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			I

			It had been a long, hot, and upsetting day, but the violent death of my cousin Sweden was unquestionably the most upsetting occurrence in the course of the twenty-four hours, and that is saying something, for, although blood is thicker than water, I always did have plenty of reservations about Sweden. From an early age I had been irked by her bossy, patronising ways, and the undoubted fact that she bore a strong resemblance to Garbo cut no ice with me. But when you have known a person all your life and nursed them through a fairly touch-and-go case of pneumonia, some closeness must be expected to remain, and Sweden had evidently felt this too, which was why, in answer to my low-ebb letter, she rang from Beirut to offer me a job, and why it was a terrible shock for me to see her lying in a pool of her own blood.

			I’m not very good at getting things in chronological order; well, really, they didn’t happen in chronological order. However, I’ll start at the beginning of that day, and it began at 4 A.M. when the Olympic Airways plane landed at Dendros airport. If you keep this early start in mind you will be able to make allowances for the fact that I did not always behave with proper British sang-froid and presence of mind—after all I had had no sleep to speak of since the night before. And anyway I’m not proper British.

			The island of Dendros is supposed to have one of the five most dangerous commercial airports in the world, but, as our plane circled and circled in the blazing hot summer night, while men on the strip below scurried about with flappers and blue lights—not a job I would care for—I felt quite cheerful about the possibility of a crash. At least it would presumably be a quick end, far better than the lingering dismal senility to which we are doomed by the progress of science, and in many ways it would have seemed a simple solution to my own predicament. So I gazed with calm at the encircling mountains outlined by small red warning lights, and the occasional glimpses behind them of a long, sparkling curve which was the Aegean coast. Sea, mountain, or airstrip, it was all one to me, and so of course we made a perfectly safe, though bouncy landing, and presently taxied back over what felt like a series of irrigation channels to the usual airport building in the course of total demolition and reconstruction.

			Leaving the air-conditioned plane resembled stepping into an oven; the warm night air smelt of dried-up grass and baked rock, and the cicadas were working overtime, like amplified, audible corkscrews. I’d come from Florence, which had seemed warm enough, but it was a mild spring day in County Durham compared with this eastern Mediterranean heat. Overhead, among stars big as ash trays, the Milky Way was a thick white belt smack across the sky, like a pedestrian crossing.

			We straggled over dry, hummocky ground into the shell of the airport building, where dust lay thick and rusty iron rods stuck at perilous angles from unfinished concreting. Black-wrapped Greek mothers were greeting daughters home on vacation with tears and embraces; there were scenes of family reunion all round. I looked about vaguely for Sweden, but I didn’t really expect to see her—you don’t expect even your nearest and dearest at 4 A.M.—and sure enough, she wasn’t there. Sweden, six foot, blond, and beautiful, is as visible in any crowd as a banana in a coal scuttle.

			After an immense delay the baggage truck was loaded up and trundled the ten yards from the plane to the airport building; after another immense delay it was unloaded again and all the baggage cunningly dumped on the far side of a four-foot-six palisade, so as to slow up and complicate the process of passengers finding their own luggage to the maximum extent. No one worried about Customs here, evidently, but by this means some taxi drivers were able to snap up those passengers who were quickest off the mark, whistle them into town, and come back for a second load while the battle over the fence was still being fought.

			“Is there a bus?” I asked a man with whom I had fallen into chat while we waited for the plane to disgorge the luggage.

			“No bus at this time of night—taxis,” he said.

			“How much is the taxi fare to Dendros town?”

			“About a hundred drachmae.”

			Since I had only a hundred left—a little over a pound—I was wondering whether it would be possible to spend the rest of the night at the airport and catch the first bus in the morning, when, maybe divining these calculations from my expression, he said,

			“I drive a newspaper truck. Athens papers—you know? You like to wait ten minutes, you can come with me. I go a long way round, you don’t mind that?”

			“My goodness, no! That’s wonderfully kind of you—I don’t know how to thank you.”

			“Please! It’s a pleasure.”

			With a load off my mind I readdressed myself to the scrum at the baggage fence, fought my way to the rail, and saw my rucksack tantalisingly out of reach under a heap of mailbags. It was handed me by a large smiling man whose toe I had just trodden on; people are kind. I rejoined my friend and helped him load stacks of Le Monde, Die Welt, and the Continental Daily Mail into his Volkswagen truck; then we were off.

			“English?” he bawled above the rattle.

			My Greek is too grammatical—they always guess. I said yes, rather than launch into the explanation of how I am Greek-Chinese on my father’s side and Russian-French on my mother’s. Anyway I was born in England.

			“Over in Dendros on holiday?”

			He rapidly twitched his truck off the main road and shot up a one-in-three incline into a forest; a sudden warm waft of pine resin surrounded us.

			I decided that it would be simpler to say yes to that too, though it was far from the case; if Sweden’s job did not materialise, and if I could not borrow some cash from her, I did not quite know what I was going to do; go to prison, probably, or become a Distressed British Object.

