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  APRIL 1936




  ‘It’ll be a grand jaunt, lass, seeing your college friends and Oxford again.’




  The pride Ella Tetley’s father always took in saying the word ‘Oxford’ was there in full measure, and Ella knew that by the time she returned home in the early hours of the

  next morning, the whole of Wilsden village would know where she had spent the day.




  Because she understood the reason for her being such a talking point – no one else in the village had ever had the benefit of an Oxford education, far less received a first-class honours

  in classical archaeology – she was always patient about the interest shown in her. Her embarrassment at such attention was, however, often acute.




  ‘I’ve made you a packed lunch,’ her mother said, fussing around her. ‘You’ve got a long day ahead of you. I don’t want you going hungry.’




  As her reunion lunch with Kate and Daphne was taking place in one of their favourite Oxford pubs, Ella had no need of the packed lunch. To have said so, though, would have been to hurt her

  mother’s feelings, so she put the sandwiches into her shoulder-bag.




  From a rocking chair in a corner of the kitchen her grandfather said, ‘Did yer give ’er drip and bread, Alice? I allus liked drip and bread fer me snap.’




  ‘Of course I haven’t given Ella drip and bread!’ Alice Tetley’s outrage was profound.




  Aware that he’d scored a bullseye, Jos Tetley, once the village rag-and-bone man, cackled with laughter and then said, grinning toothlessly across at Ella, ‘Is your young man tecking

  thee to t’station?’




  ‘If you mean Sam Jowett, he’s a friend, Granddad, not my young man; and yes, he is taking me to the station.’




  Alice exchanged a meaningful glance with her husband. If Sam Jowett wasn’t Ella’s ‘young man’, it wasn’t for the want of his trying. And as he was the son of a

  doctor and he, too, would soon be a qualified doctor, nothing would have pleased her and Alfred more than that Sam’s efforts should meet with success.




  The clock above the kitchen table struck seven and Alfred Tetley slid his packed lunch into a pocket of his donkey jacket. ‘I’ll ’appen see you as I come off my shift and as

  you start yours,’ he said to Alice, and then, to Ella, ‘You’d be better off waiting for t’Jowett lad out on t’doorstep than in t’kitchen.’




  Recognizing the truth of this, Ella buttoned up her coat, slid the strap of her bag over her shoulder, gave her mother a goodbye kiss and followed her father out of the house.




  Once on the doorstep with the door closed behind her, she watched her father stride off in the direction of the local mill. Their house was one of a small row of terraced cottages on the

  outskirts of the village and there were no houses on the other side of the road, only rising open land and, at the foot of the rise, a field – the retirement home of Bessie, the piebald mare

  that had once pulled her granddad’s rag-and-bone cart.




  As she waited for Sam to turn into the road on his motorbike and sidecar, she thought of the past year and of how different it had been from Kate’s year, or Daphne’s. With a degree

  in archaeology under her belt and funded by middle-class parents, Kate had enrolled for postgraduate study in prehistoric, Greek and Roman pottery at the world-renowned British School at Athens.

  Daphne, the daughter of an earl, had left university with a first in Classics and had put further study or job-hunting on the back-burner. Instead she had been presented at Court and had thrown

  herself wholeheartedly into the glamorous social life of a debutante.




  The rarefied options open to Kate and Daphne had not been open to Ella. She’d had to find work straight away and had done so on a Roman dig in Somerset. What she really wanted, though, was

  a position on a dig abroad. There was a huge dig presently taking place at Amarna, in Egypt, and a dig on the Greek island of Ithaca that, though far smaller than the Amarna dig, had the potential

  of becoming just as big, if the suspected existence of a Bronze Age temple there was confirmed.




  The sound of Sam’s motorbike and sidecar trundling up the road broke into her thoughts. He came to a halt a few feet away from her. Keeping the engine ticking over, he said in amusement,

  ‘You’re looking preoccupied. What is it this time? Roman coins? Roman votive offerings?’




  ‘Neither,’ she said amiably. Ignoring the sidecar, she straddled the pillion and covered her flame-red hair with a scarf to stop it blowing in her eyes. ‘I was wondering how I

  could get a position on a dig abroad. Egypt at a pinch, but Greece for preference.’




  ‘Do you have to work on a dig? Why not try for a position at a museum?’




  She knew what he really meant was why couldn’t she get a permanent job near to home? A job that would keep her in Yorkshire, so that he would be able to see more of her.




  As he revved the engine, she held on to his waist, shouting above the engine noise, ‘Museum work is boring, compared to working on a dig. Being on a dig is where all the exciting things

  happen. Can you imagine how Howard Carter felt breaking through into Pharaoh Tutankhamun’s tomb? Or Sir Arthur Evans when he realized he’d unearthed the palace of a Bronze Age Cretan

  king?’




  Sam couldn’t and, knowing it was useless to try, put the bike into gear.




  Seconds later they were rounding the corner by the Ling Bob public house and roaring up the short hill that led away from Wilsden’s outskirts. From the top of the hill there was a

  magnificent view of the moors and then, for the next five miles, it was all downhill, gently at first and then, as they neared Bradford’s soot-blackened city centre, far more steeply.




  They halted outside the Exchange station with fifteen minutes to spare before her train left.




  ‘Have you time for a quick cup of tea?’ Sam took off his motorcycle goggles and ran a hand over straw-coloured hair.




  ‘I don’t think so. If the train is already in the station I’d like to get straight on it, if you don’t mind, Sam.’




  He said, hiding his disappointment, ‘Then let’s get your ticket and maybe tomorrow night we could go to the cinema? The Scarlet Pimpernel is showing at the Rialto.’




  ‘That would be lovely.’ She meant it. The film starred Leslie Howard and he was one of her favourite actors.




  Once she had her ticket, Sam found her an empty carriage on the train. ‘Because I know you like reading when you’re travelling,’ he said as she stepped into the carriage and he

  closed the door after her, ‘and, with luck, there’ll be no one to disturb you all the way to Oxford.’




  The carriage window was down and she rested her arms on its sill. ‘Where are you going from here, Sam? Straight back to Wilsden?’




  ‘No. I’m going to head to Ilkley and blow the cobwebs away by riding over the moor.’




  ‘Then take my picnic lunch, because I have no need of it.’ Opening her shoulder-bag, she took out the packet of sandwiches her mother had given her and handed them to him. ‘Mum

  made them, and I don’t know what’s in them. Probably potted meat.’




  All down the length of the train, carriage doors were closing. The whistle blew. Hasty goodbyes were shouted. Sam wished he’d had the nerve to kiss her goodbye before she’d stepped

  into the carriage, but as Ella didn’t regard him in a romantic light, a busy station platform hadn’t seemed the best place to try, yet again, to get her to think differently about

  him.




  A much better time and place would be when they went to see The Scarlet Pimpernel.




  ‘’Bye,’ he shouted as, amid great billows of steam, the train began moving away. ‘I’ll be here tonight to meet you off the last train!’




  ‘Thank you,’ she shouted back at him. The last train from Oxford didn’t get in to Bradford until midnight, well after buses to Wilsden had stopped running. Without Sam meeting

  her and giving her a lift home, she would have had to get a taxi, and a taxi to Wilsden would have been expensive. Gratefully she blew him a kiss.




  Her gesture transformed the expression on Sam’s good-natured face. Smiling broadly, he blew a kiss back.




  Ella, busy closing the window, saw neither his reaction nor his response.




  As the train steamed out of the station she made herself comfortable in a corner seat and, with Sam already far from her thoughts, took a copy of The Palace of Minos out of her

  shoulder-bag. Written by Sir Arthur Evans, it was his own account of his discovery of the Bronze Age palace that he had spent more than thirty years excavating at Knossos, in Crete.




  Ever since she had been a child, Ella had been enchanted by the legends of ancient Greece. Her favourite story had been that of Theseus slaying the Minotaur, the half-man, half-bull monster that

  lived in the centre of a labyrinth at the palace of King Minos.




  As he had excavated at Knossos, Sir Arthur had found hundreds and hundreds of artefacts linking history to legend: coins showing images of a labyrinth, and others bearing the features of a

  Minotaur; a wall painting depicting a young man somersaulting over the back of a bull; drinking vessels shaped like the head of a bull; ivory figurines of bull-leapers in mid-air. As the Knossos

  dig had continued, it had become obvious that Sir Arthur had unearthed not only a palace, but a previously unknown civilization – a civilization that he had named Minoan.




  Though all the major work of excavation was now complete, excavations of tomb sites near to the palace were still taking place, and Kate’s older brother, Kit, was field director at one of

  them.




  When Kate had casually mentioned this to Ella and Daphne, even Daphne had been impressed. They had been walking down a busy corridor towards the quad and, moving the pile of books she was

  carrying from one arm to the other, Kate had said, ‘What really pleases Kit is that his accommodation is at the villa Evans built for himself and his fellow archaeologists when the excavation

  of the palace was taking place. Evans is rarely there now, but as study at the site is ongoing, the Villa Ariadne still serves as home to archaeologists and scholars working there.’




  Such a close link with the most famous archaeological site of the century had seemed incredible to Ella, but Kate never made a big thing of Kit’s connection to Knossos. Like Daphne, who

  carried the title Lady Daphne St Maur, she was completely without side.




