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ONE






Had I but known, Dinah said, under her breath.


From the balcony of her hotel room she looked out on a view lovely enough to stir a less romantic heart than hers. The Mediterranean was as calm as a country pond. Separated from her hotel only by the palm-fringed boulevard of the Avenue de Paris, it reflected the splendor of an eastern sunset. The scarlet and gold and copper of the sky were softened in the reflection, which shimmered dreamily as the slow breakers slid in to shore.


The girl leaned her elbows on the balcony rail, planted her chin firmly on her hands, and went on muttering to herself.


If I had known, I wouldnt have been so excited about coming. That sunset is practically an insult. Whats the point of watching a sunset like that by yourself? They say Beirut is the swingingest city east of Suez.


The sunset spread itself like a peacocks tail, luminous and brilliant, across the horizon. Against the tapestry of light the silhouettes of palms stood out, black and bizarre. Finally Dinahs face mellowed, like the fading light, and her grumble died into silence. She was given to soliloquizing. Talking to yourself, as other, less sensitive, people called it. The sign of a weak mind.


Dinah grinned sheepishly. The trouble, dear Horatio, was not in the city, but in herself. Beirut was a marvelous place: romantic, picturesque, colorful. Presumably it also swang, or swung, whatever the past tense of that verb might be. But a respectable young woman, traveling alone, the daughter of a minister, touring the Lands of the Bible under parental auspices, and with parental funds, could not reasonably expect to do much swinging.


Dinah looked wistfully to her right, where the lamplit Avenue de Paris swung in an arc along the shore. Somewhere down there was the downtown area of Beirut: the glamorous hotels, the famous restaurants and night clubs. She had hoped to stay at the Phoenicia, or one of the other new hotels. From what she had heard, a lot of interesting activities went on there. Unfortunately, her father had read the same guidebooks. He had read all the guidebooks. He was a fanatical armchair traveler, in the saddest sense; for the chair was a wheel-chair, to which he had been confined for almost ten years.


Dinahs mobile face changed, her long, expressive mouth drooping poignantly. So much for the Hotel Phoenicia. This trip was not for her; it was for her father. He considered sentimentality an unfair burden on the people he lived with, so his voice had been matter-of-fact when he discussed the trip. But she knew him too well to miss the undertones.


Seeing something long desired through anothers eyes is hardly satisfactory, he said, looking, not at her, but at the travel folders he held in his hands. That consideration should not influence you in the slightest. I thought perhaps


The folders were printed in bright colors, with names out of an antique past: the Holy Land, Jerusalem, Damascus; the Walls of Jericho, the rose-red city half as old as time. The thin, blue-veined hands held the circulars spread out, like a deck of cards.


Of course Im dying to go, Dinah had heard herself saying. Havent you had years in which to indoctrinate me? Im as crazy as you are.


He had dropped the travel folders on his desk and looked up, his keen brown eyes searching. Then he grinned. The wide, cheeky smile sat incongruously on his ascetic features, but it was an expression of that side of her father she loved best.


Fine, he said briskly. And dont bother sending me postcards, will you? Cant abide the things.


I wont keep a diary, either, she promised; and her own grin was a reflection of his.


The sunset was fading now into a haze of soft lavender. Dinah propped her elbows more firmly on the rail. The tour through the region her father had made his particular study would never have occurred if the miracle hadnt happened first. Bless Frau Schmidt, or whatever her name wasFrau something, without doubt, for it was the happy consequence of her marital status that had given Dinah the chance so many young singers dreamed of. Not that the local opera house of Hildesberg was Salzburg, or the Met; but it was a beginning, a real professional job. And it could be a stepping-stone to more exciting places.


Dinah knew she was lucky to have the chance. There werent that many openings, and the competition was keen. If her voice teacher hadnt happened to know the director; if she hadnt sung for Herr Braun when he was last in the StatesHe had remembered her when Frau Schmidt discovered, right in the middle of the season, that she was about to become a mother. Luckily, motherhood as a cause for retirement had advantages over more abrupt accidents. It would be another month before Frau Schmidt reached such proportions that she couldnt bow during curtain calls.


Hildesberg, GermanyDinah wished, not for the first time, that her German were better. She had the trained ear that a singer must have, and could render Wagner and Weber and The Magic Flute with every umlaut in place; but her vocabulary was limited. The gods of the Nibelungenlied do not come naturally into a conversation. She smiled to herself, recalling the librettos she knew.


Zu Hilfe! Zu Hilfe! Sonst bin ich verloren! Derlistigen Schlange zum Opfer erkoren!