			“I’m meeting my cousin; she has a sailboat; she’s come from Beirut.”

			“Aha, sailing wonderful round here. You will have a fine holiday. You come from England today?”

			“No, from Italy; I’ve had a job there, teaching.”

			“You are a teacher, eh? You don’t look like a teacher.”

			People always say this, but I don’t know what a teacher is supposed to look like.

			“I’m not a real teacher, exactly. I tutor backward children.”

			“They are to be envied,” he said gallantly, changing down another notch as he spun the truck round some fearful hairpin bends.

			I grinned, thinking of the three untameable children of Count Angelo di Capello, who would hardly agree with him. Still, in spite of our daily and ferocious battles, we had parted with tears, and I would always have a kindly memory of them, if not of their father, whose equally unbridled disposition had finally brought the job to an end.

			My benefactor began outlining a festive recreational programme for me and my cousin in Dendros.

			“Two days you spend in Dendros town. Fur coats you should buy, they are very fine, also silver jewellery and knee boots. Go to Alexis Diarchos in Aristotle Street, he is my cousin, mention my name, Andreas Stavros, you will get a good bargain. Visit the folk museum, the Sultan’s summer palace, walk round the ramparts. Then you must go to Aghia Maria, they have a wine festival this week. Ancient ruins—you like ruins?”

			“So so.”

			“We have plenty. Temple of Apollo, ancient village of Chros, shrine of St. Spondiko—”

			“How splendid.”

			“You like butterflies?”

			“Butterflies?”

			“There is a valley full of them—most curious, most unusual. This you must certainly visit. You can sail your boat in—there is an anchorage where a stream runs down. Caterpillars there are too—very exceptionally large ones. Such wild life can be seen nowhere else.”

			In fact I am not all that crazy about butterflies—or caterpillars—but at this moment he halted his truck on the edge of a precipice, said, “Excuse me—back in one moment only,” and darted off with a bundle of papers to a large chalet-type building dimly to be glimpsed among pine trees. Day was not far off now—the view down below was of tree-clad hills and lower hills and foothills and olive orchards, all in varying shades of grey and paler grey.

			“Now we return to the main road, you do not object that we go down a rather rough track?”

			“Rougher than the one we came up?”

			“That? That is a fine road—made by Mussolini. The Italians are pigs, but they make good roads.”

			“They certainly are pigs,” I agreed with feeling. During the months I spent in Italy my bottom had been pinched so unremittingly and vigorously that I was permanently bruised, never able to sit in comfort. I hate Italians.

			We bounded down what seemed to be a watercourse, back to the plain where the tang of pine exchanged for the warm, sweet, dusty scent of fig leaves. Traffic along the fig-bordered main coast road was not quite heavy, and all going our way—bicycle trucks loaded with tomatoes, tiny donkeys nimbling along under immense loads of grapes and melons, all bound for the market in Dendros town.

			We made a couple more detours to deliver papers to other hotels, which became bigger and more stylish as we approached the city.

			“Where do you stay in Dendros—at a hotel? Pension?”

			“On my cousin’s boat, I hope. She said she’d moor somewhere in the harbour.”

			Just supposing she isn’t there?

			My cousin Sweden is a psychiatrist. The average person tends to think that anybody in the medical and allied professions will be reliable, virtuous, teetotal, infallible, all-knowing, and godlike. If you are related to one of these characters you know that isn’t so. Sweden, possibly because she has to take such pains with patients to live up to their high expectations of her, is just about as unreliable as a person can be. The hours I have put in hanging about for her on station platforms, or waiting in vain for her to telephone, if put to practical use would probably have earned me enough to pay my air fare back to England, I thought. If I hadn’t been in such a hole I would certainly have been sceptical about a chancy proposition like meeting Sweden off a boat in a Greek harbour.

			She simply has to be there, that’s all.

			We shot up over a shoulder of cliff. The Aegean beat against the coast to our left in great white-crested rollers, and beyond them, only forty or so miles away, loomed the misty and snow-capped mountains of Turkey.

			Dendros town lay ahead, white and insubstantial in the predawn light. Suddenly we were running through suburban streets, avenued with acacia and chinaberry trees, flanked by Italian-style villas standing in untidy gardens. We left the sea, but met it again in a moment by crossing from side to side of a narrow point. On this more sheltered side the waves were smaller. In another couple of minutes we had run out onto a wide quay, and the harbour lay ahead of us, palely reflecting the pewter-coloured sky. My friend pulled up.

			“You really wish to be left here?” he said doubtfully. “I have to deliver these papers or I could help you find your cousin.”

			“Oh, thank you, but she may not even have arrived yet; please don’t trouble.”

			“You like to come with me while I deliver the papers, we could go back to my house afterwards, my wife would give you coffee?”

			I imagined the feelings of his wife, roused at 5 A.M. to give coffee to a strange young female. I remembered the Contessa di Capello.

			“Truly, it’s very kind of you—I don’t know how to thank you—but I’ll be fine here. I’ll wander round the harbour—maybe her boat is over there.”