  Despite her innate self-confidence, coming from the background she did, Ella had found her first few weeks at Oxford daunting. Her years at Bradford Girls’ Grammar School had, with no

  effort on her part, smoothed out her broad Yorkshire accent to such an extent that her grandfather was always accusing her of having become ‘posh’.




  She hadn’t sounded posh at St Hugh’s. Though the stated aim of the college was to admit students regardless of their educational or social background, no one in her year came from

  her kind of working-class family. For the first time in her life Ella had found it hard to fit in; or she had until she’d made friends with Kate and Daphne.




  It was her parents who’d had difficulty in taking in their stride her friendship with Kate and Daphne.




  ‘A lass whose father is a magistrate is one thing,’ Alfred Tetley had said, speaking of Kate, ‘but a lass whose father is an earl is quite another. I’d leave ’er to

  ’er own kind if I was you, love. They’re a rum lot, the aristocracy, and best avoided.’




  Knowing her father would think differently about Daphne if he was ever to meet her, it was advice Ella hadn’t taken.




  During the long vacation in their second year at St Hugh’s the three of them had spent several weeks as volunteers on a Roman dig in Northumberland. Kate, whose family home was in

  Canterbury, had met up with Daphne in London and then the two of them had travelled in Daphne’s nifty open-topped car to Yorkshire in order to pick up Ella.




  It was such a golden opportunity for her parents to meet Kate and Daphne that Ella had suggested they stay overnight at the Ling Bob.




  A visit that on so many levels could have been awkward had, instead, gone without a hitch.




  On the evening of their arrival Kate and Daphne had joined the Tetley family for a fish-and-chip supper and later, when Ella had walked Kate and Daphne up the street to the pub, her father and

  granddad, taking it as an ideal opportunity for a pint of bitter each, had walked with them. Once in the pub, Jos had insisted on teaching Kate and Daphne how to play darts. By the end of the

  evening there was no question of Alfred holding to his belief that, as a member of the aristocracy, Daphne was best avoided. Instead, as he’d walked back home in the moonlit darkness with Jos

  and Ella, he’d said, ‘What a grand couple o’ lassies yon two are. It’s a shame for ’em they aren’t Yorkshire-born.’




  Ella’s thoughts had now strayed so far from the book she was reading that she laid it down, surprised to see, as she looked out of the window, that they were leaving Coventry and would

  soon be in Oxford. Happy anticipation flooded through her. It was going to be great seeing Kate and Daphne again and she couldn’t wait to be in The High, walking past buildings, pubs and

  shops that were as familiar to her as any in the centre of Bradford.




  Though Kate hadn’t said so in her letters, Ella was certain Kate couldn’t have spent a year in Athens without having travelled to Crete to spend time with Kit at Knossos, and the

  prospect of Kate having first-hand gossip from such a famous site was thrilling. Now that Kate had finished her postgraduate studies she would be looking for a job, and as the train flashed past

  fields and woods, Ella wondered if Kit might help her find one; that perhaps he might even find her one at the dig of which he was field director. If he didn’t, then perhaps she and Kate

  could find work together somewhere; perhaps on the second season of the Somerset dig? Or perhaps on one of many Roman excavation sites in Northumberland?




  She slid The Palace of Minos into her shoulder-bag. The best thing of all would be if Daphne decided she’d had enough of being a debutante and was finally going to put her

  first-class degree to good use.




  That would be the ultimate: the three of them working together on the same site – especially if the site was Bronze Age and somewhere in Greece.




  





  Chapter Two
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  Kate Shelton settled herself in the front passenger seat of her father’s dark-green Riley and said, with loving exasperation, ‘There’s really no need for you

  to take me to the station, Daddy. I’ve got plenty of time and I could walk it in five minutes.’




  ‘That’s not the point, Katherine.’ There was equal loving exasperation in her father’s voice.




  ‘Then what is?’




  Giles Shelton put the car into gear and pulled away from the front of his eighteenth-century home. ‘The Capuchins’ lay in the shade of Canterbury Cathedral and was one of the finest

  detached houses within the city walls, its only drawback being that its Georgian splendour looked out on to an ancient cobbled street barely wider than his car.




  ‘First of all, it’s my pleasure to chauffeur you around whenever I have the opportunity to do so,’ he said, carefully navigating into another street only a little wider,

  ‘and secondly, in my day, no young woman would set off for a railway station unaccompanied.’




  Kate laughed. ‘It’s 1936, Daddy. Not 1906. And I’ve just come back from a year in Greece, somewhere I travelled to and returned from unaccompanied.’




  ‘And you may remember,’ Giles said, ‘that I was very opposed to you doing so.’




  Kate did remember and knew she had been very fortunate that he had, after much persuasion, sanctioned her year of study in Athens. It had been the long journey – rail to Italy, then down

  the length of Italy to Brindisi, followed by an overnight steamer to Piraeus – that had caused him most concern, and she shuddered to think what he would have thought of some of the solo

  trips she had made from Athens to other parts of Greece.




  To get to Mycenae, a major archaeological site only fifty-six miles from Athens, she’d sat in a stuffy bus for two days, her travelling companions black-skirted, headscarfed peasant women

  with baskets of fruit and vegetables on their knees, which they had either just bought at a local market or were about to sell at one. On the last leg of her journey the woman next to her had been

  nursing a cockerel in a wicker cage.




  Suddenly suspicious that Kate wasn’t listening to him, Giles Shelton cleared his throat and said, as they drove beneath the arch of a medieval gatehouse, ‘And so what do you think,

  Kate? Are you in agreement with your mother and I that a position at the museum would be an ideal first job choice for you?’




  Kate dragged herself back into the present. ‘What museum? The British Museum? I should be so lucky. Permanent jobs like that are terrifically hard to come by, and are impossible for

  someone fresh from postgraduate study with no job experience behind them.’




  Her father made a right turn towards the station car park.




  ‘Then not the British Museum,’ he said, bringing the Riley to a halt and switching off the engine, ‘but what about the museum here in Canterbury? Or a museum somewhere else

  locally?’




  ‘I wouldn’t stand a chance and even if, in another dozen years or so I did, curatorship doesn’t interest me.’




  He looked so disappointed that she kissed him on the cheek. ‘Darling Daddy,’ she said gently, ‘it’s very sweet of you to try and be so helpful, but there’s

  absolutely no need for you to worry about me – my plans are already made.’




  He drew breath to make a concerned response and, before he could do so, she stepped out of the car, saying firmly before closing the car door, ‘I want to specialize in Bronze Age Greek

  pottery, and with Kit’s help I’m going to do so, and I’m going to do so in Crete.’




  With her bombshell dropped, she waved him goodbye and strode swiftly into the station, knowing guiltily that she had made it sound as if Kit securing her a place on his team in Crete was a done

  deal, when all he had actually said was: ‘I’ll give it some thought, Sis, but it’s a bit too much like nepotism for comfort and I’m not promising anything.’




  Kate hadn’t cared about the nepotism. On his retirement Sir Arthur Evans had handed the Knossos site over to the British School of Archaeology. As a postgraduate of the school, she was a

  legitimate candidate for a place on one of the tomb digs and her hopes were high.




  It was early April and a new season of excavation work wasn’t due to start until mid-May. She had dug her nails into the palms of her hands. She had to be on one of the digs. She

  had to be.




  Even before her year in Athens she’d set her sights on working in Greece, and preferably in Crete. It would have been hard not to have had Crete at the forefront of her mind, when Kit was

  there and he had such wonderful contacts. It was her year in Athens, though, that had turned Greece from being a rational choice of country in which to look for work into being the only

  country in which she wanted to work, for from the moment she had arrived in Greece, she had fallen in love with it.




  The British School was on the city’s outskirts. Trams ran down the steep streets into the centre of Athens, but as they were always uncomfortably crowded she had got into the habit of

  walking everywhere. Walking was never boring. In Greece, life took place in the open air and there had always been something interesting to see. Women did household tasks in the doorways of their

  homes: peeling potatoes, shelling peas, sewing and darning. Closer to the city centre, shop frontages opened on to the street, so that in barber shops it seemed as if men were being shaved and

  having their hair cut on the pavement. At outdoor cafes men sat over glasses of ouzo, watching her with curious eyes.




  Kate understood the curiosity. Long years of political chaos in Greece meant there were fewer tourists in Athens than at other classical sites in Europe; and her clothes, and the fact that she

  was taller than most Greek women, meant that she stood out distinctively.




  In the heart of the city the hustle and bustle was incredible, and she had loved feeling a part of it. At the end of almost every turning there was a view of the Acropolis and whenever she

  wasn’t in class, or working on an essay, she had climbed up to it, spending hour after hour making notes and taking photographs and then, totally exhausted, sitting on the steps of the

  Parthenon, looking out in blissful contentment over the sun-glazed city towards the sea.




  During the long midsummer vacation she hadn’t returned home. Instead she had made the seven-hour crossing from Piraeus to Crete and spent the hottest weeks of the summer at Knossos with

  Kit. She had arrived at the end of one excavating season and before the beginning of the next one; and Kit, who was taking advantage of the break between seasons to work on a book, had not had much

  time to give her.




