"

	Sarah shook her head.

	"She may never come. I'll tell him when I have to."

	Philomena gave her a quick look.

	"I'll tell him if you like," she offered.

	To her surprise Sarah found she resented the suggestion.

	"I shall tell him myself!" she said quite crossly. "But only when I'm absolutely sure that Mother is coming!"

	Her head was held high and there was more colour than usual in her cheeks as she went into the dining-room. If she had but known it, she looked almost beautiful.

	 

	Their mother, when she wrote, wrote to the two of them. She was, she said, looking forward to paying them a visit and had already seen about her flight out. If she had got it all right, she should be with them in less than a week, and they were to make sure she had somewhere to sleep on arrival and that they both had plenty of spare time to be with her and to help her enjoy herself.

	Sarah read the letter through twice, wondering what she should do. There was no doubt now but that she would have to tell the Professor that she was coming, and her heart sank at the prospect. She was already behind with her work and although He had said nothing she could tell that he had noticed. Roger had made matters worse by trying to conceal the fact that their records were not up to date and had received one of the sharpest comments Sarah had ever heard the Frenchman make. He did not easily tolerate sloppy work.

	Philomena snatched the letter from her.

	"I told you there was sufficient money!" she exclaimed. "Let me read it again !"

	Sarah shrugged her shoulders.

	"I hope she knows how expensive the hotels out here are," she said thoughtfully. "I think one of us should find out the exact price so that we know exactly what to expect."

	Her sister gave an excited wriggle.

	"Of course, if you want to," she agreed. "You'd better go when you've finished this evening." She looked up through her eyelashes in a pretty movement she had learned about in a magazine. "I have a date," she said.

	"With Sebastian?" Sarah asked before she could stop herself, but her sister had already danced off to her room, taking the letter with her. Oh, how glad she would be, she thought, to see her mother! Her face softened as she anticipated the moment when she would step off the aircraft and see the island for herself. Would the enchantment work for her too, tying her with invisible cords to the place? That would be quite something to see, for her mother liked the familiar ways of her life and usually it took a great deal to uproot her and make her set out for foreign parts.

	There was no opportunity to tell the Professor that afternoon. They had reached the final stages of unearthing the sunken vessel and they were all working harder than ever. Sarah began to feel that she spent as much of her time beneath the water as she did above it They could crawl right into the wrecked boat at last, but it was so dark inside that she had to take down some of the heavier lamps so that she could see what she was doing.

	"I think we shall have to use infra-red," she said to Roger.

	He made a face at her.

	"Well, if you have to, but it does come rather more expensive."

	In the end there was no help for it because the lamps cast curious shadows across her best shots and the Professor was getting increasingly impatient as it took her longer and longer to get the necessary records.

	"What's holding you up?" he called across to her almost as soon as she had surfaced. With an effort Sarah dragged herself up on to the edge of the raft and sat there, panting with the exertion. Under water her equipment was a part of her, making it easier for her move around, but once she was out of the water it was a very different story and she could hardly move at all.

	"It's getting darker all the time," she said disgustedly. "I shall have to take down another lamp to balance the other two. I'm sorry to hold you up, but it isn't easy now that we've got inside the ship."

	He gave her one of his rare, sweet smiles, that were quite different from his more usual ones.

	"Shall I help you?"

	She hesitated, thinking how much easier it would be to have him holding one of the lamps for her. On the other hand it seemed terrible to think that she couldn't manage better alone.

	"Which one shall I take?" he asked.

	She pointed it out to him, admiring the easy way he slung it over one shoulder, standing there, looking down at her.

	"Do we need anything else?"

	She shook her head.

	"Are you sure?" She couldn't really believe that he was prepared to help.

	Again that smile flashed out.

	"I am quite sure! We must get this moving somehow!"

	He dived first, plunging down into the green water with an ease born of long practice. She had a mental picture of him, at home in his native France, playing on the sun-drenched beaches of the South, surrounded by his sister and a selection of lovely French girls all vying for his attention. Carefully she spat into her mask and washed it in the sea, replacing it over her face, and followed him into the cool water.

	Every time she went through the ancient hatches she had a peculiar sensation of excitement. How long had it been since anyone had made their way along these ancient decks or used the small cabin or eaten their meals in the confined space? She went in head first, somersaulting on to her feet to stand beside the Professor who was already struggling with the lamps.

	It wasn't easy to hitch them up and to hold them steady. Little eddies of currents, mostly made by their own movements, shook the lights and gave a series of dappled shadows across the walls and floor. Impatiently, Sarah set up her camera and waited for the eddies to settle. She could feel Sebastian close beside her, hardly breathing at all in his efforts to keep still. Only the very occasional bubble of air escaped them, pushing its way upwards.

	At last she could press the button and the shot was taken. She gave him a triumphant wave of the hand and between them they gathered up the equipment and floated up to the surface. Willing hands grasped the heavy lamps and the cameras, enclosed as they were in heavy waterproof cases, and dragged them up on to the raft. The Professor and Sarah followed, easing off their masks and their flippers and shaking their bodies dry in the hot sun.

	"I think that will be all I need for the moment," Sarah said. "We still have most of the recording to do, but that's really writing it up from our notes."

	Sebastian looked at her enquiringly.

	"Can you and Roger get it done tonight?" he asked.

	For an instant she hesitated, thinking about the room she ought to be finding for her mother.

	"I expect we can do most of it," she answered at last.

	The Professor's eyes met hers.

	"What's the matter? Were you planning to do something with Philomena?"

	It was on the tip of her tongue to tell him that she knew that he was taking Philomena out, but she didn't say anything because her reason told her that it wasn't any of her business. They could do as they liked and she wouldn't care! Of the two men she much preferred Roger anyway, because he didn't worry her and make her care about what she said and did, guarding her words and actions like an actress at her first film test.

	"No, it isn't that." Now, she supposed, was her opportunity to tell him, but even as she was searching for the words he turned away from her and began to towel himself down with the enthusiastic energy of the very fit. She picked up a towel and began to dry her ears and the back of her neck. The sun was very hot and she could feel it burning her fair skin. If she sat in it for long she would get that glorious, lissom, lazy feeling that spelt death to intelligent work. When she had finished drying herself, the moment had gone and he had moved away from her and was talking to someone in the boat who was hidden from her by the great pile of orange sails.

	A breeze suddenly cavorted over them and stayed with them the whole way back to Houmt Souk, filling the sails and rippling its way over the calm, green sea. They could feel it on their hot skins and they rejoiced in its light caress.

	"It's going to be a lovely evening," Roger said with appreciation.

	The Italian, Giuseppe Torri, smiled at him.

	"I should think it will be, as you are going to monopolise Sarah for most of it."

	Sarah laughed. "I met your 'cousin' in Guellala," she told him.

	"So I heard. And after I had promised myself the delights of your society for the occasion too!" He looked as mournful as a spaniel.

	Sarah gave him a look of apology.

	"I hoped you wouldn't mind, but I did so want to see it all for myself and I had some spare time, so I went."

	"And I hope you had a lovely time!" he exclaimed. "It is sad that you don't have the same freedom as your sister!"

	Sarah grinned at him, well aware that under his light touch he was not very fond of her sister.

	"On the contrary," she said sweetly, "Philomena is between jobs—I actually have one! A much more comfortable position, don't you think?"

	"Maybe." He looked at her curiously. "Is it true your mother is going to pay you both a visit?"

	Sarah's air of content fell from her in sudden ruins. "How do you know?" she asked sharply.

	"Philomena told me, who else?"

	"Did she tell anyone else?"

	Giuseppe pulled down the comers of his mouth.

	"Now how can I say? But it might be as well to put in a word in the right quarter first, don't you think? Not that it is any of my business."

	Sinbad nodded gravely, just catching the end of the conversation.

	"The man's right. The Professor won't appreciate hearing it from anyone else."

	Sarah sighed. "To tell the truth, I don't think he's going to appreciate it anyway," she said. "It would be different if we were 'way ahead of schedule, instead of several days behind."

	The Tunisian eyed her solemnly.

	"Are you afraid of the man ?" he asked.

	She wriggled uncomfortably.

	"Goodness, no! Not afraid of him lit isn't that at all. It's just that it all happened so suddenly and I'm not even sure where my mother is going to stay."

	The two men considered the point.

	"You'd better do a round of the hotels," they suggested. "There's a French hotel in Houmt Souk," Sinbad added. "But the best ones are the new ones which have just been built along the coast."

	Sarah picked up her cameras and the rolls of film she wanted to develop.

	"Yes, I shall have to go and look at them," she agreed. "If only I didn't have-to work this evening!"

	Actually, as soon as she started work, she forgot all about her family. There was so much to do. Because she had been out at the site all afternoon she still had all the developing to do, and then there was the more laborious task of recording all the finds they had made and exactly where they had been discovered, as well as a survey of the ship as it was gradually coming to light, with its measurements, the thickness of the decks and the bottom, and anything else that was relevant to how it had been built and by whom.

	Roger came up to her room to work with her. He stood by the window, smoking restlessly, as she put the finishing touches to her pictures.

	"Have you noticed the horizon here is quite green at night?" he asked her.

	She smiled at him over her shoulder.

	"It starts green, then it goes purple and all the houses turn pink and look as if they were made of sugar!" 

	"You have a great deal of imagination," he said sourly.

	"Oh, not at all! Have you really looked at the houses?" she demanded. "They whitewash them so often that none of the lines are quite true any longer—like a slightly melted marshmallow—not even the doors are properly centred! I like the elegant tracery on the roofs and windows too and the strange patterns they paint cm the walls to keep away the evil eye."

	"Is that why they do it ?" he remarked. "And why so many hands?"

	"On the walls and doors? They're the 'hand of Fatima.' Sebastian thinks they are older than the Prophet's wife in actual fact and have just been wished on to her."

	"So!" he exclaimed crossly. "Sebastian is the reason for all this information! I might have known you hadn't read it in a book!"

	She stared at him in surprise.

	"But I might just as easily have done!" she said.

	"Oh, really? And Philomena too?"

	Sarah laughed. She hadn't meant to, but the irresistible urge to giggle grew somewhere within her and burst suddenly into joyful mirth.

	"Philomena?" she repeated with a snort of laughter. "Philomena?"

	"Yes, Philomena."

	"Nonsense," she said when she could. "Philomena wouldn't occupy herself with details like that!".

	He gave her a rather sour smile.

	"Wouldn't she? She was full of it earlier today!"

	Sarah giggled again. "What on earth were you talking about?" she asked him.

	He blinked, and she saw with surprise that beneath his anger lay a real hurt.

	"She Was telling me about your mother coming. She's looking forward to it very much, isn't she? I suppose it's been boring for her here on her own, but we did our best to make it interesting for her."

	"It sounds to me as though you succeeded!" she teased him.

	He came up behind her, putting a hand on either of her two shoulders.

	"I could wring your neck for making fun of me like that!" he said in a fierce whisper. For a moment she was quite afraid of him and her laughter left her as suddenly as it had come.

	"I'm sorry," she said. "I didn't know you were serious."

	"I'll tell you about your sister," he went on grimly. "She's bone selfish and she doesn't do a thing she doesn't want to. And yet she can eat the heart out of a man almost before he is aware."

	"You mean you've fallen in love with her?" she said, softly.

	He pulled himself together with a jerk.

	"It's an idle fantasy, isn't it? With Sebastian filling her head with pretty stories!"

	Dumbly, she stared down at the photos she was touching up, wondering what to say.

	"Couldn't you tell her pretty stories too?" she asked, at last.

	Roger dropped his hands to his sides and she shivered slightly with relief that he was no longer touching her.

	"No, I couldn't!" he said sharply. "It was all right when she thought you were interested in me, but now she is equally sure that you are not!"

	Sarah could feel her cheeks burning.

	"I hope she never thought that!"

	For a second he looked amused.

	"Well, she did. I'm not saying that I didn't encourage her in the impression—"

	"Oh, did you?" she said coldly. "On what grounds?"

	He looked very fair, very young and very vulnerable.

	"It could have been true," he said helplessly. "The fact that I am a Dutchman would make me different from the other men you have known, no?"

	"In what particular?" she asked dryly.

	"Because English people always find an accent very attractive—and that sort of thing," he ended lamely.

	"And now she doesn't believe you?" she prompted him.

	"She can see for herself that you are more interested in your cameras!" he said sulkily, "Or even in the great Sebastian!"

	Again Sarah could feel her cheeks burning.

	"There would be very little to see there!" she said icily.

	"Oh, I agree," he said, almost too easily to please her. "That is what she finds so annoying. If you insist on loving only your work, there is no competition for her."

	Sarah made an impatient gesture.

	"But I don't want to compete!" she argued. She wondered if anyone but herself would ever know that to be a lie. But it was true in one respect, she didn't want to compete, she wanted to win! And not some very young Dutchman but someone much more sophisticated. Someone with an accent, it was true, and who could never be mistaken for an Englishman, if only because of the way he put on his clothes. Someone—who was not for her, her reason finished for her. Bother Roger! Why couldn't he get on and do some work?

	"But surely," he said persuasively, "it would be interesting for you to provide just a little tiny bit of competition?"

	"No," she said positively.

	"Just to bring her eyes to me! You could not deny me that?"

	She eyed him wearily. "What do you want me to do?" she asked.

	He smiled triumphantly.

	"It will be so simple, you see! I shall stand beside you and admire you very much. And she will hate us both!"

	"That," said Sarah, "is the only part of all this I can believe!"

	 

	The faithful were being called to prayer. The high-pitched, guttural cry came clearly through the still evening air. Sarah stretched herself.

	"Is that a signal for calling it a day?" she, asked.

	Roger shook his head.

	"There is still more to be done." He smiled across at her. "Feeling hungry?"

	She was. She remembered that the meal was going to be late that evening and glanced down at her watch. It was already half-past eight. She bent over her work again, struggling with the figures that wouldn't work out.

	"Do you think the boat can be breaking up?" she asked Roger in despair.

	He looked both worried and incredulous.

	"It can't be!"

	She pushed over the two drawings of the ship she had been doing, each one recording the finds at one particular level and the exact location of each object.

	"Then our measurements must be wrong," she said.

	He stared down at the two diagrams, checking each drawing from the figures they had taken. There was no doubt about it The two outlines of the ship didn't match.

	"Well, we can't go back and take them again," he sighed. "What makes you think she's breaking up?"

	She pointed at the differences in the two drawings.

	"It's only here and here that there is any difference," she explained. "Couldn't that be explained because the sides are falling outwards?"

	Roger groaned.

	"Wait until I tell the Professor this! We'll have to take another set of measurements first thing in the morning to be sure."

	"And meanwhile these drawings will do?" she asked him.

	He shrugged helplessly.

	"They'll have to!"

	She finished the second drawing, adding a few final remarks in her neat, scholarly script, clipping to it the relevant photographs so that it would be easy to sort out one layer from another later on.

	"Have you seen the renovated pots that Sinbad has been working on?" Roger grunted. "He's a very fine workman, you know."

	Sarah thought of the pile of broken pottery that had been handed to the Tunisian to work on and wondered how he had managed to fit the pieces together so quickly.

	"He mentioned that he had one particularly interesting pot," she said.

	Roger swore fluently in Dutch as his pen slipped. He tore up the graph he was doing and took another piece of paper from the pile.

	"That's right. He wants you to take a picture of it some time. It has some rather interesting figures on it."

	"Greek or Roman?"

	Roger yawned.

	"I think not. He thought it might have come from somewhere else. Fascinating, really, to think how it earner to be on board."

	At that moment the silence; was shattered by the gong going for dinner. Roger looked down at his ink-stained, shorts and made a face.

	"Just as well we are not expected to. dress," he remarked.

	Sarah grinned at him. "I daresay Philomena would appreciate your changing," she suggested meekly. '

	He looked at her suspiciously, convinced that she was, teasing him, but she looked as if she meant what she said.

	"Okay, I'll go and put on a clean shirt," he said helplessly.

	She chuckled.

	"I'll see you down there!" she told him. "I'm making, straight for food!"

	The hot smell of the briks came up to meet her. It was one of her favourite Tunisian dishes, of eggs mixed with herbs folded unbroken into an envelope of the finest pastry, so fine that one could read through it if one took the trouble to lay it out on a newspaper. The Negro greeted her with his usual broad grin, knowing that she was pleased to find the dish on the menu.

	Sinbad and Giuseppe were already at table. They rose as she entered and pulled a chair out for her.

	"Where's Philomena?" she asked them.

	The two men exchanged knowing glances.

	"She will be here," they said soothingly. Giuseppe winked at her. "It is too nice an evening to be inside,'" he added meaningly.

	Sarah felt her neck prickle with annoyance. Philomena, she thought, would have been a great deal better employed finding their mother a room. Her absence was all the more marked as the Professor's chair also stood empty at the top of the table.

	She ate her brik with care. The egg was apt to run down one's chin and the crusty envelope was so stiff that it couldn't be used to mop up the escaping yoke. She had just managed to cram in the last mouthful in triumph when the door outside slammed in anger and the Professor appeared in the doorway.

