THE NAKED BATTLE

She stared at the portraits one after the
other realising that the one in the central
position was the President of Quito, General
Aymarich, while the man on his right was
the Vice-President and owner of the house.

The portrait on his left was of a man who
in some strange way held Lucilla's attention
so that she could no longer look at the others.

He was, she thought, taller than the Presi-
dent, more broad-shouldered, dark-haired
with eyes that seemed cold and hard even
though the artist must have wished to flatter
them.

He had the strong aquiline nose that was
characteristic of the Spanish nobility, his
mouth wasfirm, yet not cruel, and there was,
although she could not explain it, a kind of
reserve, an inner withdrawal besides a pride
in his bearing.
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AUTHOR'S NOTE

Manuela Saenz won her battle with Simon Bolivar and
she was the great and final love of his life.

One of the more brilliant leaders of all time, the
liberator of a Continent, a man who sacrificed his wealth
and his health in the service of the people, Simon Bolivar
died of tuberculosis at forty-six, exiled and penniless in
the house of one of his enemies.

It was not until twelve years after his death that Bolivar
was raised to the glorious position in the hearts of the
people that Manuela had always known would be his.
But in her case there was no sympathy or forgiving.

The woman whose love had become a faith, who had
sustained and inspired him, died in absolute poverty of
diphtheria, and all mention of her was expunged from
Simon Bolivar's life story.

The truth was saved by Daniel O' Leary. It isto him
that we owe the true story of this beautiful, remarkable
and controversial character.

He alone saw the hundreds of ardent, passionateletters
written to her by her famous lover which were burnt with
her belongings after her death and only a scrap of one
remains:

"I cannot livewithout you. | can seeyou always, eventhoughl
amaway fromyou. Come. Cometo me. Come now."



1822

Lucilla looked across the garden at the hills surrounding
Quito and saw between their rounded tops a glimpse
through the clouds of the white peaks of the High Andes.

It was not surprising, she thought, that this was the
Enchanted Cloud City of Ecuador as every moment she was
hereshe found it more beautiful than the last.

They had sailed from England into the harbour of
Guayaquil to learn with consternation that a battle had
taken place and the Spaniards had been defeated.

Lucillas father, Sir John Cunningham, could hardly
believe the news was true.

He had come out from England in a ship filled with
muskets and other fire-armsto sl to the Spaniards and now
it looked asif hisjourney had been in vain.

But he told himsdf optimistically that doubtless the
rumours were inaccurate or exaggerated, and they had set
df from the port towards Quito.

Lucillawas certainly not impressed by Guayaquil despite
learning that the great harbour, forty miles long and three
times as many wide, was not only one of the best in South
Americabut aso had great historic associations.

All she saw were the houses of split bamboo raised on
dtilts lining streets that were quagmires; three centuries of
ravage by pirates and termites having left it a tropical pest-
hole, unsightly, insanitary and dangerous.

Her father was only interested in the ships anchored off
the shore, some of which had been built in Guayaquil itsdf,
carrying the cocoa, cotton and rubber that poured out to
the world and had given Ecuador the reputation of being a
treasure-house for commerce.
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The Inn in which they had a badly cooked and un-
appetisingmeal before the carriages were ready was squalid,
dirty and uncomfortable.

But Lucilla was not prepared to criticise; she was only
too thankful to have reached South America and not to
have been left at home.

Her sigter, Catherine, however had a great dea to say
and had thrown one of her inevitable tantrums when she
did not get what she wanted. Thefirst stage of their journey
was spent by Lucillatrying to soothe her.

She was only too willing to do anything for Catherine
seeing that it was entirely due to her that she had been
brought on a voyage which she had fet sure would end in
El Dorado.

In al his previous transactions with the Spaniards Sir
John Cunningham had sailed alone, but this year he had
been annoyed because he and Catherine had not received an
invitation he had expected to a Ball being given for the
King at Devonshire House.

"Dammit all!" he exclaimed when he found they had
been overlooked. "This country is going to the dogs! And
who should be surprised seeing that the Monarch is aways
in debt and spends his time flirting with fat, old women
instead of attending to affairs of State?"

Neither Catherine nor Lucilla saw fit to answer this out-
burst. Then Sir John exclaimed:

"All 1 can say is thank God | am going back to South
Americal The Spaniards know how to treat a gentleman
like mysdf, and the last time | was in Lima the Viceroy
afforded me special privileges which | deeply appreciated.”

As he spoke his eyes rested on his elder daughter and
some detached part of his mind which was not incensed at
the moment realised how attractive she was.

There was no doubt that Catherine was beautiful.

She was, in fact, the image of what every man thought
was atypical English beauty.

Her hair was golden, her eyes were vividly blue, and she
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had a pink-and-white complexion that made everyone who
saw her compare her to arose.

Suddenly, startlingly Sir John had hit the table with his
clenched figt.

"I will not stay here being treated in an off-hand manner
by those who think themselves our betters!" he bellowed.
"I will take you with me to Lima, Catherine. You will be
a sensation there and the Spaniards will show you how true
gentlemen behave to thewomen they admire."

"To Lima, Papa?" Catherine asked in astonishment.

"You heard what | said," Sir John replied. "Be ready to
sall in aweek. Bring your best clothes. If you think the ladies
of Lima are out of touch with fashion you are very much
mistaken."

There was a note in his voice which told Lucilla, who
was very perceptive, that the ladies of Limahad been to his
liking. She had aways known that since her mother died
her father had been very much a'ladies' man'.

From that moment on there was chaos, Catherine giving
orders for new gowns, for bonnets, for mantels, for dippers,
for gloves, for sun-shades and innumerable other things with
only Lucillato procure them for her.

Lucilla had no time to think of herself; but even if she
had she would have accepted the inevitable, that she would
stay behind with Cousin Dorcas who had lived in the house
as a Chaperon since her mother's death and was half-crip-
pled with arthritis and extremely disagreeable because of it.

Then, astonishingly, four days before they were due to
sall everything was changed.

Catherine had come late, as usual, into the Dining-Room
where her father and younger sister were breakfasting, to
say with astormy expression in her blueeyes:

"Hannah refuses to accompany me! "

"What do you mean - refuses?' Lucilla asked.

"You can hear, can you not?" Catherine asked rudely.
"She says she is too old, and what is more she is afraid of
the sea"



"But Hannah has aways looked after you," Lucilla ex-
clamed. "How are you to train anyone dse in so short a
time?"

She knew that this was almost impossible seeing that Sir
John, for al his riches, was not generous-handed when it
came to paying servants, and anyway Catherine was a diffi-
cult mistress and the younger maids were afraid of her.

"I will talk to Hannah," she said aloud, rising from her
place at the table.

"ltisno use," Catherine replied angrily. "l have begged
her, raged at her, and even offered her more money, but she
is as obstinate as a mule. Unless we take her aboard forcibly
she will not come.

"Well, there is Rose," Lucilla suggested gently.

"She is cork-brained!" Catherine retorted. "Besides, she
cannot sew."

"Emily is too young," Lucillasaid, as if she were talking
to hersdf. "Perhaps | had better go to the Domestic Bureau
to s¢eif there isanyone available."

"You had better come yoursdf," Catherine said surlily.
"You are better than any of those half-wits - and for that
matter, Hannah - when it comesto sewing."

Lucilla stared at her in astonishment. Then to her in-
credulous surprise, her father said:

"Perhaps that is a good idea! If | rent a house, as |
intend to do, Lucilla can be my housekeeper. She knows the
food | like and some of the Peruvian dishes are too hot for
my stomach."

Lucillastared at him. "Do you really mean that, Papa?"
sheasked in alow voice.

"Of course | mean it!" Sir John said testily, and because
he aways avoided domestic troubles he left the room.

Only when the ship findly left Portsmouth and was mov-
ing over the rough water of the Channel did Lucilla con-
vince hersdf that she was not dreaming.

Always in the past she had been left behind and, unless it
was completely unavoidable, she was never included in any
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Ball, party or entertainment to which her father took
Catherine.

She had been quite young when she realised that he hated
her and the mere sight of her irritated him, and humbly she
told hersdlf she could understand the reason.

It was not only that she was not beautiful or spectacular
like Catherine. It was also because he had so desperately
wanted a son, and a second daughter had not only been a
bitter disappointment, but it was the last child his wife was
able to give him.

Sir John Cunningham came from an ancient Scottish
family.

There had been Cunninghams living in the Lowlands of
Scotland for generations, who had farmed their land and
been content in their ancient Castles, having no ambition
to seethe world.

John Cunningham had been different.

He was fired with an ambition to be rich, to travel and
to be of conseguence.

The acquirement of wealth came easily to him, and when
his father died and he inherited the Baronetcy he was deter-
mined to be of importance in the Socia World which cen-
tred in London around the Regent and Carlton House.

But somehow he was never accepted as a friend or con-
fidant of the man who had been acclaimed as 'The First
Gentleman in Europe'.

There were plenty of hostesses who, because he was rich,
welcomed Sir John to their Soirees, their Assemblies and
their Receptions, but he knew, as Catherine did, they could
not enter the 'Inner Circle'.

They were not accepted by those who considered them-
svesthe very cream of London Society.

It was for that reason aswell as for the fact that he made
money by them, Lucilla redlised, that he enjoyed his trips
abroad.

As a nobleman and as an Englishman he was acclaimed
and entertained in the manner which he believed was his
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right but which was not accorded him in his own country.

He concentrated all his efforts on providing the Spaniards
with the weapons they so urgently required and for which
they were prepared to pay generously.

It was a blow that he had not anticipated that the Revo-
[ution which had been taking place in the eastern countries
of South America should have reached Ecuador and Peru.

It was al, he knew, due to a General Simon Bolivar who
called himsdf 'The Liberator', and who had been born into
just the sort of Socia World in which Sir John Cunningham
would have liked to have been bom himsdlf.

Immensaly rich, a descendant of an ancient family of
great wealth and nobility Bolivar was a Marquis in his own
right.

Wildly attractive to women, with deep-set black eyes that
were lively and penetrating, he was by the age of seventeen
aready adept in the ways of Eros.

He visted Paris, and then went to Spain to finish his
education at the Royal Military Academy. Although he had
an olive skin, it was said by the gossips that he had replaced
Manuel de Godoy as Queen Louisa's lover.

He married, but his wife died of yellow fever, and Simon
Bolivar settled down in Paris where he was attracted as if
by mesmerism to Napoleon Bonaparte who became hisideal.

Sir John heard the story and told it to his daughters, add-
ing that the man who changed Bolivar's life was the great
scientist Alexander von Humboldt, who had returned from
five years of travel in South America to have his books
published in the French Capital.

He met young Bolivar at a Salon and naturally talked of
Spanish America.

"In truth, what abrilliant fate is that of the New World,"
Bolivar remarked, "if only its people were free of their
yoke."

"I believe your country is ready for its independence,”
Humboldt had answered, "but | cannot yet see the man
who isto achieveit."
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They were the words which started the Revolution.

Srr John Cunningham had been amused by the tales
which were repeated to him wherever he went, of what was
happening in Venezuela and Colombia under Simon
Bolivar's |eadership.

Although he himsdf was prepared to accept whatever the
Spaniards could pay him, it made him laugh to think that
an Army which consisted mostly of ragamuffins, ill-armed
and ill-equipped, had out-manoeuvred Spain's famous
General Pablo Morillo and marched a thousand miles
through the Andes to rout more Spaniards at Boyaca.

He aso thought it quite a joke when he heard in 1819
that Bolivar had instigated the Union of Colombia which
was to include the former Vice royalties of Venezuela,
Colombiaand other countries when liberated.

"He has got guts, that young man!" Sir John Cunning-
ham had said in his Clubs when Bolivar's successes were
talked about and doubtless, he thought, exaggerated.

But he never anticipated that Bolivar would interfere
with his business of taking Spanish gold in exchange for
guns. Yet now he was told that Quito was in the hands of
the Liberators. So what was he to do with hiscargo?

He would have gone straight on to Lima, but he learnt
to his consternation that a Patriot Army under General San
Martin had taken over the city. The Spanish were mobilis-
ing outside while inside spies and agents provocateurs were
attempting to underminethe new Republic.

Sir John Cunningham had therefore determined that he
would visit Quito first and see for himsdf exactly what was
happening.

After all, it might be merely adlight reverse and privately
he was quite convinced that the might of Imperial Spain
would sweep back to power and the Patriots would be hung,
drawn and quartered as they had been in the Revolution of
1809.

"Is it redlly safe to travel, Papa?" Catherine had asked
nervoudly as they set off on excruciating roads which, for-
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tunately, were dry so that the wheels of their carriages in-
stead of getting bogged down raised clouds of dust.

"We are English,” Sir John answered. "We are sife
wherever we go."

"I hope you are right," Catherine said petulantly. "I have
no desire to end up dead on the roadside or find mysdf
hanging from atree.”

Lucilla thought Catherine was being hysterical as she
often was, but as they neared Quito the marks of battle
were plain to see.

Houses were gutted, fields deserted and, even more sinis-
ter, condor birds hovered. Lucilla knew why there were so
many about because while crossing the Atlantic she had
read every book she could about the country she was to visit.

These great carrion birds unfurled white muffs at their
throats and rose into the air on giant wings as the carriage
passed, leaving for amoment the rotting bodies they fed on.

Before the city came in sight there were to be seen ill
dark figures hanging from the branches of mole-trees, and
nearer ill gibbets on which men hung, giff and elongated
by their necks.

"War is cruel, wicked and terrible!" Lucilla said to her-
of.

But she did not speak aloud, having no desire to make
Catherine more apprehensive than she was aready, and
hoping that her father was right in believing in their in-
vulnerability just because they were British.

Instead she tried only to see the beauty of the land itsdf,
the bare mountains flooded with sunshine, an occasional
glimpse of distant peaks dazzling white with snow.

As soon as they reached Quito Lucillawas to realise what
a vital part the mountains had played in the battle which
had just taken place.

Because the people of Quito were friendly, garrulous and
excited they told her over and over again what had hap-
pened.

It was only a small Patriot Army hastily flung together,
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but it had marched up the dopes of the Andes towards
Quito, commanded by a brilliant young man who Simon
Bolivar had made aField-Marshal at the age of only twenty-
eight.

Jose Sucre, with the wisdom and brilliance of a Genera
far exceeding him in age, had deployed his forces for a
frontal attack on Quito. Then he had moved the bulk of his
troops on a cold, dark night up the side of the Pichmeha
Volcano which hung over the city.

A dozen voices explained to Lucillathe astonishment and
surprise of the Spanish Commander who had awakened to
find the Patriots above him, and the Royalists had been
forced to climb high up the mountain to give battle.

It had been an excitement and at the same time an enter-
tainment that Quito had never experienced before.

Lucillawas told how the people climbed the roofs and the
belfries of the Churches to get a glimpse of the battle that
raged above them, half-hidden by the clouds.

"We did not know our fate," one lady said, "until we
saw the Royalists in their blue and gold uniforms running
down the sides of the mountains. Then we knew that Sucre
had won and we were free!"

Tears came into her eyes as she spoke and Lucilla could
realise how much it meant to the people who had been
oppressed, subdued and regimented against their will for
centuries.

"They love their country," shetold hersglf.

She learnt too that the people of Quito had loathed the
Spaniards with a hatred that was perhaps more intense and
more violent than in any other country in South America.

Sir John had hastily adapted himsdf to the new con-
ditions.