  It hadn’t mattered. The curator at Knossos, Mr Hutchinson – known to everyone as the Squire – had made her very welcome, as had his elderly mother, who acted as his

  housekeeper. Also in residence at the Villa Ariadne were a handful of students and she’d joined them under the supervision of their professor in sorting excavated pottery sherds. Other days

  she’d visited the remains of two smaller Minoan palaces at Phaistos and Mallia, and she’d spent hours and hours in the museum at Heraklion.




  An archaeologist who didn’t stay at the Villa Ariadne, but who occasionally joined them for dinner, was Lewis Sinclair, a Scot from Sutherland. He was excavating on a site some twenty

  miles south-west of Knossos where, eight years earlier, a shepherd boy had unearthed a gold Minoan hair comb.




  At the dining table Professor Cottingley had said bluntly that he thought Lewis Sinclair was wasting his time.




  ‘The geographical position is all wrong,’ he’d said, helping himself to moussaka. ‘It has no strategic importance. It doesn’t overlook a plain, as Phaistos does,

  nor does it look out to sea and have the convenience of a nearby harbour, as Mallia does. The hair-comb find was a fluke, nothing more.’




  ‘I disagree.’ Lewis Sinclair had been flatly dismissive.




  Professor Cottingley hadn’t allowed the subject to drop and had proceeded to list lots of other reasons why Lewis’s excavation work would, in his opinion, yield nothing.




  Lewis Sinclair had listened stony-faced, a nerve throbbing at the corner of his jaw indicating how unhappy he was at having his judgement publicly doubted, especially when the doubter was

  someone so eminent.




  The Squire had turned the conversation to other things and although Kate had tried hard to concentrate on what was being said, her attention had kept straying in Lewis Sinclair’s

  direction. Like Kit, he was in his late twenties, but unlike Kit he wasn’t academic-looking, nor did he look remotely Scottish. His hair was dark and as thick and curly as a Greek’s,

  and his skin was tanned from years of working outdoors beneath a hot sun.




  There was always a nod towards formality at the Villa and the men were all wearing jackets, shirts and ties. Lewis Sinclair’s jacket was of cream linen and he had long ago dragged his tie

  loose and opened his shirt at the throat. He was not very tall, an inch or two under six foot, but he was toughly built, and when he moved it was with the kind of easy strength more typical of a

  champion boxer than a classicist obsessed with Minoan history.




  From the moment she had first been introduced to him, Kate had found him devastatingly attractive. His manner, though, had been off-putting.




  After dinner when, with everyone else, they were seated outside on the terrace, she had asked him under whose authority and whose funding the dig that he was director of was being carried

  out.




  ‘It’s taking place under Greek government authority,’ he had said, a glass of raki in one hand, a half-smoked cigarette in the other, ‘and it’s privately

  sponsored,’ he had added, his voice unnecessarily curt.




  She’d been about to ask what kind of a team he had assembled and if there was room on it for another member when, from the garden, there came the sound of a gate creaking. Abruptly he had

  put his glass down and risen to his feet.




  ‘Excuse me,’ he’d said, without looking towards her. Dropping his cigarette to the ground, he’d crushed it beneath his heel and, without saying a word to anyone else

  seated on the terrace, had walked swiftly across it and down the steps that led into the unlit garden.




  Kate had stared after him, not knowing which emotion was uppermost: disbelief that he hadn’t had the manners to continue their conversation, or exasperation that she hadn’t had the

  chance to ask the question she’d been intending to ask.




  As everyone around her continued laughing and talking, she had risen to her feet and walked across to the top of the steps.




  ‘Careful, Kate,’ Kit had called across to her. ‘The paths down there are so uneven they’re only safe at night when the lanterns are lit.’




  She was appreciative of his warning, but it hadn’t been necessary, for she hadn’t had the slightest intention of following Lewis Sinclair into the garden. She had, though, been

  curious as to what had taken him there so abruptly.




  A second later she’d found out.




  The conversation on the terrace had fallen into a lull and from the garden had come the sound of a girl’s hastily smothered laughter.




  On the terrace one of the students had sniggered.




  ‘I believe Sinclair has met up with a girl!’ Professor Cottingley had spluttered, outraged. ‘Surely the wall gate should be locked?’




  ‘Locked?’ the Squire had said vaguely, as if the concept of a locked gate was entirely new to him. ‘Oh, I think not, Cottingley. There’s absolutely no need, dear chap.

  And the girl will be Nikoleta, Christos Kourakis’s sister.’




  ‘Christos is Lewis’s site supervisor,’ Mrs Hutchinson had said helpfully. ‘The family live nearby and when Lewis visits Knossos, Nikoleta, who is seventeen and has a

  young girl’s crush on him, is never far away.’ She had been knitting and she laid her work down, saying reminiscently, ‘When I was her age I had a most desperate crush on the

  local vicar. Naturally he gave me no encouragement, just as Lewis gives Nikoleta no encouragement.’




  Professor Cottingley hadn’t looked convinced as to Lewis Sinclair’s lack of encouragement and, remembering the smothered laughter, Kate hadn’t been convinced, either.




  Comfortably seated on the London train now, and reflecting on her experiences of the last twelve months, she was more relieved than disappointed by Lewis Sinclair’s lack of interest in

  her. If he’d been interested in her, he would have offered her a place on his team and then Kit would be making no effort to secure her a place on the dig on which he was field director. On

  her CV the name Knossos would be a thousand times more impressive than Lewis Sinclair’s dig – especially if Professor Cottingley was right and that dig proved to be void, with nothing

  of Minoan value found there.




  As the train sped through the Kentish countryside she couldn’t help but think how wonderful the Cretan countryside would be looking. ‘The wild flowers,’ Mrs Hutchinson had said

  to her, ‘are at their best in April. All over the island the air is full of the scent of lemon blossom and jasmine, and there are great swathes of achingly beautiful wild tulips.’




  Determination flooded through her. Kit may not yet have secured her a place on one of the tomb digs, but she was going to return to Crete anyway. She was going to see the wild tulips before

  their flowering time was over, and if Kit didn’t organize a place for her on one of the digs, then she was sure the kindly Mr Hutchinson would.




  





  Chapter Three
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  Daphne St Maur was high above the English Channel in a two-seater plane being piloted by a man she had met only thirty-six hours earlier.




  ‘This is spiffing!’ she shouted from behind him, ‘How long would it take me to get a pilot’s licence?’ Above the roar of the engine, Sholto Hertford shouted back,

  ‘I’ve heard about your car-driving, Daphne! You don’t stand a hope of ever getting a pilot’s licence.’




  Only the thought that if she jolted him he might lose control of the plane and send it into a spin prevented Daphne from punching him hard on the shoulder. Instead, she laughed, knowing she

  could achieve anything she wanted, if she set her mind to it. At the moment she rather thought she wanted Sholto Hertford.




  They had met at a twenty-first birthday party that had taken place in Paris. Daphne had struck up a friendship with Miranda Seeley, whose birthday it was, when the two of them had been next to

  each other in line, on being presented to King George and Queen Mary. Sholto, twenty-eight and a diplomat at the Foreign Office, was a family friend of Miranda’s French-born mother.




  That he was older than her usual run of boyfriends was, for Daphne, a point in his favour. Other points in his favour were that his light-brown hair wasn’t heavily brilliantined to a

  glassy shine and that he wore it longer than was normal for men of his class and profession. To Daphne, it indicated a strong bohemian streak – and she liked people who weren’t afraid

  of breaking a few of society’s rules.




  ‘Sholto Hertford,’ he’d said, handing her a glass of champagne. ‘I don’t believe we’ve met.’




  ‘Daphne St Maur,’ she’d said, liking the fact that he was over six foot tall and looked like a man who could take care of himself in a crisis.




  ‘I don’t want to rush you,’ he’d said, indicating the champagne he’d just given her, ‘but would you like to dance?’




  The band was playing Cole Porter’s ‘Anything Goes’. Unhesitatingly Daphne had put the glass of champagne down.




  ‘I’d love to,’ she had said, and hadn’t been remotely surprised when, seconds later, she’d discovered that Sholto Hertford danced like a dream.




  Not too much later she’d discovered that he kissed like a dream, too.




  All in all, Daphne had counted the party a huge success and was glad she’d overcome her hesitation about attending it. The hesitation had been because of her long-standing arrangement to

  meet up in Oxford with Kate and Ella two days afterwards – which meant no enjoyable lingering in Paris, for she would need to cross the Channel again the next day, in order to drive from

  London to Oxford the following morning.




  This also meant she couldn’t now take Sholto Hertford up on his suggestion that they spend a few days together in Monte Carlo.




  ‘I can’t,’ she’d said, her head leaning against his chest. ‘I have to travel back to London to be at an engagement in Oxford the day after.’




  ‘Cancel Oxford,’ he’d said in a deep, rich voice that made her dizzy with desire.




  She’d pulled away from him a little. ‘I can’t. Sorry, but there it is. I need to be on the boat train tomorrow evening at the very latest.’




  ‘No, you don’t.’