	"Sarah!"

	She took a deep breath and choked. Giuseppe patted Tier solicitously on the back, but there was nothing in the least sympathetic about Sebastian's expression.

	"Sarah, I want to speak to you—now!"

	She took a sip of water and brushed away her tears with the back of her hand.

	"What about ?" she asked.

	"Need you ask?" he asked nastily. "But what I want to know is why wasn't I told ?"

	The hot colour slid up her cheeks. So he had heard that her mother was going to pay them a visit.

	"It—it isn't certain," she whispered. "I haven't even found a room yet"

	He still looked quite unbelievably angry.

	"Then you'd better start looking after dinner," he said grimly. "You and Philomena together!"

	She nodded humbly, inwardly cursing whoever it was who had told him.

	"It will be nice for Philomena," she explained breathlessly. "You see, she has so much time on her own—"

	She came to a hesitant halt and he smiled at her; It was just like the sun coming out after rain.

	"I see exactly," he said. He looked about him. "And where is Philomena?" he asked.

	Sarah blinked, feeling more than a little shattered.

	"I don't know," she said. "I thought she was with you."

	 


CHAPTER SEVEN

	IT was ridiculous to be so pleased that Philomena had not been out with the Professor. Sarah told herself firmly that she was being small-minded, but even so it was difficult to keep the smile out of her eyes and the lilt out of her voice.

	"It was Philomena who told you, wasn't it?" she asked him impulsively.

	He nodded curtly.

	"I met her in the square. You'd better tell her that it would be as well if she didn't sit there by herself. Everybody knows she's a foreigner, but it still might be misunderstood."

	Sarah flushed. "I don't see that it's any of our business where she sits," she objected.

	It was Sinbad who answered her.

	"In Tunisia our women stay in the houses," he told her quietly. "We are used to foreign women doing strange things on the beaches and in the European style hotels, but Houmt Souk itself is not a very sophisticated town."

	Sarah bit her lip.

	"I'll tell her," she said sulkily. She wasn't looking forward to the task, though. Philomena would think she was fussing again—and so would her mother when she arrived. Quite suddenly it came into her mind how Sebastian had first greeted the news that Philomena was coming with her to Tunisia. He had not sounded particularly surprised, but he had told her that it was up to her to keep her sister under control. The trouble was that Philomena had a mind and a will of her own, and who but Philomena ever knew what she was going to do next?

	The Professor's brik was brought to him and they all sat there, in silence, waiting for him to finish so that they could go on to the next course. He refused to be hurried, though, and took his time, apparently enjoying every mouthful. Sarah envied him his aplomb. When he looked up and caught her staring at him she was hotly embarrassed—and yet she liked to look at him, at the planes of his face and the foreign setting of his eyes and brows.

	Afterwards she wondered why she hadn't started to worry about Philomena then. The meal dragged to its close with everybody except the Professor feeling tense and awkward. When it was over they all disappeared to their rooms, leaving an air of relief behind them. It was only then that she realised that Philomena had still not come in and that she had no idea where she was.

	"I really thought Philomena was going to be with you," she told Sebastian almost accusingly.

	He smiled without much sympathy.

	"You'd better see what you can do about getting your mother a room and let Philomena look after herself!" he retorted.

	She dithered in the doorway, wondering whether to take his advice.

	"She should have come in to dinner by now," she sighed.

	He looked impatient "I daresay she decided to eat somewhere else. Why do you worry so?"

	"Well, for one thing, she's younger than I am," she explained.

	To her surprise he laughed.

	"My dear Sarah, Philomena is as old as the hills compared to yourself. It's you who still has to grow up!"

	She was more astonished than anything else.

	"But you don't understand!" she exclaimed. "I've always looked after my family, ever since my father died, more or less."

	His eyes softened unexpectedly.

	"I suppose you have," he agreed. "Perhaps that's why you haven't had time for other things and they'll probably catch up with you soon enough!"

	She would have liked to have asked him what things. Perhaps at another, braver moment she would have done, but just now she was a little afraid of him in case he asked her for any further explanation of her mother's proposed visit.

	"What have you done with your pot?" he asked her.

	She started and blushed again.

	"It's in my room."

	He looked pleased about something and she thought again how foreign and incomprehensible he was and that she didn't really understand him at all.

	"Shall I come with you round the hotels?" he suggested gently.

	She was passionately grateful She knew that she had been putting off the moment of asking him if she could borrow the car and that she hadn't been looking forward to dealing with the hotels either. Her French was good, but she was always afraid that it would break down and prove to be less than adequate.

	"Oh, would you?" she said thankfully.

	"I was only waiting to be asked!" he teased her.

	The night was black and beautiful. Sarah enjoyed the almost liquid feel of it against her skin and the tantalising coolness of the breeze. She sat beside the Professor and allowed herself to be hypnotised by the shadows and the stretch of white road that showed up in the headlights. On both sides of the road were palm-trees, some of them torn by the wind, but others, in the more sheltered places, tall and elegant, making beautiful silhouettes against the night sky. Occasionally too they would pass the shape of a house, or one of the rounded tops of the mosques, the minaret pointed and not quite upright, almost as if it were rather a child's drawing than a real building.

	"Doesn't it seem far away?" she said aloud.

	"It always surprises me that one can see so few lights on the island," he replied. "Look now, we can't see a single light anywhere."

	Obediently, she looked about her.

	"I don't suppose many of them have electricity," she suggested.

	"Indeed they do! And a splendid disregard for its dangers! Of course the voltage isn't very high, but even so, in a thunderstorm—!"

	She laughed.

	"I don't want to see it," she said. "I'm nervous of all such things."

	He gave her a quick look.

	"I don't think you are short on courage," he commended her.

	She felt warmed by his words and relaxed against the seat She was surprised to discover that she was enjoying herself.

	The hotel was a long flat building with the public rooms in the centre and two long strips of bedrooms going out at either side, so that each room had the same view of the sea on one side and the sand and palm-trees on the other. It stood out against the darkness in a blaze of light. Reluctantly Sarah got out and waited for the Professor to join her on the tarmac drive.

	"It looks expensive," she whispered.

	He grinned at her.

	"It is. But I'm told, on the very best authority, to ignore the price!"

	She felt a little prickle of annoyance.

	"Philomena?" she asked sharply.

	"I expect she knows," he said easily.

	"Well, she doesn't!" she insisted. "Our mother has only a widow's pension to live on. It doesn't go very far!"

	He didn't argue with her as she had more than half expected, instead he turned back to the car.

	"Do you want to find somewhere cheaper?" he asked her.

	She came to a quick decision, hoping that she wouldn't regret it later.

	"No," she said. "Let's go in. My mother will only be here for a week or so and I expect if she can't manage it, I will be able to."

	He gave her one of his unexpectedly gentle looks.

	"I don't suppose she would be coming if she couldn't really afford it," he suggested quietly. "I shouldn't offer any help until you're sure."

	She smiled back at him. "No, I won't," she said.

	The inside of the hotel was spacious. One or two wrought-iron pictures hung on the white walls, sharing the space with some Tunisian tourist posters. From the entrance one could see right through to the sea and the wide, silver sand beach, ghostly in the moonlight.

	"Can I help you, madame, monsieur?"

	Sarah looked hopefully at Sebastian, but he had found something intriguing to read on one of the posters. Men, she thought, and took a deep breath.

	"I am with the expedition—" she began.

	"Ah yes, madame!"

	Her eyes twinkled. There were few people on Djerba who had not heard of the expedition. The fishermen came as near as they dared to see what was going on and everybody else took a lively interest in the pieces they had found and had brought home to clean and reassemble. The whole island was pleased that such a thing should have been found off their shores, eccentric as they considered all this interest to be.

	She began again.

	"The thing is that my mother is coming to Djerba," she explained.

	"And you wish to find a room for her?" he prompted. "One which overlooks the sea and where you can be sure she will be quite comfortable?"

	"Yes," she said, "that is exactly what I want."

	The Tunisian went behind his desk and flipped over a few pages of a ledger.

	"I think we can manage that for you. When will she be arriving?"

	"In about a week's time."

	He nodded gravely and wrote something down on the ledger.

	"What name is it?" he enquired.

	Sarah told him and he scribbled it down beside his other entry.

	"Thank you very much, mademoiselle." He bowed to her, bringing the conversation to a polite conclusion. "Perhaps you and the monsieur would like to go through and have a drink while you are here?"

	Sarah was keen to have a look round. She looked hopefully at the Professor and found his eyes already on her. She wondered if he had listened to every word that she had said, and knew that he had when he commented briefly:

	"You didn't enquire how much the room would be."

	The Tunisian pushed over a piece of paper with the official charges printed on it. Sarah put it in. her handbag and was pleased when Sebastian took her arm and led her into the public rooms.

	"Do you think Philomena will be waiting for me?" she asked him anxiously. "I wish I knew where she has gone."

	He shrugged off all knowledge or interest.

	"There are other people on the island besides the members of the expedition," he reminded her. "Leave her alone. She'll come home when she's ready."

	It was easy for him, she thought; he didn't feel responsible for a pretty younger sister. Philomena wasn't even really a member of the expedition. Nor did he know how easily she could fall from one scrape into another and how she would expect her, Sarah, to do something about it.

	"It's very tiresome of her," she said aloud.

	"Very!" he agreed emphatically, and they both laughed.

	The room, Sarah thought, had been cleverly designed.' The dining tables had been arranged round the outskirts of the room, with a large space in the centre for dancing or, alternatively, a space where casual tables and chairs were placed for people to sit and have a drink, or just to sit and talk. It was to one of these tables that Sebastian led her, pointing out the local paintings that were hanging on all the columns as they went past.

	"There is quite a colony of artists in Tunisia now," he told her.

	She studied some of the pictures with interest. They were colourful and full of new ideas, if not very sophisticated.

	"I thought Muslims were not allowed to make representations of living objects," she said.

	"They're not," he agreed. "Some of them consider it is taking over the creative faculties of God. But even strict Muslims are much more liberal in their thinking nowadays."

	Sarah found one picture which she really admired and liked.

	"With very happy results," she commented happily.

	"Sometimes," he grinned.

	The barman came for their order and brought the drinks across to them, on a silver tray. It was very pleasant, Sarah thought, to be civilised again and in a comfortable hotel, but somehow she could have been anywhere in the world, whereas their own Arab hotel had a flavour all its own and for her summed up Tunisia.

	"I think my mother will be very happy here," she said, looking about her with appreciation.

	His eyes met hers over the rim of his glass.

	"I am afraid she will not be seeing as much of you as she might hope," he warned her.

	She smiled, only faintly abashed.

	"She'll have Philomena," she reminded him.

	"Mmm." He looked doubtful. "I'm not sure that that is why she is coming," he said at last "But we shall see." He laughed suddenly. "For a working girl you certainly have the knack of gathering your family about you!"

	She flushed scarlet "But I didn't ask either of them!" she denied hotly.

	"Forgive me," he said, "but it's that which makes it all rather funny!"

	She smiled reluctantly.

	"I suppose it does," she admitted, "I love them both dearly, you know."

	He took another sip of his drink. "Yes, I know," he said.

	A whole party of Germans came in from the beach, clutching their beach-robes around them. There was some discussion as to whether they would change before they had a drink or not. The men looked at their watches and expressed their surprise at finding it so late. In the end they decided it was not worth the effort of getting into their formal clothes as they would soon be going to bed. Sarah watched them with interest, getting a vicarious pleasure out of their frank enjoyment of life. She wished she could understand what they were saying and thought she must have been mistaken when she thought she heard her sister's name.

	"Have another drink?" Sebastian asked her.

	A little sleepily, she shook her head. "It's been a long day," she said. "I think I ought to get back to bed."

	Obligingly he finished his own drink and rose lazily to his feet.

	"Come and take a look at the sea first?" he suggested.

	She went with him because she couldn't resist the silver light of the night. If was so beautiful outside that she could have wept. The palm-trees rustled gently in the light breeze, their tall silhouettes exotic against the star-filled sky. Below were the undulating dunes of sand, the quiet sea and the curved lines of the lit-up hotel. She reached down and took off her shoes so that she could walk more easily on the fine sand.

	"It's still warm from the sun," she. announced with surprise.

	He took her shoes from her and carried them easily in his right hand. With his left hand he took a firm grasp of her arm and drew her close beside him.

	"It's perfect, isn't it?" he said lightly.

	She smiled up at him.

	"You've eaten the lotus," she accused him.

	"Could be! And what of you?"

	She didn't know how to answer him. The night, she thought, was tinged with a magic she had never known before, and she was almost unsurprised when he paused, putting his arm right round her shoulders, and kissed her gently on the lips.

	"What was that for?" she asked him seriously. Later on, she knew, she wouldn't be able to believe that he had actually kissed her.

	"Do you mind?"

	She shook her head. On the contrary, she had liked it, even though she couldn't understand it.

	"No, I don't mind," she said.

	He held her tightly then and kissed her in a quite different manner. When he finally released her she was breathless and shaken. She had seldom been kissed in her life before and certainly she had never been kissed like that. She could see the gleam of his eyes in the moonlight and knew that she was in danger of losing her head. Reluctantly, she pulled away from him.

	"We ought to go back," she whispered.

	He shook his head at her, smiling.

	"You will need to give a better reason than that before I let you go, my sweet," he told her. "You are lovely in this light! Did you know that?"

	It was delicious to hear, but she couldn't quite believe him.

	"You must take another look in the full light of day—"

	"Now that," he chided her, "isn't very civil, my love!"

	She couldn't tell him how bewildered she felt. That she was more than a little in awe of him, and that she really didn't think he meant anything more than the lightest flirtation.

	"It's only—" she began, and stopped because he was kissing her again.

	"It's only what?"

	She stared up at him, trying to put her feelings into words.

	"Let's go home," she pleaded.

	He released her immediately.

	"Of course, if you wish."

	The whole way back to the hotel she strove to find the right words to explain her feelings. It had all been so unexpected that he should kiss her, and she had not been ready for her own delight in his touch. It wasn't as if he had ever thought of her as anything but a photographer before. It was the beauty of the night and the slight Coolness of the breeze, she assured herself. Any girl would have done in those circumstances, for any girl would have looked beautiful in that silver light.

	She wasn't pleased when they came up to the car, though. She didn't want the magic to end and she knew that it was her own fault that it now was spoilt. She felt gauche and very young and she was almost sure that he thought she was being silly as well. As she reached out for the handle on the door, she was more miserable than she could ever remember having been before. It seemed to her to be the final humiliation to find Philomena waiting in the car.

	 

	Philomena was sitting in the front seat and she had been crying. Her smile was brilliant, though, as she greeted the Professor.

	"I knew you wouldn't mind giving me a lift back to the hotel," she said sweetly. "I recognised your car."

	The Professor opened the rear door for Sarah and waited for her to get in. Judging by the impatient set to his shoulders he was tired of both the Feaney sisters and, really, Sarah could hardly blame him.

	"Where have you been?" she demanded crossly of her sister.

	Philomena looked decidedly sulky.

	"I told you I had a date!"

	It was partly reaction to her own evening, but Sarah felt decidedly cross. To her dismay her anger made her feel cold and shivery and she thought that it served her right that she had been put in the back seat like a child while her sister made the most of the short time she had beside the Professor.

	"How comfortable your car is," Philomena was saying to Sebastian. "You don't know what springs can do for a girl's morale!"

	He chuckled. "I can guess!" he retorted.

	She put her hand on to his bare arm.

	"You didn't mind my coming home with you, did you? What are you doing here? I didn't see you inside."

	"We came to book a room for your mother."

	Philomena started prettily.

	"How awful of me!" she cooed softly. "Do you know, I'd forgotten all about her coming. I do hope you've got her a nice room. She wouldn't be a bit happy in the dump where we're staying!"

	The Professor didn't answer, and Sarah sat in an unhappy huddle in the back, disliking herself pretty thoroughly. The magic had gone from the night and the narrow streets of Houmt Souk were dark and sinister. She was glad when the Professor stopped the car outside the front door of the hotel to let them off before he put the car away. She slipped out on to the street almost before he had stopped and turned to go into the hotel.

	"Goodnight, Sarah," he called out to her.

	Belatedly she remembered her manners.

	"Goodnight," she replied. She licked her lips, clenching her fists to give herself courage. "It was very kind of you to come with me," she said.

	She couldn't see what he was thinking in the darkness which was probably just as well. She could feel the tears in the back of her throat, but there was nothing she could do about it now. He would never again want to kiss her, and who could blame him?

	"I enjoyed it," he said with surprising decision. "Shall we do it again some time?"

	She gasped, quite speechless. There was nothing tongue-tied about her sister, however.

	"Don't the French always give you that nice feeling?" she asked loudly of no one in particular. "They have such beautiful manners!"

	Sarah's misery returned.

	"I—I don't know," she said.