He had taken a house on the edge of the city that had
been deserted hurriedly by the Spanish Vice-President who
had scuttled away just in time to escape being taken prisoner
or, like many of his compatriots, shot on sight.

There were a great many old scores to be paid off, old
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insults to be avenged, and it was not possible for Field-
Marshal Sucre to prevent a certain amount of unnecessary
acts of revenge involving even torture.

It was not surprising, as people remembered vividly what
had happened after the revolt of 1809 when the Revolution
had failed and the Crown had won. Then the streets had
swum with the blood of massacred Patriots.

The conspirators who were caught were hung while those
of high rank were torn in pieces, their legs and arms tied to
four horses which were driven off to different points of the
compass.

Others were cut down from the hangman's noose while
dtill alive and decapitated, and their heads were put in iron
cages on display in the city.

Then their hearts were ripped from their bodies and
thrown into a boiling cauldron in the centre of the plaza.

It was the President's order that these atrocities should
be witnessed by the families of those condemned.

Lucilla could understand, after al the years of longing
for revenge, the jubilation now that Quito was at last
free.

But even so, when at night she heard a sudden scream,
as if the hiding-place of some Spaniard had been found, or
a cry of eation from those who avenged themselves, she
shivered.

After al, those who died or were tortured were people;
people like hersdf; people who wanted to live without war,
without cruelty, without misery.

It accentuated her fedlings as she moved about the house
to find drawers of the chestsfilled with the clothes that had
been Ieft behind, jewdsin awoman's dressing-table, papers,
orders and documents left untidily on a desk.

She could not escape from the idea that she, her father
and her sister were interlopers peeping into someone's
private life, intruding where they were not wanted.

Her father gave her orders to have everything that be-
longed to the departed Spaniards destroyed, but she dis-
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obeyed him and tidied the things away in cupboards which
were not being used, locking the jewellery and intimate
possessions in bottom drawers where they were not likely to
be disturbed.

Every day she thought it would be hard to find a more
beautiful house in the world. The huge court-yard with its
fountain in the middle and the great stone pots containing
bougainvillaea, geraniums, lilies and roses were a delight to
her eye, and she felt a thrill every time she entered it.

Around the galleries of the court-yard and in all the rooms
there were pictures - pictures that had thrilled her as soon
as she had time tolook at them.

For the firs few days this was impossible because she
had to engage servants, supervise the kitchen and be per-
manently on call to Catherine.

"Press my dresses! Mend those laces! Where is my bon-
net with the feathers? The dippers which go with my green
gown? My sun-shade?"

Catherine might have been a General hersdf, the way she
gave Lucilla orders, but that had always been her attitude
towards her younger sister.

Fortunately Lucillawas used to coping with the household
difficulties, for she had been more or less forced into the
position of housekeeper ever since her mother's death.

She found it was quite easy to engage as many daff as
her father was prepared to pay and, because wages were far
lower than they were in London, she soon had a number
of competent servants looking after the house and aso
Catherine.

A girl who had been trained at the Convent could do the
sewing, another was an expert, Lucillafound, at laundering,
athird could be taught to dress Catherine's hair in the latest
fashions.

At last when Lucilla had a few moments to hersdf she
had time to examine the pictures, realising that they were
not only beautiful but unusual.

She had not then learnt that the paintings in Quito, like
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the carvings of the pulpits and the altars of the Church, had
been executed by natives under the direction of the Priests
who built the Churches.

But some of them were to be masters in the real sense of
the word and their pictureswere later to have a world-wide
reputation.

All Lucilla knew at the moment, was that they delighted
her eyes and made her fed as if her senses were uplifted by
their beauty so that they became part of hersef and her soul.

At firg she had fdt alittle dizzy and breathless in Quito
because, with the exception of La Paz, it was the highest
city in the world.

But she had soon become acclimatised to it and sometimes
she felt as if the beauty of the dazzling sun-capped moun-
tains under a ky the colour of lapis-lazuli made her fed as
if her feet could no longer stay on the ground and she was
floating disembodied amongst the clouds that hid innumer-
able other peaks.

Lucilla moved away reluctantly from a picture of a
sweet-faced Madonna framed in awreath of flowers of every
shape and colour and turned from the court-yard into a
room near the entrance hall.

She thought from the desk and various masculine-style
leather-covered chairs that it must have been the dffice or
private study of the Vice-President.

Then she saw on the wall opposite the window there were
a number of portraits, all of officers wearing the formal
Royal uniform of white piped with gold, and skin-tight pan-
taloons which moulded the legs, braided with arabesgues.

Medals, dress-swords and highly polished boots made
them look impressive, and at the same time almost un-
human, like puppets on astage.

She stared at the portraits one after the other realising
that the one in the central position was the President of
Quito, General Aymarich, while the man on his right was
the Vice-President and owner of the house.

The portrait on his left was of a man who in some strange
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way held Lucillas attention so that she could no longer look
at the others.

He was, she thought, taller than the President, more
broad-shouldered, dark haired with eyes that seemed cold
and hard, even though the artist must have wished to flatter
him.

He had the strong aquiline nose that was characteristic
of the Spanish nobility, his mouth was firm, yet not cruel,
and there was, although she could not explain it, akind of
reserve, an inner withdrawal besides a pride in his bearing.

She did not know why he attracted her, because since she
had come to Quito she told hersdf that if haf the stories
she had heard about the Spaniards were true, the retribu-
tion they had suffered was thoroughly deserved.

But this man was different - or was he?

Perhaps, she told hersdf, he was more guilty than al the
others because he looked not only well-bred, but dso ex-
tremely intelligent.

He must have known, he must have understood, that the
manner in which his people were treating the Indians was
wrong, that the wealth they took from the country should
have gone to those who lived there, and that his allegiance
to Spain should have been tempered by alove aso for South
America

"I am being ridiculous!" Lucilla said to hersdf. "Why
should he fed like that ?*

But her eyes went back to him again. There was some-
thing about him, something that drew her although she did
not understand it.

Then underneath the portrait she saw his name :

DON CARLOS DE OLANETA

He was certainly Spanish, a nobleman, a soldier, a man
perhaps who had been as cruel as the people of Quito told
her al the godos had been - cruel to the point of bestiality.

"I do not believeit!" Lucillasaid aloud.

Then because she did not understand hersdf and her own
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fedings she went from the room, closing the door quietly
behind her.

She knew she would go back, she knew, even as she
walked away into the flower-filled court-yard and saw the
sun iridescent on the water of the fountain springing towards
the sky, that she would go back and look at that strange
man whose face seemed already to be etched on her mind.

Catherine returned to the house later that afternoon flushed
with excitement.

"Have you heard the news?" she asked almost breath-
ledy.

"Heard what?" Lucillaenquired.

"General Bolivar is on his way here. He is coming to
Quito! There isto be a great Reception! A Bal at the
Larrea Mansion and we are al invited - even you!"

What Catherine had said was repeated and re-repeated
until Lucilla began to think the name Bolivar would be
written on her heart.

The whole city was determined to celebrate his victory
and their freedom, and the usualy placid, easy-going people
were galvanised into action.

All day long soldiers marched down the streets and out
into the fidds to train in close drill order.

Soldiers sat in doorways cleaning their muskets, or hung
about the sguares and streets seeking the canteens which
sold fermented corn beer which Ieft a strong sweet smell on
the light air.

There were soldiers everywhere, and by order of their
Commandant all the houses were freshly painted for the
celebration of Liberation.

To Lucilla it was like seeing an artist upset a palette, as
the one-storeyed houses of adobe began to look riotously
raffish when tinted pink or blue, green or carmine by chat-
tering crowds of Indians who splashed the pigment over the
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walls with a recklessness which showed their excitement.

The whole city began to buzz with an undercurrent of
fervour and excitement while there were still prisoners being
mustered for amarch to the sea.

Weary and glassy-eyed they shuffled along escorted by
guards flying the flags of the Republic of Gran Colombia.

The faces of the troops that had been captured were not
Spanish, Lucilla saw, they were round, copper-coloured and
had the slanting Mongoloid eyes of Indians.

And the guards had Indian faces too. Uniformed in the
ragged home-spun green, piped with gold, they rode bare-
foot, their feet in the shoe-shaped brass stirrups while their
bare hedls were festooned with huge rowelled spurs.

It all seemed strange, and even while she was glad the
war was over and the Liberators had won she could not help
wondering how many of the prisoners would ever reach the
sea, how many would die ontheway.

Quito was no longer concerned with prisoners but only in
preparing itsdlf for the man whom already they were begin-
ning to worship as though he was a god.

The people of Quito were a strange conglomeration of
30 000 souls of whom, before the Revolution, only 6000
were pure-blooded Spaniards.

Those of mixed blood, the cholos, numbered more than a
third, and they were the barbers, the store-keepers, the
artisans, the factors, the scriveners, the carvers. They had
been the knife-edge of the Revolution and had actively con-
tributed to and worked for it.

The Indians were the bulk of the population. Dressed in
knee-length cotton trousers and woollen ponchos they were
the farmers, the labourers, who kept the wheels of the city
turning even though they got no credit for it.

But for once al, with the exception of the Spaniards who
had gone into hiding, were activated by one thought, one
ambition, to welcome the man who had altered the face of
South America - Simon Bolivar.

"Are you excited at the thought of meeting him?"
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Catherine asked her father two days before he was due in
the city.

"I think he will be glad to see me," Sir John Cunningham
said dowly.

Lucilla glanced at her father sharply.

"You intend to sdll him your guns?'

"I am prepared to sl to whoever can pay me," Sir John
answered complacently.

Lucilla wondered if it would be possible for General
Bolivar to do so.

Already she had heard stories of how he had spent his
own vast fortune on hiswars. The men in his Army had not
been paid half of what they had been promised and their
weaponswere in short supply.

If this was true, it was al the more incredible that they
had beaten the Spaniards who had unlimited resources.

Lucilla knew that her father when it came to business was
no sentimentalist and indeed had no generosity about him. Heha
and getting it.

She had a sudden fear that General Bolivar would not be
able to meet his demands and the ship-load of arms would
go where ? Perhapsto the Spaniards.

They were not vanquished yet: there were stories that the
Royalist Armies were forming again high up in the Andes
and tales from Lima that the Spaniards were bringing down
more stores from Panama.

Lucilla did not repeat to her father what she had heard.
She only listened, and there was a great deal to listen to in
Quito those days.

The following afternoon, despite every resolution not to
do so, she went again to the room with the portraits.

She told hersdlf during the night that what she felt about
the picture of Don Carlos de Olaneta was ridiculous. He
was no different from the others. They were al proud, auto-
cratic, cruel; they had no right in this country, but should
go back to Spain where they belonged.
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But when she stood in front of the portrait there was the
same magic, the same feeling of being drawn towards it.

She wished she could understand why. There was nothing
sympathetic, kind or gentle in Olaneta's face. He was hand-
some, but there was hardness in his eyes and the sharp line
of his chin.

It was the face of a man who was prepared to be ruthless
and was perhaps ambitious, and yet she till had that feeling
that it did not show his whole sdf.

Something was hidden, something was kept back - but
what ? And why should it trouble her ?

Resolutely she walked away and once again shut the door
behind her.

She had the afternoon to hersdlf.

The servants were fitting well into the routine she had
mapped out for them. The young maids were keeping
Catherine's clothes as she liked them, and Catherine herself
was enjoying every moment of her visit to Quito.

There were parties amost every day in the houses of
ladies who had welcomed her because of her father's rank
and because too she was a novelty, a foreigner and there-
fore an attraction.

All their men-folk, as might be expected, found her
entrancing.

Bouquets of flowers arrived every day and Catherine was
already finding it hard to apportion her favours so that by
encouraging one she did not give offence to another.

"What a success | am!" she had said to Lucilla last
night as she changed to go out to dinner. "How right Papa
wasto bring me here. After all, among all those dark women
| shinelike a star."

She certainly looked beautiful and was wearing one of the
new and elaborate gowns she had brought from London as,
covered with a diaphanous wrap of blue the colour of her
eyes, she st off with her father for a dinner which she
assured Lucilla had been given amost entirely in her
honour.
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She never thought for one moment that it was strange
that Lucillahad not been invited.

If she had been, Lucilla thought, Catherine or her father
had refused on her behalf. Actually she had no wish to go
with them, except that she wanted to meet the people of
Quito. It would be exciting, she felt, to know what they
thought in this country that was so far away from her own
and yet one of the most beautiful places she could imagine.

Asif the beauty drew she went out into the garden which
lay at the back of the house.

It was ariot of colour, the flowersgrowing in alush pro-
fuson which spoke of the tropical sun.

Something in their straggling untidiness reminded Lucilla
that she had not yet engaged a gardener.

It had dlipped her mind because she had had so much to
organise in the house. But she had learnt from Josefina, the
oldest of the maids and the one she most trusted, that the
previous gardener had been pressured by the Spaniards into
the Army, and had either been killed or taken prisoner.

"To-morrow | must find two men at least to start work,"
Lucillareminded hersdf.

She decided as she went towards the end of the garden
that there should be three.

There was much that needed doing and she had aready
found that the Indians worked spasmodically and were dl
too ready to take a sSiesta if no-one was watching them.

At the end of the garden there was a small Pavilion made
of white stone like the house but which had obvioudy not
been painted for some time.

It must, Lucillathought as she moved towards it, origin-
aly have been intended to look like a Grecian Pavilion, but
somehow it had a Spanish air which took away its classcd
perfection.

"I suppose it is ahandy place in which to keep the garden
implements,” she told hersdlf.

Therewas purple bougainvillaea growing over one side of
the Pavilion and a clematis on the other.
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She walked up the two steps and saw the door in front
of her was badly in need of painting.

She wondered why the Spaniards had neglected this part
of their estate and being curious she pushed open the door.

It moved more easily than she had expected, then inside
the square room of the Pavilion which was devoid of fur-
niture she saw aman.

He was standing up as if he had risen at her approach
and for a moment because she was frightened she could not
see him clearly.

Then she saw that he was a soldier, a soldier wearing the
blue and gold uniform of the Spaniards.

For a moment she felt as if it was hard to breathe, then
she looked at him and knew she had seen him before.

Incredibly, unbelievably, he was the man in the picture -
Don Carlos de Olaneta!

She stared and as she did so she saw that blood was
pouring down one side of his face from a gash in his fore-
head.

"You are wounded!" she exclaimed, and her voice
seemed to echo back to her from the empty walls.

"No," hereplied. "l am dead!"

As he spoke he dithered down onto the floor and lay still.



Lucilla did not scream as another girl might have done, nor
was she frightened.

She moved forward and knelt down beside the falen
man, putting her hand out to take his wrist and fed his
pulse.

She noticed that both his hands were very dirty, as if he
had been digging in the earth, perhaps as a hiding-place.
His boots dso were dusty to the point where there was no
polish on them.

For the moment she was concerned only with his pulse
which was faint, very faint; but it was beating and he was
therefore alive.

She would have liked to fed his heart but was too shy
to undo the buttons of his tunic and she knew that if she
was to save hislife she must have some help.

It was then she redlised that the breeches he wore were
soaked with blood and she thought he must have a wound
on histhigh aswell asthe one on his forehead.

She rose to her feet and leaving the Pavilion, shutting
the door tightly behind her, she ran back to the house.

As she went she calculated what would be required:
bandages, blankets, water and a sponge to clean away the
stains of blood which had run down his cheek.

Lucilla through organising her father's houses both in
London and in the country, was used to accidents: there
was aways someone in the household who was in trouble
in one way or another.