  For a second she’d thought he was going to spoil everything by proving himself to be the kind of man who expected a woman to fall in with his every wish and always overrode any objections

  to the contrary. If he was, then despite the spine-tingling kisses, she was going to walk away from him very smartly.




  ‘You don’t,’ he had continued, ‘because we can spend all day together. It’s four in the morning, in case you hadn’t noticed, and tomorrow morning I can have

  you in Oxford for whatever the engagement is that is so important to you.’




  ‘It’s a lunch engagement, not a dinner engagement,’ she had said, ‘and I don’t fancy a crack-of-dawn Channel crossing and then a rushed dash to Oxford, without

  having had the chance to change clothes.’




  He’d quirked an eyebrow and for the first time she’d noticed that his grey eyes had flecks of gold in the iris. ‘I flew myself here,’ he’d said. ‘And I can

  fly you back to Oxford tomorrow morning in time for lunch.’




  ‘Wonderful.’ She’d stepped back into the circle of his arms, saying in blissful contentment, ‘I knew you were a man who could handle a crisis.’




  The next morning at a late breakfast Miranda had said, ‘You made a killing last night, Daphne. Sholto never left your side. He’s scrumptious, isn’t he? And

  he’s a viscount. His father is the Marquess of Knotley. My mother once had an affair with Knotley.’ She’d collapsed into giggles. ‘Wouldn’t it be hysterical if Sholto

  was my half-brother? D’you think I should suggest it to him? D’you think we look at all alike?’




  ‘You’re five foot two,’ Daphne had said in response. ‘Sholto is six foot – probably an inch or two over. Your eyes are brown. His are grey. All in all, it

  isn’t very likely, is it? And no, I wouldn’t suggest it to him, although if you did, I rather think he’d take it in his stride.’




  As the white cliffs of Dover came into view, Sholto shouted over the wind and engine noise, ‘Marvellous sight, aren’t they? I never get tired of flying over

  them!’




  Daphne thought the cliffs spellbinding, especially when seen from a two-seater Leopard Moth. It occurred to her to wonder where they would land. She couldn’t think of an airport

  conveniently close to Oxford.




  ‘Where are we going to put down?’ she shouted. ‘It’s half-eleven. If you’re going to land near London, I’m going to be late!’




  ‘Don’t fuss,’ he shouted back. ‘We’re not going to land in London and you won’t be late.’




  Daphne looked out of the cockpit window. Below them were grassy fields with sheep grazing in them.




  ‘You’re not going to land in a field, are you? Because if you are, the farmer won’t like it! And what about the sheep? They aren’t going to be too happy.’




  He hadn’t answered, merely laughed, and twenty minutes later the plane banked, turning in a long, smooth curve as it began its descent. Below them, in the middle of a grand estate of

  rolling acres, Daphne saw what was perhaps the most magnificent stately home in England.




  ‘That’s Blenheim Palace!’ she shrieked. ‘You can’t land in front of it. You’ll be arrested. We’ll both be arrested!’




  He was too busy concentrating on what he was doing to answer her.




  Several minutes later, as the Leopard Moth rolled to a halt on a makeshift runway out of sight of the palace, Sholto said reassuringly, ‘A couple of farmers bought this land from the

  Blenheim estate a few months ago and they’re turning it into an aerodrome to service Oxford.’




  He opened the cockpit door, put a foot on one of the wing struts for balance and then jumped down on to grass.




  ‘So far things are pretty rough-and-ready,’ he continued, as she threw her weekend case down to him, ‘but it’s hellishly convenient when visiting Blenheim – which

  is what I shall be doing while you’re at your thrash.’




  As she jumped, he broke her fall by catching her in his arms, saying as he set her on her feet, ‘The duke is a friend of mine.’




  This came as no surprise to Daphne.




  He looked down at his watch, a lock of hair falling low over his forehead. ‘We’re tight for time, but we’ll be able to do it. Things are still pretty basic here, but

  there’s a phone in the office,’ he indicated a wooden building on the edge of the field, ‘and I’ll be able to ring for a cab.’




  ‘We’ll be able to do it?’




  ‘I thought I’d drop you off at your function.’




  ‘I’m not going to a function, Sholto. I’m meeting up with two college friends.’




  ‘Then why the devil are we not now in the South of France? If it’s only a lunch with friends you’re going to, surely it wouldn’t have mattered if you hadn’t turned

  up?’




  ‘It would have mattered to me.’




  They’d reached the wooden building now and, not knowing whether her attitude amused or annoyed him, she saw him open the door.




  ‘I’ll stay out here,’ she said. ‘Will you please tell the cab company it’s an emergency?’




  The door swung shut behind him and she took a cigarette case and lighter from her shoulder-bag. Although Sholto hadn’t said so specifically, he’d strongly indicated that he intended

  meeting up with her when her reunion with Kate and Ella was over, which was fine by her.




  She lit her cigarette, wondering if the evening would then be spent at Blenheim. As the present duke was middle-aged and had a young family, she wasn’t sure how she felt about that. It

  could make for a tedious evening. What would be preferable would be if they flew back across the Channel, and Sholto followed up with his first suggestion of flying down to Monte Carlo

  together.




  A few minutes later the door opened and he rejoined her, saying, ‘The cab will be ten minutes, maybe less.’




  Knowing that he hadn’t taken kindly to her preferring lunch with college friends to their spending time in the Mediterranean sun, Daphne shot him a conciliatory smile.

  ‘Cigarette?’ she asked, reaching into her bag.




  She was smoking a Sobranie and he shook his head. ‘Thanks, but no thanks.’




  He took a cigarette case out of his inside jacket pocket. ‘Who are your friends?’ he asked, removing a cigarillo from it. ‘Who are their people?’




  Laughter rose in Daphne’s throat.




  ‘Kate’s family home is Canterbury,’ she said, enjoying herself hugely. ‘Her surname is Shelton. Ella is a Tetley. Her family home is Wilsden, in Yorkshire.’




  Sholto blew a plume of blue smoke into the air. ‘Shelton? Are they a branch of the Fox-Strangways?’




  ‘No.’ With growing amusement, Daphne waited for him to move on to Ella’s surname.




  Aware that he was now taking part in some kind of quiz, Sholto obliged her by saying, ‘You’re right in thinking I’m not familiar with the Tetleys. I’m assuming the family

  is the northern brewing family? Does Wilsden have good shooting?’




  ‘Wilsden isn’t an estate. It’s a village on the outskirts of Bradford. And Ella’s family has no connection at all with the brewing family, although her father and

  grandfather enjoy a pint of Tetley’s at the local pub, given the chance.’




  He laughed. ‘Okay. I walked straight into that one. I suppose you’re going to tell me Ella’s father and grandfather are coal-miners.’




  ‘I’m not sure there is any mining in that part of Yorkshire. Alfred Tetley, Ella’s father, is a mill worker. A weaver. As is Ella’s mother. Her grandfather used to be

  Wilsden’s rag-and-bone man.’




  Sholto said, vastly amused, ‘How did you fall in with such a colourful crew?’




  ‘Ella is a grammar-school girl who won a scholarship to St Hugh’s – and, before you think any differently, there’s nothing of the social climber about Ella. She makes

  friends with people she likes, and not for any other reason.’




  Looking at her cameo-like profile and fashionable bob of ivory-pale hair, Sholto experienced a sharp stab of danger. All he had intended was a few fun-filled days with a girl he found stunningly

  beautiful and who was, for such a young woman, remarkably sophisticated and worldly. She hadn’t, for instance, made any protest at all when he had suggested they spend time in Monte Carlo

  getting to know each other better. How the devil she would have accounted for leaving Paris – where she’d been staying with the Seeleys – for Monte Carlo, he had no idea. He could

  only assume she was well practised in living a private life that her parents were oblivious of.




  What he hadn’t intended was embarking on a serious relationship. He was already in one of those with Francine, Miranda’s mother, and had been for the last four years. Francine was

  eight years older than he was. She was very French, very elegant and, best of all, safely married to a man who, with a mistress of his own, had no intention of causing waves.




  Daphne was eight years his junior, heart-stopping to look at and very clearly a loose cannon; and for a man in the diplomatic service, loose cannons were best avoided. Most disconcerting of all,

  she was single and – even for the daughter of an earl – he knew himself to be a very good catch, in the marriage stakes.




  He chewed the corner of his lip. That was, of course, if he allowed himself to be caught.




  Having decided that as he now knew all the dangers, there was no danger, he pulled her tightly against him.




  ‘What explanation will you give for Monte Carlo?’ he asked, knowing that when Francine heard of it, it would be payback for the way she’d so casually told him at the birthday

  party that she’d once had an affair with his father.




  Uncaring that they could be seen from the windows of the building, Daphne pressed herself closer than ever against Sholto and slid her arms up and around his neck.




  ‘I don’t have to give any explanation. I’m twenty-two, not twelve, and I don’t live at home. I share a flat in Kensington with Lord Crailsford’s

  daughter.’




  Her lips were only a tantalizing couple of inches away from his, but he resisted the temptation to kiss her in front of what he knew was an audience.




  ‘Was Sandy Crailsford at St Hugh’s with you?’