			A long stone-built harbour bar ran out, parallel with the quay, ending in a round castellated stone tower with a lighthouse on top. Inside this bar dozens of small craft were moored, indistinguishably close together.

			“Well, if you are sure—”

			“Sure. Thank you. Thank you! Efharistó!”

			“Parakaló.” With a final wave and beaming grin he spun his truck on its way.

			The sun was just rising over the harbour bar; three little windmills, which stood in an absurd, decorative row along it, had their white triangular sails suddenly dyed bright red and threw long shadows across the placid water.

			I set off to look for Sweden’s boat. My long, hot day was under way.

			The boat is called L’Aiglon; I know it well, from school holidays running schnapps out of Holland, holidays ferrying distraught or sulky patients across the Channel, holidays stuck in the mud off Whitstable or Southend. Since the drastic disruption in my life three years ago, Sweden knew that she could always call on me as a crew. I was quite glad of the distraction. But I was quite glad, too, when she presently removed herself and L’Aiglon to a job at the eastern end of the Mediterranean—I am not really all that fond of sailing. L’Aiglon is a twenty-foot clinker-built sloop, absolutely reliable, unsinkably built with flotation tanks, and quite hideously uncomfortable. Even I, not large, found the cabin a torture chamber of the neither-sit-stand-nor-lie variety, how Sweden and her patients endured it for as much as half a day, heaven knows.

			I walked slowly and carefully all round the harbour, and out as far as the tower. No Sweden. But on my way round I had noticed with gloom that there was a second harbour beyond the town, which was all surrounded by massive ramparts and ran out to a point. How like Sweden to say, “I’ll be in the harbour somewhere,” without specifying which harbour.

			The second one, when I got to it, however, proved to be on a much larger scale and full of cruise liners, freighters, and oil tankers—there were no small yachts. So I went back to the first one again.

			By now it was about six. The sun was up and hot, traffic, mostly donkey and pedestrian, was flowing in and out through the arched gateway that led to the old town, and around a colonnaded building that faced the quay. I strolled over to this and, looking through one of the arches, found that it contained the market. Stalls all round the interior were piled with fish, vegetables, fruit, meat, earthenware pots, cage birds, and cheap clothes.

			I fingered the coins in my pocket. A hundred drachmae. A hundred drachmae wasn’t going to get me back to England, whatever happened, and in the meantime I was ravenous; I hadn’t had anything to eat since breakfast yesterday. A snack consisting of fruitcake and orange squash or Nescafé—who does think up these plane collations?—had been served on the flight shortly after we left Athens, but I hadn’t felt inclined for it.

			I walked through into the market area and saw that several pavement cafés were thronged with elderly men sitting over tiny cups of Turkish coffee and large glasses of water. Evidently you supplied your own bread; a stall by the gate sold sesame rolls or slender two-foot bread sticks.

			Suddenly realising that I wasn’t far, in fact, from total collapse, I bought a handful of bread sticks, swung my rucksack down on to the cobbles, and sank gratefully onto one of the hard little metal chairs, which was already hot from the sun.

			The coffee took a long time in preparation, but when it did come it was wonderful—thick as pea soup, strong as dynamite, sweet as a liquorice allsort. I spun it out with sips of water, dunking my bread in a way that Mother would not have approved.

			Mother died when I was seven. We loved each other very much—I was a late child, the long-hoped-for girl after six boys—but she was really not up to coping with me after raising my brothers and I daresay I would soon have become a great trial to her, because we were not at all alike. Anyway she was just tired out, really, and died of a thrombosis; my father didn’t care for life without her, he caught a bad cold which turned to pneumonia and finished him off a year later. They were both biologists—that is, my mother was when she had time. After they died I was brought up mainly by my elder brothers, which is why I get on comfortably with men. My brothers—who have all become highly dedicated scientists of one kind or another—brought me up on a basis of rational indulgence, and this state of affairs was disrupted only by the occasional incursions of Sweden, tough, unsentimental, with a feminist chip you could knock sparks off. She was about seven years older than I, and her parents had been killed in a plane crash; occasionally she found it convenient to spend holidays with us. None of my brothers liked her much but they tolerated her because of her undoubted intelligence; in age she came somewhere in the middle of them, but she treated them all with lofty superiority.

			The café proprietor stopped without being beckoned and asked me if I’d like a second cup of coffee. I thanked him, but didn’t dare. Reckoning it was time to move on I paid, shouldered my rucksack again, and walked back onto the quay, looking left across the harbour entrance to see if a small red-sailed boat was coming in from the east. Not a sail in sight.

			The August sun was blazing down now, burning through my cotton shirt, making my jeans cling to me uncomfortably. I longed for a bath, for a shady room, for a bed on which I could throw myself down and sleep for hours. This once, when L’Aiglon came in, I’d be glad to curl up on one of her narrow, uncomfortable slatted bunks.