Pantry-boys cut their hands when they were sharpening
the knives, scullions dlipped and fell on the flagged floors,
housemaids burnt themselves on the smouldering cinders,
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and there was hardly a week that she was not required to
tend wounds or sores, abrasions or cuts.

But this was different, she knew, and she could not help
wondering franticaly if Don Carlos had been prophetic in
saying that he was dead.

When she reached the house she knew there was only one
person she could ask to help her and that was Josefina.

The elderly woman was half-Spanish, half-Indian, and
had an air of self-confidence about her which made Lucilla
already fed that she could rely upon her.

There was no sign of anyone in the court-yard and she
ran along the passage which led to the kitchen quarters.

Here there was another court-yard, smaller and certainly
not as beautiful, cluttered with al the things that the saff
wanted to dry in the sun or had cleared out of the rooms
they were using.

"Josefinal" Lucilla cried, and a moment later she heard
the older woman's voice reply:

"S, Senorita.”

She spoke in the soft, slurring voice that was characteris-
tic of those who lived in Quito, with the lisp in her Spanish
that marked the speech of an Ecuadoran.

"Josefing, | want you!™ Lucilla said as she appeared, a
white apron over her black dress, her face expressionless
with the dark eyes which were obedient without being
savile.

Lucilla drew her down the passage so that they were well
out of earshot of the other servants.

"Josefina, someone is wounded and needs our help - a
man. Heisin the Pavilion in the garden."

Lucilla paused and looked at the woman and it seemed
as if Josefina sensed there was something more, something
she had not said.

Lucilladrew in her breath.

"He is a Spaniard. | know who heis. His portrait hangs
in the room by the entrance.”

She waited, then something made her say his name.
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"Heis, | know, Don Carlosde Olanetal "

A strange expression crossed Josefinas face which she
could not translate. It was only there for an instant, then
it was gone.

"Y ou say heiswounded, Senorita ?"

"Yes, badly,” Lucillaanswered, "and because of it | can-
not give him up to the authorities.”

"No, Senorita, | understand.”

"I have bandages which | was taking to the Hospital.
We shall aso need water and blankets."

"I will seeto it, Senorita."

Josefina was moving away quickly down the passage be-
fore Lucilla had finished speaking, and now she ran to the
Sitting-Room where there was a basket full of bandages
which she had prepared for one of the servants to take to
the Hospital.

All the ladies in Quito had been working in the Hospitals
and the improvised buildings that were filled with wounded
from the battle.

Lucilla meant to join them when she had time, but she
had been too busy to leave the house.

Instead, learning that bandages were urgently needed she
had cut and rolled some in the evening while she sat with
her father listening to what he had been doing during the
day.

Now, she thought, they would come in useful but they
would be used for a man wearing a very different uniform.

There were of course some wounded Spaniards in the
town, but from what she had heard those who had not been
killed either in battle or in the vengeance that followed were
left to fend for themselves.

There were no attractive ladies to st by their bedsides,
and the doctors already run off their feet gave them per-
functory attention, or none at all.

"No"." Lucilla said to hersdlf, "she would not send Don
Carlos to die from neglect even if he did not die of his
wounds."
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Besides, since he must have been a man of importance -
otherwise his portrait would not be hanging on the wall
besde the President's - there was every chance, if she
handed him over to the Patriots, that they would execute
him as crudly as their fathers had been executed in the last
Revolution.

Aswell as the bandages she placed in the basket a night-
shirt of her father's and a bottle of his best French brandy
which he had brought with him in the ship. Then she ran
upstairs to take a pillow from one of the beds.

Josefing, she thought, could concern hersdf with the
blankets. As she was leaving the bedroom she thought sud-
denly that perhaps the wounded man's clothes might have
to be cut from him and she put a pair of scissors into the
basket.

She could not think of anything else and ran downstairs
again to find Josefina waiting for her by the garden-door,
a pile of blankets in her arms - the thick warm woolly
blankets that were so necessary at night and which were
woven by the Indians from the wool of the sheep which
roamed the mountains.

Lucilla opened the garden-door.

"We do not wish to be seen,” she said pausing for a
moment.

"Only the best rooms overlook the garden, Senorita,”
Josefina replied.

That meant they were safe, for both Sr John and
Catherine were out.

Lucilla wasted no more time but led the way through the
flower-beds, wondering with an anxiety that surprised her
whether when she reached the Pavilion she would find Don
Carloswas actually dead.

He was lying on the floor where she had left him, but
now there was a pool of blood at his side and the wound in
hisforehead was till bleeding.

She put down what she carried and knelt once again to
fed his pulse.
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"He is till alive!" she said, and heard the rdief in her
voice.

Then she looked at Josefina standing beside her.

"We must get him out of this uniform and hide it."

Josefina nodded.

"S, Senorita, and we need to have help, for he is abig
man.

"Help?* Lucilla asked apprehensively.

"In the fields, Senorita, beyond the garden you will
find Pedro. He is my brother. He is working among the
potatoes."

She thought that Lucilla looked surprised and she sad
hastily:

"He isnot paid. | was going to ask you, Senorita, if you
would employ him."

"We need agardener,” Lucillareplied.

"Pedro would be glad of employment, Senorita, but now
we need his help here!"

Lucillarose to her feet.

"It iswiseto tell him who ishere ?' she asked.

"Pedro would betray no-one!" Josefina said firmly.
"Hurry, Senorita, these wounds need attention."

Without arguing further Lucilla ran from the Pavilion
and saw where the garden ended there was a large culti-
vated patch of ground covered with the purple flowers of
the potato.

For a moment she thought there was no-one there, then
she saw the wide hat and the woollen poncho of a man
crouched down weeding at the far end of the ground.

She moved towards him calling asshe did so :

"Pedro! Pedro!"”

He came towards her, an apprehensive expression on his
face, and she guessed that he thought she would reprove
him for working when he had not been engaged.

She spoke to him quickly in her fluent Spanish.

"Your sister, Josefing, wants you. We need your help,
Pedro. Sheisinthelittle Pavilion."
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For one moment he did not understand, obviousy know-
ing it by a different name, but Lucilla pointed and he set
df at once with the shuffling but rhythmic gait of an Indian
who is used to carrying heavy loads on his back.

Lucilla followed him.

As she reached the Pavilion she heard Josefina giving
ordersin alow voice.

She came in through the door and Josefina looked up.

Lucilla could see she was aready undressing Don Carlos.

"Leave this to us, Senorita," she said. "It is not seemly
for a young lady to see a naked man. We shal require a
mattress. If you choose one that can be spared, then Pedro
can fetch it."

She saw that Lucilla hesitated as if half-resenting the
fact that she was being sent away.

"The Senor will aso need food,” Josefina said. "Ask
Francisca for nourishing soup. If you tell her you are send-
ing it to the Hospital she will believe you."

"Yes, of course,” Lucillasaid.

This was something she could do to help and once again
ghe ran to the house to give orders to Francisca who was
pedling onions in the kitchen.

"I have soup, good soup, Senorita,” she answered.

This was not surprising for soup was one of the staple
dishes of Ecuador.

As Lucilla knew, there was always a large stock-pot sim-
mering on the stove filled with pieces of meat, cereds,
potatoes, and cheese.

Francisca rose now to pour some of the soup into alarge
bowl. It smelt fragrant and Lucilla knew it would taste
delicious.

"Shall | send one of the girls to the Hospital with you,
Senorita?"

"No, | intend to take it mysdf later," Lucilla answered.

"That is kind, Senorita, kind of an English lady to con-
cern hersdf with our wounded."

"We must all help them to get well," Lucilla replied.
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Francisca put a piece of clean linen over the bowl and
tied it carefully around the edge with string.

"l think it would be nice," Lucillasaid, "if | took a little
food every day. Things that men who are redly ill could
eat. You are such a good cook, Francisca, | know they
would appreciate your luapingachos.”

Thiswas amashed potato and cheese speciality which was
served in nearly every house in Quito. Even her father found
it easy to digest.

"I will make many, many dishes," Francisca said enthu-
dadticaly. "It is just that the Senor may not like to pay
the bills."

"I will seeto that,” Lucillasaid, "and | think, Francisca,
it would be wise not to worry him by telling him what we
are doing."

Francisca laughed.

"Never tell a man anything if it worries him, Senorita.
What he does not know will not keep him awake at night."

"No, indeed," Lucilla agreed, "and this will be a secret
between you and me."

"The wounded will bless you, Senorita,” Francisca sad
and started to prepare the table for the food she would
cook.

Carrying the soup carefully and remembering to collect
some spoons from the Dining-Room as she passed it Lucilla
went back to the Pavilion.

By now Don Carlos had his head on a pillow and was
covered with blankets.

Pedro rose from where he had been kneeling on the floor
as Lucillaentered and she said to him:

"There is a mattress on the bed in the small room on the
left as you go up the stairs. Bring that here, but be careful
that no-one seesyou.”

He hurried off and Lucilla set the soup down on the
floor beside Josefina

"I have told Francisca to cook some food every day for
me to take to the Hospital," she said in alow voice.
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"That was a clever idea, Senorita.”

"Can we persuade himto eat?"

"I think first we will give him a little brandy," Josefina
said. "His pulse is very weak. Perhaps he has been without
food or any form of sustenance since the battle.”

Lucilla thought that was likely and between them they
rased Don Carloss head and spooned drop after drop of
brandy between hislips.

At firg it just trickled down his chin and it seemed as
though it was impossible to make him swallow. Then at last
as if the raw spirit hurt his mouth he turned his head from
ddeto side as if to avoid what was being fed him.

Then involuntarily he swallowed what was already in his
throat.

It took a few minutes but the brandy brought a little
colour back to his face, his lips opened and they gave him
more.

"It will make his heart beat,” Josefina said beneath her
breath.

It was some time later, after Pedro had returned with
the mattress and they had laid it in the corner of the Pavi-
lion and carefully lifted Don Carlos onto it, that he began
to move and talk.

He was obvioudy delirious and it was hard to understand
what he said, the words muttered and only half-enunciated.

"He will have afever," Josefina said.

Lucilla personaly thought he would be lucky if he did
not develop pneumonia; he had doubtless been out at night
and while the days were very hot the nights were cold with
an icy chill from the snows.

She had already heard how many soldiers had died in the
High Andes and how Bolivar had lost a tenth of his Army
before he left Colombia simply because of the conditions
through which they had marched.

"Do you think he is warmer now?" she asked Josefina
anxioudy, as Don Carlos turned his head from side to
side.



"Perhaps he is thirsty," Josefina answered, and they gave
him some more spoonfuls of soup.

"It is best for him not to have too much,” Josefina said.

Lucillagave alittle sigh.

"I have a fedling we should go back to the house," she
said, "but who will look after him?"

"Pedro will do that,” Josefina answered. "He will dtay
with him al night."

"He will not be missed from where he lives?' Lucilla
asked anxioudly.

Josefina shook her head.

"Pedro is now your gardener, Senorita. It will be under-
standable that he would deep near his work and he will
alow no-one into this place."

Lucilla looked towards the pile of blood-stained clothes
lying in a corner.

Josefina followed the direction of her eyes.

"Pedro will bury them," she said in alow voice.

Lucillawent tothe door of the Pavilion.

Outside Pedro was already working in the garden, tidying
back the long strands of convolvulus.

She wanted to tell him how to look after the patient, but
she knew it was getting late and if her father had returned
he would wonder what had happened to her.

"Tell Pedrowhat to do, Josefina," she said.

She took one quick look back in the Pavilion and at Don
Carlos lying on the mattress on the floor. He was now dill,
and for the moment she thought because his eyes were shut
he looked younger and less awe-inspiring than in his portrait
in the house.

'How could | have known? How could | have guessed
that this man of all others would need my help? she
thought.

Then becauseit seemed so strange and because the feding
the picture had evoked in her was hard to understand, she
ran as swiftly as she could into the house.
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The following day when she visited the Pavilion she thought
that Don Carlos looked alittle better.

Pedro reported that he had slept and although he had
apparently not regained consciousness he had drunk a little
of the soup and seemed so thirsty that he had given him
ome water aswell.

Pedro was a quiet, humble little man who, Lucilla
thought, was rather in awe of his sister, but at the same
time he had a personality al his own.

He was clean and his hands were gentle and she was quite
content to leave the man she thought of as her patient in
his care.

It was not possible for her to stay in the Pavilion for
more than a few minutes in the morning, but when
Catherine had retired for her siesta she hurried through the
garden, knowing that everyone would suppose that she too
was resting in her room.

Josefina was placing on a tray the bowl which had con-
tained one of Franciscas dishes which she had cooked for
the wounded.

"The Senor has eaten a little," she told Lucilla with a
note of triumph in her voice. "Now he will be stronger.
Now, soon, the fever will begin toleave him."

"And hiswounds?" Lucilla asked.

She knew that Josefina had deliberately bandaged the
sabre-thrust in Don Carlos's thigh when she was not present.

When Lucilla had offered to help she merely said:

"It is not seemly, Senorita," and Lucillawas not prepared
to argue with her.

Now Don Carlos had a bandage around his forehead
which looked very white against the tan of his skin.

"Arethe wounds healing?" Lucilla asked.

"They will," Josefina answered, "and this afternoon Pedro
will get me some resin from a mulli tree, which is better
than anything else."

Lucilla knew from her reading that the resin had been
usad by the Incas for the treatment of wounds.
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It was gill considered by the Indians of the Andes to be
magical and that nothing the doctors could offer was any-
thing like so effective.

Lucilla could only hope they were right, for as she had
no way of obtaining any drugs or medicines without arous-
ing suspicion she knew that whether it was best or not for
Don Carlos she had to trust in mulli

She sat down on the floor for alittle while, looking at the
man lying on the mattress and thinking, as she had thought
before, that he had the most unusual face of any man she
had ever seen in her whole life.

She did not even know specifically what was so unusual
about him: there was just something that aroused a strange
feding that she had never fet before except when she had
looked at his portrait.

"He is a Spaniard, and | should hate him," she told her-
«f.

At the same time she knew she had been right, although
she could not justify it, in instinctively wishing to save hislife

She dared not stay long; for Catherine needed her to
supervise the fitting of a new gown that she would wear at
the Victory Ball.

In fact, when Lucilla returned to the house and went up
to her bedroom Catherine said angrily :

"Where have you been? | have been calling for you. You
know | want you to help me get the trimming of this gown
right.”

"I am sorry, Catherine," Lucillasaid humbly.

"Y ou know that it isimportant | should look smarter and
more attractive than anyone else," Catherine said. "l even
intend to vie with Manuela Saenz, and Heaven knows that
is going to be difficult since no-one talks of anyone else.”

That was true because next to General Bolivar, Manuela
Saenz was causing more excitement in Quito even than the
tales of the battle.

Lucilla had already heard about her before she came to
South America, because it was Manuela's husband, James
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Thome, who had first introduced Sir John Cunningham to
the Viceroy of Peru.

James Thorne, an Englishman and a ship-owner, Lucilla
had learnt, came from Aylesbury in England and according
to Sir John he was a short, stocky man with grey eyes and
was a devout Cathalic.

"He is aso a damned good businessman,” Sir John said,
"and we have a number of projects going which should
make us both a great deal of money."

He had, however, on arrival at Guayaquil been annoyed
to learn that James Thorne had gone to Panama and in-
stead of meeting him at Quito as expected there was only
his wife, the beautiful Manuela, to take his place.

