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1

If she should return now, of course, or even five minutes from now, it would still be all right. The thought that he might never see her again could then be dismissed as a delusion, an absurd over-reaction to an excess of solitude and silence. And from the notion that, at any second, she would return, calling to him as she came down the track, part of his mind could not be dislodged: the orderly, housetrained, rational part. It was only in the chaotic realm of instinct and sensation that a contrary suspicion had taken root, only, as it were, in the part of himself that he did not care to acknowledge.

Besides, Harry had every justification for blaming his anxious state on the position in which he found himself. To spend three-quarters of an hour sitting on a fallen tree trunk halfway up a pine-forested mountainside, whilst the warm glow of the afternoon sun faded towards a dusky chill and silence – absolute, windless, pitiless silence – quarried at the nerves, was enough to test anyone’s self-control. He wished now that he had gone with her to the summit, or stayed in the car and listened to the radio. Either way, he really should have known better than to wait where he was.

He stubbed out the fourth cigarette of his vigil and took a deep breath. It was growing cold now in the shadow of the mountain, yet the coastal plain below was still bathed in warm, golden sunlight. Only here, on the thickly conifered slope, or out there, invisible but palpable in the clear, frozen air, could the waning of the day no longer be ignored.

Why had she not returned? She could scarcely be lost, not with the guidebook and a compass. After all, she had been to Profitis Ilias before, which Harry never had. Nor, if the truth be told, did he ever want to again. Two hours ago, he had been basking in the sun at a terrace table of a psarotaverna just down the coast, lighting the first cigarette in this packet at the leisurely conclusion of a relishable meal and wondering how jealous the waiter might be of an overweight, middle-aged Englishman for finding such an attractive girl to lunch with him. Now even visualizing the scene was difficult, for Profitis Ilias possessed the power to consign every memory and perception beyond its own domain to half-forgotten remoteness. And Profitis Ilias had been Heather’s choice.

‘We could drive up there in half an hour from here,’ she had said. ‘It’s a fantastic place. Deserted, crumbling old villas left over from the Italian occupation. And stupendous views. You must see it.’

Harry had felt no such obligation, preferring the décor of a dozen bars he could think of, suitably refracted by a well-filled glass, to any vista of nature, however supposedly breathtaking. Nevertheless, he had raised no objection.

And so they had come, driving up the winding road through the village of Salakos towards the wooded mountaintop, climbing slowly but relentlessly till all other traffic was left behind and only the limitless ranks of pine and fir stood witness to their progress. At first Harry had detected nothing amiss in their growing isolation. It was not until they had reached the hotel that the road served and found it, as expected, closed for the winter, that the character of Profitis Ilias had made itself known.

Silence, he rather thought, was the bedrock of its mood. Silence that had waited for them to climb from the car and slam the doors, then pounced from the very heart of the forest to awe them into whispered exchanges. Silence that the empty hotel and the ruined villas in the woods around seemed merely to magnify, as if abandoned habitations were worse than no habitations at all. And silence, moreover, that even nature respected, for here no wind stirred the trees, no bird sang among the branches, no squirrel scurried along the boughs. On Profitis Ilias, all was still, but all was not at rest.

Two months ago, the hotel would still have been open for the season, the children of its guests playing in the grounds, perhaps even climbing on the very tree trunk where Harry sat. Noise, movement, laughter, company: at other times they might be irritants; now he craved them from the depth of his soul. It was surprising to discover how uncomfortable he found it to be alone. If, that is, he was alone. For he could not help remembering that, when they had first left the car and strolled down to admire the view that the hotel commanded, he had glanced up at the wooden balconies and red-painted shutters that gave the building its stolid, Alpine quality – and seen a figure withdraw abruptly from one of the unshuttered first floor windows. At the time, he had dismissed it as a trick of the light, but now the memory added its weight to all the other anxieties by which he was beset.

Why had she not returned? She had seemed so confident, so reassuringly certain that she would be back before he had had a chance to miss her. It had been a stiff climb from the hotel up the uneven, overgrown path towards the summit, and Heather had set a sharp pace. Out of breath and far from his normal stamping grounds, Harry had been willing enough, in the circumstances, to stop at the point where a fallen tree blocked their route, while she went on to the top. ‘Take the keys,’ she had said, ‘in case you want to go back to the car.’ Then she had added, noticing his frown: ‘Don’t worry. I’ll keep to the path. And I won’t be long. It’s just that I can’t turn back now, can I?’ And so saying, she had scrambled up round the tree, smiled back at him once, and then gone on.

Nearly an hour ago, and seemingly a world away, that last smile beckoned to Harry from up the wooded slope. Peace of mind, he reckoned now, had lasted no longer than the first cigarette. Since then, his thoughts had ranged over many subjects, but always they had returned to what in his surroundings adamantly refused to be ignored: silence so total that the ear invented a half-heard chorus of whispering voices in the trees around, silence so complete that his straining senses insisted that somewhere, above or about him, something must be watching him.

Harry looked at his watch. It was nearly four o’clock, which meant there was little more than an hour’s daylight left, a meagre, bone-chilling hour at this altitude and time of year. With an effort, he forced his mind to confront a series of practical choices. He could return to the car, in case Heather had done so herself by a different route. Yet, if she had, she would surely have come looking for him by now. He could stay where he was, on the grounds that that was where she would expect to find him. But one glance around reminded him that he could bear to remain there no longer. Or he could follow the path to the top, in case she was in some difficulty or had simply lost track of time. That, he concluded, was really the only choice open to him.

He raised his legs, swivelled round on the tree trunk and dropped down on the higher side. There was the path, still marked by a border of flints, for all the years of its abandonment, curving away ahead of him up the slope. He started along it, feeling at once the relief that action brings after the suspense of indecision.

Soon, the trees began to thin and the summit ridge came into sight. Once it had done so, it struck Harry as ludicrous that he had not insisted on accompanying Heather all the way, for it was neither as far nor as steep as he had supposed. He could not help wondering if she had deliberately encouraged their separation, though why she should have done so he could not imagine. And he was also aware that the thought itself might be a delusion, an investment of her words and actions with meanings they did not bear.