			There were two or three benches on the quayside, but they all stood in the full sun. Across, on the other side of the wide road that flanked the harbour, were big shady trees with little chairs and tables clustered under them, but these all pertained to one café or another—if I sat there it would cost me the price of another coffee. Beyond the market, under the honey-gold ramparts of the old town, stretched a kind of public garden; I walked along and explored this, hoping for a patch of grass, but it is useless hoping for grass in August in those latitudes; all I found were cobbled paths and gritty flower beds. No benches; only rows of more little metal seats in the full sun, waiting for some Son-et-Lumière occasion. I tried perching in the shade on the edge of a terraced flower bed, but was bitten quick as lightning in about sixteen very sensitive places by the largest ants I have ever seen outside the insect house at the zoo. I moved back to the quayside. Still no red sail but I made the trip—rather slowly now—out along the harbour bar to the round lighthouse, checking all the small craft along the way, in case L’Aiglon had slipped in while I was drinking my coffee. She had not.

			There was a little fresh breeze out here, though, and a small patch of shade on the rocks below the lighthouse on the landward side. I climbed down very gingerly and carefully, wedged myself and rucksack into a sharp and angular cranny, leaned my head against the pack, and slipped into an uncomfortable doze.

			It was punctuated by dreams, half memories. The nasty scene with the Count and his wife: “I assure you, Contessa, I haven’t the least wish to go to bed with your husband; may I speak candidly? If he were to enter into a contest with a Gila monster, in winning ways, handsome looks, and general eligibility, the Gila monster would have it over him, hands down, in every respect.” I can think of cutting retorts like this when asleep; awake I am too kindhearted to let rip. “Take your money and go, Miss Georgia Marsh; we wish never to see your face again.” Staying at the Pensione Walter Pater with rapidly dwindling cash, hoping for another job, beginning to realise that the Contessa’s enmity had prevented any chance of one. My letter to Sweden, care of Beirut University, wondering if it had any chance of finding her. Why not appeal to my brothers? Well, I never had, they would think it very poor-spirited; also, two were in the Antarctic, one in Chile, one at Berkeley, California, one in Tasmania exploring horizontal vegetation, and I wasn’t quite sure where the sixth had got to. And then there had been Sweden’s telephone call—what it must have cost:

			“Miss Georgia Marsh—hallo, George? Look, I can offer you a job; I’d been thinking of getting in touch but didn’t know your address. You still have your gift with difficult children? Well, listen—did I ever tell you that in between my university jobs I’d become psychiatric adviser to this place—it’s a kind of special school, run by a private philanthropist—”

			“In Beirut?”

			“No, no, in Dendros—where? Dendros, it’s one of the Dodecanese, your Greek will come in handy. Can you fly out here right away? Someone’s fallen ill, there’s a vacancy.”

			“Not sure if I’ve got the fare.”

			“Good God,” she said impatiently, “you must get paid quite well, what do you do with your cash?”

			I might have told her. I might have said, I squandered it on going to the funeral, in Boston, Massachusetts, last June, of a woman I never met or wished to meet, paying for the transatlantic trip on credit; I didn’t say so.

			“I’ll get a banana boat or something,” I said.

			“Well, make it here somehow. No, if you can’t raise it, let me know and I’ll wire you the money. Meet me on Wednesday, in Dendros harbour; I’ve got a bit of leave and I’m sailing across in L’Aiglon tomorrow or the next day.”

			Instead of asking all the practical questions that would have occurred to anyone with sense, I said, “But supposing I don’t land the job?”

			“Don’t worry about that, you have ideal qualifications. Languages, experience, sense—it’s yours already. For once,” said Sweden coldly, “it won’t matter that you didn’t complete your university career. Besides, you’re my cousin; no, there won’t be the slightest difficulty.”

			“What is this place?”

			“Plenty of time to tell you about it when we meet. We’ll sail round the coast in L’Aiglon and I’ll gen you up. See you on Wednesday.”

			She rang off.

			The phone shrilled again, no, it was a big yacht, impatiently hooting its way into the harbour. I started awake, and found that my patch of shade had shrunk and vanished; I was being grilled like a sardine.

			A knot of Greek boys had collected on the causeway above me and were discussing my nationality among themselves.

			“She must be German; look at the rucksack.”

			“The face looks French.”

			“The legs and the cheekbones aren’t French; English or Scandinavian, I bet you fifty drachs.”

			“Speak to her—go on.”

			“No, you!”

			“You say something, Dimitri—you’re the linguist. Go on, say your English word.”

			Teasingly, they pushed the smallest one to the front. “Miss, miss, this boy wishes to speak to you. Go on, Dimitri, speak, don’t be afraid, say it!”

			Alarmed at his sudden prominence Dimitri, who, like the rest of them, wore black jeans, espadrilles, and a tie-dyed shirt, looked at his feet, blushed, and shuffled. At last—

			“Watermelon!” he brought out bashfully. They all patted him on the back.

			“Come and have a drink with us, miss? Ice cream? Coffee?”