	Philomena grabbed her roughly by the arm.

	"Come on!" she said sharply. "This day has gone on too long!"

	Sarah turned to wave at Sebastian, to assure him again how much she appreciated that he had gone with her, but he was already slipping the car into gear and was certainly not looking at her.

	"Yes, I think it has," she agreed, and followed her sister into the hotel.

	Philomena ran lightly up the stairs to her room. She turned at the turn in the stairs and looked back at Sarah.

	"What were you really doing with Sebastian?" she asked abruptly.

	Sarah shrugged. "We went to look at the sea in the moonlight."

	Philomena raised an eyebrow.

	"What was he aiming at? Showing me he didn't care? Well, don't take him seriously, sister dear. He's a hard nut to crack, and you'd only get hurt!"

	Sarah almost missed her footing on the steps. She glanced down at her stockings and was annoyed to see that she had jagged one of them on one of the many plants that cluttered up the stairs.

	"He was only being kind over finding Mother a room," she said. She could feel the tears dissolving against the back of her throat in a painful lump and she swallowed hard to keep them at bay.

	"Frenchmen are never kind !" Philomena warned her lightly.

	Sarah passed her without speaking. She had to get to her room and the luxury of being alone.

	"Don't you want to know where I've been?" Philomena taunted her. With her head on one side, her dark hair falling against her face, she looked unbelievably pretty.

	"I don't think so," Sarah replied and, truth to tell, she no longer cared.

	"You look tired," Philomena went on as though she hadn't spoken. "You get undressed and I'll come and sit on the end of your bed and tell you all about it!"

	"Won't it wait?" Sarah asked. "Tell me about it tomorrow."

	But Philomena didn't want to wait.

	"I'll give you ten minutes," she said brightly.

	Sarah's room was unbearably hot although the window was wide open. Automatically she checked to see if she had left any of her photographic equipment on by mistake and was annoyed to find that Roger had left the lights on in the small space she had set aside for making enlargements and other such things. Enclosed as it was, they had got hotter and hotter and had gradually heated the entire room.

	"As if it wasn't hot enough!" she grumbled to herself as she unhooked the lights. She tried to open the windows wider, but that was impossible. The only answer was to leave her door open and hope for a through draught.

	She undressed quickly, leaving her things on the floor where she had dropped them, and rushed into a nightdress and a lightweight nylon wrap. Someone was already in the bathroom for she could hear the taps running and the sound of someone cleaning their teeth. Impatiently she waited in her room until the door slammed and the sound of footsteps went away down the corridor to where the men were sleeping.

	The water was delightfully cool. She stood in front of the basin and allowed it to play over her wrists until she was cool all over. She was beginning to feel better. It would all be different when her mother had arrived. She wouldn't have to worry about Philomena and she would be able to concentrate more fully on her work. And that, she told herself doggedly, was all that she wanted to do —ever!

	Philomena was waiting for her when she got back to her room.

	"Have you had a fire on in here?" she asked, wrinkling up her nose in distaste.

	Sarah explained about the lamps.

	"It's getting cooler—I think," she added. "I'm going to leave the door open till it clears."

	Philomena made a face.

	"Well, I'd rather you than me!" she said frankly. The secret look descended over her face again, masking her eyes and making her a stranger. "Did you get a decent room?" she asked.

	Sarah nodded.

	"I think she'll like it. It's expensive, though."

	Philomena looked up with a touch of bravado.

	"As a matter of fact I may join her over there," she said. "I've made friends with some people—" She hesitated. "I haven't wanted to tell you, but it's awkward being here with all of you. Sebastian would like it very much better if he didn't have all of you watching us all the time. You know how it is?"

	Sarah hooked back the shutters to make sure they didn't bang in the light wind.

	"But you weren't with Sebastian tonight!" she said sharply.

	Philomena chuckled.

	"Of course not! It wouldn't pay to 'let him have everything his own way! And why do you suppose he took you to the hotel if it wasn't to keep an eye on me?" Her eyes lit up with suppressed excitement. "Oh yes, Sarah darling, he's all mine ! Every bit of him!" 

	 


CHAPTER EIGHT

	SARAH grasped her purse firmly in one hand and approached the little knot of people who had gathered in the fish market. Sitting cross-legged on the marble counter was the auctioneer, his face proud and impassive as the people pressed in on him. With a slight smile he held up a single fish and the bidding started in earnest. It was impossible for Sarah to understand a word of what was going on, for it was all in Arabic, and she was just pondering on whether they were selling the fish one by one or in larger lots when Roger came and joined her.

	"You haven't forgotten your promise, have you?" he reminded her anxiously. He was standing too close to her and she moved away from him surreptitiously.

	"Of course I haven't!" she said without thought.

	He caught up with her and put a familiar arm around her shoulders.

	"Good! Because she's over there, looking at us now!"

	Sarah wriggled free.

	"Oh, really, Roger! It's too hot for that sort of thing!"

	He looked so crestfallen that she felt sorry for him. Perhaps, later on, she would suggest they had a cup of coffee in the square, but at this particular moment she wanted to watch the auctioneer. He had started on the squids now. They looked singularly unattractive and it was difficult to believe that they could be turned into a truly delicious dish.

	"Can't we go and talk to her?" Roger pleaded in her ear.

	"Oh, if you must!" she agreed impatiently. She pushed her way through the crowd, mildly surprised to notice that all of them were men, their white robes pulled up out of the Water that kept the floor so beautifully clean.

	"Don't any women do any of the shopping?" she asked Roger.

	He shrugged his shoulders.

	"How should I know?"

	Perhaps the women couldn't count, she thought. It was only in the last few years, since Independence, that they had been admitted to the schools, and if they couldn't manage the figures it was natural, she supposed, that the men should have taken on the job of getting in the family stores. It seemed quaint, though, to her Western eyes. Lucky women, she thought.

	Philomena was sitting on a low wall just outside the market itself. Like every other building it had been whitewashed until it blazed in the sunlight, and she made a very pretty picture, with her coloured skirts against the clear white. At her feet were a collection of wrought-iron ornaments and a few burnished copper and pewter pots made locally by the Jewish community. In the far distance a Djerban rug had been hung on the wall of a shop as the simplest form of advertisement. It was very effective. In the centre of the street a whole pile of pots clustered together for support, some of them large enough to store oil or wheat, some of them ready to be used for carrying water or milk, and some of them no more than cooking utensils, roughly shaped and sometimes bearing the fingerprints of their maker.

	"Well?" she greeted Sarah.

	"You should have come inside," Sarah told her. "They're holding an auction. If I could speak any Arabic I would buy us some fish for lunch!" 

	"Thank goodness you can't!" her sister retorted. "You'd buy a whole boatload by mistake!"

	Sarah laughed. "Very likely!" she admitted.

	Roger came forward and held out his hand to Philomena in the Continental manner, bidding her good morning. Philomena smiled at him and ignored his hand.

	"Why aren't you two working?" she asked pleasantly.

	Roger's fair skin flushed.

	"We are waiting for some film to come from Tunis," he explained sulkily. "They're flying it down this morning."

	Philomena looked amused at his discomfiture.

	"You don't seem to work very hard," she drawled. "Compared with my sister, shall we say?"

	Roger flushed again. "You're not very kind this morning," he replied.

	Philomena giggled. "Who wants kindness?" she asked.

	Sarah thought that she did, but apparently Roger rather enjoyed Philomena's caustic humour and was prepared to put up with more of it.

	"If you are not doing anything in particular, I thought we might all go and look at the museum," he suggested shyly.

	Philomena considered the invitation without enthusiasm.

	"All right," she said. She rose negligently to her feet and smiled at both of them. "But don't walk me miles, because I have high-heeled shoes on."

	As far as Roger was concerned, this was good news. It provided an excuse for him to take her arm and he looked thoroughly pleased with himself as he led the two girls down the street towards the wide avenue that housed the museum. They arrived at the old Arab house that spread back from the avenue, its heavy, ornate door the only thing that hinted at the splendours within. A couple of pepper trees shaded the entrance, but even so the sun had caused the paint to peel a little and had dulled the ironwork on the windows.

	Roger paid for the three of them. An elderly man with quick, darting eyes, dressed in the traditional camel-trousers and with a towel wrapped around his head, accompanied them inside.

	"There is a great deal to see—" he began hopefully.

	"We can take ourselves round!" Roger cut him off brusquely. Sarah saw the disappointment in the old man's eyes. It was probably the way he earned his money. She smiled at him and slipped him a silver coin, and Philomena gave her a mocking smile.

	"Roger can take me around, I guess," she said. "You can go with your friend!"

	Roger gave her an ecstatic smile which Philomena accepted with a bored look and Sarah with resignation. She watched her sister allow herself to be helped round the room and wondered wryly how she managed it. The Arab guide looked at her enquiringly and she smiled at him and said in her best French: "Where do we begin?"

	It didn't take very long to go round the museum. The costumes interested Sarah the most. Each village had its own distinctive dress, most of them with the twine-coloured witch's hat that was so distinctive of the women of Djerba. She was just struggling to memorise the differences between the colours of the Arabs and the Jews when there was a disturbance as another visitor came into the museum. Sarah's guide went darting off to see if he could double his custom and she was left alone with the display of costumes. She looked up when she thought he was coming back and was surprised to see the Professor coining towards her.

	"All alone?" he asked her.

	She had thought she would be embarrassed when she saw him, but he was so normal himself that she forgot her shyness.

	"No, Philomena and Roger are somewhere about," she answered.

	He came over to where she was standing and studied the Jewish dress that she was looking at.

	"Did you know that the Jewish community here is possibly the oldest in the world ?" he said.

	"Really? Here?"

	He nodded.

	"Some say they came here when the Israelites were carried off to Babylon. Of course they say that one day they will go back and the last one to leave, one of the family of Cohen, for they have that privilege, will throw away the key to the synagogue and shout aloud 'We have kept Thy Covenant, O Lord!' "

	"But will they really go to Israel?" she asked, intrigued.

	He laughed.

	"More likely to New York or Tunis, or stay where they are. They have a place of honour in Djerba. No one would want to see them go."

	The guide came back, bringing with him Roger and Philomena. He was quite obviously annoyed with the two of them and berated them soundly in Arabic as he firmly escorted them across the heavily carpeted floor. Philomena took one look at Sebastian and ran the last part of the distance, throwing herself into his arms.

	"You came!" she exclaimed. "You actually came!"

	Sebastian allowed himself to be kissed and then disentangled himself.

	"I told you I would, if I had the time," he said.

	Roger gave the two of them a look of almost comical dismay, the joy going out of his eyes and his smile.

	"Were you just filling in time with me?" he asked Philomena angrily.

	Her eyes danced as she looked at him.

	"What of it? You had Sarah, didn't you?" She hooked her arm around the Professor's. "I'm ready when you are!" she announced.

	They left without a backward look, and Roger glared angrily after them.

	"Where are they going anyway?" he demanded.

	Sarah shook her head, saying nothing. She was hurt herself, but she knew she had no reason to be, for hadn't Philomena told her herself that the Professor was hers, every bit of him?

	"How about a cup of coffee?" she suggested. The suggestion had been bound to come sooner or later and, in the face of their mutual dejection, now seemed to be the moment.

	Roger ignored the offer.

	"I can't understand her at all!" he said finally.

	Sarah, who had never been able to understand her either, regarded him helplessly.

	"I—I think she really likes Sebastian," she offered.

	"Then she shouldn't kiss and flirt with the rest!" he retorted.

	"Isn't that a little harsh?" she asked.

	Roger laughed roughly.

	"Is it? Then why do you suppose the little Arab was so cross with us ? It seems that in Tunisia people do not go around kissing in public!"

	Sarah could hardly believe him. Philomena was her younger sister and she had never thought of her in any other way. But of course she would love to tease and enjoy herself, and she would expect everyone else to understand. Very probably they usually did. It was just unfortunate that Roger should have taken her seriously.

	"I'm sorry," she said awkwardly. "But Philomena doesn't mean any harm. She never does!"

	"Then it's time someone taught her a lesson!" he said viciously. He pulled himself together with obvious difficulty. "Cheer up," he said more gently. "It's not your fault I got burnt!" He paused, his eyes still angry. "Did you mention coffee?" he said at last.

	As a suggestion she thought it had fallen rather flat, but she agreed hastily that she was longing for something to drink and allowed herself to be hurried out of the museum, conscious of the bewilderment of the guide who could not understand the free and easy ways of the West and who was obviously very glad to be rid of them.

	The square was practically deserted as they sat down on two of the uncomfortable iron seats. A waiter, with a chechia perched cheekily on the back of his head, came over for their order.

	"Are you having a pleasant holiday in Djerba?" he asked them socially.

	Sarah agreed that they were while Roger stared into the middle distance, pretending he hadn't heard the question.

	"When is your mother arriving?" he asked abruptly.

	"On Thursday," she said.

	He sat back in his chair, letting the reflection of the sun dance in his eyes.

	"Good! I suppose Philomena will join her at her hotel?"

	"Possibly," Sarah replied cautiously.

	"Better still," he said with satisfaction. "I shall find it difficult to share my meals with her after this."

	Sarah stirred uncomfortably and removed an insect from her skirt. For just one brief moment she wished she was back in the dull security of her library at home.

	 

	The dawn that Thursday was particularly lovely. The sun came up over the sea so slowly and casting such an array of light and colour that it almost broke one's heart to watch it. The sea was silver, green and gold and the sky magnificent in its greys and purples and the sudden, bursting yellow of the naked sun. A single boat, its orange sails spread wide to catch the faltering breeze, tacked in and out of the path of the sun, watched only by the silent palm-trees and the mysterious, slumbering island.

	Sarah watched it from the high land that overlooked the little harbour of Houmt Souk. Behind her was the ruined Spanish fort, that now housed nothing more dangerous than a few rats. She sat on a hump of dew-laden grass that had made a foothold for itself in the fine sand. She could feel the damp slowly seeping through her clothing, but she didn't care. The moment was as near perfection as any that she could ever remember. Natural beauty meant a great deal to her, and this was completely unspoilt by any man-made monstrosity to mar the wealth set out before her. It was a banquet of colour and peace and it had brought a calm to her that had been hard to find in the last few days.

	To begin with they had discovered that her figures had been quite correct and that the ship really was slowly breaking up now that it no longer had the silt of ages to support the ancient timbers. Sebastian had ordered that they should build a framework around it to hold it together and for three days they had all of them spent their time struggling with wet ropes and irresponsible bits of wood that had refused to stay put. Now, they thought catastrophe had been averted, but it had delayed their work and had meant long hours of extra drawing for her, marking the exact position of the supports and making sure that the frame of the ship was now steady.

	There had been a mounting tension between the members of the expedition too. Roger, almost impossible as he snapped at everyone, openly walked out of any room that Philomena came into, and the rest of them watched him covertly and wondered why the heat and the food should suddenly get on their nerves. Only Sebastian remained impervious to his surroundings, demanding work and still more work from his team with the same charm of manner. Sometimes Sarah wondered if he was a human being at all and at other times she would resent how easily he could charm the heart out of her, leaving her bereft and vulnerable to his lightest word.

	An Arab boy and his black sheep came slowly up the slope towards her. He greeted her with the dignity of his race and sat down a short distance away from her, pulling the blanket he wore as a cloak over his feet. In silence they watched the sun burst over the horizon and the day begin. Other fishermen joined the boat that had already put out to sea and the harbour suddenly came alive, below them as scores of young boys ran down the quays in an excess of energy before they disappeared into the schools for the day.

	"It is a fine morning," the shepherd said gravely in French.

	Pleased that they were able to communicate, Sarah nodded.

	"It was worth getting up early for," she replied.

	He smiled with amusement. "I see it every day."

	Sarah chuckled, accepting the rebuke.

	"Where do you live?" she asked him.

	He whistled to his sheep to come closer.

	"Under the sky. My father is a rich man and we have many sheep to watch."

	Sarah might have taken his family's riches with a pinch of salt, but she had heard stories of Djerban money and was realistic enough to know that the boy beside her could probably buy and sell her several times over. He went back into his previous silent reverie and she was loath to interrupt him. She settled herself more comfortably on her damp tussock and relapsed into silence. They were still in the same attitude when the Professor came to find Sarah.

	"Have you had breakfast?" he asked her.

	She shook her head and solemnly introduced him to the shepherd, who wished him peace and whistled for his sheep again.

	"I was so excited by the thought of my mother's arrival," she said, "that I came out early to greet the dawn."

	He smiled.

	"It's a pleasant thought! Is Roger not with you?"

	"Roger?" she laughed. "You ought to know that nothing gets Roger out of bed before the streets are well aired!"

	He gave her a lopsided grin.

	"Don't special circumstances warrant special measures?"

	She laughed because he did, but she didn't really understand the joke.

	"I'm hungry," she complained. "You shouldn't have mentioned breakfast!"

	He pulled her to her feet and laughed as she made a face at the damp patch on her skirt.

	"Come and eat, then! I'm not stopping you!"