  ‘Heavens, no. Sandy would think three years at Oxford a complete waste of her time. She went to a finishing school in Switzerland and was Tatler magazine’s debutante of the

  year two years ago.’




  It occurred to him to wonder what kind of a degree Daphne had left Oxford with. Out of the corner of his eye he could see a cab turning in, by the sign that declared visitors were entering what

  would one day be a municipal airport.




  ‘What did you read at Oxford? Art history?’




  It was a safe enough guess and his attention was elsewhere; specifically on how he was going to hide his erection, once Daphne stepped away from him to enter the cab.




  ‘No,’ she said, enjoying the surprise she was about to deal him. ‘Classics.’




  He forgot about the fast-approaching cab and his erection. His eyebrows shot nearly into his hair. ‘But you have to be fully competent in Greek and Latin for a Classics degree!’




  ‘Yes,’ she said, her smile dazzling. ‘And I am.’




  Then, as she finally accepted that he wasn’t going to kiss her in front of prurient eyes, and as the cab came to a halt beside them, she took the initiative and kissed him full on the

  mouth.




  It was an action that did nothing at all to minimize his arousal.




  The cab driver opened the rear passenger door of the cab and cleared his throat.




  Daphne headed towards him.




  Sholto, stunned at the realization that he’d met a woman whose educational achievements were equal to his own, followed her, carrying her Louis Vuitton weekend case at what was a useful,

  if awkward angle.




  





  Chapter Four
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  The port of Piraeus was busy and chaotic as, in deepening dusk, Kate made her way down the dockside towards the Theseus, which was to take her on an overnight crossing

  to Heraklion. It was only five days since she had made the decision that she was going to Crete, with or without an invitation and a job waiting for her, and in those five days she’d scarcely

  had time to draw breath.




  There had been rail tickets through France and the length of Italy to arrange; passage on the Brindisi–Piraeus steamer, and on the steamer she was about to board. Packing had been easy.

  Even though she intended her stay in Crete to be a long one, she was travelling light and the clothes she had packed were those suitable for working on a dig in a hot climate – shorts and

  cotton skirts and blouses and, for evening meals at the Villa Ariadne, a couple of pretty cotton dresses. What hadn’t been easy was persuading her parents that she wasn’t acting

  rashly.




  ‘You’re leaving for Crete on Thursday?’ her mother had said, bewildered. ‘But why, darling?’




  ‘To see Kit and, hopefully, to be taken on as a member of his excavation team,’ she’d said, avoiding her father’s eye.




  Her father had put his pipe down and had said in measured tones, ‘I didn’t realize you’d had confirmation from Kit about a place on his team.’




  ‘I haven’t had official confirmation, but that would simply be a formality,’ she’d said, uncomfortably aware that Kit would view the matter rather differently. ‘You

  know how long the mail takes, Daddy. I dare say there’s a letter somewhere in the post urging me to leave immediately for Knossos. My arriving there in three days’ time will be a nice

  surprise for him.’




  ‘If it isn’t, you are to come straight back to England,’ her father had said. ‘You are not to make a nuisance of yourself to Kit. It wouldn’t be fair to him. Do I

  have your promise on that, Kate?’




  ‘Of course!’ she’d said indignantly, not promising that if there wasn’t a job for her, she would come straight back to England, and hoping her father wouldn’t

  notice the omission.




  To her vast relief, he hadn’t.




  News of what she intended doing had been greeted with far more enthusiasm by Ella and Daphne.




  ‘Go for it, Kate,’ Daphne had said, raising a glass to her in The Chequers, a five-hundred-year-old pub in Oxford’s High Street.




  ‘That’s wonderful news!’ Ella’s delicately boned face had shone with delight. ‘It means you’ll be at Knossos on the anniversary of the dedication of Sir

  Arthur Evans’s bust, in the Palace of Minos’s courtyard. I read in the Archaeological Society’s magazine that he intends being there for it. Wouldn’t it be marvellous if you

  were to be introduced to him?’




  Thinking about the possibility, as she followed a steward down the companionway to a cabin, Kate’s stomach muscles tightened. To be introduced to the great Sir Arthur Evans at the

  world-famous site he had excavated would be the experience of a lifetime. As she walked into a tiny cabin, which contained a bunk, a porthole, a cracked and stained washbasin and nothing else,

  another thought struck her. If Sir Arthur was expected at the Villa within the next week or so, then she might not be able to stay there. It was also possible that her arrival at such a time would

  exasperate Kit to such an extent that he would be in no mood to look kindly on her reason for being there.




  Being negative wasn’t in her nature, and deciding that any problems she met were problems she would overcome, she stowed her luggage away and hurried back on deck in order to be in a good

  position by the rails when, as they left port, mainland Greece began sliding from view.




  Half an hour later and by the light of a rising moon, it did so magnificently. In the distance there was a romantic glimpse of the Parthenon, standing high above Athens in ghostly-white

  splendour.




  She hugged her arms against the chill of the night breeze, wishing she had someone to share the romance of the moment with. Although she’d had boyfriends at Oxford and had indulged in a

  whole shoal of flirtations, she’d never yet been head-over-heels in love and had never indulged in the kind of full-blown relationship that Daphne had, yet again, seemingly embarked upon.




  ‘Sholto is quite a dish,’ Daphne had said, over the champagne they were celebrating their reunion with, ‘and though he’s a diplomat, he’s not at all stuffy. Rather

  the reverse. I think the next few weeks are going to be fun.’




  ‘A few weeks?’ Ella had raised her eyebrows. ‘That would mean him lasting longer than most. You were mad about Teddy Rowbotham-Smythe, and you were bored to death by him in

  less than a month.’




  ‘Teddy thought a pottery sherd was something new by Royal Doulton. Sholto does at least have brains.’




  ‘And an aeroplane,’ Kate had added drily.




  Their laughter had turned the heads of everyone seated near to them.




  Thinking of that moment now, Kate smiled. It had been wonderful spending time with Daphne and Ella again. The only flaw had been that their enjoyment of each other’s company had been so

  short. By the time they had finished lunch, caught up on each other’s news, walked down the High Street to the bridge, hired a punt, spent a pleasurable couple of hours on the river and

  enjoyed an early evening glass of wine in The Boar, another of their favourite pubs, it had been time to take Ella to the train station.




  ‘Are you being met at the other end?’ Kate had asked her, aware that it was going to be midnight when the train arrived in Bradford.




  ‘Yes.’ Ella had hitched her shoulder-bag a little higher on her shoulder. ‘Sam is meeting me.’




  Kate had exchanged a quick glance with Daphne. Neither of them had met Sam, but Ella had spoken of him often enough for them to have formed the opinion that his and Ella’s friendship was a

  romance in the making.




  Before she had stepped on to the train, Ella had said to her, ‘If you get taken on as a team member at a Knossos tomb dig, put in a word for me. I’ve a job waiting for me on a Roman

  dig in Somerset, but I’d far rather be part of a Cretan Bronze Age team.’




  ‘I promise,’ she had said and, wanting Ella’s companionship on a dig just as much as Ella wanted hers, the promise was one she intended keeping.




  With mainland Greece no longer discernible in the darkness and the chill breeze now ice-cold, Kate gave the heaving waves a last look and began making her way back to her cabin.




  Twenty minutes later she was lying in her bunk, euphoric that she would be at Knossos in the morning and, with luck, would soon be a member of one of the outlying digs.




  The crossing to Crete was nearly always turbulent, and as the Theseus pitched and rolled she closed her eyes in an effort to sleep through the unpleasantness. Her dreams, when they came,

  were not of retrieving precious artefacts buried for thousands of years. Instead, they were of a man with hair as thick and curly as a ram’s fleece, and of a girl she had never met; a girl

  recognizable to her only because her hands were across her mouth, smothering her laughter – laughter that, for some indecipherable reason, Kate was sure had been at her expense.




  ‘Taxi, Kyria! Taxi here! Taxi!’




  The shouts by drivers trying to attract her attention came from all sides and, attempting to remember if Kyria meant ‘Lady’ or ‘Miss’, Kate good-naturedly ignored

  them and, having no need of help with her suitcase, crossed the road to where the buses left for Knossos. There were a cluster of tourists at the bus stop and she joined them, aware that as it was

  a Sunday the wait could possibly be a long one.




  It wasn’t.




  Fifteen minutes later she was not only aboard a bus, but the vehicle was already rumbling through Heraklion’s outskirts. Watching a grubby-faced urchin on a bicycle trying to keep up with

  them, she wondered if Kit would be at the Villa when she arrived. She hoped he would, because otherwise she would have to explain her arrival to Mrs Hutchinson or, trickier still, to the

  Squire.




  Now they were clear of Heraklion, flat fields were giving way to arid hills hazed with lavender and dotted with Judas trees. Blue sage and pale-lilac mallow grew thickly at the roadside, and

  beyond the village of Fortetsa she had her first glimpse of wild tulips. Spectacular as the blaze of flowers was, Kate’s mind wasn’t on them. Now that she was almost at Knossos, she was

  belatedly wondering what kind of a reception she was going to get.