The opening tenor recitative in her favorite Mozart opera had always struck her as particularly hilarious; now, in the veiling darkness of her balcony, she forgot herself and gave it a little too much Angst. From the next room came a gasp, and a giggle; and Dinah, blushing furiously, retired in haste to her own room. She had forgotten that the darkened room next door, whose balcony adjoined hers, might be inhabited. She hoped the inhabitants knew their Mozart. A female voice bellowing about serpents pursuing her would be doubly startling, out of the dark, if one didnt know the source.


It was frustrating, though, not being able to practice. When she let it out, Dinahs voice was astounding, particularly when emerging from her modest five-foot-two frame. The effect was bad enough at home, where her father averred that it rattled all the glasses in the cupboard. Here, in a hotel whose walls were not of the thickest, it would be cause for expulsion. Even now Dinah could hear a mutter of speech from the next roomnot the room she had startled by her anxiety about serpents, but the one on the other side. A mans voice, this one, speaking so softly that she couldnt identify the language, except to know that it wasnt English.


Dinah pushed her chair back so that her ear rested against the wall. A gargle, a gurgle, and a glottal stopArabic. He didnt seem to be swearing, or praying; since her knowledge of the language was limited to phrases of that sort, plus the essential guidebook inquiries about railroad stations and toilets, she couldnt understand a word. She reached for the Guide Bleu, which lay on the bedside table. If she couldnt amuse herself, she might as well improve her mind.


Before she could open the book, the outer door began to vibrate, and Dinah hurried to answer the impassioned knocking. It sounded like the fists of an impatient lover who was yearning for the arms of his mistress. But Salwa, as she herself boasted, believed in expressing her feelings without reserve.


Salwa was the chambermaid. She was also a student at the American University of Beirut, and the daughter of a poor but honest merchant of the city. She was the only friend Dinah had made in Beirutwhich was not too bad, considering that her sojourn so far had only lasted a little over twenty-four hours. When Salwa loved, she did so with the impetuosity of a generous heart. She had told Dinah this herself, and proved it by loving Dinah.


Ah, you are present, exclaimed Salwa, darting in. I think you are gone toto


see the town, Dinah suggested. As Salwa had carefully explained, the chance to practice her languages was the only reason why she had taken a menial job at the Hotel Mditerrane.


See the town, her pupil repeated. I am come to make of the bed.


Just make the bed. The of is not necessary.


Vraiment? But it seems that a word before the bed is necessary. Salwas French was much better than her English, and she resorted to it when the other tongue failed. As she spoke she rushed around the room, swabbing aimlessly at the porcelain surfaces in the bathroom, and twitching the bedcovers back. Finding Dinahs white pajamas under the pillow, she held them up and shook her head.


It is not glamorous, she said sadly.


Where did you learn that word?


Screen Stories. Les autresthe other of the same. Always I am read these to improve the English. The negligeethe gown of the nightin the Screen Stories it is glamorous, thisthe nylonlong, beautiful, it show all, all of the body through. Une jeune fille, belle et petite, to wear this


Her expression of disgust, as she waved the tailored pajamas, made Dinah laugh.


Chacun  son got, she said. Im afraid you have a very distorted idea about America, Salwa.


Comment?


Never mind. Sit down, if you have a minute.


Salwa did. She seemed to have plenty of time. Dinah wondered when she did the work for which she was being paid; but she didnt really care. Salwa wanted to hear about the United States, and Dinah wanted to talk about life in Lebanon. Frequently the conversation degenerated into laughter and small talk; Salwa was only two or three years younger than Dinah, and her sense of humor was as keen as her snapping black eyes. Dinah was fascinated by the attitudes of the educated young women of these countries, whose mothers and grandmothers for generations back had spent their lives in harems. Salwa tried to teach Dinah some Arabic, in exchange for English lessons, and was delighted at her new friends facility. Dinah tried to explain that a good ear was part of a singers basic equipment, and that she had been trained to imitate sounds; but Salwa, who had tried to teach other visitors, regarded Dinahs talent as magical. Dinah, who had memorized opera parts in half a dozen languages, found no difficulty in learning the ornate Arabic phrases. Soon the two girls could converse for several minutes in exquisitely phrased sentences, though one of them understood only one word in ten.


The old bitch will be chase me when I do not do other rooms, Salwa said finally, rising with reluctance.


That is not a nice word to use, said Dinah, true to her training. Privately she agreed with the description, having that morning seen the housekeeper in a rage; she was a sharp-nosed, gray-haired Swiss woman, who looked like a witch out of Grimm.


No? But a good word. Bonne nuit; good night; schlafen Sie wohl.