	They said goodbye to the shepherd and ran . down the slope towards the town. The strange white shapes that were the houses looked almost windowless and were broken only by the spiky minarets of the mosques and the green of the pepper trees that shaded the narrow, dusty streets.

	"Whoever would have thought it could have become so familiar?" she panted.

	He stopped and waited for her to catch up with him.

	"It doesn't with everyone."

	Sarah was pleased by the compliment and it showed. She put a hand up to her knot of fair hair and pressed home one of the pins that held it there.

	"Doesn't it to you?" she asked.

	"To me?" He seemed surprised that she should make the question so personal. "Yes, it seems familiar to me. Why not? I used to come here as a boy."

	"Did you ?" She was immediately intrigued to know what kind of a boyhood he had had. "Did your sister come with you?"

	He nodded.

	"Oh yes! We used to lie on the sand and dream of how great we were going to be! Then one day we heard tales of a wrecked ship out from the coast there. From that day on I knew what it was that I was going to be."

	She was caught up into the dream and it brought the tears to her eyes.

	"And now you are here again?" she said softly.

	"But I'm not crying about it!" he teased her.

	She smiled rather mistily at him.

	"Nor am I really," she denied. "It's more a leftover from getting up so early!"

	He took both her hands in his and there was something in his eyes that made her heart beat very fast, but whatever it was he had had in mind, he dismissed it quite casually and said instead;

	"I thought you were hungry. I'll race you back to the hotel!"

	She was almost as fast as he. There are some advantages in being tall and one of them is a good length of leg. She dodged down the nearest street and tore through the souks hoping to gain an advantage, but he knew the terrain better than she and was there before her, grinning at her efforts to avoid an astonished pedestrian.

	There was fish for breakfast. Through the open doorway Sarah could see them being cooked over the charcoal fires. The Negro was fanning the embers until they were red hot, then he rubbed the skin of the fish with roughly ground black pepper, placing them on sticks to grill over the blazing fires. It was worth being hungry, for when they came to the table they were delicious, eaten with large hunks of home-made Arab bread and butter.

	No one else was up yet, so they had the whole dining-room to themselves. The Negro greeted them delightedly and gave them the two largest fish he had cooked. The fish from the Djerban waters were the best in the world, he told them with a few gestures of his expressive hands. They must eat a lot of fish and they will grow happy like the Djerbans.

	"Very good advice!" Sebastian commented as he neatly filleted his fish and removed the backbone.

	"They say just the same of the oranges and the dates," she answered. "I wonder what really was the lotus flower?"

	He shrugged his shoulders.

	"They say it's the edible part in the centre of the leaf of the date palms. I tried some once. It was perfectly horrid!"

	She laughed.

	"Oh, I do hope my mother likes it here!" she exclaimed.

	The gentle look was back in his eyes.

	"It won't be your fault if she doesn't," he said.

	 

	The two girls sat side by side in the cafe, dressed in their frilliest dresses and with matching white handbags and neat white sandals. Philomena had also brought a sunshade to protect her dark beauty. Sarah privately thought this rather affected, but she didn't like to say so. The sun and the sea had roughened her own skin and, rather to her surprise, she had gained a healthy-looking tan despite the fairness of her skin and hair.

	"The plane is late," Philomena said flatly, looking at her watch.

	Sarah searched the horizon for anything which might be her mother's aeroplane.

	"I do hope Mother hasn't found the trip too long," she fussed. "She should have stayed a couple of days in Tunis."

	"Good heavens," said Philomena, "she's not ready for her grave yet!"

	"That isn't exactly what I meant," Sarah said hotly.

	Philomena gave her a cool look and flourished her sunshade with an expertise that Sarah could only envy.

	"I don't know why you're always wrapping Mother up in cotton-wool. She doesn't appreciate it, you know."

	Sarah was silent. She could feel her dress sticking to her back and she prickled with heat The air-strip was a shimmering sheet of glass and the patches of vegetation on either side were dry and brown from too much sun. Away in the distance a coloured sausage rose and fell in the inconstant breeze to show the pilot which way the wind was coming from.

	"I think I can hear it," she said at length.

	The silence was almost unbearable as they strained their ears to listen.

	"Nothing!" said Philomena. "Why don't we go across and join the men?"'

	Sebastian had come as a matter of course. He had apparently taken it for granted that Mrs. Feaney's arrival was as much his business as anyone else's and had found out the time of the aeroplane and had made arrangements to meet it long before anyone else had really got used to the idea that she was coming. Sarah could only just see him from the car. His trousers fitted him exactly and his scarlet shirt had been tucked in for the occasion, showing to the full the breadth of his shoulders and the leanness of his hips. She had been nervous that he would look too foreign and strange and that her mother might not like him, but she couldn't see how anyone could possibly fail to find him attractive and, somehow, that was a relief to her. Roger, who had come for some reason of his own, looked flabby beside him and as hot as Sebastian looked cool.

	"Do you think it's any cooler over there?" Sarah asked doubtfully.

	Philomena opened her door. "It could hardly be hotter than here," she said.

	"She's late," Roger said as the two girls came up to them.

	"I daresay it's Mother's excess baggage," Philomena said calmly.

	Sarah cast an exasperated glance into the sky.

	"She wouldn't need to bring very much with her," she said.

	Philomena laughed.

	"That's all you know! My guess is that Roger should have stayed behind and then we might have got it all into the car!"

	Sarah sighed. She wished her sister and the Dutchman would leave each other alone. It made things so uncomfortable when they were forever making pointed remarks to each other.

	"Oh, shut up!" she said rudely. "It's too hot to quarrel!"

	Philomena raised her elegant eyebrows.

	"Who's quarrelling?" she asked dramatically. "Sebastian darling, you tell her! Do I ever quarrel with anyone?"

	The Professor looked amused.

	"Not often, certainly—" He broke off and pointed into the sky. "There she is at last!"

	The black speck grew steadily larger until it flashed overhead, banked and came down towards them again to land. The tyres screeched their protest as they hit the hot landing-strip. They bounced upwards and hit the tarmac a second time. Almost immediately the note of the engine changed and the small craft taxied across to the airport building and to where they were standing.

	Philomena jumped up and down excitedly, waving madly at the small windows where the passengers would be sitting. Behind her, Sarah felt faint and almost sick. She stood very still, letting the heat and the excitement pour over her. The Professor glanced at her anxiously, but she managed to give him a reassuring grin. Someone brought up some steps and the door of the plane was flung open. A few seconds later Mrs. Feaney appeared, looking exactly like a slightly older edition of Philomena, her eyes darting about her as she looked for her daughters.

	It was Philomena who ran to greet her.

	"You look gorgeous!" she cried out. "Isn't it exciting?" , ; Her mother hugged her.

	"You look gorgeous too! I can see this island agrees with you!" She freed herself from her daughter's arms and came slowly down the steps. A little tentatively Sarah went forward to meet her.

	"Darling!" her mother said as she kissed her. "Let me look at you too!" She made a comical face of dismay. "My word, the sun has caught your nose, hasn't it?" She gave Sarah an extra hug. "Never mind, a good cream will soon put that right!"

	Sarah blinked and smiled.

	"Mother, I want to introduce Professor de Hougement," she said carefully.

	Mrs. Feaney looked at Sebastian with an undisguised interest and took his hand in hers with a smile.

	"I've heard so much about you!" she said.

	He grinned at her, looking very French and foreign.

	"Then you'd better call me Sebastian," he said.


CHAPTER NINE

	LUNCHEON was a very gay affair. They all went to Mrs. Feaney's hotel and took possession of the largest table there, and laughter was almost as much a part of the meal as the food. Philomena was at her very best and her witty sallies brought forth an eager response from the men. Sarah herself was more silent, enjoying the noise all about her and beginning to relax a little. Her mother was obviously going to enjoy her stay, and then it would be worth all the expense so she wouldn't worry any more about where the money was going to come from. She looked up and found the Professor's eyes on her and she smiled at him.

	"The sun has caught your nose!" he told her.

	She rubbed it with one finger, a little embarrassed.

	"I hadn't noticed," she said.

	"It has a Certain appeal," he teased her.

	"I don't know so much," she said awkwardly.

	Her mother leaned across the table towards her.

	"It's a great pity you didn't inherit your skin from me instead of from your father. Neither Philomena nor I ever have the slightest trouble!"

	"A great pity!" Sarah agreed dryly.

	Sebastian gave her a look which confused her, for of course she knew very well that he had succumbed long since to Philomena's more striking looks—as whoever had not?

	"You'll be getting freckles next!" he said.

	She made a face at him.

	"That would be the last straw indeed!" she admitted.

	It was left to the Dutchman to say that he rather liked freckles and nobody really believed him. It was funny really, but Sarah was far more inclined to believe Sebastian when he said it had a certain appeal. It was comforting that he thought so and even more comforting that she could believe him. She cast him a covert look from beneath her eyelashes and was amused to see the way he was setting out to charm her mother. She could see too that Philomena didn't like it very much, but one would have had to have known her very well indeed to have been able to tell. It was no more than a slight tightening of the neck and a certain rigidity around the mouth. Poor Philomena, Sarah thought, her mother would provide more competition than the rest of them put together!

	When lunch was over the Professor and Roger went back to Houmt Souk, leaving the two girls with their mother. Sarah offered to go back also, acutely conscious that she herself was not on holiday and that she would be expected to do her fair share of the work.

	"Not this afternoon," Sebastian decided firmly. "We have a heavy day tomorrow and you'll see little enough of your mother then, I'm afraid."

	Mrs. Feaney came close to her daughter, putting her arm around her shoulders.

	"Philomena is going straight out on to the beach," she said, "so I'm hoping you will show me my room and where everything is, dear?"

	Sarah nodded. "I hope you'll be comfortable," she said. "This hotel is nice, isn't it?"

	"Very nice!" her mother agreed warmly. "It was clever of you to find it, darling. Philomena isn't very keen on where you are, but I suppose you have everything you need there,"

	"It's convenient," Sarah said quietly, "and I like it."

	The Professor looked anxiously from one to the other.

	"It's better for us all to be together," he put in. "We can't afford to waste any time at all."

	Sarah smiled at him. "I like it," she said positively. "It's of the country. This hotel is more comfortable, but it could also be anywhere in the world!"

	Mrs. Feaney shrugged her shoulders. "I like my comfort," she complained. "And why shouldn't I?"

	The Professor laughed. "No reason at all!" he assured her.

	They went out into the hot sun to see the men go off. As the car disappeared down the made-up road it seemed suddenly lonely. There was only the hotel and the sea behind them. Inland there was only date-palms for as far as they could see, apparently growing in the dry sand that covered their roots. Unless one knew that there were more than two thousand springs of clear, fresh water on, the island, it could well be a mystery as to how it was so fruitful with only the sea, apparently, to sustain it.

	Mrs. Feaney turned to Sarah and hugged her again.

	"Darling, I can't tell you what it means to me to be Out here with you both!" she whispered eagerly.

	Sarah hugged her back.

	"It's lovely to see you!"

	Her mother looked at her curiously. "I had the suspicion that you were just a wee bit doubtful about my coming?" she asked. "But, truly, I don't mean to be extravagant!"

	Sarah laughed softly.

	"How terribly mean you make me seem," she said. "Of course I want you to enjoy yourself, but—" she hesitated—"how much money have we got, Mother?"

	Her mother made an airy gesture with her hands.

	"I don't know exactly, dear. You know that's not the sort of thing I'm any good at working out! Philomena told me it would be enough."

	Sarah sighed. "Then Philomena knows what you have?" she asked.

	Her mother bit her lip.

	"Oh dear! You're not hurt, are you, dear, that I didn't tell you about this little nest-egg? You see, it was mine and I wanted to spend it on myself! Is that so very selfish?"

	"Of course not! I'm delighted that you could manage to come!"

	Her mother's face clouded over.

	"Of course I don't suppose it will pay for everything," she said sadly. "Do you think I should have let the house while we are all away?"

	Sarah's lips twitched with sudden amusement.

	"How long have you come for?" she asked.

	Mrs. Feaney looked both secretive and very naughty.

	"Well, dear, I thought if I found the fare, you might be able to find the cost of the hotel. Is that possible?"

	Without any regret Sarah said goodbye to the savings she had been so carefully keeping for some future occasion.

	"That sounds a very good idea," she said warmly.

	They walked slowly down the long covered corridor towards Mrs. Feaney's room, stopping at intervals to admire the whiteness of the sand against the vivid, cheerful blue of the sea.

	"I thought at first the scenery was rather dreary," Mrs. Feaney remarked, "but it isn't, is it? It's grown on me already."

	Sarah looked rather dreamily out to sea.

	"The land of the lotus-eaters!" she said.

	Her mother laughed. "Well, I shouldn't want to take those old stories too seriously! Think of the discomfort they went through!"

	"But the lotus-eaters were rather sweet!" Sarah objected.

	"And are the Djerbans 'rather sweet'?" her mother asked her.

	Something in the tone of voice brought the colour flooding into Sarah's cheeks.

	"Yes, I think they are," she said.

	Mrs. Feaney regarded her daughter thoughtfully.

	"You must tell me all about it," she invited. "And about the fascinating Professor! Philomena's letters were full of him. Such a relief, don't you think? I was so worried that she wouldn't get over the other disappointment."

	Her mother's room was, she thought, very nice. It was furnished in the Scandinavian style, with a minimum of waste space. But everything was there. A comfortable bed, two chain, a basin with hot and cold water, and a small-space that had been carved out of the room and which held a shower, curtained off by a plastic material in a modern design. The whole effect was light and pleasant even if it had lost any particular North African character.

	Mrs. Feaney dropped down on to the edge of the bed. "Will this Sebastian be kind to her?" she asked.

	Sarah hesitated. "I don't know," she said at last.

	"What do you mean?" her mother demanded sharply.

	"I mean," Sarah replied, "that Sebastian makes his own running. He won't like it if Philomena reads more into—things than is actually there."

	"And do you think she is?" Mrs. Feaney asked.

	Sarah swallowed, a peculiar dejection overtaking her. . "No," she said.

	Her mother looked very pleased with herself.

	"No, I didn't think so either," she preened herself. "That was really why I came."

	Sarah swallowed again. "I see," she said.

	 

	A little way along the beach from the hotel a warm spring gushed its waters out across the white sands. Philomena had spent the afternoon damming it up and was sporting herself in the quite large swimming pool she had created. Sarah found her with something like relief.

	"I shall have to go now," she said. "Will you come and keep Mother company?"

	Philomena splashed the warm water over her shoulders.

	"Why do you have to go?" she demanded. "Did Mother say anything?"

	Sarah shook her head.

	"Of course not! What would she have said?"

	Philomena cast an experienced eye over her sister's face.

	"I thought she might have been nibbing you up the wrong way by asking you about your love life," she said frankly. "Let's face it, nothing irritates you more."

	Because she didn't have any? Sarah almost finished for her. It wasn't true, not quite. She had, feelings and likes and dislikes just like everybody else. Only she didn't want to talk about it all the time. Especially not now, when her whole mind and heart was filled by Sebastian whether she wished it or not, and even her mother could see that he had quite other ideas. It was that that hurt, she admitted it, but she didn't want the whole world to know she was hurt.

	She smiled, a little amused.

	"Actually," she said, "it was your love life we were talking about."

	Philomena gave a contented sigh.

	"That sounds more interesting! Was Mother telling you all the latest about Edmund? What he's doing and how dastardly he is?"

	Sarah laughed. "I don't think he was even mentioned," she retorted. "As if you care!"

	Philomena chuckled. "I did at the time." An awful thought struck her. "Sarah, do you think I may be fickle?"

	"Very likely !" Sarah agreed callously.

	"How dreadful!" Philomena said comfortably, quite unperturbed by the prospect. "I must ask the Professor what he recommends as a cure."

	"Yes, I should," Sarah said evenly.

	Philomena gave her an interested look.

	"Or shall I ask Roger?" she asked brightly.

	Sarah began to walk away, back to the hotel.

	"Ask anyone you please!" she said.

	 

	Her own room had lost a great deal of its charm for her. Sarah struggled with the charts that Roger had left on her desk, but her mind kept wandering to the peeling paint and the faded colour on the walls. It was peculiar, she thought, how much one's reaction to the things around one are a matter of mood. There was so much work to be done, and all she could think about was her mother's conviction that Philomena had fallen in love with Sebastian. Gross with herself, she drove herself on to get all the paper-work finished and when Roger came up to her room to consult with her about the photographs that would need to be taken the following day, she had practically cleared the lot.

	"I thought you were having the afternoon off to be with your mother?" he greeted her.

	She turned in her chair and smiled at him.

	"I did."

	He glanced over her shoulder at the finished pile of work.

	"Phew! You should do it every day!" he commented.

	She coloured slightly. "I didn't want to think about something else," she admitted. "Work is a wonderful panacea!"

	He looked justifiably dubious. "I've never found it so!