  Initially, of course, Kit’s reaction would be one of total surprise, but what would it be when she told him she wasn’t in Crete for a few days’ unexpected holiday? That she was

  there in the expectation of being employed as a member of his excavation team? The two of them had always had a good relationship, but he was five years her senior and those five years meant there

  had always been a certain constraint between them.




  When she had been at junior school in Canterbury, Kit had been at Harrow. Even during vacations the five-year difference meant they had spent little time together. Kit hadn’t wanted her

  trailing at his heels, and so Kate hadn’t trailed. He’d had his friends, and she’d had hers. There were times when she’d even thought he would have preferred it if she had

  chosen a different subject at university, rather than following in his footsteps by studying archaeology, and though he could surely have arranged for her to come out to Crete as a member of his

  team the instant she’d asked it of him, he hadn’t done so. That being the case, it wasn’t very likely he was going to be over the moon at her unexpected arrival.




  ‘Knossos!’ the driver shouted, breaking into her thoughts. ‘Knossos.’




  The tourists picked up rucksacks and guidebooks and thronged to the front of the bus. Kate, hampered by her suitcase, brought up the rear. Once off the bus, she didn’t follow everyone else

  towards the sandy path that led through trees to the ticket booth and the huge area of the excavated palace. Instead she walked fifty yards or so back down the road, until she came to the Villa

  Ariadne’s lodge gates.




  The lodge keeper nodded his head in recognition and Kate continued up the familiar path and through the gate leading into Sir Arthur Evans’s stylized Greek-Edwardian garden. Large palm

  trees gave it shade. Pomegranate flowers gleamed a silky scarlet. Flanking a wrought-iron seat were terracotta pots massed with blue irises. Even though it was Sunday and she doubted if anyone

  would be working on the outlying sites, there was no one about, nor could she hear the distant sound of talking.




  In the hot stillness she walked up the flight of wide stone steps leading to a door that she remembered always being open, and which was now ominously closed. Putting her suitcase down, she took

  a deep breath and, fiercely hoping for the best, dropped a bull-headed knocker against the door.




  It was opened by a maid she had never seen before.




  Whenever she had thought of this moment, she had always imagined herself speaking to someone who knew her, and knew of her relationship to Kit. Now, faced with someone who didn’t, it

  suddenly felt bad manners to be asking for Kit before she had met up with Mrs Hutchinson or the Squire.




  ‘Mrs Hutchinson, please,’ she said, trying to sound certain of her welcome.




  The girl smiled shyly and opened the door wide to let Kate step inside.




  Brief minutes later, Mrs Hutchinson was leading her downstairs to where, for coolness in the heat of the summer, the bedrooms were located. ‘This is such a lovely surprise, Kate,’

  she said, showing her into the same small room she had stayed in previously. ‘Kit didn’t tell us you were coming to see the spring wild flowers, but you are very welcome. You must take

  a trip out to the Omalos Plain. At this time of year it’s simply carpeted with tulips. Kit is in Heraklion at the moment. It’s the only place he can buy an English-language newspaper.

  The minute he arrives back, I’ll tell him where to find you.’




  When Mrs Hutchinson had hurried away, Kate sat down on the edge of the bed, relieved at Mrs Hutchinson’s innocent assumption as to the reason for her being there. All she needed now was

  for Kit to greet her in an equally warm manner.




  A little while later, when she heard her brother coming down the passageway at a run, she knew he wasn’t going to do so.




  The door burst open and she leapt to her feet.




  ‘What the blazes are you playing at?’ Kit was angrier than she had ever seen him. ‘Does Dad know you’re here? Does he know you’re here

  uninvited?’




  Aware that angry retaliation would be of no help, she said stiffly, ‘Yes, Daddy does know I’m here. All he asked of me was that I wouldn’t be a nuisance to you.’




  Kit ran a hand through his untidy straight hair, struggling for composure. Still white-lipped, he said tautly, ‘Well, now you’re here, I suppose I’ll have to make the best of

  it.’ He took off his horn-rimmed glasses and pinched the bridge of his nose. ‘How many days were you hoping to stay? If it’s any longer than a week, you’re out of luck. Sir

  Arthur is expected by then, and he may well be bringing family and guests with him.’




  ‘That isn’t a problem. I’ll move into a hotel in Heraklion, and if Heraklion’s hotels are full, I’ll find somewhere to board in one of the nearby villages, Fortetsa

  or Archanes – and if necessary I’ll do so long-term.’




  ‘Long-term?’ He stared at her. ‘Why the devil would you need somewhere long-term?’




  ‘I’m not here for a few days’ holiday, Kit. I’m here to work. Hopefully as a member on a tomb dig-team.’




  ‘As a member of . . . ? God in heaven, Kate, I’ll say this for you! You win first prize for pig-headed persistence!’




  She couldn’t tell whether he was admiring or appalled.




  ‘I’m more than suitably qualified, Kit.’




  He stared at her for a long moment, then he put his glasses back on. ‘I’ll have a word with the Squire,’ he said tersely. ‘Just don’t get your hopes up.’




  When the sound of his footsteps had receded, she wondered how she was going to survive the tension until he returned. The small room suddenly seemed claustrophobic and she opened its narrow

  French window and stepped out into the dense greenery of the lower rear garden.




  It was the garden where Lewis Sinclair had outraged Professor Cottingley by, if the Squire’s assumption was correct, meeting Nikoleta Kourakis. Remembering the unpleasant sensation that

  her dream of Nikoleta had left her with, Kate closed her mind to the memory, sitting on a garden seat that could easily be seen from her bedroom and hoping that when Kit stepped out into the

  garden, he would do so with a spring in his step signifying good news.




  A half-hour passed, and then an hour.




  The optimism she had been feeling began to fade.




  When two hours had passed, deep pessimism set in. Convinced that Kit was simply delaying giving her bad news for as long as he could, she rose to her feet, intending to walk back up the road to

  where, by the bus stop and opposite the entrance to the Palace of Minos, there was a small cafe.




  ‘Kate!’




  She whirled round. ‘You can relax,’ he called out, striding towards her. ‘The Squire’s come up trumps.’




  ‘That’s marvellous.’ She ran towards him. ‘Am I really and truly on a Cretan dig-team?’




  ‘Really and truly.’




  ‘What will I do about lodgings? Will I be staying here, at the Villa? Or will I be living with a local family?’




  ‘Probably with a local family. You certainly won’t be staying here. It’s miles too far from the dig.’




  ‘But you stay here.’




  ‘That’s because the excavation site I’m working on is within easy distance.’




  She frowned, puzzled. ‘I don’t understand. If I’m not to be working on one of the tomb digs, where am I to be working?’




  ‘On Lewis’s dig. He wasn’t too happy with the idea at first, but the Squire talked him round. Go get your case. We’re leaving now.’




  





  Chapter Five
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  It was so unexpected that Kate was speechless.




  Seeing her reaction, Kit said, ‘It’s far better that Lewis takes you on as a member of his team than that I do. You must see that, Kate? In the future, when you have a couple of

  major digs beneath your belt, then maybe it will be different. For now, I can’t be seen to be giving my kid sister a place on a team somewhere as prestigious as Knossos, when she has nothing

  previous on her CV. There would be murmurings of nepotism, and you know how much I hate that word. If you want to work on a Bronze Age dig in Crete, the new dig Lewis is about to start at Kalamata

  is by far your best bet.’




  ‘And what is he hoping to find?’




  ‘A small palace. If his instinct is correct, you could well find yourself excavating a major Minoan site.’




  ‘But if he’s had to be pressured into taking me on? Isn’t that going to make for an uncomfortable situation?’




  Kit never laughed easily, but he laughed now. ‘If you’re going to survive in the cut-throat world of archaeology, you’re going to have to develop a thicker skin,

  Kate.’




  She grinned ruefully. ‘Okay. Point taken. What kind of a team does Lewis Sinclair have?’




  ‘A small one. I’ll tell you more on the way there. Collect your suitcase and say goodbye to Mrs H. I’ll meet you in the Sally at the lodge gates.’




  ‘The Sally?




  ‘One of the small trucks used by the excavating teams.’




  ‘So tell me about the Kalamata team,’ she said twenty minutes later as the small truck rattled up a dusty road in the direction of the mountains that ran almost

  unbroken down the backbone of the island. ‘Is it mainly a British team?’




  ‘It will be a little more so when you arrive.’ Kit changed gear and swerved to avoid a boy herding a couple of sheep.




  ‘Explain,’ she said, tense once again.




  ‘Like the last dig, this one is being privately sponsored and, until it’s known whether it’s going to be viable or not, only a handful of people are working on it. Apart from

  Lewis, and now you, they’re from Kalamata or from villages in this part of Crete. All of them have worked on excavation sites before,’ he added hastily. ‘Christos’s father

  worked on the Knossos site when the palace was being excavated, and Christos was brought up with Minoan excavation in his veins. Where practical work is concerned, his experience is second to

  none.’




  He shot her an encouraging smile.




  ‘You can see now what a chance this is for you, Sis. You’re not going to be just another member of a team. You’ll be on a dig where you can play a part of real

  importance.’