There were plenty of people to tell the Cunninghams
about Manuela even though Sir John had known something
about her before.

She had been born in Quito and was the illegitimate child
of a Spanish nobleman.

He had been a member of the Town Council, Captain of
the King's Militia and Collector of the decimal tithes of the
Kingdom of Quito.

According to what Sir John said, no-one had imagined
that he had any interests outside his rich wife, his family
and his business of importing Spanish goods for the purpose
of re-sde.

But the birth of his daughter Manuela by an eighteen-
year-old Spanish girl had caused a scandal which had never
been forgotten, and if she had been born to the sound of
clacking tongues Manuela in her turn had them chattering
about her all her life.

At the age of seventeen she had been expelled from the
Convent because she had run away with a young Spanish
Officer.

Because Quito had grown too hot to hold her she had
gone to Lima and there married James Thorne, a man
much older than hersdf, and she became a familiar figure
in the highest Society of thecity.
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Now because her husband was away in Panama Manuela
had returned to her native land but in very different cir-
cumstances from the disgrace in which she had left it.

Although her husband had been a friend of the Royalists
and intimate with the Viceroy, Manuela had secretly moved
in the revolutionary circle that was conspiring against the
Crown.

Her part in the conspiracies lost nothing in the teling
and Lucilla learnt, because people talked of little else, that
she had run amazing risks.

Hidden under her saya and manto, the enveloping over-
garments worn by the women of Lima, she had carried
seditious proclamations from secret printing presses to the
Patriots who pasted them at night al over the walls of the
city.

When her husband found out about it he was furious.

As a foreigner he was supposed to be above loca politics
and as a businessman he abhorred any thought of revolu-
tion because it interfered with business.

But when the previous year General San Martin's Armies
had moved into Limato be pelted with rose-petals and con-
fetti, Manuela had received her reward.

General San Martin had originated the Order of the Sun,
a decoration and an honour rather like the Legion d'Hon-
neur, which was awarded to one hundred and twelve
women, the outstanding Patriots of Lima who had risked
their livesto help the Liberators.

It was, he said: "The badge of a new Republican
Nobility, and undoubtedly the most coveted Order in the
New World."

No wonder that Manuela, now returning to Quito which
she had left seven years earlier in disgrace, could hold her
head high and face with bold eyes those who had criticised
her.

She had come to call on Sir John soon after the Cunning-
hams had arrived and, while he disapproved of her indepen-
dence and even the part she had played in the Revolution,
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he could not help, because he was a man, being beguiled
by her beauty, while Lucilla had been fascinated by her.

Never had she thought that a woman could be so lovely
and at the same time look intensely and vividly alive.

Her oval face, her skin like alabaster, her dark hair
braided in heavy coils made her quite unlike any beauty she
had ever seen before.

Her eyes were dark and challenging, and yet had a
twinkle in them that was mischievous and sometimes mock-
ing. Lucilla was not aware, although her father was, that
her full lips were both sensitive and passionate, and it would
be hard for any man, old or young, to resist her dazzling
smile.

She had only stayed for a little while, but she seemed to
leave an imprint on the atmosphere as if a bird of paradise
had flashed into the darkness of the house and set every-
thing pulsating.

It was Manuela Saenz, which was what everybody called
her, although of course her married name was Thorne, who
challenged Catherine's claim to be the greatest beauty in the
city.

"I want General Bolivar to admire me," Catherine said,
swinging the gauze skirt of her gown around her as she
looked at hersdf in the long mirror. "1 hear he is a wonder-
ful dancer, Lucilla. | shal dance with him. Think of it, to
dance with the Conqueror of South Americal The man
who has defeated the Spaniards!”

"Not completely,” Lucilla said in a low voice. "l hear
they still have large Armies gathering in the mountains, to
overthrow Genera Bolivar and regain the power they have
lost."

"The General will win, | am sure of it,” Catherine re-
torted, "and anyway, when he arrives, we do not wish to
spesk of war and of battles, but of other much more im-
portant things."

There was no need to ask what Catherine called im-
portant. Her eyes were half-closed as she stared at herself
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in the mirror and her red lips were pouting provocatively.

Lucilla thought that it must be obvious that the Genera
would admire her. Then, insidiously, the question came to
her mind: what would Don Carlos think of her ?

Her father had said often enough that the Spaniards loved
beautiful women and Catherine was very beautiful - there
was no doubt about that.

As she stood choosing the trimmings for her gown, dis-
carding firg one lace, then another, trying lilies, then
camellias with their flat green leaves as a further trimming,
Lucilla thought no-one could be lovelier and at the same
time more temperamental.

Perhaps Spaniards liked temperamental women and ex-
pected them to be difficult, but as far as she was concerned
she found it very tiring.

Because something within her wanted to find fault with
Catherine she could not help saying :

"You should have some Spanish lessons while you are
here. You mispronounced no less than three words in that
last sentence.

"And if | did,"” Catherine asked carelesdy, "does it mat-
ter? Mogt of the aristocrats can speak French and at least
| can make mysdf understood."

Lucilla did not answer.

Her mother had been very insistent that both her daugh-
ters should learn languages.

Lucilla spoke French, Spanish and a little Italian, but
Catherine would never apply hersdf serioudy to anything
that had to do with learning.

She would start a book and throw it away when she was
half-way through.

Even when she was a little girl there were a hundred
other things she wished to do rather than study with a
Governess.

She would play truant and go riding, join in games with
her friends in the woods or even hide in some inaccessible
place smply because she could not be bothered to be taught.
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Coming over in the ship Lucilla had been determined to
make her Spanish more proficient than it was already.

She found another passenger, an elderly man who was
prepared to give her lessons.

She read every book in the ship's Library that was writ-
ten in Spanish, and now she could not only understand but
spesk with proper idiom and correct grammar which com-
manded the admiration of even the oldest and proudest
families in Quito.

"People do not always bother to listen to what | have to
say," Catherine said as if she followed Lucillas thought.
"They look at me, and that is enough."

There was undoubtedly some truth in this, Lucilla
thought, for with the sun glinting on her golden hair and
her skin very white against the camellias she had fixed to the
bodice of her gown, she looked like a young goddess rising
from the sea or moving as the Greeks might have seen her
through the clouds which covered Mount Olympus.

"You really are very beautiful, Catherine!" Lucilla said
honestly.

"I know," Catherine agreed. "ls it not fortunate?"

The days passed and the city was ready. It seemed as though
the whole place was surging with an excitement which in-
creased hourly like atidal wave.

But Lucilla's thoughts were preoccupied only by the man
who lay in the Pavilion.

There was no doubt that his body was growing stronger,
but his mind was ill lost and he was not conscious of any-
thing that went on around him.

Sometimes he opened his eyes and stared unseeingly at
the ceiling. At others he muttered and tossed, then muttered
again, but made no sense in what he said.

"It is the wound in his forehead," Josefina said. "It was
deep, and if we had been able to call a doctor perhaps he
would have done something for him."
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"Do you mean he will . .always be like this?" Lucilla
asked in alow voice.

"No, of course not, Senorita,” Josefina answered. "It is
just that it will take time. The brain is a strange thing - a
gift from God, and God can take it away."

Lucilla shivered and felt afraid.

Supposing Don Carlos never recovered normality. Sup-
posing he remained as he was now, hovering, at it were, in
ano-man's-land where no-one could reach him?

She would st by his bed every afternoon, usually aone,
while Josefina was busy with other things, and Pedro kept
guard in the garden outside. Then she prayed.

She would pray that Don Carlos would be himsdf again.

She wanted to see him as he looked in the portrait, proud
and imperious, looking at the world with hard, penetrating
eyes as if he sought something he had not yet found.

Lucilla had gone back day after day to look at the por-
trait to seeif it would tell her anything.

She did not know why, but she felt that it held a secret
which could help the real man. But the picture could not
speak and Don Carlos only murmured unintelligible words.

She had a feding that he was fighting a battle within
himsdf, though whether it was for survival or merely a
memory of something he had sought before he was wounded
she could not guess.

All she knew was that as she sat beside him she felt only
the God to whom she prayed could help him and otherwise
they were powerless.

Josefina and Pedro shaved him every day and his hands,
which had been so dirty thefirst time she had touched them,
were now clean.

He had long, thin fingers and square, filbert nails, hands
that were sensitive, hands that were aso, she thought, those
of aman who could be gentle.

She wished she knew more about him, but dared not ak
anyone.

What had he been like before the Revolution? He was
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obvioudy of importance, but she knew it would be unwise
to ask questions about the Spaniards whom everyone hated.
Besdes, all the people wanted to talk about was Bolivar and
Manuela

"Manuela Saenz is going to wear white," Catherine said
poutingly. "l asked her, and she told me she has chosen
it specially for the occasion. | must wear something
different.”

"But, Catherine, your gown is ready, and it is so beauti-
ful. You could not look more attractive."

"I am not going to look like another edition of Manuela
Saenz," Catherine said angrily. "1 want blue, pink, a green
gown, anything rather than white! Otherwise how shall |
stand out from the crowd?"

"You will stand out anyway," Lucilla said consolingly.
"No-one will look as beautiful asyou with your fair hair and
blue eyes, Catherine. Surely you redlise that?"

Catherine was unconvinced and Lucilla continued:

"They will notice your face, your hair - your gown will
not really be important.”

"I am not wearing white!" Catherine said sharply.

The dressmakers were brought back to the house and
Lucilla stood for hours appraising first this material, then
another until she could have cried.

Finaly it was realy a triumph of Lucillas diplomacy
that Catherine agreed to wear the gown that had already
been made, but she changed the camellias with which it was
trimmed to pink roses.

It was actually extremely successful, the roses accentuat-
ing even better than the camellias had done the whiteness
of Catherine's skin, the faint flush on her cheeks, the vivid
blue of her eyes.

"No-one can miss seeing me now!" she said triumphantly
when the gown was finished only afew hours before she was
ready to wear it.

The sky was vivid with bursting rockets and high on
Panecillo, the hill that dominated the centre of the city,
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cannons boomed and the thunder of the salute seemed to
shake even the clouds hanging over the peaks.

All the Church-bells were ringing in a clarion of exulta
tion and the crowds in the street, jostling and fighting for a
place of advantage, were being pushed back by the soldiers
to clear the cobbled centre for the arrival of the Liberator.

Standing at the back of the balcony of Juan de Larrea’s
house which was the finest in Quito, Lucilla looked down
and thought she had never seen such a strange throng or so
much confusion.

Even after days of feverish preparation there were dill
things left undone, and people were struggling at the very
last minute to add to the arches of triumph which spanned
the roadway at intervals or to place more flags and flowers
in the windows and balconies of the houses.

The Republican troops were all wearing new green uni-
forms, and they had been drilled and marched until Lucilla
felt their heads must be buzzing with the various orders that
had been given.

All aong the route that General Bolivar was to take were
groups of little Indian girls dressed as multi-coloured angels
holding baskets of rose-petals with which they were to
shower the hero when he appeared.

There were brass bands which could hardly make them-
sdlves heard above the noise, the laughter and the cheers of
the crowd.

There were Republican flags everywhere flying from
every Church, and from the houses whose balconies blazed
with the colours of red, blue and gold.

To add to the noise there were the cries of merchants
sdling tri-coloured cockades to put in men's hats and rib-
bons to hang in the pig-tails of Indians, as well as patriotic
songs which had been printed specially for the occasion.

On the balcony which contained the most important
ladies and gentlemen of Quito Manuela Saenz was looking
breathtakingly beautiful.

Her afternoon gown was of white lawn trimmed with
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dlver. It was cut so low that when she bent over the balcony
Lucilla felt embarrassed.

Across her shoulder she wore a red and white moire sash
which held the gold Order of the Sun, and that was some-
thing over which Catherine could not rival her.

It would be difficult, Lucilla thought, for any two women
to look more different and yet both be so beautiful.

Manuela Saenz's dark hair and flashing eyes seemed to
hold a unique lovdiness until one looked at Catherine's
pink, gold and blue beauty which made her seem like an
angel from one of the gold-decorated Churches.

"How could the General fail to admire her?" Lucilla
asked hersdlf.

Even as she thought about him a rider came galloping
down the street shouting:

"He is here! He is here! He is coming - the Liberator
- the General! Heis here!"

He tore past the houses and now everyone was pushing
and fighting to bein the front row.

The Indian angels clutched their rose-petals in hot hands
and the nuns who were looking after them crossed them-
sves and murmured : "Thanks be to God, blessed be the
Virgin Mary!"

Now the whole city seemed to ring with one name:
"Bolivar! Bolivar!"

It was impossible to hear the bands, the Church-bells, or
anything but the cry which rosein thethin air.

Bending forward Lucilla could see a Squadron of Lancers
advancing down the street.

They drew up in single file on either side of the road,
then in the midst of the brilliantly uniformed troops a single
horseman came on alone.

It was General Bolivar riding his favourite white horse.

The animal was fidgeting and dancing imperioudly, and
now for the first time Lucilla could see the man who, at the
age of thirty-nine, had changed, conquered and liberated
the New World.
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Just for a moment she was disappointed. She had expected
him to be larger, a bigger man in every way, but she could
see he was short.

Then as he bowed to the cheers and cries, as he was en-
veloped with the pink rose-petals, he seemed to grow in
stature and she was conscious only of his deep-set black
eyes, his charming, flashing smile and white teeth beneath
a smdl moustache.

It was obvious that he had modelled himsdf on his hero,
Napoleon.

In contrast to his Staff Officers who blazed with gold
braid and medals, he wore only a plain, high-collared tunic
with asingle medal and trousers of white doe-skin.

As he drew nearer to Lucilla he seemed to exude the
power, the ambition and the authority which had brought
him to triumph and which had made him one of the most
outstanding figuresin the whole world.

She could sense his genius, his vision, his imagination,
the brilliant strategy that had made him victorious, and
somehow she fdt she could understand too his amazing
ability to make other men follow him and to inspire them
with hisown ideals.

"Bolivar! Bolivar!"

The people in the plaza were going mad with excitement
and the little girls in their angel costumes now ran before
him scattering their petals. From al the balconies flowers
cascaded down and wreaths of laurel festooned with the
colours of the Gran Colombia fell at the feet of the white
horse.

Just ahead of the General was the great Square where
the fathers of the city were gathered to extend to him in
pompous, long-sentenced speeches, the offidd welcome.

There were also sx beautiful girls waiting to crown him
with a wreath of laurel leaves, sparkling with a brooch of
diamonds.

The Genera glanced behind him and reined in his horse
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to allow the long line of uniformed horsemen coming be-
hind him four-abreast to catch up with him.

Their drawn sabres were flashing in the sun and as he
waited he glanced at the Larreas' balcony.

Lucilla saw both Catherine and Manuela lean forward in
a sudden excitement.

Then as they both cried out his name, their red lips mov-
ing in unison, Manuela Saenz picked up alaurel wreath and
tossed it towards him.

It should have fallen at his feet but instead the wreath
swung in the air and struck him on the side of the face.

The General's eyes flashed in sudden anger.

He raised his head furioudy towards the culprit.

He saw her, her dark eyes wide and frightened, a flush
that stained the alabaster of her skin, her hands pressed in
sudden anguish against her breast where hung the golden
emblem of the Sun.

"Forgive me!"

He could not hear the words, but he saw her lips move,
then he smiled and bowed.

General Simon Bolivar, the Liberator, had met for the
fird time Manuela Saenz!