Emerging into a patch of sunlight just short of the ridge, Harry paused to catch his breath. Ahead of him, to the right, a towering red and white radio aerial crowned the summit, with a small building at its base: an army observation post by the look of it, apparently unoccupied. Not that he had any intention of checking the point. Nine years on Rhodes had taught him to give the Greek military a wide berth. But would Heather have been equally cautious? Yes, surely she would. Besides, the path curved away to the left and she had promised she would keep to it.

He walked up onto the ridge and swung round to look back the way he had come. As he did so, the exposed nature of his position conjured up a threat more ominous in its way than the unease which had oppressed him in the forest. He suddenly wondered whether this was what he had been intended to do, whether this was another step closer to the trap that had been prepared for him. Rebuking himself for entertaining such thoughts, he forced his eyes to follow the line of the coast far below where it curved away to the west. That crumpled inlet, he told himself, must be Kamiros Skala, those whale-backed islands out to sea Alymnia and Halki. They were reference points which proved that a reality beyond Profitis Ilias still existed and that he might soon return to it.

But first he had to find Heather. Dismayed by how reluctant he felt to shout her name aloud – an act which the prevailing silence seemed irresistibly to forbid – he began to follow the path, still faithfully bordered with flints, as it twisted along the ridge between outcrops of rock and gnarled, wind-carved cedars. If she had kept to the path, he could not fail to find her. But if she had not....

Then he saw it. Snagged on a lower branch of one of the cedars, hanging limp and forlorn in the motionless air. Four equal stripes of pink and white. Cerise and silver, he remembered her correcting him. It was Heather’s scarf, the long woollen scarf she had been wearing when she left him by the fallen tree. He could recollect, quite distinctly, seeing her toss one end of it over her shoulder as she disappeared up the slope. And now it was here, where she was not.

Harry pulled the scarf loose, then stood with it clutched in his hands, struggling to comprehend the significance of its discovery. Had she left it there by accident? Had it been blown from her neck as she ran along the path? If so, what had she been running from? He gazed around at the stunted cedars and the harsh white boulders standing up like fangs on the grassy ridge, but they held no other clue, no other token of her fate. By their very emptiness, they defied him.

Looping the scarf round his neck, Harry strode on along the path. It topped a bluff, then swooped down into a dale and up again to a farther peak. A view of the island’s interior opened up to the south, bathed in sunlight. Could Heather have become disorientated, he wondered, and gone down the wrong side of the mountain? Pausing to lean against a rock and recover his breath, he considered the point. No, it was inconceivable. The path was clear, the route an easy one to follow. She could only have left it out of choice or dire necessity. And the touch of the scarf against his chin prompted him to fear the latter. He hurried on.

By the time Harry had traversed the dale and ascended to the next peak, the rational part of his mind had reasserted much of its former control. His ignorance of local geography, he reminded himself, was as good as total. Even were it not, he could scarcely search the area single-handed. If Heather had met with a mishap, of whatever kind, the best way to help her would be to raise the alarm in Salakos, and to do so before nightfall. He glanced at his watch. To follow that course, he would have to return to the car at once. Though to leave now seemed premature, leave he clearly must.

But not, his instincts told him, without making one last effort to locate Heather on his own. The obvious method was the one he had, till now, drawn back from, but he knew he could not depart without resorting to it. He must shout her name as loudly as he could, in case she was near enough to hear. From the bluff on which he was standing, his voice would carry well: there was no excuse. Determined to give his nerve no chance to falter, he climbed onto an adjacent rock, took a deep breath and cupped his hands to his mouth. But then, in the second before Heather’s name formed on his lips, Profitis Ilias found its own voice with which to strike him dumb.

One long, shrill, unwavering blast on a whistle. It came to Harry’s ears from no direction and every direction, from above him and below him, from close at hand and far away. And then it stopped. And Harry’s arms dropped slowly to his sides and he began to tremble in every limb and to breathe in rapid, shallow gulps of air. What did it mean? Where had it come from? Was it a signal? A message? A warning? To him or to another?

Suddenly, like a cliff face that is undermined for years by the sea before abruptly subsiding, his self-control disintegrated. He had been manipulated every step of the way. The face at the window, the abandoned scarf, the disembodied whistle: all were part of the trap into which he had been led. Logic and reason were beyond him now, headlong flight his only recourse.

The path began to descend from this point, zig-zagging down the steep, boulder-strewn slope. But Harry did not follow it. Instead he plunged straight down from one bend of the path to the next, stumbling over rocks, scrambling down stretches of loose, shingly earth. The spines of a stout little shrub slashed at his cheek. He skinned his knuckles on a sharp outcrop of flint. But he did not care. All pretence had vanished now. He only wanted to be off the mountain, away from the corroding fear that its air had refined to a pure, unhinging essence.

Bursting through a thicket of bracken and slithering down the flank of a huge, half-buried boulder, Harry suddenly found himself on a wide, earthen track, rutted by the wheels of a heavy vehicle. Forcing his mind to concentrate, he recollected that the road had forked just beyond where they had parked, the left fork signposted to Eleousa, the right leading up blindly into the forest. What he was standing on must surely be that unmarked track. If so, he had only to follow it down to reach the car.

He began to run along the centre of the track, ignoring the tightening pain in his chest. Rounding a bend, he saw the white shape of the car and the red-tiled roof of the hotel beyond. He was nearly there. Then, almost at once, his pace slackened. Within twenty yards, he had come to a halt. For with the sight of the hotel had come also the memory of a face snatched back from one of its windows and the dreadful, slowly-forming thought that he might still be following a route prepared for him, a series of false turnings promising escape but leading only to deeper entrapment.