  ‘But I’m also going to be a woman alone in an isolated village, with a Scotsman who is ill-mannered at the best of times and who isn’t enthused at having me dumped on him. Add

  to that an unspecified number of Greeks – all male, and with presumably little English. It doesn’t make for an ideal situation.’




  She tried to visualize what their father would think of such an arrangement, but her imagination wouldn’t stretch that far.




  At the doubts in her voice, Kit said, irritated, ‘The Greeks you will be working with will all have some English, and your classical Greek and your year in Greece have served you well,

  haven’t they? Also there will be women at whatever lodging Lewis arranges for you. They’ll find you a bit of a novelty at first, but they’ll be welcoming. Greeks always

  are.’




  Kate, aware that her doubts were out of place, considering how lucky she was to have been given a place on any dig in Crete, was immediately repentant. ‘Sorry, Kit. I was just trying to

  get my head round being the only woman on the team. It’s something I’ll be able to take in my stride, so forget the mild panic attack. Does Lewis Sinclair have a truck at Kalamata?

  I’ve been driving Daddy’s Riley for years, and driving a truck won’t be a problem for me.’




  ‘You’ll have use of a truck. It’s essential, in order to get in and out of Heraklion for stores and suchlike.’




  He slowed down a little as they entered the small hill town of Archanes. It was where Kate had thought she might stay, if Sir Arthur’s presence at the Villa Ariadne had made being a guest

  there impossible and, seeing it now for the first time, she thought it would have suited her very well. The houses in the narrow streets all had blazingly white walls, and balconies crammed with

  pots of scarlet geraniums and pale-yellow lilies. Cafes in the small central square had chequered-cloth tables set outside them, and beyond the square was a pretty church with a bell-tower. As they

  drove past it, Kit said, ‘There are Byzantine frescoes in the church. You should try and find time to see them.’




  ‘I will. Have we much further to go?’




  ‘Quite a bit. Even for a Cretan village, Kalamata is well off the beaten track.’




  It was so far off the beaten track that for the first time Kate wondered just how the Squire and Lewis Sinclair had been able to make contact with each other. Villa Ariadne was on the telephone,

  but a telephone in the area they were now in was as unthinkable as a red London bus.




  ‘Is Lewis Sinclair at Kalamata now, waiting for me?’ she asked as they turned off on to a steep, winding, perilously narrow mountain road.




  ‘Nope, but he won’t be far behind us. When the Squire tracked him down he was at the museum in Heraklion.’




  Crete’s mountainous landscape was laced with unexpected valleys and plateaus, and just when Kate thought it impossible for them to climb any higher, a plain of fertile fields and windmills

  opened up in front of them. At its heart lay a huddle of houses and a church.




  ‘Kalamata,’ Kit said, not driving into the village, but bringing the truck to a shuddering halt so that they could take in the view. ‘It’s very picturesque, don’t

  you think?’




  Kate drew in a slow, rapturous breath. It wasn’t merely picturesque: it was beautiful. Far to the east were the snow-capped peaks of Mount Dicte, mythological birthplace of Zeus, king of

  the gods; to the west lay the great mountain range of Ida, where Zeus was said to have grown to manhood. On the northern side was a glittering glimpse of the distant sea.




  ‘We’d best continue into the village,’ Kit said at last. ‘I’ll stay with you until Lewis arrives, but then I’m going to head straight back.’




  She felt a pang of alarm and quelled it. Although Kalamata was isolated, it wasn’t as isolated as a dig in Persia or Arabia would have been. In a truck she could be in Heraklion in little

  over an hour. The very nature of archaeology meant long periods of time spent in places with few, if any, modern conveniences; and living and working alongside colleagues who could be difficult to

  get along with was something all archaeologists had to put up with at times.




  ‘How far is the site from the village?’ she asked as Kit put the truck into gear again.




  ‘About a fifteen-minute walk. I’d take you there now, only I think Lewis will want to be the first to show you around. There’s the usual cafeneion in the heart of the

  village. It’s where he will expect to find us when he arrives.’




  The instant the truck reached the outlying houses, children raced towards them, forcing Kit to a snail’s pace as they shouted out questions and greetings.




  Kate’s Greek was good enough to understand what was being asked. The question the children most wanted answering was whether or not she was his wife; and, on Kit answering that she was not

  his wife, but his sister, if she was Kyrie Sinclair’s wife.




  ‘My sister is here to work,’ Kit said, time and again. ‘She is here to help Kyrie Sinclair with the village excavation.’




  This last bit of news was met with incomprehension. How could the Kyria help with the village excavation? An excavation was man’s work. Had the Kyria no house and husband to

  look after? No children to care for? No animals that needed tending?




  When they at last drew to a halt on the bare earth of the village square they were saved from further bombardment by the cafe’s owner rushing to greet them and shooing the children away as

  he did so.




  The children, giggling, retreated several yards and then squatted down on the ground to wait and see whether Kyrie Sinclair’s friend and his sister would have coffee inside the village

  cafeneion or outside it.




  ‘It’s always the same,’ Kit said as they sat at a rickety iron table beneath a sun-bleached awning. ‘Visitors in a village this isolated are rare events and always end up

  attracting this kind of attention. Would you like lemonade? It will be made with fresh lemons.’




  When the cafe owner had served Kate with lemonade and Kit with a small cup of thick black Turkish coffee, he introduced himself. ‘My name is Andre Stathopoulos,’ he said, beaming at

  them from behind a thick, drooping crescent of a moustache. ‘I am a man of Kalamata and it is a poor village, but when a great palace is excavated, it will be famous and my cafe will be full

  all day long with tourists.’




  ‘Then let’s hope a palace is found,’ Kit said, trying to insert caution into his voice.




  ‘Oh, it will be found! Kyrie Sinclair is sure of it.’




  As if on cue, they heard the sound of a vehicle approaching the village. The children scrambled to their feet. Kate’s tummy muscles tightened. Kit said, ‘Here comes Lewis. Now

  we’ll be able to find out where you’ll be staying.’




  Seconds later a small truck roared into the square and, as it slewed to a halt in front of the cafe, the children swarmed around it, shouting out to Lewis that the Kyria had come to work

  on the excavation team and that if she could work on the excavation team, why couldn’t they?




  To Kate’s surprise, Lewis Sinclair’s reaction wasn’t irritation. Instead, with his mouth tugging into a smile, he took a handful of sweets from his pocket, throwing them for

  the children to scamper after.




  When he joined them at their table she didn’t receive a similar smile, only a courteous acknowledging nod.




  Andre bustled up and, without being asked, set a glass of raki in front of Lewis. Kit said conversationally, ‘That Kate is wanting the experience of working on a Minoan dig, and that you

  are on such an under-funded budget that you’ve no professionally qualified team members, is pretty fortuitous, don’t you think, Lewis?’




  ‘“Fortuitous” could be one word for it. What do you think of the arrangement, Kate?’ For the first time he looked at her directly. ‘Are you happy with

  it?’




  ‘Yes,’ she said with more composure than she felt. ‘Very.’




  Lewis turned his attention back to Kit. ‘Then in that case you’re right, Kit. Your sister will be a big help. Tom Wilkinson from the British School was here until a month ago, but

  the political troubles in Spain have claimed him.’




  Kate could see that the mention of Spain had caught Kit’s attention, and before he could change the subject to Franco, she said, with a question mark in her voice, ‘Kit tells me that

  the Kalamata site supervisor isn’t a qualified archaeologist, but that he’s very experienced?’




  ‘Christos Kourakis’s father, Kostas, worked on the Knossos dig from the first shovel-stroke. As a small child, Christos made himself useful in whatever way he could and Arthur Evans

  always took a great interest in him, and in the rest of Christos’s family. When it comes to removing fragile objects without breaking them, Christos has the best pair of hands I’ve ever

  come across and he’s an excellent site supervisor. He’ll find it odd having a woman on the team, but as long you don’t expect preferential treatment, you’ll find him easy to

  get along with.’




  ‘And other members of the team?’ Kit said, as with the beaming smile that rarely left his face Andre set another cup of coffee down in front of him.




  ‘Like Christos, they have all worked on previous Bronze Age digs – a couple of them at the Palace of Minos before the dig there came to an end. Dimitri and Angelos were at Olympia,

  which was a German excavation and is the reason their German is as good as their English. Pericles, Nico and Yanni have had experience on American digs, and Adonis has worked for a French

  excavation team at Corinth. It means that as they live in the village, or have relatives in the village with whom they can stay, there’s no tented accommodation as yet, though there will be,

  once a palace is located and a bigger labour force is brought in.’




  It was accommodation for herself that Kate wanted to know about. Mrs Hutchinson had said the Kourakis family lived close to Knossos and she wondered what kind of accommodation had been found for

  Christos in Kalamata – and what kind of accommodation Lewis Sinclair enjoyed.




  She was just drumming up the nerve to ask him where he slept at night when Kit said, ‘And you, Lewis? Where do you stay? And where will Kate be staying?’




  ‘Heraklion’s deputy mayor has an unused family home here. I’m renting it from him. There are two bedrooms and at the moment Christos and I have a room each, but we can easily

  share. Christos won’t mind.’