			I thought how much I could do with all those things. I thought how much I liked these boys, how much nicer they were than the Italian youths who hunt purposefully in couples with intentions quite different from this harmless ragging. But I was too tired and anxious to get involved with them; too tired for explanations and conversation. I waved my hand in a friendly but dismissing manner, shook my head, gave them an indulgent, elder-sisterly smile, and said, “Po, po, po,” which is the Greek equivalent of the French “oh la la,” or the English “tut tut.” They grinned acknowledgment and moved off; when they had reached the other end of the pier I struggled to my feet. The short sleep hadn’t done me any good; my head ached, my eyeballs stung as if they had been rubbed in salt. I felt hungry and sick, both. Never mind, perhaps L’Aiglon had slipped in while I slept, it was now eight-thirty. I made the circuit of the harbour, looking for the familiar red sail. It still wasn’t there.

			The big yacht, which was called Phaedra, had worked her way, with maximum fuss and attention, into a superior berth, and the passengers, elegantly clad and dark-glassed, were now coming ashore, on a shopping or sight-seeing excursion doubtless. One of them was a striking blonde. She wasn’t Sweden.

			Somebody had put up awnings over the benches on the quayside. I loitered near—they were all occupied—until one of the sitters got up and moved on. Then I pounced on the vacant place. We ought to export shade from England; little do we realise the value of the commodity we have in our midst, all unregarded. I clung to that seat like a limpet as the sun climbed overhead, and meanwhile amused myself by watching the crew on board Phaedra, who, as soon as the passengers had disembarked, gave up tidying their craft and lounged on deck playing backgammon.

			Presently a man in a peaked cap wandered off the ship and along the quay; there was an empty spot on the bench beside me just then, and he sat down.

			I had fished out a paperback copy of Bleak House and was trying to forget my anxiety in reading. Bleak House is one of my favourite books; usually it has the power to dispel all care, but today the usual charm didn’t work; I found Esther Summerson an insufferable, self-centered bore. Usually her “O, poor little me; I do wonder why they all loved me so?” strikes me as funny; today I wondered uneasily if I ever strike people like that? Some critic—I think it was Mrs. Leavis—said Dickens was fully aware what he was doing when he created Esther, that her inverted self-assertiveness was a reflection of her illegitimacy, and that the whole thing, anyway, was a savage portrait of his wife; well, if his wife resembled Esther he had good reason to be savage.

			“It’s an interesting narrative method, isn’t it?” said a voice at my elbow.

			I nearly jumped out of my skin. I’d forgotten the man in the cap. I took a cautious sideways survey of him—he was smiling at me tentatively—and decided from his general air of intelligence and authority that he was some fairly high-up officer—maybe the captain. But he was distressingly thin—really like a skeleton, I thought, noticing the skinny hand resting on his white-duck-clad knee—the head poised on a scrawny neck seemed too small, out of proportion to his considerable height. His face was deeply lined, as if he’d seen trouble; one doesn’t get furrows like that just from gazing ahead into the Mediterranean gale; he looked as if he’d been in a prison camp. And I guessed that the grey in his thick dark hair and astonishingly bushy eyebrows had come prematurely.

			But he seemed friendly enough.

			“You mean, the way it keeps swapping to and fro between first-person narrator and third?”

			“It was a very advanced thing to do, surely; not all that number of people have done it since, have they?”

			“I can think of some.”

			“Why do you suppose Dickens did it?”

			“Because he couldn’t sufficiently depict Esther’s awfulness unless he gave a whole dollop of her stream of consciousness?” I suggested, and mentioned the Leavis theory. We began having a discussion about other unlovable characters in fiction, and the possibility of their faults having been unsuspected by their creators.

			“Pierre Bezukov.”

			“Cordelia.”

			“Dora—Dickens is full of them.”

			“There seem to be more women than men.”

			“All those are by male writers.”

			“But Fanny Price is just as bad. And Dickens has plenty of sickening males too—think of the Cheerybles.”

			“Would you care to come and have some coffee over there?” he said, nodding towards the café tables under the trees.

			I was cagey. “Well—it’s very kind of you but I’m really waiting here for my cousin—she ought to be along soon—”

			But I was strongly tempted. After all the captain of a cruise ship is here today and gone tomorrow—there’d be no risk of deeper involvement.

			“If she’s shopping she’ll be hours yet, Dendros is so full of temptations.”

			By now stalls loaded with tourist-bait had been erected all along in front of the public gardens. Worry beads, all shapes, sizes and materials, fake amber as big as walnuts, wood, coral, turquoise or gilt, hung thick as runner beans; there were sponges, embroidered waistcoats, silver jewellery, amazing shell-encrusted articles, leather slippers with curled toes, ikons, and Mars bars, surely deliquescing in the fierce heat, or do they manufacture special unmeltable Mars bars for export to Greece? The thought of Mars bars made me recall again how hungry I still was.

			“We can watch out for your cousin from over there—what does she look like?”

			On the point of saying, “Well, all right, thanks, I’d love to,” I turned to my neighbour.