The room seemed very quiet when she had gone, and Dinah went back to her chair and her guidebook with a certain lack of enthusiasm.


The guide was that excellent volume devoted to the Middle East. Like most excellent guides, it contained every scrap of information that might conceivably interest anyone, which resulted in tiny print and a plethora of dull detail. Dinah plowed doggedly on through the pages on Beirut, and woke up, some time later, to find herself blindly reading a description of the route from Beirut to some unknown town where she had no intention of going. After 100 kilometers the road to Ras alAyn branches off to the right.


Irritably Dinah slammed the book shut, and then realized what had roused her from her doze. The door to the next room had opened and closed again, not quietly. Another man had entered the room, interrupting the Arabic soliloquy. His voice rose in eloquent commentalso in Arabic. Listening unashamedly, Dinah smiled to herself. Arabic or not, the voice didnt sound quite sober. Some lucky dog had been out on the town. She wished she had been.


Yawning, she turned back to her guidebook. Byblos. That was where she was going tomorrow, to the ruins of the great commercial city of antiquity, which had traded cedars to the pharaohs of Egypt in return for gold. Since her father was an authority on biblical archaeology, she knew a bit about Byblos, but she wanted to refresh her memory before taking the tour.


Another yawn nearly split her jaws apart. Byblos could wait. She was falling asleep in her chair, despite the voices from the next room, which were now loud in what sounded like an argument. She hoped they would resolve their differences and go to bed when she did, but she was tired enough to sleep anyhow.


The hotel was not the best in town, but it had its good points; most of the rooms had private baths. They were afterthoughts, added, in pairs, between adjoining rooms. The high ceilings of the original rooms gave the little baths the look of shoe boxes stood on end, and the newer partitions were much thinner than the original walls. As Dinah reached for her toothbrush, she heard the voices from the next room even more clearly. She paused, toothbrush poised, as an inexplicable chill of uneasiness ran through her. Maybe it wasnt so inexplicable at that. One of the men was drunk, and both were furious; the voices were slightly lower now, but one held a hissing quality that reminded Dinah of a snake. She was alone. The door was locked. Wasnt it?


Nonsense, Dinah told herself firmly, and proceeded with her brushing. The door was locked. If the argument got too noisy she would call the desk and complain. That was all there was to it.


Yet she found herself straining to listen, trying to get some hint of meaning from the unintelligible sounds. She repeated a phrase under her breath. Too bad she couldnt use it; from the tone in which it had been uttered, it was probably not the sort of thing a lady should say in public. Then, with the suddenness of a pistol shot, a heavy object struck the wall immediately in front of her.


The mirror shook, and a glass, balanced on the ledge below, fell and shattered in the washbowl. Dinah bounded back, still clutching her toothbrush. The abruptness of the sound set her heart thudding. There was no repetition of it, only odd thumps and scrapes, and a weird voiceless muttering. Dinahs lips went tight. Enough was enough. Now she would call the desk.


She had not reached the telephone when another sound reached her ears, a sound scarcely muffled by the partition wall. This noise was even more shocking, for it was in English, and it consisted of the single word Help!


Forgetting telephone, common sense, and the toothbrush, which was still clutched in her fist, Dinah ran to the door and threw it open.


The normalcy of the scene outside slowed her instinctive response to the urgency of the call. The hour was late. The hotel corridor was peaceful, lighted only by a dim bulb that shadowed the dingy white plaster of the walls. The silence was absolute. From behind the door to her right came no sound at all.


Dinah stood staring at the dark, varnished panel, with its brass room number. Twenty-sixAlmost she fancied she had imagined the melodramatic cry. No one else appeared to have heard anything; no other door opened. Then she realized that the sounds she had heard might not have been audible to any ears but hers. The remodeling had only affected alternate walls of the hotellogically enough, since bathrooms were more cheaply added in pairs, side by side. Thus each room had one original, solid wall, and one thinner partition. The occupants on the other side of number 26 would not have heard anything. She herself had heard no clear sounds from 22, on her other side. The balcony doorsHad the doors of 26 been open? She frowned, trying to remember the moments on the balcony at sunset. No, the doors had been closed.


These thoughts, not so coherently expressed, flashed quickly through her mind. Feeling a little foolish, she tiptoed to the door of 26 and put her ear against the heavy panel.


There were sounds, less audible than those that had penetrated the thin partition, but certainly nothing to cause alarm. Movements, too vague to be described as footstepsFaint clicking sounds, which might have been drawers being opened and closed


Reassured, she straightened up. It would never do to be caught in this ridiculous position. She would call the desk, as she had planned, and report what she had heard. Probably they would laugh behind their hands, soothe her, and forget about it; but at least she would have done the proper thing.