  Kate waited for her brother to say that Christos might not mind, but that – on her behalf – he did. No such objection came and so she said reasonably, ‘I’m not settling

  for sharing a house in the back of beyond with a man I barely know and a man I’ve not yet met. Sorry, but there’s going to have to be a rethink.’




  Lewis took a drink of his beer, put the glass down and rose to his feet. ‘Give me five minutes,’ he said, in the voice of a man whose patience was being strained to the upmost.




  When he walked away, it wasn’t in the direction of his truck, but into the cafe.




  Kit said, ‘Whatever arrangements are made, I think it would be best if you kept the Villa Ariadne as your address, where our parents are concerned.’




  ‘Yes.’ Kate had already imagined her father’s alarm if he was to attempt the impossible and try to find a place as small as Kalamata on a map of Crete. ‘I’ll go

  along with that.’




  Her glass of lemonade was now empty, but Andre didn’t come rushing out of the cafe to take an order for another one. She knew why. It was because he and Lewis were in deep discussion about

  where she was to be lodged. She tapped a sandalled foot, hoping that when they came to a solution it would be one she could go along with.




  Fifteen minutes later, when Lewis and Andre emerged, they were accompanied by a small-boned woman wearing a traditional bodice, a near ankle-length skirt kilted up to show a heavy underskirt,

  and with a black head-kerchief covering her hair. Her skin was sun-weathered and wrinkled, but her eyes were bright and full of interest and welcome.




  ‘My wife, Agata,’ Andre said as Kate rose to her feet. ‘She has a room she wishes to show to you. It is a good room. The room of our daughters who work in Athens.’




  From behind her, Kate heard Kit breathe a sigh of relief.




  ‘Welcome.’ Agata took Kate’s hands in hers as if Kate was a child. ‘Pleased I am to meet thee.’




  ‘And I thee,’ Kate said, responding in the Greek familiar, as if they were family or old friends.




  While Kit and Lewis remained seated and Andre went back inside the cafeneion for another coffee for Kit, Agata led her around the side of the cafeneion to an outside staircase.




  It led up to the Stathopoulos’s living quarters. The interior was sparsely furnished, as Kate had expected it would be. It was also scrupulously clean.




  ‘And this is the bedroom,’ Agata said with pride, opening a door, after the stairs inside the house had been climbed.




  The walls were whitewashed. The wooden floor was swept and scrubbed. There were two narrow beds with a small crucifix over each iron bedhead, two ancient sets of drawers and hooks in the wall

  for clothes to be hung on. From the window the mountain range of Mount Ida could be seen in the distance, and below the window hens roamed happily between rows of vines.




  It was perfect, and Kate said so.




  As they went back down the stairs, her thoughts were on Ella. It had always been her intention that once she had secured a place for herself on a dig, she would set about securing a place for

  Ella as well. She had imagined this would have had to wait a few weeks, until she had become settled. Now, having seen the two beds in the little room and knowing how short of professional help

  Lewis was, she saw no reason at all why she shouldn’t immediately suggest Ella joining the team at Kalamata.




  As she walked back across to Lewis and Kit’s table, Kit said, ‘Everything okay, Kate?’




  ‘Absolutely.’ She sat down and, without wasting a beat of time, said to Lewis, ‘The bedroom has two beds in it. I have a friend who has a first-class honours in classical

  archaeology and who is as passionate as I am about Bronze Age Greece. She’d be a huge asset here. What d’you say to me writing to her?’




  At her presumptuousness, his eyes narrowed.




  ‘It would mean no local gossip about my being the only woman on the team,’ she said swiftly, hoping to give him something to think about, before he refused out of hand, ‘and

  although Ella hasn’t already spent time in Greece, her classical Greek will be sufficient for there not to be any problems.’




  ‘Is your friend an Oxford graduate?’




  ‘Yes. St Hugh’s.’




  He hesitated, and then he said, ‘You have to understand that if she doesn’t work out, she’ll be on the first plane back to Britain.’




  ‘Oh, Ella will work out all right.’ Kate felt as gleeful as the children had sounded when scooping up his shower of sweets. ‘I’ll write to her now. Kit can post the

  letter when he gets back to Knossos.’




  





  Chapter Six




  [image: ]




  Ella was in Somerset when she received Kate’s letter. The redirected address on the envelope was in her father’s carefully laborious handwriting and, as the letter

  had been sent airmail from Greece, she knew the kind of anxiety it must have awoken in him. Until Kate’s year in Athens, no airmail letters had ever arrived at their little home in Wilsden,

  and since they had begun doing so they had always aroused in her parents the kind of foreboding that a letter from a government department would have aroused.




  The letter didn’t arouse a similar sensation in Ella. She snatched it happily from the letter-rack above the reception desk of the bed-and-breakfast she was staying in and, instead of

  joining other members of the team for an end-of-day drink in the B&B’s small bar, hurried off to her bedroom where she would be able to read it uninterrupted.




  

    

      

        Dearest Ella,




        Wonderful news! I have a place on a Bronze Age dig. In Crete! Accommodation for two is above the village cafe. I’ve spoken to the site director, who is short of professionals, and

        there is a place for you on the team. When you write back, address the letter c/o the Villa Ariadne, Knossos, Heraklion. Kit will act as postman. The village – Kalamata – is too

        remote for dependable postal deliveries. Please, please, please ditch Somerset Romans and come out here as fast as you can!




        Best love, Kate


      


    


  




  Excitement spiralled through Ella until she felt almost sick with it. The dig she was on was coming to a close and she would have had to be looking for something else, with or

  without Kate’s letter. The prospect of addressing a letter to the fabled Villa Ariadne, accepting the offer of work on Crete, was so wonderful as to be almost unbelievable.




  Shrugging herself out of her outdoor jacket and kicking off her work boots, she scrabbled in the dressing-table drawer for pen and paper.




  

    

      

        Dear Kate,




        My job comes to an end here at the end of the month. Please tell the site director I will be joining the team the first week of June. As for travel – is the cheapest way train

        through France and Italy to Brindisi, and then steamer to Piraeus and from there a steamer to Crete? I seem to remember that was the route you took. Where do I go after that? The site? (You

        haven’t said just where it is.) Or the Villa Ariadne?




        Love, Ella


      


    


  




  When she had finished the letter and written the magical words ‘The Villa Ariadne’ as part of the address, she ate a peppermint, flicked through her diary, paused

  for thought and then began another letter.




  

    

      

        Dear Sam,




        I’ve just been offered a position on an excavation in Crete. The dig here is coming to an end and I will be beginning work in Crete the first week in June. I’ll be in

        Wilsden on the first and second to say goodbye to Mum and Dad, and if you can get time off from the Infirmary and can be in Wilsden, it would be nice to see you. I expect it will be several

        months – if not longer – before I’ll be back in England again.


      


    


  




  She paused, not knowing quite how to continue. Since their date at the Rialto to see The Scarlet Pimpernel, their relationship had changed. Although still not a

  full-blown romance, it was no longer mere friendship. How could it be, after he had kissed her long and deeply, and after she had surprised herself by how willingly she had responded?




  They hadn’t met since then because there had been no opportunity to do so. The next day Sam had been back on-duty at Leeds Infirmary, where he was in the final stages of his medical

  training, and she had travelled down to the Somerset dig, only to discover that it was soon to be wound up. What hadn’t happened in the short time in between was either of them writing to

  each other.




  So how did she sign the letter? ‘All best, Ella?’ ‘Love, Ella?’




  ‘Affectionately, Ella?’ In the end, she simply wrote ‘Ella’, adding a little cross for a kiss next to it.




  Five days later, when she returned back to the bed-and-breakfast with the rest of the team, Sam was waiting for her by the half-moon reception desk.




  ‘I’m here until tomorrow,’ he said. ‘This B&B is full to the rafters, but I’ve managed to get a room in a guest house not too far away.’




  ‘But why have you come?’ Sheer shock made Ella clumsily blunt. ‘It isn’t as if it’s the weekend tomorrow. It’s just an ordinary day for me, and I’ll be

  working.’




  The reception area was small, and all the time they were talking people were squeezing past them to get to the stairs, or to the door leading into the lounge.




  ‘I need to talk with you, Ella. About Crete. About us.’




  ‘Why don’t you both come in the bar for a drink?’ one of her male colleagues asked, dropping a friendly hand on Ella’s shoulder.




  ‘Perhaps later,’ she said, knowing Sam wouldn’t want to spend the time he had with her in a bar with other people.




  Sam put a hand beneath her arm. ‘Let’s get some air.’ He steered her in the direction of the door she had just come in by. ‘Forget having your evening meal here.

  We’ll find somewhere quiet to eat.’




  As they stepped outside on to the pavement, he tucked her hand in the crook of his arm and shot her his easy smile. ‘You are pleased to see me, aren’t you?’




  ‘Yes, of course I am.’ It was true, although she’d had to get over her stunned surprise first, and wasn’t looking forward to the conversation he’d come such a

  distance to have. ‘There’s a fish-and-chip shop nearby that has a restaurant attached to it,’ she said, trying to behave as if the evening was just one of their normal evenings

  out together. ‘The fish and chips aren’t up to Yorkshire standards – they do their batter differently down here – but they’ll come with peas, bread and butter and tea,

  just as they do up north.’
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