3

Not until she went up to dress for dinner did Lucilla think
of her own gown.

She had been so busy these past few days with Catherine
agitating over hers, and worrying about Don Carlos, that
only as she finished her bath that the maids had arranged
for her did she wonder what she should wear.

All the clothes she had brought from England were hang-
ing in a large dark wood wardrobe which covered amost
entirely one side of the room.

Lucilla had not nearly enough clothes to fill it, and wrap-
ped in a bath-towel she pulled open the doors and looked
at the gownswhich hung there.

There was not a large number of them, most of them
having been handed down at one time or another when
Catherine got bored with them and altered skilfully by
Lucilla to suit her slimmer figure and her own style.

This usually meant removing a large number of the trim-
mings with which Catherine liked to ornament al her
clothes.

There was not, Lucilla thought, very much to choose
from, when she saw at the far end of the row a gown which
Catherine had given her at Christmas-time, surprisingly new
and unworn.

Catherine had bought it in Bond Street in the daytime
and had only redised later that by candlelight the colour
faded from what she had thought was a vivid blue into
something softer and not so obvious.

As she looked at it Lucilla thought it was the colour of
the potato flowers which covered so much of the ground in
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Ecuador, and with a smile she decided that nothing could
be more appropriate.

Of soft gauze the pale blue-grey was in fact extremely
becoming to Lucilla's rather unusual looks.

It was, however, not surprising that few people noticed
her when Catherine was in the room. It was rather like put-
ting a very delicate, skilfully executed miniature beside a
picture by Rubens and asking which would catch the eye.

Lucilla had delicate bones and only a connoisseur of
beauty would have noticed the exquisite manner in which
her head was set on her long neck, the straight line of her
small nose and the sensitive curve of her mouth, unlike
Catherine's full, pouting, sensual lips.

But what dominated her face, which she saw herself as
she looked at her reflection in the mirror, were her large
grey eyes, usualy worried and alittle anxious.

They were worried now as she finished dressing. She was
wondering if her father would think her smart enough for
the occasion, knowing that in her wardrobe she had nothing
better or more spectacular.

She had the feeling that he would expect her because she
was young to wear white; moreover, white was the fashion-
able colour, as both Catherine and Manuela Saenz knew,
amongst the ladies who were to grace the Victory Ball.

"Nobody will notice me," Lucilla told herself, then had
the sudden ideathat she would visit Don Carlos.

All day long the household had been preparing for the
dinner-party which Sir John Cunningham was giving before
the Ball.

Everyone he had invited had been only too pleased to
accept, and they were to seat twenty-four in the long, im-
pressive Dining-Room where the Spanish Vice-President
had entertained in Royal fashion.

Lucilla's father was determined not to be outdone and he
provided the best wine, having admonished Lucilla that she
must spare no expense and ingenuity in contriving dishes
that everyone would appreciate.
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She had done her best to carry out his orders and knew
that it would be too late now to make any alterations. She
was a wise enough housekeeper to know that the most im-
portant thing at this stage was to keep away from the kit-
chen. She therefore had a few moments in which it would be
possible to dlip across the garden to the Pavilion to look at
Don Carlos.

He had seemed a little better when she had visited him
that morning. The lines of pain were lighter on his face and
Pedro said he had not been so restless during the night.

She also thought whimsically that she would show him
her gown. At least he would not be able to criticize as she
had the feeling other people might do.

She arranged her hair without the elaborate curls that
Catherine affected and her only jewellery was a very small
string of pearls which had belonged to her mother.

She slipped out of the garden-door and immediately her
eyes went to the mountains which glowed golden with the
rays of the setting sun.

The skies in Ecuador were a continual delight. It was
gtill warm, the air was mellow, and there was no suggestion
yet of the bitter chill that would come with darkness.

Lucilla moved through the flowers and reached the Pavi-
lion.

Everything was looking much tidier and cleaner than it
had when she had first discovered it and she knew that
Pedro found it necessary to work as near to his patient as
possible.

She had a glimpse of him in the field beyond the garden
and thought perhaps Francisca had asked at the last
moment for more potatoes, being something she was in the
habit of doing.

Josefina was in the house supervising the arrangements
for dinner in the Dining-Room.

They had engaged extra servants for the dinner-party
and she would be, Lucilla knew, instructing them in their
duties.

50



She opened the door of the Pavilion.

Don Carlos was lying on the floor. The sunset filled the
room with a golden light and there was a large vase of pink
roses by him which Lucilla had picked and placed on a
small table she had sent over from the house.

There was quite a lot of furniture now in the Pavilion,
a chest to hold the bandages and other things that were
required for dressing Don Carlos's wounds, a rug to cover
the floor, a comfortable chair, as well as several upright
ones.

No-one would miss what was here as Lucilla knew that
neither her father nor Catherine had been interested enough
to ingpect every room in the house.

Almost every day she would move over something else
which she thought would make the Pavilion more comfort-
able.

The low easy-chair was near the mattresses - there were
three of them now - on which Don Carlos lay, and Lucilla
sa down on the edge of it tolook at him.

It seemed to her that she always saw his face even when
he was not there. It still had the power to move her, as it
had done the first time she had seen his portrait.

She could not explain what she felt or why he affected her
differently from any other man, and yet she knew he did.

She sat looking at him as she did so often, just looking,
her hands in her lap, her eyes on his face.

Suddenly, unexpectedly, as if she called him, he turned
towards her and his eyes opened.

She was so surprised, so astonished that she could only
hold her breath.

"Where-am-1?"

The words came from his lips in a low, deep tone, and
yet they were clear.

With an effort Lucilla dropped to her knees.

"You are safe," she said quietly. "Quite safe."

He looked at her with the dark eyes that she remembered
so well from his portrait, but she was not certain whether
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he saw her. She felt it must be hard for him to focus his
sight after being unconscious for so long.

Then he repeated her last word: "Safe?' and it was a
question.

"Quite safe," she said. "Go to sleep. Y ou will fed better
in the morning."

She put out her hand and touched his forehead where
there was no bandage. It was cool, not hot with the fever
asit had been for so long.

She felt that her words reassured him.

He shut his eyes, then aimost like a child turned his face
to cuddle it against the pillow.

Lucilla was conscious that her heart was beating frantic-
aly.

She knelt beside him for along time, knowing that he was
fast asdleep and would not speak again.

But she had to go.

She went out of the Pavilion and looked for Pedro.

He was coming back from the field carrying, as she ex-
pected, a basket filled with potatoes.

"The Senor has awakened, Pedro, he spoke to me."

"Then he is better, Senorita."

"Yes, he is better," Lucilla agreed. "Stay with him, do
not leave him, if you can help it."

"1 will be with him, Senorita, you can trust me."

"Thank you, Pedro."

She ran back to the house, afraid that her father, or
worse gtill Catherine, might have noticed her absence.

But they were both till in their bedrooms and by the
time they came downstairs Lucilla's breathing had become
normal and her heart was not beating so violently.

It was agonising to have to sit through the dinner-party
making polite conversation with the gentlemen on either
side of her, knowing she would have no chance of slipping
away to see Don Carlos again.

She would also have to leave with the others for the
Larrea Mansion where the Victory Ball was to take place.
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When Lucilla had left the balcony after watching the
triumphant arrival of General Bolivar she had noticed the
preparations that were being made for the evening.

She was glad that it was the Larreas and not themselves
who had to cope with such large numbers.

There were carriages and sedan chairs to carry the ladies
in the Cunningham party to the Larrea Mansion, but the
men walked accompanied by footmen carrying flaming
torches to guide them through the unlighted cobble-stoned
streets.

Outside the Larrea Mansion there was a profusion of
Indian lackeys wearing a spectacular livery and knee-
breeches which looked strange to English eyes considering
they were at the same time barefooted.

The doorway of the Mansion was very impressive with
the family coat of arms carved over itin stone.

Inside every room was flooded with light and the music
of an orchestra came to the guests ears as soon as they
reached the patio.

There amongst the usual riot of flowerswhich scented the
atmosphere there was a stone fountain of a cupid embracing
alarge swan. Thejet of water rising from the swan's beak
towards the sky was shimmering gold in the lights.

Lucilla, following closely behind her father, joined the
crowd of distinguished guests climbing the wide stone stair-
case to the second floor.

All the young women were dressed in the latest fashion
that she had seen before she left London.

Their shoulders were bared as was the vogue from Paris,
their gowns moulded their high breasts, the hems of the
dresses were ornamented with lace and flowers, feathers, or
silver and gold embroidery.

It was a pretty fashion despite the fact that; some of the
decolletages were daringly low.

Many of the Dowagers who till clung to their giff bro-
cades and powdered wigs looked like ghosts from another
century.
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The young men wore the tight trousers, strapped under
polished boots, that George IV when he was Prince Regent
had brought into fashion in England. With their side-burns
and hair cut in the 'wind-swept' style they might have step-
ped out of aClubin St James's Street.

Lucilla had peeped into the Bail-Room during the after-
noon when she had gone upstairs to the balcony to see the
General'sarrival.

It was a huge room, long and wide with tall lattice win-
dows and a huge crystal chandelier in which hundreds of
candlesglowed.

The polished floor was cleared for dancing but at the end
of the Bail-Room there had been erected a canopy of tri-
coloured silk under which Lucillaguessed the General would
stand for the presentations.

He was there, as she expected, and as she followed her
father into the room she saw that unlike the simple uniform
he had worn for his arrival he was now wearing a red mili-
tary jacket, heavily braided with gold, and on his epaulettes
were three golden stars.

He stood on the dais and, as she was to learn later, his
polished black boots had extra high heels so that he gave an
impression of height which she had felt was lacking when
she saw him rideinto the city.

As she waited to be presented Lucilla thought she could
understand why women found him so wildly attractive.

He was not exactly handsome, but there was something
fascinating about his face and as she had thought when she
saw him first, it was his eyes, deep-set, penetratingly black
which were irresistible, and his smile that was so captivating.

There was also something in his bearing, a courtliness,
gallantry and a hint of virility that was inescapable.

If the gossips were to be believed women were as neces-
sary to him as food and he could not do without them.

Everyone whispered of those he had loved and who in-
evitably had loved him.

There had been one who had ridden beside him, Lucilla
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was told, through all the terrible campaigns in the Llanos,
and there were so many others - Fanny, lsabel, Anita,
Bernardina - that it was difficult to believe that with so
many affaires decoeur he had time for war.

"1f | have heard so much about him," Lucillatold her-
«f, "Catherinewill have heard much more."

She knew that her sister was trembling with excitement
at the thought of meeting the great Liberator.

Indeed, she had talked of nothing else for the past two
weeks and now Sir John was presenting her she was very
conscious of her looks, sure of her attractions.

"Your Excellency! May | present my daughter,
Catherine.”

General Bolivar took Catherine's hand as she curtsied
and looked at her with undisguised admiration.

He was always searching for beauty in women and made
no attempt to hide his interest.

For a moment he looked into Catherine's eyes, until she
was forced to move away as Sir John presented Lucilla.

"My younger daughter, Y our Excellency!"

Lucilla felt his hand clasp hers and he smiled as he had
done before, but she knew it was automatic, the courtesy
and good manners of a man who had been taught in the
Courts of Europe.

They moved away and othersfollowed them.

The dancing began and immediately Catherine was be-
seged by a crowd of gentlemen eager to be her partner.

Some of them were the General's Staff Officers, handsome
young leaders of the foreign contingent dressed in uniforms
of dark green with cuffs and lapels edged in gold.

Lucilla heard there were a number of Englishmen
amongst them, and they demanded dances from Catherine
asif they considered it their right.

One of them, a man called Charles Sowerby from Buck-
inghamshire, asked L ucillato dancewith him.

She rose eagerly, anxious not so much to dance as to talk
to him.
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"It issurprising to find you here," he said.

"l might say the same," she replied.

He laughed.

"My reason is because | am addicted to war."

"1 find that difficult to understand.”

"There is nothing more exciting, more thrilling."

As they danced she learnt he had fought in Russia with
Napoleon's Legions at Borodino and was prepared to follow
General Bolivar wherever he might lead.

"Y ouadmirehim?" Lucillaasked.

"He is magnificent! The finest soldier in the world and
the most delightful man to be with."

Lucilla was sad when the dance came to an end.

Charles Sowerby, who was a Colonel, introduced her to a
Captain Hallowes from Kent, and he in his turn to a Daniel
O'Leary from Belfast who had been on General Bolivar's
staff since he was nineteen.

It was Captain O'Leary, Lucillalearnt, who had carried
the white flag to the Royalist lines during the battle at Quito
and demanded their surrender.

He was only twenty-two, but she felt that age was not
important when these young men had lived so fully, so
violently.

They had risked their lives a thousand times, not only
from the Spanish guns but also from the weather, the heights
of the Andes, from malaria, dysentry, smallpox and
the privations that were inevitable for an Army on the
march.

Lucilla would have liked to have met Field-Marshal
Antonia de Sucre but he was greatly in demand among the
ladies who could not catch the eye of the Liberator.

He had a delicate, sensitive face and wore huge sde-
burns as if he wished to make himself look tough and aggres-
sive.

He had left his University in Venezuela at sixteen to fight
with Bolivar's guerillas and was now the greatest and most
successful General of the Revolution.
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He had never logt a battle, he was quiet, fastidious, and
at the moment very much in love with Mariana, the lovely
daughter of the Marquis de Solanda.

Lucilla could not help wondering as she moved around
the Bail-Room under the candlelight what these men would
sy to her if they knew she was harbouring one of their
enemies.

It was easy to say, as her father did, that he was not
concerned in the wars or the politics of other countries but
only with his business.

Y et because so many English were serving under General
Bolivar and while her sympathies were undoubtedly with
the Revolutionaries, Lucilla felt guilty that she was hiding
from them a man who had killed their comrades.

The Victory Ball was warming up, the wine was flowing
and the voices and laughter were rising, when Lucilla saw
Manuela Saenz arrive.

She wore, as Catherine had predicted, a white organdie
gown with a high waist and an even lower decolletage than
she had daringly exhibited in the afternoon.

Once again there was the red and white moire ribbon
over one shoulder, engraved with its motto : Al patriotismo
de Mas Sensibles. And under her left breast glittered the
Order of the Sun.

She looked lovely, her skin translucent in the candlelight,
a flush on her cheeks, her hair braided like a tiara and
decorated with white flowers.

The host of the evening, Senor Juan de Larrea, hurried
forward to greet her.

It was on his arm that she was led up to the dais where
General Bolivar still stood receiving the late-comers.

Lucilla was standing near enough to hear Senor Larrea
say:

"Your Excellency, may | present la Senora Manuela
Saenz de Thorne?"

Manuela curtsied and the General took her hand and
kissed it.
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Then it seemed to Lucilla as he looked down into her eyes
that they were both very still.

She did not know why, but almost perceptibly she felt
that something strange was happening.

It was like seeing a stone thrown into a deep pool of
water and watching the ripples move out, widening, ever
widening until they reached infinity.

The General said something in such alow voice she could
not hear it, then Manuelamoved away, but L ucillawas sure
that something had happened.

Later in the evening she saw them dancing together. The
General had already danced with Catherine and she had
noted the excitement and the look in her sister's eyes as she
flirted with him provocatively.

But he had not asked her again and now he was dancing
with Manuela Saenz and there was clearly no question of
his abandoning her for another partner.

They danced together continuously. They were ailmost the
same height and there was something not only rhythmic but
amost feline in the manner in which they moved sensuously
like two panthers round and round the Bail-Room floor.