Her reasoning came a little late. Around the corner of the corridor, unheralded by the slightest sound, came the figure of a man.


Later, Dinah wondered why his sudden appearance did not frighten her. She was startled and embarrassed, but not afraid. Perhaps his eminently respectable manner had something to do with itthat, and the fact that he was one of the handsomest men she had ever seen.


He must be a hotel employee, possibly the night manager, for he was wearing the dress suit and black tie that constituted an informal uniform for upper-echelon hotel personnel. It became him well. He was tall, well over six feet, and built like an athlete, broad-shouldered and slim-waisted. Dark hair, cut short, set off a bronzed face with clean-cut features, including a long mouth that probably could form a nice smile. The smile was not in evidence at the moment. The dark eyes inspected her with a gaze so cool and inquiring that Dinah was painfully conscious of her scrubbed face and tangled curls.


I was just going to call you, she began.


Bad to worse. The forbidding look changed to a stare of cold suspicion.


You are the night manager, I assume, she said hastily. I was going to callThe men in this room, next to mine, have been arguing and fighting. Just now one of them yelled for help. So I ran out


You heard a quarrel and cry for help, and you ran out? Wasnt that rather foolhardy?


The voice, like the mouth, had potentialities that were not in evidence at the moment. It was low and soft, with clipped consonants and a slight drawl. It was also hard and unsympathetic.


I wonder, the man went on, how you recognized a call for help. You understand Arabic?


He called in English.


Did he really?


Yes, he Dinah stopped. She was getting angry, and it cleared away her confusion.


You neednt believe me if you dont want to, she said. I couldnt care less. Just keep those drunkards quiet so I can sleep. Good night.


Wait a moment. A long arm shot out, a tanned hand fastened on her shoulder; but it was not the hard grip that stopped Dinah, it was the sudden smile, as attractive as she had imagined it might be.


I beg your pardon, Miss?


Van der Lyn.


Yes, of course. I ought to have remembered.


You cant remember all the guests, I suppose.


Not all, no; but in this case The hand, still on her shoulder, relaxed. Ive been a bit worried about those two fellows myself; thats why I snapped at you just now.


I understand. Dinah smiled back at him. The charm was as palpable as a wave of warm air. She stepped back, away from the friendly hand, and glanced at the silent door. They seem quiet enough now. Sogood night again.


No, wait. Ill just have a look, shall I?


He stood unmoving, straight as a lance, watching her.


Its up to you, surely, she said.


Its up to me to make sure our guests arent annoyed. But before I go barging in on two snoring sheikhs, you might give me a bit more information. What else did you hear, besides a call for help?


Wasnt that enough?



For your chivalrous impulses, I presume it was. The smile was broader now, but Dinah found it less attractive. You see, the manager went on, the police are looking for a pair of thieves. I thought perhaps you might have overheard something that would indicate


But they were speaking Arabic.


I thought you said


Oh, curse it. Dinah was thoroughly out of sympathy with the manager and her own noble instincts. Listen. They spoke Arabic except for that one word. I dont understand Arabic. It sounded as if they were quarreling, but that was all I could tell. Then something heavy banged into the bathroom wall, and after that there was one yell, almost a scream, in EnglishHelp. That was all. Now if you want to knock on the door and investigate, thats just peachy fine with me. But Im not curious any longer. Im bored with the whole business, and Im sorry I ever got involved in it. Clear?


Eminently, the tall man said ruefully. He brushed his hand through his hair as if embarrassed. My dear Miss van der Lyn, I seem to be putting my foot into it every time. If you will only


He stiffened, and his hand made a sudden, jerky movement. Someone was coming, not at all silently this time; a loud unmelodious voice, crooning in Arabic, echoed around the turn in the corridor. Dinah relaxed, not realizing until then how taut she had been. It was Salwa, who was carrying a pile of towels and caroling in a voice that demonstrated her bland disinterest in the lateness of the hour and the slumber of her charges. When she saw Dinah, her crooning broke off, and she addressed her pal with the formularized spate of Arabic the two had practiced earlier.


Dinah answered automatically. Uninhibited by the tall, silent male presence, Salwa chattered on. Any distraction was better than working, and she was always happy to see her friend. Finally she abandoned Arabic and asked curiously, What as appened? You look after me?


Dinah explained what she had heard. Salwa burst into a shout of laughter.


Always, these man, they fight. All man. Oof! She pantomimed an exchange of blows, small brown fists doubled, face scowling. Woman, she added, with a grin, do other fights. With words.