	Her eyes went to the great, untidy piles of photographs that littered up her room.

	"Is Sebastian pleased with what we've found?" she asked.

	The Dutchman shrugged.

	"Who knows what the Professor thinks? I know he's expecting a great deal more stuff in the fore-cabin."

	"What sort of thing?"

	Roger looked bleak.

	"Good lord, you don't think he takes me into his confidence, do you?"

	"Why not?" She faced him squarely.

	He looked sulky and his eyes slid away from her face.

	"Okay, I guess it's my fault. I haven't been exactly forthcoming myself. Philomena likes to see us all at one another and she plays her cards well, doesn't she?"

	"I can't see that it has anything to do with her," she said.

	"Then you must be blind!" he retorted.

	It was something of a relief when the gong rang for dinner. She slipped into the bathroom and washed the ink off her fingers and did her best to repair the damage the sun had done to her nose. Her hair, too, was quite white where the sun had caught it and the continual drenching in salt water had made it dry and difficult to manage. She thought of the television advertisements for shampoos at home in England and giggled. In their never-world of almost make-believe all she needed was the right shampoo and the world would be hers. In her own world, though, the world belonged to Philomena.

	The Professor was already behind his chair when she entered the dining-room. She slipped into her own seat and all the men sat down, their eyes curious as they watched her serve herself from the bowls of salad that had been placed on the table.

	"We thought you would eat with your mother," Sebastian told her kindly.

	She nodded, not resenting their interest. It was funny that in the dining-room she felt quite at home, as she had not in her own bedroom.

	"I had so much work to do," she explained.

	Sebastian smiled at her, his whole face crinkling with amusement.

	"And have you done any?"

	She nodded gravely. "Have you noticed that some of the pots aren't Roman?" she asked him.

	He was as delighted as a cat with a mouse, playing with the idea in his mind, this way and that.

	"Most of the pieces seem quite Roman to me," he said at last. "One or two Greek pieces, of course."

	"And one or two Egyptian," she went on. "Only they aren't Egyptian—at least, I don't think they are. They're rather intriguing."

	"Persian perhaps?" he suggested. She shook her head.

	"I don't know enough to tell. Shall I get the photos ?"

	"Please."

	She was rather pleased to be busy, to set her mind firmly on the impersonal problem of the origin of some nice impersonal pots. She found the photographs without any difficulty and ran down the stairs again with them, arriving breathless at her own place.

	"They're all here, I think. Sinbad first did this one—" She handed the Professor a handful of prints. "He was doubtful about it, so I took quite a number of shots of it."

	They all peered at the prints, tracing the intricate markings with their fingers, trying to make the pot fit in with any others they had ever seen.

	"Etruscan?" Sinbad suggested.

	"Never!" the Italian answered him. "I've seen enough of their stuff to recognise it in my sleep."

	The Tunisian flashed him a smile.

	"What other suggestion have you got?"

	"It could be local."

	The Professor looked up, his eyes alight with interest.

	"Could it?"

	Giuseppe grinned.

	"Why not? It is heavily influenced by Egypt, it is true, but it is not Egyptian. It is interesting that some forgotten ancestors in the Canary Islands used to mummify their dead. Some people think the custom spread slowly west from Egypt. Other things could have spread also."

	"It's possible, but We shall need a great deal more to go on." The Professor threw back his head and for a moment he was truly handsome. "It all depends on whether we find anything else in the fore-cabin."

	"And you think we may?" Sarah prompted him.

	His face creased into a smile.

	"We can always hope," he said.

	 

	Sarah hesitated before going up to bed. The Negro began to lock up, shutting up all the windows and the blue wooden shutters that Sarah outraged everybody by throwing open all day long. She made signs to tell him that her sister was not in yet and that she would lock the front door herself. It took some time to explain and when he did understand he seemed reluctant to leave her. When he finally disappeared into the kitchen there was nothing but the shadows on the wall to keep her company. They came and went as the glowing cinders in the open-style oven in the kitchen fell into ash and' nothingness. The electric lighting, ever uncertain, made a feeble attempt to light the book she was reading, but when the power dropped towards midnight even that failed, leaving no more than a single red twist of light in the bulb.

	It was late and Sarah was tired. She sat on the edge of her chair in the darkness-trying to keep awake, but gradually she slipped back into it and fell asleep. It was a deep chair, with a couple of cushions placed over the wooden structure to give an illusion of comfort. When she awoke she was stiff and the wooden edge of the arm was eating into her ribs. There was still no sign of Philomena.

	She stood up, muttering to herself about the pins and needles in her legs. Perhaps, she thought, Philomena had already slipped in and had gone up to bed. It was worth going up to see and she struggled up the stairs, wincing away from the pain of the blood returning to her limbs. But Philomena was not in her bed. She glanced down at the luminous hands of her watch and saw that it was after three o'clock. Where on earth could she be?

	She knocked over a pot-plant going down the stairs again. She picked it up carefully and replaced it on the step, staying quite still for a moment to see if she had disturbed anyone, but there was no sound from any of the rooms upstairs and so she went on down to the front door.

	It was as black as velvet outside. A single light lit the end of the street, casting a mysterious shadow on the white wall and the lucky sign of the 'Hand of Fatima' stood out dark against the lime wash. In the daytime it was no more than the imprint of a woman's hand in blue paint; in the blackness of night it was an emblem of a strange land. Sarah shivered in the light wind and tried to make herself think it was as ordinary as a No Parking sign in a street at home, but the curious light remained to threaten her and in spite of herself she was afraid.

	She shut the front door with a bang and locked it securely, leaning on wooden supports for comfort. She daren't go to bed, she thought, leaving Philomena alone out there. She would have to go back to her chair and wait for her. With a sigh she pushed herself off from the door and at the same instant the lights came on, blinding her for a moment, and a hand reached out for her and held her, helpless, against the hard frame of a man.

	"Let me go!" she whispered fiercely.

	She was freed immediately.

	"Little fool!" the Professor exclaimed. "What on earth are you doing prowling around in the dark?"

	She swivelled round to face him.

	"I wasn't," she denied. "The power failed and so I turned the lights out."

	"The power failed," he told her dryly, "more than three hours ago!"

	"I've been asleep," she explained.

	He looked down at her crushed clothes and the lines from the back of the chair which still marked her cheek.

	"So I see."

	She struggled helplessly to find the right words to explain to him why she was not in her bed without implicating her sister.

	"Have you been out?" he asked her sharply.

	She shook her head. "I'd be afraid to," she admitted breathlessly. "When the door is open you can see the light at the end of the street and the markings on the wall—"

	"And the dust making curious patterns on the narrow street?" he finished for her.

	She was mildly surprised that he should understand so well.

	"Yes," she said, "it's silly, isn't it?"

	He smiled, his teeth very white against his sun-tan.

	"Silliness can be a form of wisdom. At least it stopped you going out to look for her 1"

	She flushed, annoyed that he should have seen through her so easily.

	"She's probably with Mother," she said.

	"Very likely," he agreed. "Is that any reason not to let you know?" He pulled the front door open and they both scared out into the street in silence, which lengthened until it became almost unbearable.

	"I could wring her neck!" he said viciously.

	She smiled irresistibly.

	"To tell you the truth," she said, "so could I!"

	He laughed and then quite suddenly he stopped laughing and put his hands down hard on her shoulders.

	"And I could wring your neck too," he said. "You need your sleep like everybody else. Go up to bed, and I'll wait up for Philomena."

	But Sarah shook her head.

	"She's my sister," she objected. "I'm really quite all right and not in the least tired."

	"Is that so?" he drawled. The imprint of his hands on her shoulders became almost painful. "Is that why you can hardly keep your eyes open?"

	She opened her eyes wide.

	"Nonsense," she said tartly. "Really!"

	He grinned. "Yes, really!"

	He came very close and she was quite unsurprised when he kissed her. With an effort she pulled herself free.

	"That wasn't very kind," she said.

	"Was it not?" He looked apologetic but not in the least repentant. "I rather enjoyed it," he said.

	She gave him a desperate look because nothing would have induced her to admit that she had enjoyed it too.

	"That isn't the point!" she exclaimed.

	"Isn't it?"

	Her throat felt tight and most peculiar.

	"You know it isn't !"

	"I? I know nothing of the sort!" he laughed.

	It was foolish to try and explain it to him and she knew it was, but somehow she could hear herself trying.

	"It must be because you're French!" she ended helplessly.

	"It's a possible explanation," he agreed.

	She was tempted to stamp her foot at him, mostly because she wanted him to kiss her again.

	"It wouldn't be so bad if you meant it!" she exploded.

	"What makes you think I don't?"

	There was a sudden noise in the street outside and a car jerked to a stop outside the hotel. Philomena got languidly out and came towards them in the open doorway, a half-smile on her lips.

	Sebastian rounded angrily on Philomena and his temper showed exactly how anxious he had been for her.

	"And where the devil have you been?" he asked.

	 


CHAPTER TEN

	WHEN Sarah awoke and dressed herself, Philomena was still fast asleep. Sarah gazed down at her sleeping sister and thought how lovely she was. She slept as quietly as a child with one hand tucked behind her head and the other almost hiding the half-smile on her face. Even asleep she looked confident and sure of herself, as though she knew where she was going and was delighted to be going, there.

	Sarah thought back to the scene earlier that morning when Philomena had at last come back to the hotel. It hurt her to remember, but she couldn't keep her mind away from the subject. Sebastian had begun by being . angry, but he had ended by being amused.

	"Where have you been ?" he had repeated.

	Philomena had smiled up at him.

	"Oh, darling,"' she had purred, "I didn't know you cared!"

	Sebastian had looked as if he could have slapped her.

	"Philomena—" he began.

	"I've been dancing," she had pouted. "Everyone here doesn't go to bed at midnight, you know."

	He had softened visibly.

	"Perhaps they have their own door keys," he had suggested silkily.

	She had laughed softly.

	"You could always present me with one." She had twitched the wrap off her shoulders and had looked up at him in the prettiest way imaginable. "Darling, I don't know why you should be so angry. I was only enjoying myself!" She had taken a quick step forward and had kissed him hard on the mouth. "There! Better now?" she had asked.

	And he had laughed.

	"Baggage!" he had said in tones of warmest affection. "For heaven's sake go to bed now and let the rest of us get some peace." And laughing, with Sarah quite forgotten, they had all gone up the stairs to bed.

	Now, looking at Philomena sleeping, it was easy to see how she had managed to charm the anger out of Sebastian, or any man. It was just chance that he had happened to be flirting with her when Philomena came in— it was just chance that she had been on the verge of taking him seriously and now knew that she could not.

	It was still early, though the men; had already breakfasted. She buttered herself a roll and waited for the coffee to be heated up. Her eyes felt sandy from lack of sleep and she was worried about her camera which kept sticking. It was not, she felt, going to be a very good day, and she tried to throw off the feeling, knowing how easy it was for one's own mood to invite disaster.

	As soon as she had finished her second cup of coffee, she grabbed her cameras and started walking towards the harbour, but the men were not yet ready to go and so she walked off by herself down the beach, dreaming of finding half a dozen pots that would put their ship into the forefront of the archaeological finds of the century.

	The women were already out washing the wool. They stood in little groups, knee-deep in the sea, washing the fleeces again and again in the sandy water, until they were soft and quite free from grease. Afterwards they left them to dry on the sand, as white a® snow and quite ready for use. It was a picturesque scene with the women's colourful skirts, their off-white enveloping veils, caught back and stuffed into their belts, and with their straw-coloured witch's hats perched on the tops of their heads.

	They stopped work and smiled at Sarah as she went past. She lifted her camera and showed it to them, but they one and all shook their heads. Because she was a woman they were prepared for her to go among them and some of them, being Berber rather than Arab, might have allowed her to take a picture of them in the distance, but they were afraid of anyone capturing their image, an attitude they had learned through their religion and through half-forgotten tribal memories of magic and conquest.

	"Hey, Sarah!" Roger came running across the sand towards her, waving a paper over his head. "Hey, Sarah, did you leave this out for me?"

	She walked towards him, squinting into the sun.

	"What is it?" she asked him.

	He handed it over to her and she glanced down at it. It was a single photograph from a series of a statue she had taken. In the corner, marked in her neat script, were the letters R4.

	"It was found in the rear-cabin," she said.

	"But do you remember anything about it?"

	Sarah shook her head. "There were so many things," she explained.

	"But surely you can remember this one!"

	"I'm sorry."

	"It's important," he prompted her. "Look at it closely."

	She looked at it again more closely. It was of a beautiful little statue, a warrior with his hair combed up into a pillar above his head and with a long fiat spear in his hand.

	"It isn't either Greek or Roman," she said humorously.

	"That's the whole point! Would you say it was Egyptian ?"

	"Well, no," she said doubtfully.

	He snatched it from her, gazing down at it.

	"I'd give anything to know!" he exclaimed. "I can't wait to open up that other cabin."

	She grinned cheerfully at him.

	"Well, with any luck we should make a start today," she said.

	It was terribly hot. As the boat slowly drifted towards, the rafts that marked the site of the sunken ship, the orange sails flapped idly, vainly seeking sufficient wind to send them hurrying across the water. The Tunisians laughed and turned on the inevitable transistor radio and the latest Egyptian pop songs rang out across the sea, a little more nasal than its Western counterpart, but with an equally fierce and obvious beat. Then, just when they had resigned themselves to rowing, a frolicking breeze caught the sails and sent them scudding forwards. The shock of the sudden movement could be felt right through the timbers of the boat and the heat seemed more bearable again.

	Sarah was the first to set foot on the anchored rafts. With leisurely care she made herself ready to dive, going through the now familiar actions of powdering herself before putting on the thick rubber shirt and making sure that her flippers were securely on her feet.

	"Are you ready to go?" Sebastian asked her.

	"Yes."

	He helped her into the harness that held the cylinders of compressed air and tested the apparatus to make sure it was working properly.

	"Okay," he said, "you're away!"

	He shook hands with her very formally and she was chuckling to herself as she made her way to the edge of the raft and jumped into the clear water. She allowed herself to fall like a stone to the bottom, completely relaxed and enjoying the feel of the water against her skin. This was the best part of every dive, she thought, when there was time to look about and see all the wonders of the sea bed and watch the bubbles of oxygen flattening into ovals as they floated upwards to the surface.

	The wreck loomed up, an enormous shape quite different from when they had first started exploring her. Sarah put her hand on one of the struts that was holding up the rotting side of the ship and pulled herself nearer the gap they had made for easier access. It was darker inside and, as always, it took a second or two for her to get used to the gloomy interior. Down one side it was difficult to recognise that it was the inside of a boat at all. With careful movements she made her way towards the fore-cabin and got her camera ready for the first shots. Two other shapes came up behind her and she knew that Roger and Giuseppe were ready to pull away . the ancient doors. It was a moment of acute excitement and her hands were trembling as she held the camera ready.

	Giuseppe put his two hands against the door and pulled. It came away so easily that he almost fell over backwards. Sarah pushed her way up to him and beckoned to Roger to bring up the arc-lamps. It was better than the other cabin, possibly because it was nearer the shore and had not had to take the strain of the current or the sudden battery of storm that could blow up so suddenly in the Mediterranean. It was quite possible to make out the framework of two bunks that had practically fallen to pieces, almost covered with sand and silt, but full of promise of what there might be buried with them.

	Sarah took her first shots and then helped haul the arc-lamps away again so that they could ease their way inside the confined space. The beams creaked ominously, sounding eerie when magnified by the water. The men started moving the sand and immediately the atmosphere grew thick until it was almost impossible to see across the narrow space. Sarah pulled her camera closer to her and left them to it. Immediately she pulled herself out of the wreck she could see the sunlight filtering down through the water, magnificently gold and green. She allowed herself to float gently to the surface and came up just beside one of the rafts.

	Sebastian was waiting for her. He helped her to haul herself up beside him and undid the straps of her harness.

	"How long will they be?" he asked.

	She wrinkled up her nose.

	"They're stirring up a lot of sand and muck," she. said. Her voice took on a new note of excitement. "Oh, Sebastian! It's in a very good state—what we can see of it!"

	He was far more phlegmatic about it than she had expected. He took her camera from her and put it carefully in the bottom of the boat. When he came back to her she was shaking her hair loose so that it would dry more quickly.

	"Aren't you going down to look for yourself?" she asked him.

	"No, I think not. I shall wait for them to clear it out a bit and then go down with you. I shan't see anything much before then."

	She didn't answer him, though she wondered how he could wait so calmly. She herself was in a turmoil of expectancy. He came and sat down beside her, dangling his feet over the edge of the raft into the water.

	"Shall I oil your back?" he offered. "It's in danger of peeling as badly as your nose."

	She tried to get a glimpse of it over her shoulder, knowing even as she did so that nothing would induce her to allow him to touch her.

	"It doesn't hurt," she said with an attempted cheerfulness.

	"It won't—yet!" he retorted.

	She twisted her neck round to have another look and retreated to the safety of an awning that someone had spread out to save the equipment from the worst of the hot sun.