Lucillawatched them.

She felt there was an affinity between them and there was
alook in the General's dark eyes that told her she was not
mistaken.

Sir John Cunningham did not wish to stay late. He had
aways hated late parties and, although it was impossible
to persuade Catherine to leave, Lucilla obedient to his sug-
gestion joined him as he walked downstairs.

It was not yet one o'clock and the Ball was at its height,
and yet she did not mind leaving.

She had enjoyed herself and it had been delightful to meet
so many Englishmen. At the same time she was quite ready
to go home.

All the evening at the back of her mind had been the
thought of Don Carlos.

She wondered if he had spoken to Pedro and she knew
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that actually she was longing to be beside him, to hear his
voice for the first time speaking sense.

"A good party!" Sir John said as they reached home,
"but al parties are inclined to go on toolong."

"l agree with you, Papa.”

"l doubt whether the Larreas will get much slegp to-
night, or your sister for that matter,” Sir John said.

Lucilla did not kiss him. He never expected it, and she
knew that although he was being pleasant enough to her
to-night he really disliked her and could never look at her
without thinking that she should have been a boy.

"Good night, Lucilla."

Sir John went into his bedroom and shut the door firmly
behind him.

His valet, whom Lucilla had engaged for him, would be
waiting for him, but there was no-onewaiting for her in her
bedroom.

She did not need anyone. Besides it always embarrassed
her to think that she was keeping someone waiting and
therefore the sooner she went to bed the better.

Josefina had left a candle alight by her bed and as Lucilla
walked towards it to take it to the dressing-table a sudden
thought came to her.

It was a revolutionary idea: Lucilla had never in her
quiet, sheltered life thought of going out alone or indeed
doing anything so outrageous as she was thinking of doing
at this moment.

Then resolutely she opened her bedroom door very quietly
and slipped down the stairs.

The court-yard and the passages were in darkness, but
she found her way without difficulty to the garden-door and
went through it into the garden.

There was enough light from the stars overhead for her to
se her way and the white Pavilion glowed like a pearl.

There was no light coming from the windows because on
Lucilla's orders Pedro had repaired the wooden shutters.
Though it was unlikely that anyone would see it from the
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house, it would be a mistake to take chances and a gleaming
golden light in the darkness might arouse curiosity.

Lucilla opened the door.

As she had expected there was one candle standing on a
small table by Don Carlos's bedside and Pedro wrapped in
his poncho was asleep in a corner of the room.

He dept as the Indians always did doubled up like a
pocket knife, his poncho covering him like a tent, his head
with his wide brimmed hat on it tipped forward so that he
looked more like abundle than a man.

He did not move as she entered and she went quietly to
the side of the bed.

She knelt down.

Don Carlos was adeep as he had been when she left him.

She put out her hand to touch his forehead and as she
did so he opened hiseyes.

"Y ou areawake?"

It was a foolish question but it came to her lips auto-
matically.

"Who-are-you?"

His words came slowly, but then she saw a gleam of
recognition as he said:

"l have - seen you - before. You came in - here and -
found me - hiding."

Lucilla smiled.

"Y ou told me you were dead, but you see, after al, you
are alive."

"Why?"

"Because we have nursed you. Y ou were badly wounded,
but now you will not die."

"Y ou are - not Spanish ?"

"No, | am English."

"English?" Helooked surprised.

His eyes were on her face and he seemed to be thinking.
Then he said:

"Why do you not give me over to the Patriots ?"

"There has been enough killing, and | hatewar!"
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"l understand, and | am grateful. What is your name?"

"Lucilla . . Lucilla Cunningham. My father has rented
this house while we are herein Quito."

He seemed to lose interest, but after a moment he said:

"How soon can | get up ?"

"Not yet," Lucillasaid quickly. "Thewound in your thigh
isbad - so is the one on your forehead."

"How long have | been here?"

"Three weeks."

"Itisimpossible!"

"Itisvery possible. Y ou were near death."

He looked away from her frowning.

"There is nothing you can do," Lucilla said quickly,
"except stay here. No-one knows you are here and Pedro,
who is the gardener, looks after you when | cannot come to
you."

"Who else knows | am here ?"

"No-one, except Josefina, Pedro's sister, who is a servant
in the house."

This seemed to satisfy him and after a moment he said :

"I am thirsty."

Lucilla reached for the fruit juice called maranjilla that
Josefina had prepared for him.

It had, she thought, a delicious taste that was something
between a peach and alemon. It quenched the thirst better
than anything else she had ever tried.

She put her hand behind his head and lifted him very
carefully.

It gave her astrange feeling.

She had tended to him often enough while he was uncon-
scious, but then she had felt he was only a patient, someone
who was suffering and who needed her care even as a child
might have done.

Now, since she had been talking to him, he had become a

an, a man whose portrait had disturbed her strangely, a
man who for some unaccountable reason made her heart
beat frantically in her breast and her lips fed dry.
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He drank and then as if the effort had been too much
for him he shut his eyes.

"Thank - you," he managed to say and she lowered him
onto the pillow.

He lay there without moving and after a moment or so
she redlised he had fallen asleep again.

"Heisvery weak," shetold herself.

She put down the glass which contained the fruit juice,
then as she turned her head she saw that Pedro was awake.

"If he wakes again, Pedro," she said in a whisper, "give
the Senor some soup.”

She knew that Josefina every night left hot soup in a hay-
basket so that Pedro could feed Don Carlos if he was restless
and thirsty.

Pedro nodded.

He did not move and Lucilla knew he was keeping till
so as not to disturb Don Carlos.

She rose to her feet and looked down on the sleeping man,
then turning went from the Pavilion and back towards the
house.

In the morning quite a number of ladies dropped in for a
cup of coffee.

They came to talk to Catherine, but as she was not awake
they sat down in the court-yard with Lucilla and gossiped
as if they could not prevent themselves from talking or tell-
ing what they had come to say.

It started inevitably with the General and ended with
Manuela.

They took a little time to come to the point, but there
was no mistaking that tit-bit of gossip which they had to
impart, or the fact that everyone in Quito was quite con-
vinced that Manuela Saenz had spent the night in the
General's arms.

They had had supper together, then they had returned to
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the Bali-Room to dance with no-one but each other, until
finally they had left together.

It was almost impossible for anything in Quito to happen
without everyone being aware of it, and Lucilla was certain
that the servants at the Presidential Palace where Simon
Bolivar stayed were only too ready to talk, even without
being bribed to do so.

"She was always the same, running off when she was
seventeen from the Convent. Think of it - even the nuns
could not contain her! And they say that after she was
married her lover joined her in Limawhen her husband was
away."

"What can one expect?' the ladies shrugged their
shoulders, "of someone who is illegitimate - whose mother
was no better than she should be ?"

They might dismiss Manuela with scathing words. At the
same time they were furious.

She had captured the hero of the moment, the man for
whom all Quito was en fete, and they were quite convinced
that she would be shameless about it and cock-a-hoop at
their expense.

When Catherine eventually came downstairs she was just
asincensed as the ladies of Quito.

"It was disgusting!" she said. "That woman completely
monopolised him, and | know he wanted to dance with me
again. In fact he said so, but she clung to him, making an
exhibition of herself, and he would be too polite to tell her
to behave."

Lucilla refrained from saying that she was sure General
Bolivar would do nothing he did not wish to do. She remem-
bered that glance she had seen when Manuela was pre-
sented. Something had flashed between them that was in-
definable, and yet inevitable.

It was as if, she thought, two souls who were destined for
each other, had met across eternity, and there was nothing
that anyone could do about it.

But she was forced to listen to Catherine being spiteful
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with the pique of a woman who felt she had been dlighted,
until finally more ladies arrived all anxious to gossip, to
repeat over and over again :

"Like mother, like daughter! What else can you expect
from a bastard ?"

Catherine being occupied for the moment at any rate in
decrying Manuela, Lucilla sought out Josefina, knowing she
had been at the Pavilion.

"How ishe?" she asked in alow voice.

"Better, Senorita, much better, but very cross when his
wounds were dressed, and like all men raring to be back on
his feet before it is possible."

"He must not move too quickly."

"He could not do so anyhow," Josefina said. "After all,
he has no clothes!”

Lucillalaughed.

"So we have the whip-hand!"

"The Senor has a long way to go before he is well,"
Josefina said seriously. "He may now be able to think and
speak again, but the wound in his head is deep, and it would
be impossible for him to walk without his thigh bleeding."

"Then make that clear to him," Lucillasaid.

She was unable to say any more because her father was
calling her and it was not until the siesta that she could
escape to the garden.

As she neared the Pavilion she felt her heart beating
excitedly and she knew that she looked forward to seeing
Don Carlos more than she had ever looked forward to any-
thing in her whole life.

Pedro was working outside, so he was alone in the Pavi-
lion.

As Lucilla entered the little room he was lying with his
eyes closed, but he opened them immediately he heard her
comein.

She sat down in the low chair.

"How do you feel this morning?"

"Much better! Josefinatells me you saved my life."
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"l think Josefina did that. She dressed your wounds and
used the mulli resin of the Incas. We had nothing else with
which to treat you."

"You might easily have handed me over to the auth-
orities."

"As | have told you, although you may not remember it,
| hatewar."

"l suppose most women feel the same."

He was speaking slowly and she had the feeling that he
gtill had to feel for his words, almost as if his head was full
of clouds.

"You must not talk too much," she said gently. "Take
things easily, and once you are really well again we will
smuggle you out of the city and you can find your friends."

"You are very kind to me. But | have afeeling you would
get into troubleif it was known what you are doing."

"No-one will know," Lucillasaid confidently.

His eyes searched her face, then after amoment he asked :

"Do you know who | am ?"

She nodded.

"How did you know? Were there any papers in my
pockets?"

"Pedro buried your uniform," Lucilla said. "There was
nothing elsewe could do with it."

She thought there was an expression of annoyance on his
face, and she said quickly:

"I knew who you were because of the portrait in the
house."

"Portrait ?* he questioned.

"It hangs beside that of the President - Genera
Aymerich."

Don Carlos smiled.

"Of course! | remember having it done. It was an in-
fernal nuisance, but | could not very well refuse."

"Itisvery likeyou."

"l never saw it finished."

He spoke carelessly.
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It was like him, Lucilla thought. At the same time she
wondered if perhaps the coldness in his eyes, and his look of
disdain was because he hated being painted.

"Why are you in Quito ?" he enquired.

For a moment Lucilla hesitated, wondering whether to
tell him the truth. Then she said :

"My father came with a ship-load of muskets and guns
to sell to the Spaniards.”

"Andnow?"

"They are still inthe Port of Guayaquil."

"The Spaniards would be pleased to have them."

"And so would the Patriots," Lucilla said quickly, "but
it all depends upon who has the money to pay for them."”

Don Carlos's lips tightened and she thought he was going
to say that on no account must the Patriots have the guns.
Then he said:

"Were there many weapons captured in the battle?"

"Yes."

"How many?"

Lucilla hesitated because she thought it would upset him
to know the truth.

"l want to know," he said positively.

"After three Spanish companies had been destroyed, the
rest broke and fled to the City."

She could not look at him as she added:

"General Aymerich surrendered ..."

There was silence and then as Lucilla knew he was wait-
ing she continued:

"About two thousand prisoners, fourteen pieces of artil-
lery, seventeen hundred muskets and all his ammunition and
stores."

"And there were many killed?"

"The hospitals are full."

There was silence and she wondered what he was think-
ing. After amoment he said surprisingly:

"Tell me about yourself."

"There is very little to tell," Lucilla answered. "My
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mother is dead. My father brought my sister to South
America thinking she would have an amusing timein Lima
because heisafriend of theViceroy."

"Limaisinthe hands of the Patriots.”

"Yes .. but we did not know that when we left England.”

" Soyou came here."

"My sister is very beautiful. She is having a great suc-
cess."

"Even though there are no dashing Spaniards to squire
her?"

"There are quite a number of other men in Quito."”

Lucilla wondered whether she should tell him about the
Victory Ball and the Reception for General Bolivar, then
she decided against it.

It might excite, or worse still, frighten him to know that
he was surrounded by enemies. It was better not to mention
such a thing and she realised that Josefina had not given
him the information during the morning and that she had
been wise not to do so.

The most important thing after a wound in the head was,
Lucilla knew, for the patient to keep as quiet as possible.
Any type of shock might prove disastrous.

Although she longed to stay she said quietly:

"l am going to leave you now. Y ou know as well as 1 do
that you must sleep; you should talk as little as possible.”

"l feel very tired."

"Y ou will do so for along time, but you will get better.
You are strong. Josefina says she has never known a man
with such a strong body as yours.”

As she spoke L ucillablushed.

She had not meant to repeat what Josefina had said to
her, but she had said it instinctively to cheer him up and
comfort him. Now she thought it had been immodest to speak
to a man about his body and the blush burnt its way up
her cheeksto her grey eyes.

"Shall | tell you how grateful | am?" Don Carlos asked,
"or shall | wait until 1 am better?"
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"Wait until you are better,” Lucilla answered. "Then
perhapsyou will fedl it isunnecessary."

"l shall never fed that. | know how much | owe you."

There was a note in his voice which made her blush
again.

She rose to move towards the door. When she reached it
she looked back and saw hewas still watching her.

'Adios,’ she said with alittle smile and left him.

L ater she spoke to Josefina.

"Y ou did not tell the Senor about the victory celebrations.
I think that was wise of you. | am sure it would worry him,
and he must be very quiet.”

'That is what | thought, Senorita,’ Josefina said. "He
must not move whatever happens, and if he had known that
the General washere ..."

She stopped and L ucillasaid quickly:

"You are right . . absolutely right to say nothing. |
thought the same. And you have told Pedro not to speak of
it?"

"Pedro never speaks of anything,” Josefina replied. "If
he talksit is of potatoes.”

Lucillalaughed. Then she added:

"When Don Carlos is well enough we shall have to find
some clothes for him. Perhaps it would be wise for him to
be dressed like Pedro and be smuggled out of the city."”

Josefina did not answer and thinking she heard someone
moving Lucillaleft her quickly, and went to find Catherine.

All day people had called to talk, talk and talk.

Some of the Officers with whom Catherine had danced
last night came in later in the evening and they related that
the General had all day been immersedin affairs of State.

"He is creating a new Order," Charles Sowerby said as
he sat in the Salon drinking Sir John's best wine.

He had come, Lucilla found, not to call on her, but to
see Catherine and there was no mistaking the admiration in
his eyes as he looked at her sister.

"What does that mean?" Catherine asked, not because
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she was interested but because she wanted to keep the atten-
tion on herself.

"It means the appointment of new Governors, new
Judges and new laws," Charles Sowerby replied. "I also
heard the General say he intended to reorganise the Treas-
ury. It is what he does in most countries he liberates, and
he often chooses new names for the streets.”

"There are far more important things than that," said
Daniel O'Leary who had arrived, annoyed to find Charles
Sowerby had got there before him.

"What sort of things?" Lucillaenquired.

"Money — quite simply — money," Daniel O'Leary ans-
wered. "As | left the Presidential Palace the City Fathers
were arguing with the General as to why they should give
up their silver plate."

"Does the General really intend to take that from them?"
Lucillaasked in surprise.

"He needs money," Daniel O'Leary answered. "It is only
a pity that we cannot melt down all the gold that covers the
Church walls. | have never seen anything like it, except in
Mexico."