He stood where he was, panting for air, struggling to think clearly. Clutching at his neck, he noticed that he had lost the scarf. It must have fallen off, or been dragged off by one of the bushes he had blundered through. Was that, he wondered, how Heather had herself come to lose it – in desperate flight from the same, intangible horror? Was he merely retracing her earlier, unavailing steps? No, the rational compartment of his mind insisted. She was still up there on the mountaintop somewhere, lost and helpless, relying on him to fetch assistance. For her sake, he must remain master of himself.

He began to walk slowly ahead, looking neither to right nor left, concentrating his attention on the car as it grew ever larger in his field of vision. By this method, he found it possible to ignore all that his mind suggested might be following or, worse still, awaiting him. He counted each step as he took it, reciting the numbers to hold his imagination in check. He passed the junction of the track and the Eleousa road. Then the signpost proclaiming the name he had come to dread. ΠΡΟΦΗΤΗΣΗΛΙΑΣ: Profitis Ilias. He reached the car.

Sensing that haste might yet be as fatal as hesitation, Harry took the keys carefully from his pocket, opened the door and climbed in. To his unutterable relief, the engine started at the first turn of the ignition. The burst of sound – and the promise of mobility it conveyed – repaired his shattered confidence. He jerked the car into gear, slewed it across the road, reversed, completed the turn and accelerated down the hill.

With every yard that the car carried Harry away from Profitis Ilias, the influence that it had exerted on his mind faded. Soon it became easy to reason away what had happened. His brain, deprived of its normal stimuli, had begun to play tricks on him: that was all. Heather had lost her way and faced the dismal prospect of a night in the open. With help from Salakos, however, he might be able to spare her that. Even if the worst did come to the worst, she should be able to shelter till morning. Twelve uncomfortable hours lay ahead of her, twelve anxious ones ahead of Harry. Then normality would resume.

Not until the very last moment did Harry see the goat standing directly in his path. It had wandered into the middle of the road just beyond a hairpin bend and almost seemed to be lying in wait for him, so difficult was it to make out in the deep shadow of the overhanging trees. With his foot hard down on the accelerator as he emerged from the bend, Harry wrenched instinctively at the wheel as soon as he saw the creature and succeeded in narrowly avoiding it. But his relief lasted no more than a second. As the car skidded across the road, he realized he was heading straight for a sheer drop on the other side. It was too late to brake and the roadside fence looked too frail to hold him back. All he could do was aim for one of the stout concrete fenceposts and hope for the best. An instant later, there was a great, jolting thump, an explosion of steam from the bonnet and a blare of the horn as Harry hit the steering wheel.

For a minute or so, he was too dazed to move. Then he pushed the door open and stumbled out. The goat had fled – he could hear its bell clanking away frantically into the forest – but it was obvious that the car was going nowhere. The front was staved in and the offside wheel was twisted round at an angle. Harry leaned against the roof, swearing under his breath. His head hurt and his ribs ached. He felt in need of a stiff drink, but he was a long way from getting one. This latest misjudgement had only worsened his plight – and Heather’s as well.

Weary and self-pitying though he felt, Harry knew he could not afford to indulge the mood. With a last reproachful kick at the distorted wheel of the car, he turned and began to trudge down the road.
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Inspector Miltiades stared at Harry for some time from the doorway. Then he walked slowly across to the table and sat down opposite him. Harry had waited six hours for him to return, six hours that had seemed like as many days, yet he felt reluctant to ask what the Inspector had found, deterred by the slowly stirring conviction that the truth was bound to be worse than the worst he had imagined.

All day he had been kept in this bare and sparsely furnished room at Rhodes Police Headquarters, with only the clock on the wall, the blank face of the constable guarding the door and his own limitless thoughts to scan for clues as to what Profitis Ilias might have yielded to its searchers. More than twenty-four hours had passed since his last sight of Heather and now, as the failing light beyond the half-shuttered window signalled, night was once more about to draw its veil across her whereabouts. Unless, of course, Miltiades already knew them.

But Miltiades’ expression communicated nothing. A thin, ascetic-looking man with his well-pressed uniform and sleek black hair, he carefully removed his spectacles, massaged the sore patches on his nose, then replaced them, all the while keeping his solemn unblinking stare fixed on Harry.

Harry’s lips parted in readiness to speak, but an upward twitch of the other man’s eyebrows at once dissuaded him. Then, struggling to order his thoughts, he said: ‘What have you to tell me, Inspector?’

Miltiades did not reply. Instead, he drew a small tape recorder from the briefcase beside him, placed it on the table between them and switched it on.

‘I think I’ve a right to be told something.’

Miltiades leant forward onto his elbows. When he spoke, it was in Greek, and his remarks were addressed to the machine. ‘To Savato thotheka Noembriou chilia enniakasia ogthonta okto, exinta treis ores.’ Then he looked straight at Harry and said, ‘What would you expect to be told, Mr Barnett?’

‘Whether you’ve found Miss Mallender, of course. Whether she’s all right.’ Harry could hear the rising note of impatience in his voice, but could not suppress it. What business had the man prolonging his agony like this? ‘You’ve had all day to search Profitis Ilias. What have you found?’

‘We shall assume, for the purposes of this interview, that we have found nothing.’

‘What the hell does that mean?’

‘It means that you will answer my questions before I answer yours.’

So that was it. The suspicion that had been growing on him all day was finally confirmed: they did not believe him. That was why he had not been allowed to remain on the scene when the search began. And that was why Miltiades was telling him nothing: because he hoped protracted uncertainty would lead Harry to betray himself. What did they think? he wondered. That he had murdered Heather? That he had buried her up there on the mountain? Why should they think such a thing – unless they had found something to plant the idea in their mind? Her body, perhaps? Good God, it was too awful to contemplate.

‘You have lived on Rhodes since March 1979, Mr Barnett?’

‘What?’

‘You have lived here for nine years, I believe.’

Harry could not concentrate in the face of all he now envisaged. He could only appeal to Miltiades’ mercy. ‘For God’s sake, Inspector, just tell me: is she dead?’

Miltiades’ expression did not alter. ‘We shall assume, for the purposes of this interview, that we do not know.’