	Sebastian watched her with lazy eyes.

	"Was Philomena awake before you left?" he asked her.

	Her eyes were cool as she looked at him.

	"I don't think so," she said.

	"Your mother was asking for her," he explained.

	She was startled. "Mother was?"

	He nodded. "She rang up. She wanted to know if Philomena had got home all right."

	Sarah swallowed. Her back was smarting after all.

	"How lucky that you were able to tell her all about it," she said smoothly.

	He grinned, looking pleased with himself.

	"Yes, wasn't it?" he agreed.

	 

	Sarah could hardly recognise the cabin when she next saw it. The silt had been gently sucked away, revealing an odd collection of objects. There were a couple of wine jars, a brooch, so encrusted that it was impossible to see of what .it was made, a small figure of Neptune, with his nose broken, which gave him a curious devil-may-care expression. With care she photographed each exactly where it was lying and marked it on the plan she was carrying. It always gave her an odd feeling to be writing several feet under water, but so far the pen had never failed her, though it baulked when she tried to use it on dry land.

	The brooch was probably the most interesting of the finds. She played the sand through her fingers around where it had been lying, hoping to find something else of similar worth. But there was only sand right down to the rough boards which had once formed the bottom of the ship, but were now a mass of barnacles and weed growing from the few remnants of the original timbers.

	Perhaps a little further forward, she thought. She inched her way to beyond where the men had cleared, allowing her fingers to sink in and sift the shifting silt. At first she could find nothing, but then her fingers felt the edge of something hard. She signalled over her shoulder to one of the men to come up to her and help her clear it, but they had their backs turned to her, carefully packing Neptune away into a basket. She gave the object a gentle tug and was answered by a whining noise all around her. She stood quite still and waited, but there was only the usual sounds of the running sea and her own breath escaping into bubbles. She gave an anxious look behind her, but neither of the two men had looked up.

	Very gently, she pulled again. She knew a second's triumph as the object came free in her hands, but at the same instant the whining started again and a large part of the wall of the boat began to sway behind her. Desperately she tried to prop it up with whatever came to hand, but a large part collapsed and there was only darkness. She tried to force herself to move, but her muscles were frozen into inactivity. It came to her as something of a surprise to discover that she was afraid.

	The seconds ticked past into a full minute and there was still only blackness all around her. There must, she thought, be a glimmer of light from the arc-lamps somewhere. She forced herself to edge back to where the wall had caved in. There was no light anywhere and everywhere she could reach was hard and unyielding to her touch. She was trapped.

	She spent all of ten minutes pushing against the fallen side, but nothing happened. Tired and panting, she sat back and took stock of her position. She had little compressed air left and the harder she breathed the more quickly she would use it up. She was shaking now with the chill of fright. She breathed very slowly, counting her breaths in and out until she felt quite dizzy. There was nothing to see and nothing to hear and only her panic to keep her company. It would be all right, she told herself again and again. It would be all right because Sebastian was there.

	She couldn't see the pressure-meter, but she knew when the cylinders were failing. It was harder to breathe than it had been, and it might have been her imagination, but it tasted different and it made her want to cough. When it gave out entirely it was the silence she first noticed. An unbearable silence, broken only by the echo of her thudding heart against the weight of the sea.

	 

	She didn't know anything about the way they tore away the rotting timbers that were holding her. She knew even less of the sudden light that flickered over her. Nor did she remember anything of the way they lifted her and brought her up to the surface. Her first conscious moment was a painful coughing and the feeling that her lungs were going to burst.

	"And again!" Sebastian's voice came calmly through to her.

	She struggled against his hands.

	"I'm not going to be sick again for anyone!" she objected harshly.

	He laughed. "Wait for it!" he said.

	She tried to tell him just what an unfeeling, unsympathetic brute she found him. She wanted to hurt him as he was hurting her, but she was too busy gasping for breath.

	"There!" he said, and to her ears he sounded unpleasantly triumphant. "Doesn't that feel better?"

	To her annoyance it did, much better.

	"I thought you were never coming," she gasped.

	"Did you?" he asked gently.

	She turned over on her back and let the sun bake right into her bones. "What happened?" she asked.

	He leaned back, apparently satisfied that she was better.

	"You pulled the whole boat down about you, that's what happened!"

	She sat up, appalled. "But, Sebastian, I couldn't have done! I was pulling at some object, but it was quite loose in the sand!"

	"Is that it?" He nodded to a small object beside her.

	She pounced on it eagerly and then wasn't sure.

	"I don't know," she said doubtfully.

	"Well, certainly nothing would part you from it!" he grinned.

	She picked it up with interest, trying to guess what it might be. "Are you suggesting this held up the whole ship?" she demanded hotly.

	"Not exactly."

	She smiled. "Then I shall reserve my defence!"

	The men laughed, and Roger ruffled a hand through her hair with an air of possession that dismayed her.

	"I don't think it will come to that," he smiled at her.

	Her eyes flickered to Sebastian's face and back to her own feet.

	"I'm not so sure," she said. She rubbed the object gently against the side of the raft, but it was useless, only a chemical would release it from the bonds of the crust that had grown up all around it. It looked to her like a small ornamental knife, but she didn't like to say so because it was no more than the wildest of guesses.

	"The ship will be all right—won't it?" she asked Sebastian anxiously.

	He shrugged his shoulders. "We'll manage somehow," he said.

	 

	A whole party of skin-divers came out from the hotel that afternoon. They descended on to the raft with whoops of joy.

	"We thought we'd never make it!" one of them cried out. "It's further out here than it looks!"

	Sarah, recognising that they were nearly all Frenchmen, sought for the right words to discourage them from actually landing.

	"Please be careful of the equipment," she said. "Some of it is very valuable."

	They looked at her curiously. "Are you part of this outfit?" they asked.

	She nodded, secretly rather pleased that they should ask her.

	"I'm the photographer," she told them.

	One of the men half pulled himself out of the water and looked round at the cylinders of compressed air and the carefully wrapped up finds.

	"There was a rumour at the hotel that you had trouble out here this morning?"

	Sarah tried to look quite normal, but she could feel the colour creeping up her cheeks.

	"What sort of trouble?" she asked.

	"That one of you was almost drowned!" a younger man put in. "That's why we came out really, to see for ourselves."

	Sarah sighed impatiently.

	"Perhaps you'd like to speak to the leader of the expedition ?" she asked grandly. "He'll be up in a minute."

	"Then nothing happened?" they pressed her.

	"Nothing serious."

	At that moment Roger came up to the surface with a look of thunder on his face.

	"We can't shift it!" he burst out angrily.

	Sarah tried to warn him that he had an interested audience, but he paid her not the slightest attention. He was far too intent on kicking off his flippers and unbuckling his harness.

	"Then you did have an accident!" one of the Frenchmen demanded of him.

	Roger looked around at their expectant faces.

	"I'll say! Sarah nearly drowned herself down there! And now we can't get into the cabin at all!"

	The Frenchmen looked accusingly at Sarah.

	"I thought you said that nothing had happened!" they accused her.

	"Well, nothing did," she denied. "I look all right, don't I?"

	"Philomena had a feeling—"

	"Philomena?" She didn't know why, but she was upset that her sister should have had anything to do with them swimming out to the wreck.

	"She's an English girl at the hotel," he explained. "She said she had a sister out here."

	"Yes, she has," Sarah said. "I'm her sister." She wished urgently that Sebastian would come and rescue her from her predicament. "What kind of a feeling?" she asked sharply.

	The Frenchman looked embarrassed.

	"It was more a rumour that was going about at lunchtime. The waiter said that there had been an accident and Philomena rather dramatically claimed that she had had a feeling all morning that you were in trouble."

	"What nonsense!" Sarah said sharply. She looked at the Frenchman more curiously. "How well do you know Philomena?" she asked.

	He grinned, suddenly very cheerful.

	"I'm getting to know her better!"

	"I see," she said quietly. "I hope my mother wasn't told any of this rubbish?"

	The Frenchman lost his smile.

	"She was there," he said. "Perhaps I had better introduce myself. My name is Marcel Martin."

	They shook hands gravely while Roger watched them in disgust.

	"Philomena seems to have got to know a lot of people mighty quickly!" he remarked acidly.

	The Frenchman met his eyes squarely. "She is popular," he said guardedly.

	"With you too, I suppose," the Dutchman grunted.

	"Yes, with me too," Marcel agreed smoothly.

	For a moment Sarah thought Roger was going to push the Frenchman back into the water and start a fight, but instead he dived in himself and swam off, away from the rest of them, where he stayed until Sebastian and the other man came up to the surface.

	It was impossible to tell how serious was the damage done to the ship from the Professor's attitude. He greeted the unexpected visitors with his usual calm good manners, stripping off his rubber shirt and carefully stowing his equipment away as he always did, unlike the others who were far more apt to leave it lying about until they had recovered from their stint under water.

	"It was a pretty good swim, coming right out here," he congratulated them.

	Marcel acknowledged the compliment with a gesture from his outspread hands.

	"One can walk nearly half the way," he said. "It is so shallow all round the coast here."

	"Still, I expect you will be glad of a lift home?" Sebastian smiled at them. "We'll take you to Houmt Souk."

	The little boat was pretty heavily laden by the time they had all scrambled on board. The captious wind came and went and the orange sails flapped back and forth. Other boats came in close, calling a greeting in Arabic across the still waters. One and all had heard of the morning's incident in that way that Arabs seem to, plucking the knowledge out of thin air.

	"You're quite a heroine," Marcel said with a grin.

	"I'll feel more of a heroine when I know how the boat is," she replied grimly.

	"Your mother thinks you are one, anyway!" he laughed.

	She turned quickly and caught Sebastian's eyes on her. It was difficult to know what he was thinking and her own discomfort made her read disapproval into everything. She flushed.

	"Mother gets carried away very easily," she said gruffly. The frown increased between Sebastian's eyes and she wished she didn't care what he thought of her quite so much. "It wasn't as though anything happened!"

	It took them a long time to sail into Houmt Souk. The white town looked like a faded photograph in the late afternoon sun. It would be like that for another hour and then suddenly it would come to life and the universal blue paintwork .would be dazzlingly bright and the glaringly white buildings would take on a softer pink from the setting sun.

	Quite a crowd had gathered on the small quay. Tunisians pushed each other out of the way in their eagerness to be first to catch the painter of the boat. Even one or two women had threaded their way daintily through the crowd to stand and watch the excitement. Sebastian went ashore first and it was only then that Sarah saw her mother and Philomena standing a little way back from the others, looking both nervous and excited. Too late she wished she had taken the trouble to do her hair and to cover up her still pale face with make-up. She waved to them, but neither of them waved back.

	Willing hands helped her on to dry land and she loaded herself up with her cameras and the films she wanted to take to be developed. Out of the corner of her eye she could see her mother approaching.

	"Sarah, Sarah darling! Are you sure you're all right?"

	She smiled as calmly as she could.

	"Of course, I'm fine."

	Her mother looked about her with an air of great determination.

	"Well, I may as well tell you, here and now, that you're never going down to that wreck again!" she said. "Nearly killing yourself! Sarah—Sarah! Are you listening to me?"

	 


CHAPTER ELEVEN

	"OH, Mother, really!" Sarah protested.

	"Yes, really!" her mother insisted. "I'll speak to your Professor about it myself," she added grimly. "I'll not have it!"

	Sarah gave her a quick hug.

	"Of course you won't do anything so silly! I'm quite all right and, indeed, nothing really happened at all."

	Mrs. Feaney looked at her daughter with tears in her eyes.

	"You look pale."

	Sarah made a protesting noise.

	"And when have I ever looked anything else?" she asked pertly.

	Her mother responded with a wavering smile.

	"I think I'll talk to him all the same," she said. She pushed her way through the knot of people towards Sebastian and Sarah was left, a little apart from the rest, completely on her own. She looked about her to see if she could warn the Professor and tell him not to pay her mother any attention. It was humiliating to be discussed as though she were no more than a teenager and not responsible for herself. But she needn't have worried, because unwittingly Philomena came to her rescue. She looked lovelier than ever in a close-fitting white linen dress that showed off her dark tan to perfection. The contrast between the two sisters could never have been plainer.

	"Sebastian, my dear, how tiresome my family seems to be being to you! Never mind, you may take me to the square and buy me a drink and  I'll make it all up to you !"

	Sarah froze, waiting for Sebastian's reaction, although she already knew what it would be. His worries fell away from him and he laughed with genuine amusement, looking deep into Philomena's eyes.

	"What a marvellous idea!" he said.

	Sarah wondered if Marcel, or even Roger, would make any objection, but the Frenchman only watched her sister with his hands on his hips and a smile in his eyes.

	"What a fickle heart!" Marcel teased her, flicking her dark hair.

	Philomena tossed her head idly, her eyes sparkling.

	"Why not?" she said. "Nobody's going to tie me down —yet!"

	Roger was the only one who didn't laugh, didn't say anything. He just watched her go with the Professor in a brooding silence. Then he turned angrily on Sarah.

	"Don't just stand there!" he barked at her. "You have work to do!"

	 

	That evening the sunset was almost perfect. Sarah watched it from the window of her room, Jetting the riot of colour seep deep into her soul, for she could still see that frightening blackness whenever she shut her eyes and feel her lungs bursting for lack of air and the awful desire to cough. The pepper-tree on the corner, dusty with the hot, summer days, made a splash of silver green against the white house, all uniformly painted with blue. Except, she noticed with amusement, for one individualist who had decided on a vivid green. Almost every window was covered with wrought-iron work, bulging out towards the bottom so that the women could lean out of the windows and still be protected. It was a beautiful scene, with the odd, narrow streets that led higgledy-piggledy into one another under beautifully shaped arches or through minute alleyways that divided the houses. From where she was standing she could see the dome-shaped roofs, varied sometimes by long squares or others shaped like the top of a Nissen hut, but-all of them gleaming white as though they had been painted with lime only the day before.

	"I wish you'd come and look," she wheedled her mother.

	Mrs. Feaney sat on the edge of the bed, an expression of acute disapproval on her face.

	"I'm not surprised Philomena wants to come to my hotel," she said at last in a faint voice.

	Sarah smiled cheerfully.

	"It's not so bad! The bed is comfortable and I have everything I need for my work."

	Mrs. Feaney sniffed. "And that's all you want?" she asked.

	The question took Sarah by surprise.

	"I don't know," she admitted. "I like it here, though—" She looked round the room—"I like it despite the peeling paint."

	"But the peeling paint is only one thing," her mother objected. "Frankly if I had to face that colour first thing in the morning I shouldn't get up at all!"

	Sarah laughed.

	"I hardly see it all now," she assured her. "Generally speaking I'm too busy when I'm up here to notice anything much."

	Mrs. Feaney sighed.

	"Darling, I wish I could see where it was all leading to. I've always understood what Philomena has wanted, but you—" She hesitated. "Sarah, is there anything I can do?"

	For a brief instant Sarah wondered if her mother had guessed that she had fallen in love with Sebastian.

	"I suppose I want the visual things," she said at last, in a tight voice that she could scarcely recognise as her own. "I want to marry and have children." She laughed harshly. "I have the usual, normal ambitions!"

	But her mother didn't laugh with her.

	"I think I was wrong to suggest that Philomena came here with you," she said thoughtfully. "I didn't realise that it meant so much to you." She looked at her daughter reproachfully. "You could have told me, you know. I would have tried to understand."

	Sarah smiled very gently.

	"I know you would," she said. "But I didn't know myself until I got here quite how exciting it would be."

	"And the Professor?" Mrs Feaney asked.

	Sarah blushed. "He helps to make it exciting," she admitted.

	"And Philomena?"

	Sarah bit her lip. "Philomena is in love with him," she said.

	Her mother stood up, a look of sadness on her face.

	"I am so sorry," she said. "How awkward for you! But you don't have to go on with this job, do you, dear? You can always come home with me and go back to that library of yours. You'll get hurt if you stay!"

	Sarah tightened her jaw with determination. "I may do," she agreed.

	Mrs. Feaney sighed. "Oh dear, how I wish your nose didn't peel in the sun!" she said agitatedly. "I'm sure it would help!"

	Sarah laughed. "I'm sure it would!" she agreed.

	Her mother was somewhat mollified to find that she had been invited to dinner. She peered anxiously into the primitive kitchen and wondered aloud how any meal could possibly come out of it. Later, when she saw the Negro lighting the charcoal fire out in the yard, fanning madly at a pile of embers in a small enamel bowl, she asked dryly if they couldn't install some better system for him.

	"I think he likes it that way," Sarah said vaguely.

	Her mother flatly refused to believe it. She insisted that the adjoining door should be kept open so that she could watch the meal being prepared, astonished that so much could be heated and cooked over a single flame.

	"He would certainly win the economy stakes!" she said at one point.

	Sarah leaned forward and glanced through the open door. The smell was delicious and very Tunisian and she was glad that her mother was to have one of the traditional dishes rather than something quite international and well known.