How right you are, Dinah said. There was only one thing to do, and that was to retreat, with what shreds of dignity she had left, to her own room. Nodding from Salwa to the silent black-clad figure, she backed through her door and closed it.


It was bad enough to feel that she had made a complete fool of herself; to have done so before a young, handsome male doubled her discomfort. She splashed cold water on her flushed cheeks and rushed through her other ablutions, and, as she did so, her embarrassment was increased by the blank silence from the next room. Clearly her neighbors had finished their friendly squabble and gone calmly to bed. Would she never learn to keep her pointed nose out of other peoples business?


Just as she was dropping off to sleep, her dimming senses registered the soft opening of the door to room 26. Perhaps the manager had decided to sneak a look after all, without awakening his guests. She listened, but heard nothing more. So it was a false alarm. Satisfied, she drifted into sleep, and did not hear the same door open and close again, just as softly.



Standing on the ramparts of a medieval castle, surveying the ruins of Byblos, Dinah decided she did not regret the night clubs of Beirut after all. It was a wonderful day, with blue skies, fleecy clouds, and a warm breeze straight off the Mediterranean. A small sheltered bay, framed by a pebbly beach, looked like an emerald plaque. The site, spread out below, was enormous. She tried to picture it as it had looked before the excavations had beguna mound twelve meters high, covered with gardens and houses and trees. Under the modern town, seven thousand years of successive civilizations had lain hidden in darkness, layer upon layer of them, like an elaborate French pastry. Now the later centuries were gone, stripped away by the tireless spades of the archaeologists. Houses that had been buried for six millennia lay open to the sky, along with younger ruins.


Meekly Dinah obeyed the summons of Mr. Awad, the tour guide. He was a nice little man, who spoke excellent English. Naturally he wanted to keep his miscellaneous charges tabulated, counted, and in good order. But his constant calls of Now this way, if you please, disturbed Dinahs meditations. She was keeping, not a diary, but a notebook of random impressions that might, one day, amuse her father; and Beautiful Thoughts, suitable for recording, were not easily come by. Dinah wished she could have hired a car and visited Byblos by herself; but she lacked both time and money. Tomorrow she would join the tour her father had arranged for her, so this was her only chance to see Byblos.


Mr. Awad was explaining that the Crusader castle dated from the twelfth century. It was well preserved; the towering keep and heavy walls were a grim reminder of the bloody battles fought here in the name of the gentle Prince of Peace. Byblos had been one of the fortified sites of the Frankish kingdoms formed during the Crusades. It had held the infidel at bay for a century, till Saladin took it in 1187.


Dinah followed the lecture with some cynicism. Her fathers views of the European holy wars to free the Holy Sepulcher were those of an enlightened man, and she had always had a sneaking sympathy for Saladin. A half-forgotten memory, out of some book or otherScott?presented her with a hazy vision of a hawk-faced courtly gentleman in silken robes and cloth-of-gold turban, which was probably as inaccurate as it was romantic. Studying Mr. Awads calm brown face she wondered how he could describe so enthusiastically the subjugation of his homeland by a lot of bloody zealots, even though the subjugation was centuries past, and his listeners were descendants of those same zealots. To be sure, Lebanon was half Christian. Maybe Mr. Awads enthusiasm was genuine. The Christian Lebanese she had conversed with had little sympathy for their Moslem brethren, to put it mildly.


As the morning went on, and she trailed obediently back through the centuries after Mr. Awad, the same thoughts kept intruding. The modern wars and hatreds were not new; this area had been a crossroads of men and ideas and religions for thousands of years. The fact that most of these contacts had been bloody and hate-ridden was a sad commentary on human nature in general. You couldnt point the finger of shame at any particular group; each had been as bad as the next. Widespread destruction and signs of conflagration, said Mr. Awads precise voice, marked the invasion of the Amorites. Twenty-one hundred B.C.; the great migration of the conquerors who ended the Sumerian culture in Mesopotamia, and brought Abraham out of Ur of the Chaldees, had also brought the downfall of Byblos. The city ablaze, the voices of children screaming in terror, women running from the invaders, bodies sprawled in the streets


Dinah shivered, though the sun was now high and hot. For a moment she had been there, seeing the distorted face of a woman holding a dead child in her arms, with the flames flickering weirdly across her torn robes. They had been human, too, those long dead pre-Amorites; even a cold historical label couldnt destroy their humanity. Hyksos and Phoenicians, Israelites and Egyptians, Romans and Greeks; for more than seven thousand years men had lived in this place, one civilization succeeding another, sometimes peacefully, more often by conquest and destruction. From the nameless prehistoric chieftain who had bashed in his enemies heads with a mace down to the glorious Alexander and the chivalrous Richard Lion-Heart, they had all slaughtered to capture and keep this battle-scarred land. And the battles were still raging.