‘You callous—’ Harry closed his eyes, willing himself to repel the vision that had just formed in his mind: Heather’s white, naked body supine on a mortuary slab... . When he opened his eyes, Miltiades’ searching stare was still fixed upon him.

‘Endaksi. We will begin at the beginning. You have lived here since March 1979 as caretaker of a house in Lindos – the Villa ton Navarkhon – owned by a fellow-countryman of yours. Is that correct?’

The vision had gone. In its place was this blank, sterile room where his interrogation was about to commence. He thought of the psarotaverna where they had lunched, of how warm it had been at their table beneath the rubber tree, of how softly the shafts of sunlight had fallen upon her hair. He felt tears start in his eyes and, swallowing hard, he said: ‘That is correct.’

‘Your full name is Harold Mosley Barnett.’

‘Yes.’

‘Mosley is an unusual Christian name is it not?’

Was this what the fellow meant by beginning at the beginning? ‘Oswald Mosley was a British politician of the inter-war years, Inspector. My father approved of his views.’

‘Which were?’

‘He was a fascist. Enas fasistis.’

Miltiades nodded. ‘A pity for you.’

‘I don’t let it worry me.’ It was strange to be reminded of his father by, of all people, a Greek policeman. He had not thought of him in years, that blurred, remote figure from his past whom he knew only from photographs and his mother’s unsentimental memories. ‘How did—’

‘You were born on the twenty-second of May 1935.’

‘Yes. But—’

‘At Swindon in Wiltshire.’

‘How do you know all this?’

‘It is in your passport.’

‘My passport?’

‘I have it here.’

For a moment, Harry could not speak. They had been to Lindos and searched his belongings. And all the while he had sat here believing them to be combing Profitis Ilias inch by inch.

‘It was Miss Mallender’s passport that I was looking for,’ Miltiades continued. ‘Do you know where it is?’

‘In her handbag, I suppose. But you had no right—’

‘We telephoned the owner of the house, Mr Barnett. When we explained the circumstances, he readily gave his consent.’

So. They had spoken to Dysart. And what had they told him? God alone knew. ‘Why are you so curious about Heather’s passport?’ For the first time, Miltiades smiled. ‘Now it is “Heather”, not “Miss Mallender”. Did she object to you addressing her by her Christian name?’

‘Don’t be so bloody—Why should she?’

‘Because she was staying in Mr Dysart’s house as his guest – and you were there as his employee.’

‘I’m not his employee.’

‘Then what?’

What indeed? The difference was a fine one, as Harry would have to admit. ‘I look after the house for him in exchange for free accommodation.’

‘His tenant, then?’

‘In a sense.’

‘That sense is something I am curious about, Mr Barnett. You should have told us sooner what an eminent person Mr Dysart is. A Member of Parliament. A minister in the British government.’

‘A junior minister.’

‘How is it that such a person entrusts his holiday home on Rhodes to your care?’

‘Why shouldn’t he?’

For answer, Miltiades surveyed Harry with barely disguised contempt. ‘How did you first meet Mr Dysart?’

‘He worked for me once when he was a student. A long time ago. But what has this to do—’

‘With Miss Mallender? I hoped you would tell me, Mr Barnett. Her brother is flying here from England tonight. He and his parents were astonished to learn that you and Miss Mallender were... friends. I believe you worked for Miss Mallender’s father before you came to Rhodes.’

‘Yes. I did.’

‘And that you were dismissed as a result of a financial irregularity.’

‘An alleged financial irregularity.’

‘The point is, Mr Barnett, that you are not the companion Miss Mallender’s father would have chosen for his daughter. You might still bear him a grudge. You might want to hurt him – or somebody close to him.’

‘I don’t give a damn what... .’ His voice trailed away into silence. This was indeed worse than he had imagined. All he wanted to know was whether they had found Heather. If they had, she must be dead, for she would never have permitted this nonsense to be perpetrated in her name. But if not... .

‘You are fifty-three years old, Mr Barnett. Have you ever been married?’

‘No.’

‘Have you any children?’

‘No.’

‘A man alone in the world, then.’

‘You could say that.’

‘What do you do to satisfy your... sexual needs?’

Harry felt his jaw drop. Did their suspicions have to weevil their way back to this last and grubbiest of resorts? He had liked Heather. He had liked her very much. But, strangely, lust had never tainted that liking. Somewhere else, with somebody else, it could easily have done. But not with Heather. ‘I drink too much, Inspector. What do you do?’

‘I have read the statement you made in Salakos last night very carefully, Mr Barnett. You remember what you said?’

‘Of course.’

‘I will refresh your memory.’ He reached down to the briefcase and lifted out a sheaf of papers. ‘Your description of Miss Mallender: “Approximately five feet six inches tall. Twenty-seven years old. Shoulder-length flaxen hair.” Flaxen is an interesting word, Mr Barnett. I am a student of words. I pride myself on my knowledge of the English language.’

‘Justifiably.’

‘But flaxen I did not know. It is a very particular word. It suggests that the person you were describing made a great impression on you.’

‘It’s just a colour.’

‘But the colour of what? The colour of desire, perhaps? You did not say whether Miss Mallender had a good figure.’

Harry felt the blood rush to his face. Say nothing, he told himself. Don’t let this man provoke you. He thinks he’s very clever. Prove he isn’t.

‘Is she fat? Is she thin?’

‘Neither.’

‘Perfectly proportioned, then. A veritable Aphrodite.’

‘Go to hell.’

Miltiades smiled. ‘Let me return to your statement. You described the clothes she was wearing. “A pink and white scarf.” Which you later found, of course. And later still lost. “Black corduroy jacket. Red sweater. Navy blue woollen gloves. Pleated tartan skirt, knee-length. Black walking shoes. Black stockings.” That is what you said?’

‘Yes.’

‘Stockings, not tights.’

‘Yes. Stockings, not tights.’

‘How do you know?’

‘Know what?’

‘Which she was wearing?’

‘I don’t.’