	"They eat everything all together in one dish, meat, vegetables, everything! Usually rather highly spiced."

	Mrs! Feaney sniffed appreciatively.

	"I only hope it's half as good as it smells," she said.

	They were drinking wine, from a local vineyard that had been started by the White Fathers, when Sebastian came in. He was alone.

	"Has Sinbad found out what your object is yet?" he asked Sarah.

	"I don't know," she admitted. "I haven't seen him at all."

	"And the photographs ?"

	"They're drying," she murmured.

	"Any good?"

	She nodded her head.

	"They're clearer than I thought they'd be. The light was very poor."

	Mrs. Feaney bristled to her daughter's defence.

	"I don't know what more you can expect!" she snapped. "You work your team very hard, young man."

	Sebastian's eyes twinkled.

	"Maybe," he admitted, "though actually today my team have been working me pretty hard!" He threw himself into a chair. "It's been a long day!"

	Mrs. Feaney was outraged.

	"Is that all you can say about Sarah's experience?" she asked haughtily.

	"I expect I shall say a good deal more when I've got over the shock!" he retorted. His' eyes slid over to Sarah. "How are you feeling?" he asked her.

	She lifted her head proudly.

	"Fine!"

	His eyes mocked her, but he said nothing. She felt a gushing warmth for him throughout her being and was afraid that it might show, so she sat there, looking down at her hands and knowing that the deep colour was rushing into her cheeks.

	"Where's Philomena?" she asked at last.

	"She stayed on in the square."

	She found herself hoping that this time her sister would come in at a reasonable hour. She was so tired that she felt quite light-headed. She drank her wine more quickly, as if it were water, and felt a bit better. She would feel better still once she had eaten, she thought.

	Indeed dinner was a success. Sinbad had a reed whistle which he had bought from an old man in the desert and he entertained them by playing and singing some of the songs of the island. A number of Djerbans came and stood at the open front door, and after a while, when they became less shy, they came right inside and joined in the singing and even managed one or two dances, tough dramatic affairs that reduced them to a breathless shuffle after a while.

	It was late when they had all gone.

	"I'll drive you home, Mrs. Feaney," Sebastian offered.

	"I'll come too," Sarah said. It would be nice, she thought, coming home in the dark with only the moon to light their path, in the gorgeous comfort of his car. But he shook his head.

	"You're practically asleep on your feet! It's bed for you!"

	She opened her mouth to argue with him. She wanted to go.

	"Are you planning on diving tomorrow?" he asked her lazily.

	"Of course," she said, ignoring her mother's anxious expression.

	"Then go and get some sleep !" he retorted.

	It was lonely when they had all gone and there was only the dirty glasses and the cigarette smoke still heavy on the air to tell of their having been there. The smoke was strongly scented from the black tobacco that the Tunisians use and unpleasant. Sarah flung open all the windows to get rid of it, regardless of sorrowful shakes of the head from the Negro. Sebastian could close them when he came in, she thought, if he remembered. But he would probably have Philomena hanging on his arm and would have other things on his mind. Angrily, she slammed shut the front door and went to bed.

	 

	Sinbad woke everybody with a shout of pure joy.

	"Come and see! It's beautiful!"

	Sarah pulled herself out of her deep sleep and jumped straight out of bed, feeling for her dressing-gown. They all met on the stairs, laughing as they bumped into each other in their hurry to get to the bottom.

	Sinbad was out in the patio, a tub of chemical in front of him. Very carefully he lifted out the object that Sarah had grasped so firmly the day before.

	"Don't breathe on it!" he warned them. "It's very fragile."

	It was indeed quite lovely. Once it had been a knife as Sarah had suspected, but the blade was held together now only by the chemicals that Sinbad used on it. It was thin and jagged and in some places it had given way altogether. But the handle had been preserved almost intact. It was a lovely object, intricately wrought of gold and other precious metals, it was in the shape of a human being with the head of a jackal.

	"Egyptian!" Giuseppe said with satisfaction.

	Sebastian looked at it more closely. "It could be," he agreed.

	The Italian looked up sharply. "Why the doubt?"

	Sebastian made an impatient gesture.

	"It isn't a doubt, more a feeling. The jackal doesn't look like a jackal to me."

	Giuseppe made a face. "It looks like Anubis to me," he said positively.

	Anubis, Sarah remembered with a little spurt of excitement, was the Egyptian god of embalming.

	"But surely—" she began.

	"Look at the ears!" Sebastian said disparagingly.

	"Look how many years it's been down there!" she retorted, quite heated.

	He laughed. "There spoke the dispassionate scientist! I still don't think it's genuinely Egyptian. I think it's a copy."

	Sinbad looked over his shoulder with a smile.

	"It could be," he agreed. "It would tie in with the other finds. If we ever get inside that cabin again we may get Some other pieces that would make sense."

	Sebastian nodded. "We'll get back inside," he said grimly.

	He was as good as his word. They spent most of the morning rigging up a hoist so that they could move the heavy supports that they had sunk deep into the seabed, but which were now preventing them from getting at the fallen walls of the cabin. Sarah forced herself to go down to look for herself. She didn't want Sebastian to know how scared she was, so she asked Sinbad to help her into her equipment. The cylinders seemed heavier than ever and she was shivering from fright as she stood at the edge of the raft and tried to will herself to jump in.

	She shut her eyes as the water closed over her head. When she opened them again the worst was over. The familiar sensation of the water was not frightening at all. She took a deep breath, completely filling her lungs and was reassured when she breathed out and the familiar bubbles swept past her towards the surface. As soon as they started to tie the thick ropes round the supports, she forgot all about her fears and yesterday might never have been. She worked as hard as any of them and was astonished at how quickly the time went before she had to return to the surface herself.

	Coming up, she could see the bottom of a strange boat tied up to the raft and she wondered idly who would have made the trip out. It was not one of the local Djerban boats because she could see a propeller at the back. It was funny, she thought, how strange things looked from an unaccustomed angle. This boat looked like some enormous monster! She came up beside it and was almost surprised to find it was really quite small with an outboard motor hanging over the back.

	Laboriously, she climbed up the rungs of the ladder that Sinbad had fitted to the raft, tearing off her mask as soon as she reached the top. The dazzle of the sun on the water nearly blinded her and she blinked several times before she could see who had come. She was somewhat surprised to see her mother sitting on a pile of cushions and Philomena standing behind her, idly smoking a cigarette.

	"So the heroine returns!" she drawled.

	Sarah undid the buckles of her harness and struggled out of it.

	"Hullo," she said.

	Philomena raised her eyebrows. "I suppose that's as good an answer as any," she commented.

	Sarah turned her back on her.

	"What brought you out here?" she asked her mother.

	Mrs. Feaney stirred on her cushions. "I couldn't resist it!" she said comfortably. "I wanted to see it all for myself—and we had the offer of the boat!" She looked guilty. "Well, to tell the truth, Philomena charmed it away from its owner."

	"Marcel?"

	Her mother nodded, laughing softly.

	"He wanted to come out with us, but Philomena wouldn't hear of it!"

	"Why not?" Sarah asked her sister.

	Philomena shrugged. "I had other ideas." She took up an even more careless stance. "Want to pick a quarrel about it?"

	Sarah sat on, in an uncomfortable silence. She wished as she had never wished before that she knew what Philomena was thinking about. Marcel must have quite a lot of money if he could bring his own boat all the way from France. She wondered what Philomena really thought of him and how she had managed to persuade him to lend it to her.

	Philomena threw her cigarette into the sea and frowned. After a minute or so she came over and sat down beside Sarah.

	"I'm sorry," she said. "You ought to know that I don't mean half of what I say. Don't take it so seriously!"

	Sarah smiled willingly.

	"I don't!" she teased her sister.

	Philomena made a face. "I wish I could believe you. Sebastian has been taking me to task for being selfish. He says you're worn out with looking after me!"

	"Do I look worn out?" Sarah asked, amused.

	Philomena considered her.

	"A trifle peaky, perhaps." She hesitated. "Then it's all right between us?"

	"Of course!"

	"Then that's all right!" Philomena looked decidedly relieved. "I had the impression that I was getting quite unpopular!"

	Sarah looked genuinely astonished.

	"Don't be silly! That will be the day!"

	Philomena raised one eyebrow.

	"How lovely it would be if all the world were as naive as you!" she said dryly. "Not everybody is bluffed by a pair of sparkling eyes, you know!"

	Sarah's easy sympathy was instantly aroused.

	"Sebastian's bark is worse than his bite—"

	Philomena cut her off.

	"It depends if his interests are challenged, honey."

	Confused, Sarah changed the subject.

	"I ought to get back down below," she said. Neither her mother nor her sister made any objection, in fact Philomena went so far as to help her connect the fresh cylinders of compressed air to her breathing apparatus and was busy helping her into her harness when Sebastian came up to the surface. Sarah waited as he came up the steps, shaking himself like a young puppy.

	"We've got back inside the cabin," he said as soon as he could. "Have you got the cameras ready?"

	She nodded. "How's the light?" she asked.

	He laughed. He looked tremendously pleased with himself now that they could get on with opening up the cabin.

	"Terrible! Couldn't be worse! You'll just have to do what you can."

	She checked that she had the fastest film possible in the camera and put it back into its waterproofed capsule ready for use.

	"Did you see anything inside?" she asked.

	Sebastian's eyes shone with excitement.

	"I have a theory that whoever was in that cabin was a pretty important person," he said. "Definitely not a Roman himself, not by birth at any rate. He may have been a Roman citizen, of course."

	Mrs. Feaney opened her eyes wide. "Then what was he?" she asked.

	"We don't know. He might have been an Egyptian, but we're not very pleased with that suggestion,"

	"We're hoping to find something else that will tell us," Sarah added.

	"That's right," Sebastian agreed. He changed his cylinders with the speed of an expert. "See you later," he said.

	He and Sarah jumped in together. The coolness of the sea was glorious after the humid heat on the raft. Sarah let herself slowly sink, enjoying the smooth sensation against her skin. Beside her she could see the dark shape of Sebastian gathering momentum as he somersaulted and struck out strongly, making the most of his flippers. Lazily she followed him, striking out more strongly as she came nearer the ship, anxious to see what they had done.

	When she got closer she could see that they had torn away the whole of what remained of the deck and had opened up the supports so that two or three of them could be lowered at a time into the close confines of the cabin beneath. Standing well back, so that she could get the whole ship within her lens, she began to photograph the changes.

	It was less easy inside the cabin. She waited for Sebastian to bring the lights up exactly where she wanted them and spent the time looking about her. She could see the place where the knife had stuck and how she had managed to pull the rotten side in on top of her. It was less easy to see anything else, although they had succeeded in dredging away most of the sand. She took one or two tentative steps forward 'and looked down at her feet, clumsy-looking in their enormous flippers. For an instant she thought she caught a glimpse of something gold, but it disappeared immediately and the space was too confined to do much in the way of an examination.

	Sebastian was better with the lights than Roger. He was far more sensitive to the needs of the camera and far less likely to allow them to cast strange shadows across the object in view. Sarah gestured to him to show him what she wanted and as she did so pushed away some sand with her foot and caught a glimpse of the gold again. She pointed down to her feet, hardly daring to breathe. Sebastian pushed the lights back and very carefully squatted down to examine the spot. His fingers lightly brushed the sand away and then, when he thought even his sensitive touch might do some damage, he took a paintbrush out of his pocket and worked away with that.

	Slowly and carefully he revealed a gold case which had once held a scroll that had long since been dissolved by the sea. It was very fragile, but it appeared to be complete. With gentle hands he lifted it and took it nearer the lights. It was almost completely covered with a strange script—strange at least to Sarah. Certainly it was none of the languages with which she was most familiar and which they might have expected, such as Latin, Greek or even Etruscan.

	Sebastian made a motion to show he was going up, taking their find with him. Sarah followed eagerly and they both arrived at the surface out of breath and quite dizzy from the sudden ascent. Sarah went up the steps first, tearing off her equipment as she went. She flung her harness, heavy with the cylinders of compressed air, down on the raft and tore off her flippers. Then carefully she reached out for the scroll casing from Sebastian. It lay, shining in the sunlight, across her palms, beautiful and intricately worked.

	"What a lovely thing!" Mrs. Feaney exclaimed. "What is it?"

	Sarah explained how it worked, showing how the roll of parchment would have fitted inside so that it could easily be pulled out and read, winding itself back into a second case. Some of these 'books' might be extremely long.

	"How interesting!" Mrs. Feaney exclaimed, her attention already wandering. "And is it valuable, do you think?"

	Sarah smiled.

	"It depends which way you look at it," she said, smothering her amusement. Her eyes glinted with laughter as she returned the case to Sebastian. He gave her an answering grin and they sat down amicably, side by side, and examined their find more closely.

	"I've been thinking," Sebastian said finally. "I wonder if the writing isn't Hebrew. It's certainly from around that area, but unfortunately I'm not an expert."

	Sarah frowned down at the scroll-case.

	"Sinbad? Giuseppe?"

	He shook his head. "Sinbad is the more, likely," he said, "but neither of them know much about the fertile crescent."

	"Then how are we going to find out?" she asked anxiously. It had become a personal challenge to her to solve the mystery of the mysterious passenger.

	Sebastian grinned.

	"We'll take it to the Jewish village and ask the Rabbi. He's quite a scholar and will soon be able to tell us. Pack it away, Sarah, and we'll take it over this evening."

	As always when she was excited, Sarah couldn't find any words with which to express herself. She took the case and wrapped it gently in cotton-wool, making sure that nothing could harm it. It was left to Philomena to fling her arms around Sebastian's neck.

	"Oh, darling!" she exclaimed. She kissed him warmly on the lips. "Are you terribly pleased?"

	He released himself with a touch of annoyance.

	"It was Sarah's find," he said abruptly.

	"But the credit is yours," she insisted.

	He ignored her, his eyes firmly on Mrs. Feaney.

	"I think you'll find eventually it will be written down as a de Hougement find!" he said humorously, and laughed at the puzzled glances they gave him. Sarah, completely bewildered, said nothing at all, but she felt that her mother had understood and had been shocked by the unexpected knowledge she had gained.

	 


CHAPTER TWELVE

	MRS Feaney was completely silent the whole way back to Houmt Souk. At intervals she cast worried looks at both her daughters, but she said nothing until they had actually landed and were all standing on the quay watching Sebastian bring the scroll-case ashore.

	"Poor Philomena!" she sighed.

	Sarah frowned at her.

	"She looks all right to me!" she said with a touch of impatience.

	Mrs. Feaney smiled meaningly.

	"Poor darling! She's obviously destined for another romantic disappointment! How unkind life can be!"

	Sarah was more puzzled than ever.

	"What on earth are you talking about?" she demanded.

	But her mother chose to look mysterious and very sad, dabbing at her, eyes with a. handkerchief.

	"She isn't tough like you are, Sarah," she said by way of explanation.

	Sarah smiled, her whole face taking on a gleam of naughtiness.

	"Nonsense, Mother," she said bracingly. "She's as tough as nails and we both know it!"

	Philomena came nearer to them, looking unbelievingly beautiful in the hot sunlight.

	"Did I hear you correctly, sister dear?" she asked smoothly.

	"I suppose you did," Sarah admitted.

	Philomena shrugged elegantly.

	"What terrible expressions you find to use in the cause of accuracy," she drawled. "Tough I may be, but I could prefer a more feminine comparison!"

	"What would you suggest?" Sarah grinned at her.

	Philomena smiled mockingly. "Diamonds?" she suggested casually.

	They all laughed and Sebastian looked up to see what the joke was. Sarah ran eagerly forward and took the precious package from him so that he could step ashore more easily.

	"Are we going straight away ?" she asked him.

	He glanced down at his watch.

	"If you like. Perhaps you'd better come and carry it." He smiled at her enthusiasm. "But you can't come dressed like that! You'd better change into a dress—and bring a head covering of some sort!"

	So they went first to the hotel. The two sisters ran straight upstairs to Sarah's room.

	"You'd better let me choose the dress," Philomena suggested, "Something frilly and feminine and open to adventure, don't you think?"

	Sarah stared at her sister.

	"No, I don't," she said coldly. "And anyway, I haven't got anything like that, as you very well know!"

	Philomena laughed.

	"I know it only too well!" she agreed sadly. She stuck her head in the wardrobe and came out with a dress that Sarah occasionally wore in the evenings. "How .about this?"

	The dress was no more than an ordinary dressed cotton. It had cost very little, but it had always been one of Sarah's favourites. It was largely the colouring which so appealed to her. It was full of browns and golds and an occasional squidgy green that was very nearly khaki and it made her hair look fairer than ever and had a certain elegance that hid the occasional awkwardness of her movements.

	"It has short sleeves," she objected.

	Philomena considered.

	"You can wear a cardigan in the synagogue if you have to," she said finally. "It probably won't be necessary, and if it is you'll just have to suffer! You haven't anything else that's half as nice!"