They were not Beautiful Thoughts. She didnt even want to dwell on them, much less record them. Dinah shook herself, and turned her mind resolutely to cold stones and arid dates. No more neurotic brooding about agonies crumbled into dust.


She glanced back over her shoulder at the castle, deliberately concentrating on the weathered gray stones and the strong shape of the battlements against the blue sky. The modern entrance to the town ruins was through the castle; they had come that way, and now other tourists were wandering in. She noticed one man in particular, because he seemed to have lost his guide, or his child, or something; he was darting wildly about, stopping people and asking questions. Maybe he had lost a potsherd. He looked like an archaeologist, bare-headed and casual in his khaki shirt and slacks. The site was still being excavated; part of the ruins was closed off to visitors because of the work going on there.


Most archaeological sites are dull stuff to nonprofessionals. Like many other sites, Byblos consisted mainly of low foundation walls, a foot or so high, and resembled nothing more than a rat or mouse maze, magnified in length and width but not in height. It was impossible for an untrained eye to separate one small house from the one jammed up against it, much less distinguish the different levels where two superimposed settlements had mingled. Dinah, who had been fed biblical archaeology with her strained food, found the place exciting. She got another kind of thrill from the passageway between two walls, which had been one of the city gates in the twenty-third century B.C. Mr. Awad carefully pointed out the traces of firethe conflagration of the Amorite invasion, which had marked the very stones and survived the millennia.


Dinah glowered at Mr. Awads unconscious back and trailed behind as he led the group across the broken stones toward the next point of interest. Her overly sensitive reaction to reminders of ancient bloodshed seemed incongruous even to her, for she was quite blas about her fathers archaeological interests; and what was archaeology, after all, but the study of dead things? But she knew what her trouble wasnot death itself, but violence and pain. Mr. Awads next stop, at the site of the royal tombs, did not stir a single nerve end.


Ghouls, she had once told her father bitterly. Thats what you all are, a bunch of grave robbers. The way you gloat over coffins and poor old crumbly bones


Her father had pointed out, in his mild voice, that burials told a great deal about religious customs and also preserved items of daily life. Dinah had sniffed disgustedly; but it was not long before she succumbed to the same macabre fascination.


Now, on a rocky hillside under the shelter of gnarled olive trees, she gloated over the stone sarcophagus of a Phoenician king of the nineteenth century B.C. Like all sarcophagi, it was basically a big stone box with a removable lid, into which the wooden coffin, or the body, of the man wealthy enough to afford such an ornament was placed for further protection. With the lids off, most sarcophagi unromantically resembled giant pigs feeding troughs.


Still, it was pleasant in the shade of the old trees, watching the feathery shadows of the gray-green leaves shift across the weathered white stone of the sarcophagus. Dinah lingered, ignoring Mr. Awads suggestion that they move on to the remains of the Roman theater. She didnt want to see a Roman theater. She knew what Roman theaters looked like, and had a suspicion that she was destined to see a good many more of them as the days wore on. The region had been a Roman province, and the Romans built things to last. She would just sit here in the shade, and contemplate the Phoenicians, and rejoin the group at the bus.


She was too young and active to sit still long, however, and one feature of the landscape was irresistible. The sarcophagus, now sitting incongruously out on a hillside, had once been buried. Several holes yawned suggestively not far from her. No one in his right mind can resist going down into a cave, any more than he can resist climbing a hill. Dinah went over to peer down into the nearest shaft.


In contrast to the artificial jargon invented by some scholarly disciplines, archaeological terminology is generally simple and self-explanatory. These tombs were of the type called shaft graves, because they consisted of a shaft dug straight down into the ground, with a small room or alcove at the bottom, where the sarcophagus had been placed. This particular shaft tomb did not look like a promising object for exploration. The shaft plunged down, without steps or footholds. Nearby, however, another opening revealed a sloping passage that led down at a fairly gentle angle. It must have been cut by robbers, looking for the treasures buried with the king; down below, it intersected the original vertical shaft. Nice of the robbers, Dinah thought, starting down.



Below, if she felt any thrill of discovery, it was only because of her love of the past, not because of any glamour in the place itself. There was plenty of light, from the shaft and the tunnel entrance, but all there was to see was a rough stone-walled room, partially cut off from the shaft by a wall. Another passage led her on, through the rock subsoil, into a second burial chamber, lighted from above by its own vertical shaft. This one was more interesting; the sarcophagus was still there. Its sloping lid, surmounted by three thick stone stubs and the broken remainder of a fourth, was shaped like the roofs of the houses these people had lived in. An oddly moving concept, that onethe grave as the house of the dead.