			But he was looking past me. His expression had stiffened.

			“What a nuisance,” he said. “I’m very sorry, I’ll have to withdraw that offer. My employer is coming. Perhaps another time?” He gave me a swift, apologetic smile, stood up—he really was unnaturally tall and thin—made a half-bow, and walked to meet a stocky grey-haired man in faded linen jeans, gaudy shirt, and dark glasses, who was coming along the quay. They conferred, and presently went on board Phaedra; my friend turned and gave me a final smile as he walked behind the other man up the gangplank.

			Pity; I could have used that coffee.

			Some more time went by.

			Feeling self-conscious now, glued on my seat hour after hour, under Phaedra’s portholes, I decided that, financial crisis or no, an ice was a simple basic necessity. I was not only hungry, but also parched with thirst, and the Greeks, bless them, bring you big, beautiful glasses of ice-cold water with even the smallest order.

			Swinging my heavy rucksack by one strap I wandered slowly across the road, slowly selected a seat at a little table in a patch of shade, and reopened Bleak House, hoping that the waiter would be slow in coming, so that the whole process might be strung out as long as possible.

			Around me, people were finishing their apéritifs, their beers and ouzos and piles of opulent, glossy olives and thick slabs of sharp, white nourishing cheese, and were beginning to order lunch. There were heart-rending smells of lamb grilled on skewers, souvlakia, and all the different forms of mince that the Greeks delight in, presumably because their meat is so tough: stuffed tomatoes, stuffed vine leaves, and moussaka, which is a kind of super shepherd’s pie with a cheese omelette on top. Greek food is not haute cuisine, but I’d gladly have sold my birthright for a dollop of moussaka right then. Doggedly I applied myself to Bleak House; doggedly, when the waiter finally did stop at my table, I ordered an ice ignoring the two-foot-square menu he proffered.

			“Just an ice, please. And a glass of water.”

			He looked reproving. He pulled out a chair and sat down by me, all prepared to argue.

			“Young ladies do not eat enough—how about a nice grilled steak—chicken—rosbiff?”

			“Just an ice, please.”

			“Ice cream is not very cold today—weather too hot.”

			“Still, I’d like one, please.”

			“You are slimming,” he said mournfully. “Young ladies are all slimming. It is bad for business. And with you, not necessary—you look very nice as you are.”

			“Thank you. But still, just an ice!”

			“Okay,” he sighed, and wrote it on his pad.

			I returned to Bleak House and its mixed narrative method. Another advantage of first-person narrative, it struck me, is that you are spared the boring necessity of describing your hero, or heroine. We never do, from first to last, learn what Esther looks like, except insofar as Mr. Cuppy greatly admires her at the start of the book, and hastily withdraws his offer of marriage after her smallpox. On the other hand there is the disadvantage of the reader’s being aware that the narrator, must, presumably, survive all perils in order to finish telling the tale, which does rather detract from the suspense.

			Of course you can adopt the P. C. Wren stratagem: “There was a sharp rifle report, I felt a sudden searing, burning pain, and the pen dropped from my nerveless grasp . . .”

			Editor’s Note: This incomplete manuscript was found lying beside the dead body of Miss Esther Summerson, who is thought to have been attacked by desert Bedouin as she sat writing her journal in her tent at the Wadi-al-Kabir oasis.

			Well, you can award yourself ten points for strength of mind if you refrain from looking ahead to see if there is an Editor’s Note at the end of this narrative.

			The waiter came back with my ice and big, beautiful glass of water, all dripping with condensation.

			“Reading, reading,” he grieved. “English young ladies—you are English are you not? Yes, I thought so—English young ladies are always reading. Charles Dickens, Mary Stewart, My Brother Michael—see, I am cultured too! But is there no other thing besides reading to pass the time?”

			“Plenty. But I happen to like reading.”

			“You stay in Dendros? You like to come to a recital of folk music and Dodecanese songs this evening? Very cultural, very nice.”

			“Why—that’s so kind of you,” I said, taken aback, “but I hope I shan’t be here this evening.”

			“You hope? What is wrong with our town, you don’t find it beautiful?”

			“Oh yes, yes—very—” I looked through the trees at the honey-coloured battlements of the old town, glowing above the harbour like a fairy-tale castle, “it’s just that I’m not sure of my plans. My cousin is coming to pick me up in a boat—”

			Luckily at that moment someone bawled “Janni!” and my waiter was obliged to go off.

			I consumed the ice very slowly, in quarter-teaspoonfuls.

			It was divine. A kind of custard ice, rather solid, with bits of plain hard chocolate and candied orange peel scattered about its interior. I made it last as long as some people took over their entire lunch; nobody minded. The Greeks expect you to sit a long time over your meals. Plato’s Republic was all written during lunch.

			Presently the waiter drifted back to me again and I paid him.

			“What do you do now? You are still waiting for your cousin? Better go and look at our folk museum, a cultured young lady like you would find it very nice.”

			Well, it would make a change from the quayside. Besides all the gaps on the benches were filled again.