	Sarah allowed herself to be pushed into the dress in record time and even submitted to Philomena taking down her hair and doing it for her.

	"Aren't you coming?" she asked her in puzzled tones, for she could never remember her sister doing anything like it for her before. "You haven't left yourself much time, have you ?"

	Philomena pulled her hair.

	"No, of course not. What possible interest would it all be to me?"

	Sarah sighed. "They're the oldest community of Jews in the world!" she said.

	Philomena looked bored.

	"My dear, they could have been there before the Ark for all I care. Have you any perfume?"

	Sarah looked vaguely about her At the pile of papers that rested on the desk she was also using as a dressing-table.

	"Somewhere," she said.

	Philomena gave her an exasperated little slap.

	"You're quite impossible!" she exclaimed. "You'll have to have some of mine. It's heavier than anything you ever use, but that won't be such a bad thing!"

	She went into her own room and came back with a. pretty cut-glass bottle of scent that she sprayed liberally r about her. It had the sharp tang of a really expensive ' perfume with nothing to cloy the nostrils.

	"You never bought that!" Sarah exclaimed.

	Philomena remained calm.

	"Of course not. I've never bought scent in my life!"

	Sarah giggled, beginning to enjoy all these preparations.

	"Sebastian will think I've gone mad!" she said with 'a certain pleasurable anticipation.

	Philomena looked down at her sister with the wisdom of the ages in her eyes.

	"I hope he does," she said sardonically. "You keep your head on far too many occasions—"

	"Philomena!" Sarah exclaimed, shocked. "You're throwing me at him! I thought you wanted him yourself?"

	Philomena's eyes sparkled.

	"Why, so I do! Amongst others! So you'd better make sure of him while you can. At the moment I'm playing the reformed character, but I don't suppose it will last long!"

	Sarah looked at her sister in the looking glass. The contrast between the two of them was as obvious to her eyes as ever. Her sister's dark beauty gave her own fairness a faded look and her vivacity was the exact opposite of her own shyness. But, for once, there was a colour in her own cheeks which was probably only the sun but which was very effective all the same, and her eyes were alight with an excitement that she still couldn't entirely believe or understand. She tried to thank her sister, but Philomena would have none of it.

	"Don't be silly! I'm only doing it because he said he would skin me alive if I didn't fuss over you for a bit—"

	"Sebastian did?" Sarah repeated in complete disbelief.

	Philomena made a face at her.

	"What did you think it was all about? The goodness of my nature?" she demanded.

	Sarah smiled a little shakily.

	"Something like that," she said. "Actually," she added, "I still think so whatever you might say."

	Philomena shrugged her shoulders.

	"The more fool you!" she retorted.

	 

	Sebastian was waiting for her in the car. She felt awkward and she wouldn't look at him as she climbed in beside him.

	"What have you done with it?" she asked.

	"It's on the back seat."

	She glanced over her shoulder and saw the box carefully placed in the centre of the seat where there was no chance of its falling off.

	"Isn't anyone else coming?" she asked.

	He started the car, a slight smile playing on his lips.

	"I hope they're going to get on with some work," he said dryly.

	She flushed, more uncomfortable than ever, wishing earnestly that she could get her sister's remarks out of her ears and forget all about them. She pulled her cardigan on to her knee and played with the sleeve in her fingers. It was terribly hot and she could feel her hands getting hot and sticky. The silence grew until she could almost touch it and she searched desperately for some remark that would break it, but at that moment everything she could think of seemed either trite or stupid. The perspiration crept down her back and she pushed her. cardigan away again impatiently.

	"Do you know the synagogue well?" she asked.

	There was a slight lifting at the corners of his mouth.

	"Reasonably so. The old Rabbi and I used to be great friends, but he died a few years back."

	"And now they have a new one?"

	"Yes. This one has travelled quite a bit, unlike his predecessor. He went to University in the States and has been to Israel. But he stays with his people now as the leader of their community."

	There were in fact two Jewish villages in Djerba and two synagogues, but it was the Ghriba, the one belonging to the smaller village, to which they were going. The Ghriba which is possibly the only Jewish place of pilgrimage, where Jews from all over the world come to celebrate the Day of Atonement, packing the hostel and changing the rather sleepy village with its Old Testament character into a meeting place of the centuries, the most modern mingling with the Prophet like inhabitants who welcomed them with k gentle courtesy. '

	At the moment the village was practically deserted. The street was the same to look at as any other; the lime-white houses with their blue painted wrought-iron and woodwork and the women with their Grecian beauty and distinctive traditional dress. Sarah was delighted to see the man who had supplied her with film in Houmt Souk standing just outside the synagogue, dressed like all the other men, in baggy trousers, bare feet and with a kind of a turban over his head.

	"Miss Feaney, have you come to see the synagogue?" he asked with evident pleasure.

	She smiled at him, casting a swift look at Sebastian.

	"Why not, while we're here?" he said. "I'll lock the car.

	"Do you think it will be quite safe?" she asked.

	Her Jewish friend smiled at her.

	"We have no robbers here on Djerba," he said gently. "Not even the dates are stolen from the palms."

	She wasn't entirely sure that she believed him, but Sebastian seemed perfectly satisfied with the situation and so she walked between the two men to the entrance of the synagogue, where they came to a dead halt.

	"I'm afraid you'll have to take your shoes off," the Jew said. "While you're doing that, I'll go and get the Rabbi and ask him to show you the Torah."

	The Torah, the Law, is always held in special honour in any synagogue and Sarah knew that it was an honour to be allowed to see it. She slipped off her shoes and put them neatly at the side of the door and then waited while Sebastian took his off in a more leisurely fashion, leaning against the building as he did so.

	"You're in luck," he said. "The Torah here is famous for its age and beauty. The scroll is written on a gazelle's skin and is housed in a silver cylinder."

	"As beautiful as ours?" she demanded.

	He laughed.

	"I shouldn't care to say. In this case I have a feeling beauty is very much in the eye of the beholder!"

	The Rabbi was a very old man. His thonged sandals moved cautiously when he walked and his long flowing white beard practically hid his face. He looked so like a picture of Abraham that it was difficult to imagine that he could also be a graduate of one of the most modern universities in the world. He extended a frail hand to Sarah, seizing her own hand and shaking it with a vitality that surprised her. He greeted Sebastian with a French-styled hug, poking him in the ribs and whispering something in his ear.

	"You only come when you have work for me to do!" he complained aloud. "I suppose I must forgive you, though, when I see the company you have been keeping." His eyes twinkled with sudden amusement and, without waiting for any reply from either of them, he led the way into the synagogue, leaving his sandals beside theirs at the doorway.

	It was very ornate inside. The walls were covered with old ceramics, in various geometric patterns, and were divided by marble arches and intricate carved doorways that are a delight everywhere in the Arab world. The furniture by contrast was very simple, no more than a few wooden seats, on which the worshippers perched themselves, crossing their legs before them, most of them reading the sacred scriptures aloud to themselves, the ancient Hebrew words taking on a singsong sound that was very attractive. On the floor were a few rush mats.

	The old man pattered across the mats in his bare feet, nodding here and there to the stares of curiosity from men almost as old as himself. The few young men kept very much in the background, poised for flight, as if they knew that theirs was a dying way of life and that at any moment they would have to leave and find a living in Israel, the States, or even in the main cities of the north where their relations had gone before them and where they would find a welcome.

	Sarah followed the two men more slowly. She liked the feel of the mats on her bare feet and she wanted to see everything, without hurrying through and missing half the detail. She paused to admire the pulpit in the inner room and read the stones on the wall commemorating the dead. Then bells rang, a clear silver sound of pure metal, and the doors that hid the Torah from the eyes of men flew open. The Rabbi approached first, going down on his knees before the ancient scrolls. Sarah took her turn, kissing the ancient book. The writing was absolutely superb and the skin was as white as ever, as beautiful as it was old.

	The Rabbi watched her closely.

	"So," he said, "you appreciate beautiful things?"

	Sarah nodded.

	"Look closely at the cylinder, then," he told her. "The Jews have always been renowned for their metal-work." He held it out to her and she studied it closely. To her untutored eyes it looked very like the one they had brought with them. She looked excitedly at Sebastian and he grinned at her.

	"They do look alike, don't they?" he agreed.

	The Rabbi shook his head at them.

	"No one knows the artist who did this," he warned them. "There are two theories about how we come to be here. Some say we are part of the remnant who fled from Jerusalem at the time of the Babylonian captivity. Others, less romantic, say we are no more than Berbers who were converted many centuries ago."

	"And which do you believe?" Sarah asked him.

	He chuckled.

	"I? I believe that we came from Jerusalem. We have the grave of an unknown Jew here and that certainly is very old, too old to allow for any other theory."

	"And afterwards, was there any traffic between you and Jerusalem?" Sebastian questioned.

	The old man shrugged his shoulders.

	"Who knows? It is probable. People travelled round the Mediterranean far more than we imagine."

	The bells rang again and the doors shut. Grunting, the Rabbi got to his feet and led the way back into the sunlight.

	"And now," he said, "how can I be of service to you?"

	He was as excited as they were when they showed him their cylindrical scroll-case. Methodically he examined the patterns that were still clear, comparing them with others, centuries old, with which he had become familiar. Sebastian told him briefly of the other finds they had made and he clicked his teeth in disapproval that a Jew should have had such articles.

	"It is likely, though," he said at last. "The prosperity of Egypt and later Rome was always a temptation to us. It is very likely that your mysterious passenger was a Jew." He gazed down at the cylinder again, his whole being concentrating on the search. "Ah!" he exclaimed, pointing at a minute flake of gold. "That is Hebrew! I have no doubt at all that you are right and that this once held a copy of the Torah!"

	Sarah and Sebastian looked at each other in triumph. He held out his hand and she took it shyly, pleased at the contact.

	"I cannot tell you the exact age," the Rabbi went on. "I have not the equipment here to make a proper examination, but I am quite sure it once held the Law."

	He watched them pack it away again, as pleased and as excited as they were. Afterwards they went to his house and he gave them each a glass of the very sweet green tea that was such a favourite in Tunisia. He entertained them on the patio, plying them with oranges and dates and suggesting that they should return some time later for a meal, which they accepted eagerly, longing to meet the other members of his family.

	"And now," he said at last, "you will be wanting to return to Houmt Souk." His eyes twinkled as he looked at Sarah. "The little one will be in a hurry to return to her family!"

	Sarah gave him a startled look.

	"To tell them the good news," he prompted her.

	To her dismay, the colour poured into her cheeks. She was dismally aware of the surprised expression on the two men's faces, and that Sebastian's changed to a look of complete triumph that made her blush all the more.

	The Rabbi patted her gently on the shoulder.

	"My wife says it is the lot of women to be made uncomfortable by their menfolk," he said gently. "It is only too true, I'm afraid. Is there some other good news that you would wish to tell them?"

	Sarah, completely tongue-tied, sought in vain for the light answer that would make them all laugh and relieve the situation. She felt stupid and obvious and she hated her own ineptness with words and her lack of social grace.

	Sebastian took her firmly by the hand.

	"I think we'll take the long road home," he said.

	She said goodbye very prettily to the Rabbi, glad to be able to retreat from her confusion into good manners. With elaborate courtesy he came to see them off, opening the door of the car for her and making quite sure that it was properly shut.

	"It is good for you to have such a charming assistant!" he called out to Sebastian. It was impossible to tell whether he was smiling or not because of his beard.

	"You'd think more highly of her still if you could see her work !" Sebastian replied, his eyes resting on Sarah's face. "She's an artist with a camera"

	The Rabbi frowned.

	"Photography, eh? Are you expecting me to approve of that!" He laughed suddenly. "And a very fine worker, I'm sure! I shall be most interested to see the other finds you have made—any time!"

	Sebastian smiled and nodded, getting into the car himself. A minute later they had left the village and had turned off the main road towards the sea. The prickly-pear edging to the road also marked the boundaries of the various olive groves. Occasionally they could see a farmer tidying up the weeds around the trees, with either a donkey or a camel in patient attendance.

	"I'm surprised the Rabbi doesn't miss the comforts of America," Sarah hazarded by way of conversation.

	Sebastian changed gear with a fierce concentration.

	"Are they so important?" he asked.

	"I don't know," she admitted. "I've never had to do without them for long. I don't think it would worry me much, but he's so much older!"

	Sebastian chuckled.

	"But you think you could manage?"

	She considered the question carefully, sensing that he was giving it some hidden importance.

	"Yes, I could manage," she said.

	He drove off the road into one of the olive groves and stopped the car. It was a shady spot beneath two of the gnarled old trees that could well have been standing there when their ship had been wrecked all those centuries before.

	"Perhaps it will be third time lucky with me," he said with a smile.

	She looked at him enquiringly.

	"The third time?" she asked.

	He ran a finger down the line of her jaw and throat and she sat so still that she could scarcely breathe.

	"The third time I've kissed you," he said. He pulled her into his arms and kissed her soundly. For an instant she strained against him, but he was much stronger than she, and anyway she didn't really want to be free of him at all.

	"Are you sure?" she asked him when she could.

	He didn't answer," merely kissing her again.

	"Like it?" he asked her eventually.

	She sighed. "Very much!"

	"Darling!" He looked very well pleased with himself.

	She laughed. "Philomena made me put on my prettiest dress for you," she told him. "Did you know that?"

	His eyes crinkled with amusement.

	"Sometimes I quite like that sister of yours—when I don't want to smack her!"

	"Oh, surely not!" she exclaimed.

	"Often!" he assured her remorselessly.

	"Oh, but, Sebastian—"

	"Often! And she knows it!" He grinned amicably. "It's quite half my attraction for her!"

	"Philomena doesn't mean half of what she says," she explained uneasily.

	"Probably not," Sebastian agreed dryly. "She's thoughtless rather than plain selfish. It won't do her any harm to have to think a little!"

	"But—" Sarah began.

	"But nothing! Your family is absolutely charming, my love, but for me you are the most important member and I prefer that everybody should know it."

	She was silent, digesting this pleasing bit of information, then she kissed him experimentally on the chin. In answer, he hugged her hard against him and kissed her in a way that was not experimental at all, but masterly.

	"I'm afraid you're as prejudiced as I am!" she said sadly when she could. She liked to feel his chuckle beside her even when she couldn't hear it. It gave her a confidence she had never thought to have.

	"And just how prejudiced are you?"

	She screwed up her nose at him.

	"It wouldn't be good for you to know!"

	"Is that so?" he drawled. He watched the colour come back into her cheeks and knew that she was regretting her light-hearted remark. "Then perhaps I had better tell you how prejudiced I am."

	She didn't answer. She had thought for so long that it \vas Philomena who attracted him that she still felt doubtful of her own ability to hold his interest. It was an entirely new and delightful sensation even to have him to herself.

	"Darling, will you marry me?" He put a finger across her lips to silence her. "No, wait, I haven't done! You may think that this is no more than a spell on me in this witching island, but that isn't so! I was very sure that I wanted to know more of you from the day we met in my sister's flat. But it will not be an easy life—"

	She escaped from his finger, holding his hand away from her face.

	"I'd love to," she said simply. "I can think of nothing I should enjoy more than being with you. And I don't care if you have been eating the lotus!" she added generously. 

	"I'm very much in love with you," he said.

	She smiled, completely happy.

	"And I with you," she told him gravely.

	 

	It was a long time before they started back to Houmt Souk. The sun had set and it was no longer hot, but there was a sudden coolness in the air and a number of thick black clouds came spinning across the sky and retreated towards the mainland.

	"Will it rain, do you think ?" she asked dreamily, as a single drop fell on the windscreen.

	"It's too early in the year."

	But the people of Houmt Souk didn't think so. They had pulled the awnings down over the shops and the streets were almost deserted. Sebastian drove up outside the hotel and let Sarah get out.

	"I shan't be a minute, I'll just put the car away."

	She nodded, but she stood in the doorway and waited for him because she didn't want to go in alone. When he came back to her she was cold from the wind that swept round the corner and had put on her cardigan.

	"Did you see them?" he asked her.

	"See who?"

	He grinned.

	"Roger and Philomena."

	"What, in the rain? Where are they?"

	His grin grew" broader.

	"Walking. It could be that Philomena is beginning to see his worth."

	Sarah laughed. "Oh, hardly his worth!"  Her eyes shone. "Poor Marcel!"

	He put an arm round her shoulders and held her close to him as he opened the door. Inside it was completely deserted. They looked at each other and laughed again. Who cared what everyone else was doing? Sarah reached up and kissed him, and as she did so, the Negro waiter came into the hall from the kitchen. He took one look at than and a pleased smiled broke over his face. For a couple of seconds he sought for some words to wish them joy, some few words they would understand, but he had no French and they no Arabic. His two hands went to his head in defeat and then very shyly he said :

	"Bon soir!'

	Sarah and Sebastian smiled back at him.

	"Bon soir!" they echoed. It had, after all, been a wonderful evening.
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