‘Then why specify stockings? Are you saying now that you cannot be sure?’

‘Of course I can’t. It was just a word.’

‘Another very particular word, Mr Barnett.’

‘Meaning what?’

‘Meaning that you may be in a position to know whether she was wearing stockings or tights.’

Rage was gnawing at Harry’s resolution. What had they found? Anything or nothing? Whichever it was, Miltiades was not about to tell him.

‘We found the car, at the point you described. In your statement, you said it was empty.’

A trap-door seemed to open beneath Harry’s feet. The car. Surely Miltiades did not mean... . He had not checked the boot. He should have done, but he had not thought to. ‘Are you saying it wasn’t empty?’

‘Not quite. There was something in the glove compartment.’

The relief must have been visible on Harry’s face ‘What was it?’

‘Two unused postcards. I have them here.’ He laid one of them on the table. ‘Recognize it?’

It was a photograph of the Aphrodite of Rhodes, the famous statue of the goddess drying her hair in the sun after emerging from the sea. ‘Yes, Inspector, of course I recognize it. There must be hundreds of these postcards for sale on Rhodes, for Christ’s sake.’

‘You did not buy this card, though?’

‘No. Heather must have.’

‘And this?’ He placed the second card alongside the first. It was another photograph of a statue: the satyr-god Silenus, half-goat, half-man, flaunting, in this representation, a hugely erect phallus.

Harry said nothing. There was nothing he could say. He had seen both these pictures before, of course, on postcard-racks the length and breadth of the island. And he could guess why Heather had bought them. The one as an object of beauty she would characteristically have admired. The other in preparation for a joke she had no doubt planned to play on him later. ‘Who’s Silenus?’ she had asked him, on discovering his association with the Taverna Silenou. ‘Better that you shouldn’t know,’ he had teasingly replied. But now the tease had rebounded on him.

He looked up and found Miltiades’ eyes ready to engage his own. There was no longer any doubt what the Inspector thought. A beautiful young woman carved in soft white marble; a debauched old man cast in harsh, green bronze: the parallels were too striking to resist.

‘Heather must have bought both of them,’ Harry said at last. ‘To send to friends in England, I suppose. I didn’t know they were there.’

Miltiades took a deep breath. ‘Would Miss Mallender have thought it amusing to send such a card as this’ – he pointed at the obscene depiction of Silenus – ‘to “friends in England”?’

Harry hesitated. How honest to be, or how dishonest, with this shrewd and patient man was a riddle beyond his solving. ‘No,’ he said, subsiding into honesty. ‘She wouldn’t have thought it amusing. She would have bought it for another reason.’

‘What reason?’

‘During the season, I wait at table and wash-up at a taverna in Lindos. The Taverna Silenou.’

Miltiades nodded. ‘I know, Mr Barnett. The proprietor is Konstantinos Dimitratos. We have spoken to him. He has been most... informative.’

‘You’ve spoken to Kostas?’

‘Certainly.’

‘Why? He hardly knows Heather.’

‘But he knows you, Mr Barnett. For the moment, that is more useful to me. What he told me was most valuable.’

‘What did he tell you?’ Harry knew Kostas would not deliberately have blackened his character, but the poor man’s instinctive response to uniformed authority could still have been damaging.

‘Many things. For example, I gather you had some difficulty with one of his customers last summer. A Danish girl... of about Miss Mallender’s age. Pretty, was she?’

Harry could almost hear Kostas blurting the story out. He would have said anything to appease Miltiades. For Harry, however, there was no hope of doing the same. ‘A misunderstanding, Inspector. That was all.’

‘Of course. Did she have flaxen hair?’

‘No. Nor was she “a veritable Aphrodite”.’

Miltiades gazed at him for some moments in silence. Then he said: ‘Had you ever met Miss Mallender prior to her arrival in Rhodes on the seventeenth of October?’

‘No. That is... . I don’t think so.’ But he had met her before. The occasion recurred to his mind as he spoke. Two girls straight from school, still in their uniforms, climbing from their mother’s car on the forecourt of Mallender Marine, come to pay their father a visit. Their father. His boss. Grey weather. The season? That he could not recall. Perhaps autumn. Perhaps this very same, ever-darkening time of year. Portland Harbour a dull, flat, neutral backdrop. And two girls, one a little haughty, a little aware of herself, preparing for womanhood, whilst the other, with socks round her ankles and a gap-toothed grin, must surely have been... Heather, unawarely glimpsed by a bored, slightly hung-over, fourteen years or so younger Harold Mosley Barnett.

‘You don’t think so? So much uncertainty. It will not do, Mr Barnett. It really will not do.’

‘I may have met her, when she was a child. I did work for her father, after all.’

‘Of course. I must not forget that. But, when she came to Lindos, it was as a stranger to you?’

‘Yes.’

‘Had Mr Dysart warned you to expect her?’

‘No.’

‘Was that unusual?’

‘No. I’m completely self-contained in the gatehouse flat. There’s no need for me to know if he’s coming – or if a friend of his is either.’

‘She came for what – a holiday?’

‘Yes.’

‘Nothing more?’

‘Recuperation, I suppose you’d say.’

‘Recuperation from what? Had she been ill?’

‘She told me she’d been suffering from depression. Her sister died in tragic circumstances last year. Her psychiatrist recommended—’

‘Ah! She had a psychiatrist?’

‘I believe so.’

‘We may therefore assume her depression was not... trivial?’

‘I never said it was.’

‘No. You did not. So, Miss Mallender came to Rhodes to recuperate, courtesy of Mr Dysart. And you made her acquaintance?’

‘Yes.’

‘Befriended her, in fact?’

‘I’d like to think so.’

‘You remained in the gatehouse flat. She stayed in the villa.’

‘Yes.’

‘And you offered to show her the island?’

‘No. That was her own idea. She’d hired a car soon after her arrival and spent a few days seeing the sights. On Wednesday, she hired a car again, for a farewell tour of the island. She was going home next week. She invited me along for the ride.’