			“Is it a long walk to the museum?” I looked doubtfully at my cumbrous and bulging rucksack.

			“You like to leave that here? I can put it in the kitchen—it will be quite safe. The boss won’t mind—he’s my father. Too heavy to carry that about in the hot sun.”

			“Oh, you are kind. Thank you so much. Efharistó, efharistó.”

			“Please! It is nothing at all.” He swung it up and carried it toward the smell of meat fried in olive oil.

			Sweden always says that I am idiotically trusting. Still, there was nothing of value in that rucksack, nothing of value in my whole life really.

			I walked off, following the waiter’s directions, towards the gateway into the Old Town, and crossed a bridge over a dried-up moat which the thrifty citizens had put to use as a market garden—there were rows of beans, tomato plants, grapevines, thistle artichokes. Over and round the fortress walls hung and trailed and sprouted shrubby creepers with scarlet flowers, hibiscus maybe, and some that were a frightful shade of magenta, perhaps bougainvillea.

			The folk museum, not far inside the town gates, was all set about with immense stone cannon balls. Medieval wars were so much more economical than present-day ones; their munitions were so durable; at the end, presumably, both sides merely collected up all the other army’s missiles and started again.

			I went into the Museum of National Art and Folk Culture, entry fee five drachmae. The first thing I saw was a beautiful carved wooden settle in a dark shady corner. Without looking to right or left, I made for it, swung my feet up, and shut my eyes.

			That time I went off fast and deep.

			There’s something called Korsakoff’s syndrome, Sweden told me about it one time. Inside us, did you know, tucked away underground, we carry a whole series of nicely adjusted time clocks, which enable our bodies to bring off, on occasions, all sorts of ingenious tricks. For instance, one of Sweden’s patients undergoes a complete personality change from 9 P.M. to twelve midnight every night; during those three hours she’s rational, cheerful and approachable, then at midnight, just like Cinderella, bang: catatonic again. Well, if you suffer from this Korsakoff’s syndrome, it means that you can remember nothing of the immediate past, that your time-clock operates to shut it off within the limit of a certain definite period; or else that your memory lives all the time at one significant point in your life.

			It’s that way with me. Like an elastic band released from the tug, as soon as consciousness relaxes, back I snap three years, to one face, to one voice.

			However . . . no use talking about it. Or anyway, I’m not going to, just now.

			And I wasn’t given much time in the museum, which was probably just as well; I wake swimming in tears from these trances.

			A gentle hand was shaking me and a firm, though kind, voice was saying in my ear, “I am sorry, thespinis, but it is absolutely forbidden to sit or sleep on those seats. I am so sorry, but you must wake up.”

			Yes, I must. I dragged myself forward three years and sat up, yawning, feeling as if I’d been roused in the middle of a surgical operation, from under a total anaesthetic. The curator was looking at me sympathetically, and so was a tall young character in red espadrilles, white jeans, a pink shirt, dark curly hair, and a very classic cast of features; too classic to be Greek. I thought he might perhaps be an Arab.

			“I am sorry but you may not sleep in here,” the custodian repeated, firmly.

			I nodded, yawning some more, and moved stiffly towards the entrance. The pink-shirted lad followed me cut.

			“You wish to sleep some more?” he said sympathetically.

			“I’ll be awake in a minute, thanks; I came over on a night flight, that’s all—”

			“I and my friends sleep on the beach—we have sleeping bags. You could come there for sleep. We are leaving tonight, we will not disturb you.”

			“That’s so kind of you, but I’m supposed to be meeting my cousin—”

			How many times had I said that in the course of the day.

			“This evening we give a party because we are leaving,” he went on persuasively. “First you have a sleep, then you come to our party? It will be very nice!”

			“Really it’s sweet of you, but I can’t. I have to get back to the harbour.”

			“Then I come with you. It is on the way to the beach.”

			I had no wish to be uncivil, and he seemed quite pleasant, so we walked along together, through the cobbled streets, lined with yet more tourist shops, across the moat bridge, and out onto the harbour front, discussing the transmigration of souls, because the street happened to be called Pythagoras Street and it seemed a handy, impersonal topic. My companion thought it a highly plausible theory.

			“How many people can you not recall who resemble animals? It is because they were so in a previous life.”

			“I don’t agree. We look like animals because we are animals, at one remove of evolution. And anyway the soul, the ego, whatever you like to call it, is a highly individual thing, formed by circumstances—how could it be separate, like a fish in a tank or the yolk of an egg; how could it be posted on and reappear again and again? We aren’t gramophone records.”

			Of course I’d like to believe that it could.

			“The reborn soul naturally will continue to change in new circumstances. You are a sceptic. But I shall soon convince you,” he began optimistically, but I interrupted him. The harbour now lay extended before us.

			“I’m terribly sorry—it’s all very interesting and I’d love to argue about it some more, but I’ll have to leave you now. I can see the sail of my cousin’s boat coming in over there.”

			Old familiar, patched red sail—never would I have thought I’d be so pleased to see it.