"l thought General Bolivar was a very rich man,"
Catherine said almost petulantly.

"He was," Charles Sowerby replied, "but he has spent his
own money, a huge fortune, estimated at five million, on
war."

He saw that she looked surprised and explained:

"Soliders have to be paid, although they often have to
wait for it; uniforms to be provided, also guns, muskets,
horses, mules and, strange though it may seem, we all have
to eat."

"l never thought of that," Catherine said simply.

"There is no reason why you should," Charles Sowerby
said caressingly. "Y ou are too beautiful to bother your little
head with such mundane matters."

"Someone has to bother about them," Daniel O'Leary
said amost aggressively.
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"And that is what the General does," Lucillasmiled.

"He is fantastic,” Daniel O'Leary told her. "All day,
when he is not fighting, he paces up and down dictating to
three secretaries at once. They are in a state of collapse
and he complains to everyone that they cannot keep up with
him."

"He must have extraordinary energy!"

"He has! But he likes to think that no-one can do any-
thing except himself!"

"l expect that is true," Lucillasaid.

"He does not give us a chance," Daniel O'Leary re-
marked. "He has appointed Field-Marshal Sucre Military
Governor of the Province but in the end he will see to
everything himself — you mark my words!"

The two men talked for some time, then more people
arrived.

Soon there was quite a party taking place and Lucilla
was busy ordering more wine to be brought from the cellars,
hurrying to the kitchen to tell Franciscato prepare more of
the little delicacies and sweetmeats that were handed round
with the drinks.

Catherine was in her element, her eyes shining, her face
alight like alovely flower.

It was not surprising that none of the men present could
take their eyes from her and after a little while, knowing
that no-one would miss her, Lucilla slipped away.

It was hard to think of anything but the man in the little
white Pavilion who had come back to consciousness and
to whom she longed to talk even though she knew he must
rest.
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Don Carlos was better, but he was ill very weak from the
wound in his thigh and his eyes hurt him when he tried to
reed.

Lucilla knew that he should not talk too much, and she
therefore read to him the hours she spent with him during
thesiesta.

She chose books from the Library in the house which she
thought would be interesting without agitating him in any
way.

She avoided al those that had to do with war.

She discovered that like hersaf he was extremely interested
in art, and one day she took him a book she had brought
with her from England. It described the fine pictures to be
sen in Florence and the artists who had painted them.

She showed it to him and said:

"l will trandateittoyou, if you like."

"l can read English," he answered.

She gtared at him in astonishment.

"Why did you not tell me?"

"l did not see any need for it," he answered in her own
language. "Y ou speak perfect Spanish."

" Andyou spesk excellent English ! How isthat possible?’

He hesitated amoment before he said:

"l have been in England and - Scotland."”

"Andyou liked Scotland ?"

She fdt his answer was important.

"l thought it avery beautiful country."”

Lucillagavealittle sigh of relief.

"It is beautiful!" she said. "I would rather be in Scot-
land than anywhere d<se in the world. The mountains, the
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fir forests, the burns, the lochs somehow seem a part of me
but then | am Scottish."

Don Carlos smiled.

"The mountains are not as high as these here."

She realised hewas teasing her and said :

"Perhaps it is a good thing. When | think of the soldiers
fighting at such heights or having to cross the top of the
Andes | am appalled by their sufferings."

"Y ou are talking of the Patriots."

"l am told the Spaniards are also gathering high up or
the mountains."

He did not reply and quickly, because Lucilla did not
wish him to be troubled, she changed the subject.

They talked all the afternoon, but now they talked in
English which she found to her astonishment he could speak
amost perfectly.

She thought he must have been very well educated besides
having an aptitude for languages.

After this they nearly always conversed in her language
and she thought perhaps he was practising on her so that he
could become even more proficient than he was already.

When she sat in the little Pavilion reading to him or more
often than not keeping quiet while he fell asleep, she felt
that she stepped into another world.

It was a world where she was alone with one man, a
world that to her was like an island, quiet and sun-lit in the
midst of a stormy sea.

Outside Quito was in aturmoil.

Festivities were planned for General Bolivar every day,
but all that seemed to concern the gossips waswhat he did
after they ended.

By that time everyone knew that when he had finished his
long, exhausting consultations, the dozens of letters that he
dictated every day, and had received the reports that came
from all parts of South America, and the dinner-party or
reception of the evening was over, he sent for Manuela
Saenz.
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It was only when the city was quiet and the air was chill
from the snow on the mountains that the General sent his
red-haired body-guard Jose Palacios, who had been with
him since he was aboy, to Manuela's house.

The gossips of Quito said that he wrote to her in only
six words:

"Come to me! Come! Come now!"

How they knew this Lucilla had no idea and as a matter
of fact she only believed half they said, but whatever the
message she was convinced Manuela Saenz went to him.

So many people had seen her with their own eyes, moving
through the streets to the Presidential Palace, covered by a
large dark cloak, guided by Palacios's hurricane-lamp and
protected by his two huge dogs.

Because Lucilla was a young girl what happened in the
Palace was inferred rather than put into words.

Y et when she was alone she would remember those two
people making love in the great vast rooms where the Presi-
dent had ruled in State, and she found it difficult not to
think about them as the night passed.

It seemed to her, although she knew she was very ignorant
on the matter, that when two people loved each other the
pomp and circumstance, the rank and trappings of glory
were of no importance.

It was not the great General, the Liberator who had been
crowned with laurel leaves and diamonds, who held
Manuela Saenz in his arms, but a man - a man whose heart
had reached out to her heart and who needed her as she
needed him.

And when Manuelawas close beside him, loving him and
being loved, Lucilla felt that all the unhappiness and the
tumultuous scandals of her girlhood were forgotten.

The Convent from which she had been expelled, the lover
with whom she had run away, the dull, unimaginative man
to whom she was married, were none of them of any con-
sequence, al that mattered was love and the fire that blazed
between them like a burning furnace.
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Because she was rather shocked at herself for thinking
such things Lucilla felt she could never speak of the General
or Manuelato Don Carlos.

He would not understand, she thought, and she went
again to look at his portrait on the wall, wondering why
even now that she knew him, she felt there was some inner
reserve, some withdrawal into himsdlf.

Then unexpectedly, although there were many more
entertainments planned for him, General Bolivar left Quito.

Everyone expected Manuela to go with him, but instead,
immediately after he had gone, she started to make hersdlf
necessary to him by organising the provision of all that he
needed.

The gossips were astonished, having forgotten, if they
ever knew, that in Lima besides her secret carrying of sedi-
tious proclamations she had also organised the other women
who wished to help the Patriots.

With them she had collected money with which to build
ships. She had even managed to canvas from house to house
to obtain pesos to buy uniforms.

In Quito she set herself the same task, only now it was
more urgent, more important and closer to her heart.

She descended like a whirlwind on the ladies of Quito.
Every house was turned into a factory where both the noble
ladies and the Indian servants slaved at making uniforms
for thenew Army.

Manuela started a collection for money, jewels, gold and
silver plate, and every other type of valuable with which
she intended to finance General Bolivar's next campaign.

The ladies complained of her autocratic methods in not
only making them work but extorting from them treasures
which they did not wish to hand over.

"She actually blackmails people into producing jewels
and silver from their safes," they whispered.

They hated Manuela's slave Jonatas, a light-skinned
negress who they said learnt secrets from other servants,
which people wanted to keep hidden.
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Everyone knew that General Bolivar had gone to Guaya-
quil to meet General San Martin and it might easily end in
another battle.

It was said by those who trusted Bolivar that he would be
too clever for San Martin. In fact Lucilla learnt that he
had hurried south towards Guayaquil with all possible
speed, changing horses at every opportunity, because he
knew the advantage of the meeting would fall to him if he
arrived at Guayaquil first.

Lucillaremembered what the journey had been like when
she had driven from Guayaquil to Quito and she wondered
what the Liberator felt as he rode along the chain of breath-
taking, shining, snow-capped peaks with Chimborozo rising
to 21000 feet and showing its gleaming cone far above the
high rising clouds.

Then when she thought of General Bolivar she had an-
other thought to trouble her.

Her father had not finally clinched the deal over hisship-
load of fire-arms.

Lucilla knew without being told the reason why the cargo
had not by this time exchanged hands.

It was simply because General Bolivar had not the money
to pay and Sir John would not give him credit.

They had talked, in fact Sir John had gone to the Presi-
dential Palace not once but half-a-dozen times, in the week
before General Bolivar had |eft.

There was no doubt that the Patriots were desperate for
weapons. Even those which had been surrendered to them
at Quito were not enough, and besides, the General had
other Armies to think about, all of which were writing in-
cessantly for money, for provisions and for arms.

Because Lucilla was sensitive to other people's feelings
and because she listened to everything that was being said
around her, she knew that General Bolivar stood at the
cross-roads in his great and adventurous life.

It really depended on his first taking Guayaquil and then
consolidating the whole of Peru.
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Everything, in fact, had worked out successfully up to this
moment when, by his brilliant strategy, the Spaniards had
been driven North as he liberated one after another of the
South American countries.

For thirteen years General Bolivar had fought through
the mountains, the plains, the jungles, the deserts, and out
of it all had come at last the thing he had dreamed of — a
great Republic with already the provinces of Venezuela,
Panama and now Ecuador united into the Federation of
what he called Gran Colombia.

It was incredible that one man, even one with such
amazing energy and vision, should have achieved so much,
but there still remained a question-mark over Guayaquil.

Before he left General Bolivar had said quite openly:

"Whoever controls Guayaquil controls the whole of
Ecuador. The difficulty is that Peru claims it belongs to
them."

Lucilla longed to discuss such matters with Don Carlos,
but she knew it would be unwise.

For one thing she was afraid he might hate her for the
fact that her allegiance was now quite certainly with the
Patriots.

She might be English, she might, as her father said, be
officialy neutral but her whole heart and soul longed for
the Liberators to win and for the Spanish to be completely
and utterly beaten.

Y et how, she asked herself, could she reconcile such think-
ing with what she felt for Don Carlos?

She was not in fact quite certain what she did feel, she
only knew she wanted to be with him.

She wanted desperately for him to be well; at the same
time she could not face the thought that once he was well
he would leave and shewould never see him again.

She forced herself not to show any sign of the conflict
within her mind when she sat by his bedside and read to
him.

Sometimes they would discuss something she had said,
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but at others he would just lie still, looking at her with his
dark eyes until either she finished what she was reading or
he fell asleep.

Now, a week after the General had left, he was so much
better that he insisted on sitting up and Lucilla thought that
when no-onewas with him he tried to walk.

"How bad is the wound in his thigh?" she asked Josefina.

"It is nearly healed, Senorita' Josefina replied. "The
mulli has worked its usual miracle as it has healed from the
bottom. If we had had a doctor he would have put stitches,
many stitches into the wound, but the good God gave us
mulli and the magic in it has healed great warriors since the
beginning of time."

Lucilla knew she was thinking of the Incas and she won-
dered whether perhaps they had in fact known more than
modern science teaches.

After all it was Incas who had discovered quinine, which
cured malaria, potatoes and many fruits like the avocado
and strawberries.

All the precious cereals on which the Indians lived had
originally been grown by the Incas on the terraces which
they built up the sides of the mountains.

She talked about them to Don Carlos and she found he
knew so much about the ancient civilisation which had been
destroyed by the Spaniards that she was fascinated by what
he had to tell her.

"How could they have done anything so cruel, so wicked,
as to destroy such wonderful people?' she had asked.

Then she remembered that in saying 'they' she realy
meant 'you - the Spanish'.

"It was cruel," he agreed quietly, "cruel and quite un-
necessary. But you must remember that the first Spaniards
to come to this country were rough and uneducated men
who had been taught only to take life, never to preserve
it."

Lucilla felt that nothing could justify the way they had
behaved, but she did not say so aloud.
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"If your wounds start bleeding again you may be laid up
for weeks. Please be sensible.”

"1 have been sensible for along time."

"l know," Lucilla agreed. "I know it has been hard, but
therewas nothing else you could do."

"l could have died, except for you," he answered.

There was something in his voice that made her fed
embarrassed.

"Will you have another glass of wine?" she asked quickly.

"No, thank you," he replied. "I think if you will call
Pedro | will go back to bed. | had been walking up and
down before you came, strengthening my muscles, and | do
fed very tired."

Lucilla gave one quick look at him and hurried for Pedro.

When he was in bed she went back to the Pavilion.

He lay with closed eyes and she was not certain whether
hewas aseep or whether he did not wish to talk.

The uniform he had been wearing lay over a chair and
she wondered from where Josefina could have obtained it,
then thought she had doubtless stolen it or bribed another
servant to do so from the store of uniforms that Manuela
Saenz was building up in the Presidential Palace.

Every day the little socia factories in the grand houses
of Quito sent finished garments across the Square, vieing
with each other as to who could contribute the most to the
Army of Liberation.

A few days later Lucilla went to the Pavilion to find Don
Carlos up and dressed.

There was aso a soldier's pack on the floor which she had
not seen before, and she had the feeling as she entered that
he had been packing it with various things including sand-
wiches. One packet was still lying on the table.

She stood looking at him, then she said, hardly above a
whisper:
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"You are.. leaving?"

He nodded his head.

"Pedro is arranging for a horse to be waiting for me in
half an hour's time. It is best to leave now so that | can be
some way from Quito beforeit grows dark."

"Where are you going? How are you sure that your own
people will not shoot you dressed like that ?*

"That is a chance | have to take," he answered, "but at
least | will not be shot before | |eave the city."

He put the last packet of sandwiches into his pack and
st it down on a chair.

He had his Wellington boots on and he looked, Lucilla
thought, very tall and distinguished.

The green uniform suited him better than the blue and
gold in which she had first seen him, and quite as much as
the formal white tunic in which he had been painted.

He was dtill very thin, but the dark lines under his eyes
which came from pain had vanished, and she thought in
some ways he looked younger.

He opened a drawer of the chest and took out some money
which Lucilla knew Josefina had taken from the pockets of
his Spanish uniform before it was buried.

A little diffidently, but knowing she must say it, Lucilla
asked:

"Have you enough money? | could let you have some."

He smiled and it took the hardness from his face.

"l have taken so much from you already, Lucilla," he
said. "And | dtill have enough pride not to ask a woman
for money."

"l am offering it."

"l know that. But the answer isno."

"If you are deliberately depriving yourself through pride
it is very stupid of you," she said sharply. "This is a very
dangerous moment in your life, as you well know, and the
only thing that matters is that you should get to safety."

"To fight again - is that what you are suggesting?"

She drew in her breath.
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Instead she picked up the books she had brought with her
and placed them on a small bookcase which was another
new addition to the little Pavilion.

"How do you occupy your day When you are not with
me?" Don Carlos asked.

"l have my father's house to run,” Lucilla replied, "and
my sister, who is very beautiful, always wants new gowns
and is very rough with the ones she has already.”

"Y ou mean the young men with whom she dances are
rough,” Don Carlos said with asmile.

"That was the truth,” Lucillathought. "Catherine's laces
were always torn, her gauze skirts frayed at the bottom, the
delicate embroidery in need of repair, mainly because of the
new waltz which had just been introduced from Europe."

"1 would likeyou to see my sister,” she said to Don Carlos.
"Sheisvery lovely - aslovely in her way as Senora Manuela
Saenz."

Don Carlos started.

"Manuela Saenzis here?" he asked.

Lucillarealised she had made aslip.

"Y es..shecameherefrom..Lima."