Dinah bent over and with her fingers sifted through the dust at her feet. Pebbles, thorns, andugh!a long, many-legged bug. She stood upright, brushing her hands together. So much for the romance of amateur archaeology. Not even a scrap of pottery had been left by the meticulous excavators.


A shadow dimmed the light, and she fell back with a squeak of surprise, flat up against the dirty wall. Then she regretted her nervous start; her pale-yellow dress was smeared with dust, and the shadow, after all, was only that of another inquisitive explorer like her.


More impetuous or less surefooted, he came plunging through the low tunnel and flung out one arm to stop himself. The hand at the end of the arm planted itself against the wall, directly over her right shoulder. With the sarcophagus occupying most of the space, the alcove was so small that the newcomer was standing almost on her feet. Though his body blocked off most of the light from the tunnel, sunlight from the shaft directly above shone on his face.


She recognized the man she had noticed earlier in the day, searching for something. Close up, he was not particularly prepossessing, and for some unaccountable reason Dinah found herself making unflattering mental comparisons with the last man she had encountered under such unorthodox circumstances. This man was short instead of tall, stocky instead of slender, blond instead of dark; the sunlight striking his unkempt head suggested that his hair had originally been light brown, like her own, but was bleached, unbecomingly and unevenly, to a flaxen shade that resembled straw in texture as well as color. There was only one point of similarity between the handsome night manager and the newcomer: his face was also set in an inimical scowl. Charitably, Dinah assumed that he was surprised at seeing her and embarrassed, malelike, at his abrupt appearance. She opened her mouth to make a pleasant comment, something like, Interesting tomb, isnt it? Before she could speak, the stranger yelled at her.


So here you are. What the hells the idea, running away and hiding in a hole?


Dinah closed her mouth, opened it, and closed it again. Flight was out of the question; she could not go up the shaft, hand over hand, like Tarzan, nor could she get past the maniac into the passageway. Maniacs had to be propitiated with soft words. Particularly this maniac. Though he was a good six inches shorter than the night manager, he was still six inches taller than she, and his shoulders completely blocked the tunnel entrance. Dinah produced an ingratiating smile.


Have we met? she inquired.


The man had no sense of humor. Maniacs, she reminded herself, seldom did.


Certainly we have not, he replied. But I know you. What happened to Hank? Where did Ali go? How did Swenson get mixed up in this?


The situation was so mad that Dinahs self-control slipped.


Ali found out that Fatima had betrayed him with Mohammed, she said, abandoning herself. Swenson wanted to help, but Maria had left him and he was injured in an accident, by a car driven by George. Georges wife, Alice, toldwhat was the other ones name?



The arm that held her against the wall remained in position; the other arm lifted, shaking a solid-looking fist. Dinah tried to dig herself into the wall, using a backward rotary motion.


All right, all right; Im sorry, she muttered. But I couldnt help it, I dont have the faintest idea what youre talking about. Whos Ali? Whos Swenson? Who iswhat was the other ones name?


The hand poised before her throat twitched, and then lowered. The man took several deep breaths and rolled his eyes. He appeared to be talking under his breath. After several seconds, during which his complexion faded from brick red to a coppery tan, he spoke in a calmer voice.


All right. If thats how you want to play it. The name was Hank. Hank Layard. Dr. Henry Layard, to be precise.


Youre kidding, Dinah said involuntarily.


You recognize the name. The deep-set eyesshe could not make out their color, though they were only inches from hersnarrowed unpleasantly.


He discovered Nineveh, Dinah exclaimed, flinging out her hands. What has he go to do with anything? Hes dead!


This incontrovertible statementfor the distinguished excavator of the Assyrian capital had been born in 1817sent the blond maniac into another fit. Instead of muttering under his breath, he shouted a string of uncouth syllables and, turning, drove his fist into the wall.


It was a mistake; but Dinah wouldnt have warned him even if she had had the time. A background noise, which had been ignored in the press of the moment, now entered her awareness; and, as the maniac doubled up, nursing his bruised hand, she darted past him through the passage, scrambled up the slope on all fours, and flung herself into the arms of Mr. Awad, who had been irritably shouting her name.


Shaken out of his professional reserve, Mr. Awad returned the embrace with enthusiasm. Dinah clutched at him. Dear Mr. Awad; a nice short man, really short, about her own size, and good and solid and male. And there. There at just the right moment.