‘And you thought the opportunity was too good to miss. You thought that out in the car, away from prying eyes in Lindos, you would have her all to yourself.’

In a sense, he had thought precisely that, but it was a sense which Miltiades was clearly unable or unwilling to envisage. ‘I accepted her invitation. That’s all.’

‘Very well. Miss Mallender hired the car here in Rhodes Town on Wednesday afternoon, according to the rental company’s records. Were you with her when she did so?’

‘No. I didn’t even know then what she was planning. The first I heard of it was when she got back to the villa that evening. That’s when she asked me along.’

‘And when did the “farewell tour” commence?’

‘The following day.’

‘Where did you go?’

‘Katavia and Monolithos.’

‘And yesterday?’

‘We visited Ancient Kamiros in the morning. After lunch—’

‘You went to Profitis Ilias.’

‘Yes.’

‘Why?’

‘Heather had been there before, but hadn’t had time to climb to the summit. She wanted to put that right.’

‘No other reason?’

‘She said the atmosphere appealed to her.’

‘Did it appeal to you?’

‘No.’

‘Why not?’

‘The hotel was closed, all the villas shut up. There wasn’t a soul anywhere. And the silence was... unsettling.’

‘But Miss Mallender did not find it so?’

‘No.’

‘Not even when you thought you saw somebody in the hotel?’

‘I didn’t mention it to her.’

‘Why not?’

‘Because I couldn’t be sure they were really there.’

‘In that case, you will be interested to know that we could find no sign of anybody having been on the premises.’

‘Perhaps I did imagine it, then.’

‘Perhaps you did.’ Miltiades paused, then went on: ‘You both started to climb to the summit, then you stopped and Miss Mallender went on alone. Why?’

‘I was tired. Heather wasn’t.’

‘And that was the last you saw of her?’

‘Yes.’

‘You merely sat on a tree trunk waiting – for nearly an hour – until you became concerned for her safety.’

‘That’s right.’

Suddenly, Miltiades brought the flat of his right hand down hard on the tabletop. The impact made Harry jump; even the constable at the door looked startled. ‘You are lying, Mr Barnett,’ Miltiades said, in a harshly raised voice, ‘lying with every word.’

For a moment, Harry was too shocked to respond. His numbed brain told him to cling to one thought: that this abrupt change of tempo was merely an interrogator’s device, a show of aggression designed to unsettle him after the subdued exchange of question and answer.

‘You made sexual advances to Miss Mallender, which she resisted. Then you tried to rape her. But something went wrong and you ended by strangling her with her own scarf.’

‘No.’

‘You then staged the car crash so as to give yourself an excuse for not raising the alarm before nightfall.’

‘No.’

‘You murdered her and left her half-naked body on the mountainside for us to discover.’

There it was again. The picture his mind could not keep at bay. Heather’s bruised, gashed, lifeless body, sightless eyes staring, speechless mouth sagging... . They had found her. There was no hope left anymore. She was dead and they had found her.

‘Tell me the truth, Harry.’ Miltiades’ voice had struck a different note now: a gentle, insistent note of invitation. Unburden your conscience, it urged him, share the load with me. ‘You did not mean to kill her, I know. It was her fault as much as yours. Is that not right? Is that not how it was?’

‘Where did you find her?’

‘Where you left her, Harry. Where else? Have a cigarette and tell me all about it.’

Miltiades was holding a packet open for him and Harry reached out automatically to take one. It was when he noticed the brand – Karelia Sertika, the brand he had himself been smoking on Profitis Ilias – that he hesitated. Miltiades’ smile was too broad, his sympathy too blatant. Harry looked down at the tape recorder. It was no longer running. In some moment when his attention had been diverted, the machine had been switched off. But why? There could only be one reason: because Miltiades did not want the lie he had just told preserved on tape. They had not found Heather. They had not found anything, except four cigarette butts by a fallen tree trunk. ‘I’ve already told you all I know,’ Harry said slowly. ‘And I don’t know any more.’

Miltiades leaned back in his chair and sighed. Then he stretched out his hand and switched the tape recorder back on. He said nothing, but his expression conveyed the message clearly enough: the game of bluff was at an end.

‘Do you know where Heather is, Inspector?’

‘No, Mr Barnett, I do not. Our search of Profitis Ilias yielded many traces of your presence – but none of hers. Not even the scarf you claim to have chanced upon.’

Harry did not know whether to feel glad or sorry. Glad she might still be alive, or sorry they had not found her at all. ‘What happens next?’ he said eventually, certain of little but that something always did happen next.

‘The search will resume at dawn tomorrow. This time, you will participate in it.’

‘Good.’

‘Until then you will be held here.’

‘On what charge?’

‘None. But one can be devised if you insist. Dangerous driving, perhaps. You may, however, prefer to seem to be cooperating with us, in which case... .’

‘I’ll stay – voluntarily.’

‘I felt sure you would.’ Miltiades leaned forward and switched off the tape recorder. He gave Harry one last, scornful stare, then said: ‘Is there anybody you wish to telephone?’

‘No.’

‘A lawyer perhaps?’

‘I don’t have one.’

‘Very well.’ Miltiades rose from his chair. ‘This interview, Mr Barnett, is at an end.’

But there was no end. No end, through the long, sleepless night that followed, to the futile convolutions of his thoughts. No end, in all his conjectures, to the fear of what her continued absence meant. Why had she not returned? He was no nearer an answer now than when he had first started up the slope after her.

With his paltry breakfast in the morning, they gave him a newspaper and he found on its front page the headline he had dreaded. Η ΕΞΑΦΑΝΙΣΗ ΤΟΥ ΧΕΔΕΡ ΜΑΛΛΕΝΤΕΡ: the Disappearance of Heather Mallender. Η ΑΣΤΥΝΟΜΙΑ ΔΙΕΡΩΤΑΤΑΙ: the Police are Mystified. He did not read on. He did not need to. For he knew more than anyone. And even he knew nothing.
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Harry looked down the rutted track and frowned. All his senses told him what only geography said was false: this was not Profitis Ilias. Not, at any rate, the Profitis Ilias he knew and feared, the still, silent, wooded mountaintop that had terrified and entrapped him. Human voices and the yelping of bloodhounds filled the forest with sound, a helicopter droned overhead and static crackled from a nearby radio. What he had prayed for two days before – noise, movement, company – were his, but in circumstances he had prayed since to avoid.