		

	
		
			II

			“Good-bye!” I said lightheartedly to the pink-shirted boy. “Next time we meet you can have another try at convincing me.” And I cut away to the right, in order to circle round onto the harbour bar.

			It took longer than I had expected, first because of the swift and constant flow of traffic which made crossing the wide quayside highway a ten-minute operation; then I found that, in preparation for some waterside performance that evening—maybe the waiter’s folk-song recital—a large section of harbour front had been roped off and covered with rows of yet more little metal chairs. By the time I had skirted them and gained the harbour bar the red sail had vanished. Then I came to a stop, remembering that I hadn’t collected my rucksack from the café. But Sweden, presumably, would not want to set sail again immediately; she would very likely be wanting a meal; we could go back to the café and pick up the rucksack at the same time.

			Once more I plodded out along the causeway. Third time lucky. L’Aiglon was tied up three boats back from the tower at the far end. I caught hold of the mooring rope, hauled her within reach, stepped aboard, and called:

			“Ahoy, Sweden? It’s me, George.”

			No answer. No Sweden to be seen. I jumped down into the well, noticing a child’s toy, a red-and-blue-painted camel, on the seat. Sweden must have had passengers, then.

			“Sweden?”

			But it became clear that she was not on board. I looked into the cabin—it was in the usual state of chaos. Obsessively tidy in her working life, Sweden completely changed her ways when afloat and lived in a state of uncaring squalor that shook even me, and I am fairly untidy myself. The bunks were piled with gear, clothes, charts, and bedding; dirty plates and cooking utensils and a child’s chamber pot occupied most of the scanty floor space; on the table were dozens of sheets of drawing paper covered with a child’s scribbles, and also some of Sweden’s beautiful, effortless sketches: a ship, a gull, a dolphin, an old man smoking a pipe on a quayside. A portfolio with more drawings lay open on the bunk. Evidently she had fetched out some old work, for purposes of entertainment perhaps: I recognised sketches of London, Tower Bridge, St. Paul’s seen from the river, the British Museum, a street of Georgian houses. Suddenly shaken by homesickness, seeing that one, I flipped on through the heap, though I was yawning again, wondering how long Sweden would be gone, whether it would be worth shifting all the things off the other bunk and trying to put in a quick kip before she returned. I imagined she hadn’t intended to go far, for she’d left a lamp burning. Outside, dusk was beginning to creep over the harbour; inside, the cabin was drowsy with the smell of warm paraffin. Inert from weariness and relief I went on turning over the drawings, and came to a handful of the playing-card-sized portrait heads that Sweden had had a fancy for doing a few years back: patients, colleagues, friends. One of myself, with long hair as I’d had it three years ago caught my eye; hastily sliding it into the middle of the pile I uncovered another face which dealt me such a blow that I let out a whim of pure pain; it is curious how sometimes one’s body can function faster than one’s intelligence.

			It was a face I knew I’d never see again.

			My Darling: By the time you read this letter . . .

			But, as I said, I don’t intend to go into all that now. This isn’t the time or the place for it.

			Coming across the sketch like that had a queer effect on me, though. I was really dazed with shock. I looked about for somewhere to sit; there was nowhere. So I squeezed on into the little forward cabin which accommodated the cooker; here there was a child-sized bunk on which oilskins were piled; I pushed some of them onto the floor and sat down, still holding the sketch, still looking at it.

			But Sweden never even met Martin.

			She could have, though, no reason why not. They both lived in London during the same period, they both had connections with London University. They could have met. But how could Sweden know him and I not be aware of it?

			Sheer pain beyond a certain point is soporific; without cognition, I fell into a kind of rigid doze, leaning back against the bulkhead, the little square or card still clenched in my right hand.

			If I dreamed, I don’t remember it.

			When I woke it was because the boat was rocking—someone had jumped on deck. My third short spell of interrupted sleep had left me stupid and slowed-up; it took me a moment to work out where I was, and when and who.

			During that moment several things happened which my mind automatically took in and presented to me later in flashback; at the time the sounds were meaningless.

			Sweden’s voice said: “Here it is. No need for you to come on board.”

			A man’s voice said, “Just the same I want to, for a moment.”

			L’Aiglon rocked again. Sweden’s voice—nearer now, in the main cabin doorway—said irritably, “I’m afraid I’ve no drink on board and anyway I’m bushed. Do go—I want to start clearing up—George may be here any minute.”

			“Yes, okay, this won’t take any time.”

			“What won’t take any time?” she said impatiently. Then I heard her give a faint gulp, as if she had been winded, there was a kind of slither, which ended in a thump, and the boat lurched again, violently, throwing me to my feet. I had a glimpse through into the main cabin and saw Sweden on her back, head down, in a most extraordinary position, jammed between the table and the untidy bunk. Something—not for another moment did I see that it was the handle of a knife—stuck out from the white T shirt she wore, and a dark jagged line, blood I realised later, divided her face from chin to forehead like the mask of comedy and tragedy.
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