Lets go, she babbled, detaching herself from his arms with some difficulty. Lets hurry, were late.


Towing Mr. Awad, who was staggering, she ran back toward the castle.



Layard, Dinah repeated stupidly. You must be mistaken.


No, no, no, it is the name. Salwa gesticulated wildly, her black eyes snapping. The man in the Room 26, the room next to the one of you. You were there, Deenah, across from the very wall; you have heard, you have seenthe scream, the blood, the


Dinah shook her head dazedly, trying to stop the spate of words. Salwas English required concentration, and in her present state of mind she would have found it hard to understand normal speech.


The two stood behind a drooping potted palm in the lobby of the hotel. It was a buzzing, busy lobby; guests returning for lunch, from shopping or from sightseeing tours, were being regaled by the news.


Wait a minute, Dinah said. Dead. The man in the next room. Dr. Layard. Did you find him?


No. Salwas expressive face sagged into lines of disappointment. I am not in the morning, you remember, I am in the night. But I am hearing it earlier, fromah! She gave a little shriek, and caught at Dinahs hand. I am forgotten, Deenah, it is the police, who are speaking to you.


The pitiful palm tree was poor protection. Peering through its leaves, Dinah saw the manager, M. Duprez, standing near the desk. He was half Lebanese, and his high-nosed, acquiline face had the beautiful brown color that the fair-skinned races spend all summer trying to acquire. At the moment there was a tinge of green under his copper skin, and he wrung his hands as he expostulated with a second man. Dinah would have known this one for a policeman without Salwas identification, even without the tan uniform that strained in taut wrinkles across a massive pair of shoulders. He was short, and beginning to get fat; but Dinah observed that he did not bother straining his neck to look at the two men with whom he was talking. They bent over, to accommodate him. The third man, who was even taller and leaner than M. Duprez, wore the same dark suit and tie. He must be one of the assistant managers. He had a long, lugubrious face, and his spectacles made him look like a studious blood-hound. Excluded from the conversation by the verbosity of M. Duprezs distress, he was scanning the lobby with anxious eyes, which reached the palm tree just as Dinah parted the leaves to peer out. He touched M. Duprez on the shoulder, and pointed.


The police officer turned; and Dinah, repressing an unreasonable urge to run, shook off Salwa's agitated hand and stepped out into view.


Old France still lingered in Lebanon. The police officer, introduced by a stuttering manager as Inspector Akhub, swept off his cap and bowed over Dinahs hand.


A routine inquiry only, he said soothingly. You are, the manager informs me, in Room 24? You have heardhis eyes flickered toward the palm tree, through whose leaves Salwas inquisitive head protruded, like a weird blossom you have heard of the incident in the room next to you? YesI must ask you, then, if you have heard any unusual noises in the night.


I heard him killed, Dinah said reluctantly. A shiver ran through her body, and the Inspector, who had retained her hand, clucked sympathetically.


But you did not comprehend at the time, of course you did not. It must be a shock. Come, sit down, and M. Duprez will bring us a glass of wine, and you will tell me about it.


The wine helped. After a few sips, Dinah relaxed and her tumbling thoughts began to sort themselves out. She crossed her legs, and was faintly amused to see the Inspectors eyes flicker again. It was only a flicker, though, the eyes did not linger; and she realized that, despite his rotund form and fleshy brown face, he was not at all jolly looking. The dark eyes were as flat as flint.


When she began her story, he sipped his wine and looked bored, but Dinah was not deceived. He was listening intently. The manager and his bespectacled associate listened with another sort of interest, and when Dinah mentioned that she had gone out into the corridor after the call for help, M. Duprez gasped.


But, madame, quelle folie! To respond, alone, to such a soundWhy did you not telephone to the desk?


It does sound foolish, Dinah admitted. I thinkI think it was because the cry was in English.


She glanced around for some sign of comprehension, and saw that the hotel men were, as she had expected, frankly incredulous. But the Inspectors cold obsidian eyes blinked, once. He understood. And, Dinah thought, he was inclined to believe her.


Then, she went on, more assuredly, when I saw the man, the night manager, was there, I figured I had done everything I could. Hewait a minute. You know all this. He must have told you.


Wrong tack. Wrong something. The Inspectors black eyes had gone opaque again.


Night manager? he repeated politely.


Yes, a tall, veryvery good-looking dark-haired man. I dont know his name


His name, Inspector Akhub said, in the same courteous, flat voice, is Mr. Wattar. One plump, eloquent hand went out, to indicate the youngish man with the spectacles, who was staring openmouthed. This is Mr. Wattar. The night manager. The only night manager, made-moiselle.
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