Army conscripts had been drafted in to aid the search. Harry could see their stooped, camouflage-clad figures moving slowly through the trees bordering the track, keeping in pace with each other as they sifted the undergrowth, looking, it struck him, rather like beaters in a grouse shoot. He did not expect them to find anything. Heather’s scarf had been recovered more than an hour ago – a young policeman had come rushing up to Miltiades shouting excitedly To mantili! To mantili!’ – but it had been a false dawn. The conviction was growing stronger within Harry all the time that no other evidence of Heather’s presence on the mountain was there to be found. The police had meticulously retraced every step she was known to have taken, they had followed every route that might have led her away from the summit, they had searched the woods yard by yard. And they had found nothing. True, the forest was vast, the search area ill-defined: they could go on looking for a week and still not be able to say their task was complete. But in Harry’s mind it already was. He did not expect Miltiades to understand let alone believe it. He was not, for that matter, eager to believe it himself. Yet the conclusion could no longer be resisted. Not merely Heather, but every sign and circumstance of that day, had vanished with the coming of men and dogs. Their diligence and their energy had banished the secrets as well as the silence of Profitis Ilias. And, in so doing, had sealed its mystery.

‘We will return to the hotel now,’ said Miltiades, touching Harry on the arm. ‘There is nothing more that we can accomplish here.’

Harry did not reply. They began to walk down the track, retracing his headlong flight of forty-eight hours before.

‘The scarf will, of course, be subjected to forensic scrutiny. It may tell us something.’ But Miltiades’ voice conveyed no confidence in his words. He had expected to find more, that was clear, and, now he had not, he did not know what to think. He had suspected Harry of murder, but not of being capable of concealing the crime.

‘Heather could be anywhere by now,’ said Harry. ‘She could be off the island altogether.’ But he too lacked faith in what he was suggesting.

‘Strange as it may seem,’ replied Miltiades, ‘I had thought of that.’ He shot Harry a sarcastic glare. ‘If Miss Mallender had left the country, she would have been obliged to show her passport and a record of her journey would therefore exist. None does exist. The airport and harbour authorities have been placed on the alert, however, so, if she should still attempt to leave, it will not go unnoticed. I cannot say, however, that I believe it to be any more than a remote possibility. Do you know any reason, Mr Barnett, why I should take it more seriously than that?’

‘No.’

‘Is there something else, perhaps, that you are not telling me?’

‘What do you mean by something else?’

‘Merely that you might have told me about the death of Miss Mallender’s sister, rather than leave me to hear it from your Consulate.’

‘I did tell you about it.’

‘You chose not to mention that she was employed by your landlord, Mr Dysart – and that she was killed by a terrorist bomb meant for him.’

So. Miltiades had wasted no time in digging out another coincidence. But coincidence, Harry knew, was all it amounted to. He had not even been aware that Clare Mallender was Dysart’s personal assistant, until the English newspapers were suddenly full of how a botched IRA attempt on Dysart’s life had claimed her as its victim instead. Anyway, it was irrelevant. It had happened seventeen months ago and the whole of Europe away. ‘Why should I have mentioned it?’ Harry snapped. ‘It has no bearing—’

‘Let me be the judge of that, Mr Barnett. It at least sheds light on Miss Mallender’s mental state.’

‘She’d got over it long ago, for God’s sake.’

‘Had she? You said she came here for the purpose of recuperation.’

‘So she did, but—’

‘And it is more puzzling than that. Mr Dysart evidently has close links with the Mallender family, yet he asked you to act as caretaker of his holiday home here on Rhodes.’

‘So?’

‘Why choose for such a role a man whom his friend had recently dismissed for taking bribes?’

Old wounds, it seemed, were to be re-opened in the search for new clues. ‘Because I’d been a friend of his longer than Charlie Mallender had. And because he didn’t believe I had been taking bribes.’ Was that the real reason? Harry wondered. Or had Dysart felt some measure of guilt for recommending him to Mallender Marine in the first place? It mattered now, he supposed, hardly at all.

‘It will be interesting to hear if Miss Mallender’s brother agrees with your interpretation.’

Since the interrogation, Harry had forgotten that Roy Mallender was on his way to Rhodes. Yet how could he have done? He never wanted to meet the man again under any circumstances, let alone those which now seemed to be drawing them together. It was doubtful if ten years had improved his odious character; once a swine, in Harry’s experience, always a swine. ‘When’s he due to arrive?’

‘He already has arrived, Mr Barnett. There he is, waiting for us by the hotel.’

Miltiades had planned it this way, of course. He had been alerted to Roy Mallender’s arrival, but had decided that Harry should have no warning of it, no chance to prepare himself for the encounter. There, in sight already, standing with a constable and another man by a car just beyond the Profitis Ilias signpost, was his old rival. As they drew closer, Harry took stock of him. He had put on weight since their last meeting and looked older than Harry’s estimate of his age. He was still loathsome, of course, if not more so, yet he was not quite the man against whom Harry had once sworn futile oaths of vengeance, the man who had taken him for a fool and proved him to be just that.

‘O yos too afenteekoo,’ murmured Miltiades.

‘What?’

‘The boss’s son, Mr Barnett. Is that not what we see before us? An unattractive species, I think you will agree.’

Harry did agree, but he refrained from saying so. In a sense, he owed it to Heather to be as conciliatory as he could. He and Roy were both there, after all, on her account; what did an old quarrel and past disgrace matter by comparison with her safety?

As they approached, Roy stopped talking to the man beside him and turned to meet them. His eyes narrowed as he looked at Harry and his lower lip protruded in a familiar sign of looming anger. For once, Harry supposed, he could scarely blame him; he braced himself for the outburst that must surely follow. But it did not follow. Instead, Miltiades stepped between them and offered Roy his hand; he smiled, introduced himself and politely proffered his sympathy. Roy did not so much as glance at him; his gaze remained fixed on Harry.

‘What have you found?’ he said gruffly. His voice was as brusque and impatient as ever.

‘As yet,’ Miltiades replied, ‘only your sister’s scarf has—’

‘Is this man under arrest?’

‘Mr Barnett is assisting our enquiries. Did Mr Osborne not explain the circumstances to you?’

The man standing beside Roy – a sandy-haired, slack-faced fellow whom Harry took to be a representative of the British Consul – signalled with his eyes that explaining anything to his companion had been, to say the least, difficult.

‘He didn’t have to,’ barked Roy. ‘You don’t know this man like I do, Inspector. If my sister’s come to any harm—’

‘We do not yet know that she has, Mr Mallender. I am investigating a disappearance, nothing more.’

‘Nothing more? How can you say that when it’s obvious he’s lying through his teeth?’

‘I’m not lying,’ Harry put in. ‘I don’t know where Heather is, Roy. I wish I did, but I don’t. I’m sorry, but there it is.’

Roy took a step towards him. ‘Are you trying to get back at us, Barnett? Is that what it is? Is this your revenge for being caught with your hand in the till ten years ago?’

‘Of course it isn’t. Talk sense, man. I like Heather, for God’s sake. I didn’t want this to happen.’

‘You didn’t want to be found out, you mean – then or now. Sorry? You don’t know the meaning of the word. But you will. Believe me, you will.’

There was something wrong in all this, Harry felt, something false to itself. It was not that Roy’s accusations were groundless – that was only to be expected. It was that they were too sudden, too all-encompassing, even for such an impetuous man.

‘That you should be upset is understandable,’ said Miltiades, his voice striking a calming note. ‘But rancour will achieve nothing. All efforts that can be made to find your sister, Mr Mallender, are being made. I would therefore recommend that you return to Rhodes and await further developments.’

‘That would probably be best,’ added Osborne.

Roy glared at both of them in turn. He seemed about to protest. Then the idea palled. ‘All right. I suppose there’s nothing else for it. But I want to be kept in regular touch.’

‘You will be,’ said Miltiades.

Roy grunted. ‘I’d better be.’ He turned to Osborne. ‘Come on. I’ve seen enough.’ Then with a parting scowl at Harry, he climbed into the car and slammed the door. Shaking his head, apparently in self-pity, Osborne made his way round to the driver’s side. Miltiades murmured something to himself in Greek, then the engine started and they moved off.

‘What did you say, Inspector?’ Harry asked, as the car faded from view.

‘Nothing that you should hear, Mr Barnett.’ He paused, then added: ‘Mr Mallender does not like you, does he?’

‘He never has.’

‘How long have you known each other?’

‘Since he joined the family firm – Mallender Marine – in 1977. That was the year before I was “caught with my hand in the till”.’

‘Regrettably, I am not familiar with the phrase.’

‘In this case, it means I was accused of over-paying a sub-contractor and taking a share of his excess profit.’

‘Justly accused?’

‘Roy assembled enough evidence to convince the auditors – and his father.’

‘But were you guilty?’

‘Believe it or not, no. I wouldn’t have had the nerve for it, or the ingenuity. I was stitched up. Framed.’

‘By Mr Mallender?’

‘Who else? It doesn’t pay to antagonize the boss’s son, Inspector. They’re an unattractive species, like you said.’

‘And unpredictable, Mr Barnett. I had expected Mr Mallender to be extremely worried about his sister. Instead, he seemed merely extremely angry with you. I had expected him to imply that we Greeks are incapable of mounting an efficient search operation. Instead, he seemed unconcerned about how we are conducting it. I found his attitude puzzling in every respect.’

Harry gazed down the road after the vanished car. He was less surprised than Miltiades by Roy Mallender’s apparent indifference to Heather’s fate. Family ties would mean more to an upright Greek than a self-centred Englishman. Roy, he suspected, had come to Rhodes either at his father’s insistence or because others expected it of him. Seen in that light, his flood of accusations made perfect sense. The truth – that Heather’s disappearance was a total, unfathomable mystery – would seem to Roy at best inconvenient, at worst embarrassing. To fend it off, what better fall guy could there be than Harry Barnett of the blasted reputation and tattered credentials?

‘It won’t happen again,’ Harry muttered under his breath. ‘I won’t come quietly this time.’

‘What was that, Mr Barnett?’

‘Nothing, Inspector.’ Harry smiled grimly. ‘Just a promise to myself.’
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SET IN STONE


by Robert Goddard


Recovering from the recent death of his wife in a tragic accident, Tony Sheridan goes to stay with his sister-in-law, Lucy, and her husband, long-time friend Matt Prior, at their new home in the country – Otherways. It is a strange, circular, moated house, the only surviving creation of an eccentric and reclusive Edwardian architect.


Disturbed by memories of his wife and a growing attraction to Lucy, Sheridan is also troubled by weird and vivid dreams. He learns that a murder committed at Otherways in 1939 still has a strange and malign power over those living in or near the house, as does a later scandal surrounding the murderer’s brother, a nuclear scientist who defected to the Soviet Union.


These and other mysteries forewarn Sheridan of disaster as he and Lucy embark on a passionate affair. But disaster, when it strikes, is far worse than a wrecked marriage or a friendship betrayed. In uncovering the truth about Otherways, Sheridan realises too late that he is merely adding to the list of its victims – and that those closest to him may soon be among them.


‘A series of twists bursting into a surprising and convincing climax’


Daily Telegraph


‘A fascinating tale of suspicion and treachery . . . head and shoulders above his competitors’


Yorkshire Evening Post


‘Without doubt one of his best . . . a heady blend of mystery and adventure, further spiced up with a judicious sprinkling of the supernatural’


Christopher Gray, Oxford Times
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