"l am surprised to hear that,” he said, and she thought
he was frowning.

Hurriedly Lucilla placed the books on the shelf and rose
to her feet.

"l must go."

"Good-bye Lucillaand thank you."

She felt there was something cold in the way he spoke as
if his thoughts were elsewhere, and she had a feeling that
she had perturbed him by speaking of Manuela Saenz.

"Why? What did she mean to him? Did he suspect that
she was one of many things she had kept from him?"
Lucillawondered.

The following day she went to the Pavilion, two books in
her hands which she was eager to discuss with Don Carlos,
to find him on his feet.

She gave a gasp as she went into the Pavilion, then saw
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that he was wearing the uniform of the Patriot Army, the
tight, dark green trousers of an Officer, the tunic gold trim-
med, and though he had not put them on, standing on the
floor were a pair of black patent leather Wellington boots.

"Youareup !" shegasped.

He looked rather pale and thin, but his smile flashed
out as he replied:

"Asyou see."

"But.. why ? And why areyou wearing.. those clothes ?"

"Josefina thought they were the most sensible gear in
which | should ride out of town."

"Yes .. yes . .of course, but why did she not tell me?"

Lucilla was angry - angry that she had not been told by
Don Carlos or Josefinawhat they were planning.

"l am surprised that you should condescend to wear the
uniform of your enemies," she said aloud.

"l can hardly wear my own as | hear it is buried severa
feet under ground,” Don Carlos replied.

"No.. of coursenot,” Lucillaagreed.

She was silent for a moment, then she forced herself to
say:

"It is of course, a wise precaution if you wish to make
your escape. There are soldiers everywhere and you would
not get far unless you were disguised."”

"Then surely nothing could be more effective than this?"
Don Carlos asked.

He spoke mockingly, then quite suddenly he sat down on
one of the chairs.

There was a blue look around his mouth, and without
saying anything Lucillarose and went to a table on which
stood abottle of wine.

She poured out a glass and handed it to him.

He took it from her and drank it.

"You are doing too much too quickly," she said as the
blue look vanished and the colour came back into his face.

"l know," he answered, "but | have things that have to
be done."
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"l am not suggesting anything that you should do once
you leave here. All | want is to be sure that you reach
wherever you are going."

"That is generous of you, considering that your instincts
lead you to support the Patriots."”

"How . . do you . . know . . that?" she asked a little
incoherently.

"Why did you not tell me that General Bolivar was here
in Quito?"

Lucillalooked away from him.

"1 suppose Josefina has told you that now. We decided it
might upset you. Y ou were desperately ill. To be agitated or
worried might have been fatal!"

"What you are really saying is that | might have been
frightened."

"No . . of course not. At the same time | knew it would
upset you to know that the General had taken over Quito."

He smiled at her asif shewas achild.

"You are avery unusua person, Lucilla," he said, "and
I thank you for thinking of my feelings, just as | thank you
for making me well, for not letting me die or handing me
over to the Military."

"It is because | have gone to all that trouble, for which
I do not want to be thanked, that | am begging you now to
be very, very careful,” Lucilla said. "Remember you must
not ride far to-day because of the wound in your leg. Y ou
must not become over-tired or worried, or you will have one
of your headaches again."

"l will try to remember everything you have said to me,"
Don Carlos replied, "in fact | am quite certain | shall re-
member."

"Then . . please try and be . . sensible," Lucilla begged.

As she spoke she heard along low whistle.

It came from the direction of the potato field, and she
knew it must be a signal from Pedro to let Don Carlos know
that he had a horse waiting for him.

She stood looking at the man towering above her and he
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seemedtofill thewholeof thesmall roominthePavilion.

It was difficult to realise that he was going away after

they had been together for so long. She had been alone with

him in a manner she had never been alone with a man be-
fore, but now he wasmoving out of her life and it was most
unlikely that she would ever see him again.

She wanted to grasp the whole impact of it, but instead
she could only think of how handsome he was, how auth-
oritative, how he had a presence which made her fee he
would stand out in a room of other men.

"1 must go."

He said the words quietly, and yet there was a purpose
behind them which she did not miss.

"Y ou will take care of . . yourself . . and remember what
| have . . said?"

"l havepromised you, and | will do that."

"Then God go with you. | shall be . . praying for you."

"l would like to think that you were doing that."

"l shall be praying all the time."

Her lips were speaking words that somehow had no mean-
ing. All she could think of was that he was leaving, and
every nerve in her body cried out against it.

She wanted him to stay, she wanted things to go on as
they had been. She did not wish to lose him.

He put out his hand and hardly aware of what she did
she put her own into it. Then as she looked up at him, her
eyes wide and worried seeming to fill her whole face, she
thought there was something different in his expression.

"Adios!"

His voice was very low. Then as if he could not prevent
himself he drew her nearer to him and as his arms went
round her his lips came down on hers.

She was not surprised, she was not even startled. She just
felt it was inevitable, something that had to happen.

As she felt the hard pressure of his lips she felt something
warm and wonderful rise up inside her and move through
her, from her quickly beating heart into her throat.
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It was so perfect, so miraculous, that it was part of the
beauty of the mountains, the sky, the flowers, of everything
she had felt since she had come to Quito.

She knew now it was what she had longed for and what
she had felt belonged to her since she had known Don
Carlos.

How long he kissed her she had no idea, she only felt as
if the small Pavilion was suddenly invaded by a brilliant
light more golden, more dazzling than the sun, and that her
body melted into his and she was a part of him as he was
a part of her.

Then as the whole world swam dizzily around her he st
her free.

"Good-bye, Lucilla," hesaid in English and his voice was
hoarse.

He went from the Pavilion before she could move.

She stood where he had Ieft her, then slowly, very dowly
her hands went up to cover her eyes as if she could no
longer bear the golden radiance which had enveloped them
both and which had now gone.

"1 love him!" she told herself wonderingly.

She heard her voice whispering the words and they
seemed to echo and re-echo and come back to her from the
small walls which had for so long enclosed a dream.

Afterwards Lucilla could never remember how she got
through the days which followed.

It seemed to her as if she moved through a haze and that
a fog like the clouds that covered the mountains enveloped
her so that she could neither see nor hear clearly what was
happening around her.

All she was conscious of wasthe feeling that Don Carlos's
mouth was till on hers, that his lips held her captive and
his arms clasped her to his heart.

She was conscious of him in the daytime as she moved
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and spoke like an automaton. At night she thought that she
lay in his arms and recaptured the sensations, the rapture
and the wonder he had brought her with his kiss.

"l love him!" she told herself not once but a thousand
times and knew that she would never love anyone else.

She was sure that she was the type of woman who loved
once and once only in her life, and since the wonder of it
had come and gone she would live only with a memory.

She did not rebel against the thought. She was humble
enough to know that while he filled her whole life to the
exclusion of all else, shein fact could mean nothing to him.

For one thing she was an enemy, for another she was a
foreigner, and she was sure that if there were women in his
life they would be like Catherine or Manuela Saenz, bril-
liant, beautiful women - birds of Paradise who would be
hisequal inevery way.

And yet he had kissed her. It might have been just in
gratitude, she was not doubting that was the reason for it.
At the same time it had transformed her from an insigni-
ficant girl who had no opinion of herself into a woman who
glowed with the wonder, the beauty and the ecstasy of love.

She felt as if she had changed overnight into someone
very different from what she had been before.

Because no-one paid any attention to her in the house
except for the servants - for her father never looked at her
if he could help it and Catherine was entirely absorbed with
her own interests - no-one noticed any difference but
Lucillaknew it wasthere.

She had only to look at her eyes in the mirror to sec that
they shone with a strange radiance and her face seemed to
have changed too.

It seemed fuller and more alive, and she felt that the sun-
shine of the mountains and the flowers spoke of her love
just as they had seemed part of the kiss that he had given
her, which had been as beautiful asthey were.

"l loveyou, | love you!" she said to the portrait which
hung in the room inside the entrance hall.
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She went to look at it a dozen times a day and, though
she felt it did not portray the real Don Carlos whom she
now knew, it brought him back to her so vividly that it gave
her the feeling that he was <till near her and that she was
a part of him.

'He will never think of me again once he is free,' she
thought, but she knew that for the rest of her life shewould
think of him and love him with her whole being.

Because people seemed to talk to her through a fog, she
was barely attentive when as dinner ended her father said:

"What time do the servants go to bed ?*

"Tobed, Papa?"

"Thatiswhat | asked you!"

"I am not certain,” Lucilla answered. "When they have
finished their duties they go into their own part of the house.
| presume they either go to bed or go out into the town."

She did not understand why he was interested and she
looked at him in perplexity.

"Why do you wish to know, Papa?"

"l have someone calling on me to-night,” he answered,
"at about eleven o'clock. | would rather the servants did not
open the door."

Lucillalooked at him in surprise and after a moment she
said:

"What are you suggesting?"

"l am suggesting it would be best if you let my visitor
in," Sir John said slowly. "If you stayed in the room near
the door you would hear aknock, would you not?"

"Y es.. of course, Papa."

"Then do that. Do not ask the man's name nor have any
conversation with him. Just bring him to my Study.”

"Y..yes.. Papa."

Lucilla was astonished but she did not like to ask ques-
tions.

Sir John turned towards the door, then he said:

"See that there is wine in the Study and make sure that
we are not disturbed."

36



"Y es, of course, Papa."

She gave the orders for the wine to Josefina.

"I sthe Senor expecting visitors?" she asked.

"No . . | do not think so," Lucilla answered, "but if he
is he will bring them back to the house himself, and there
isno need for anyone towait up."

"Very good, Senorita, and there is nothing you require?"

"No, thank you, Josefina."

They were alone in the Salon and Lucilla asked in alow
voice:

"Y ou have not heard .. anything?"

There was no need to explain and Josefina shook her
head.

"No, Senorita. We have heard nothing. Would you wish
Pedro to bring the things back from the Pavilion into the
house?"

Lucilla considered a moment, then she said:

"No, leave them for the moment, Josefina. They might
be needed again— who knows?"

Josefina said nothing, but went from the Salon.

It was ridiculous, Lucilla told herself, and yet somehow
she hoped, she even prayed, that one day Don Carlos might
come back.

She did not ask how it was possible or why he would wish
to do so. She just knew that as her prayers went out to
protect him from danger, so without putting it into words
her whole being prayed that she might one day see him
again.

Because the room in which his picture hung was near to
the entrance-hall, when it was after half past ten Lucilla
moved from the Salon to sit in a leather-covered writing-
chair at the Vice-President's desk.

She placed a candelabrum with three candles in front of
her, and by their light she could see Don Carlos's portrait
very clearly on the opposite wall.

It seemed almost as if he was walking out of the frame
towards her: she shut her eyes and imagined his arms were
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round her, his lips were on hers, and she could feel again
the wild ecstasy of love.

Carried away by her thoughts she felt herself jump who
there was a knock on the door.

It was not imperative, just a rather quiet knock given
she felt, by someone who did not wish to draw attention to
himself, and yet expected to beletin.

She rose quickly and carrying the candelabrum because
the servants had extinguished the lights in the entrance-hall
she went to the great door.

There were bolts to be drawn back, keys to be turned
and when finaly it was opened she saw a man wearing a
dark cloak, almost like a monk's robe.

In fact for a moment she thought he was a monk or a
Priest.

"Sir John Cunningham?"

"Heisexpectingyou," Lucillareplied.

The man moved quickly through the door, so quickly that
Lucilla had the idea he was afraid he might be seen.

She pushed home one of the bolts, then setting the
candelabrum down on the table escorted him into the court-
yard.

Here the lights were till lit and she led him along the
flagged patio to her father's Study.

She opened the door and the man went in.

She heard her father say:

"Don Gomez, | am delighted to welcome you."

Outside the door Lucillastood very still.

So the stranger was a Spaniard!

She might have expected it, and now she was quite certain
that the reason for so much secrecy was that the Spaniard
had come to discuss with her father the sale of the weapons
that were till in the ship at Guayaquil.

At the thought of it she suddenly felt frantic.

She wanted those arms to go to the Patriots. She wanted
it desperately.

She knew from what the young men like Charles Sowerby
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had said how greatly they were needed and how far superior
in every way the Spaniards were in Military equipment.

'Papa cannot do this," Lucillathought.

She reached out and very softly pushed open the small
peep-hole with which most Spanish doors were furnished.

It was a precaution against enemies and unwelcome
visitors, to be found in every house in Quito on the outer
doors.

It was also in this particular house a feature of the doors
which opened onto the court-yard, and now as Lucilla
eased with her fingers the small square piece of wood she
found she could hear what was being said inside the Study.

"Y ou have not yet sold your fire-arms to the Rebels, Sir
John ?" Don Gomez was saying.

He spoke good English but with a distinct accent.

"No, they have not been able to meet my price," Sir
John replied.

"Then let me tell you that we are prepared to pay any-
thing you wish to ask."

"My cargo, as you know, is at Guayaquil and General
Bolivaristhere."

"We may have to ask you to take it to another port."

"That would not be difficult,” Sir John said, "but it
would in consequence cost more."

"That is understood."

"Y ou are very confident that you require these weapons,"
Sir John said slowly. "I understand the Patriots, or as you
cal them the Rebels, are now in complete control of
Ecuador besides a number of other countries."

There was amoment's pause, before Don Gomez said:

"It is a position, Sir John, that is soon to be reversed."

"Really ? Do you expect meto believethat ?"

"You may believe it for the very simple reason that
General Bolivar's Army will soon be completely annihi-
lated."

There was a pause and Lucilla felt she could amost see
the supercilious smile on her father's face.
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He had been impressed by the General, she knew, and she
thought the Spaniards might find it hard to make him be-
lieve that he could be so easily defeated.

"l will convince you by telling you one thing,” Don
Gomez said as if he also sensed that Sir John was sceptical.

"What is that?"

"We have discovered that the reason for our recent de-
feat at the hands of the Rebels was the presence of a spy
in our ranks who informed Field-Marshal Sucre of our
exact military position before the battle of Quito. He was
also incidentally instrumental in bringing about our reverses
in other countries.”

"How isthat possible?"

"Because he was in a position of trust with the Spanish
Commanders and in their confidence,” Don Gomez ans-
wered. "He was a friend of President General Aymerich, a
confidant of the Viceroy of Peru and of the Viceroy of
Granada."

"And you say he was a spy?"

"His real allegiance was to Bolivar!" Don Gomez said,
and Lucillaheard the fury in his voice.

"And having discovered this, you really believe that you
can turn such defeats into victory?" Sir John asked.

"I will tell you what we intend,” Don Gomez said. "We
intend to leave him in ignorance that his perfidy has been
discovered. We will feed him with information as we have
done in the past.”

He paused to say impressively:

"He will sit in on the conferences of the Generals and the
Viceroys and hewill lead Bolivar into atrap - atrap set by
us with the skill and brilliance that has been part of the
glory of Spain in the past.”

There was a note almost of exaltation in his voice and
Lucillafelt her father must be impressed.

‘When will all thistake place?" Sir John asked.

"At any moment,” Don Gomez replied. "We have just
found it a little hard recently to locate this man. His name
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is Don Carlos de Olaneta. Y ou will find, Sir John, that he
was one of the most important men in this city before his
treachery turned the battle of Quito into a disaster as far
aswe were concerned.”

"l seem to have heard the name," Sir John murmured.

"Everyone knows Don Carlos," the Spaniard said.
"Everyone until now has respected him and even admired
him. But all the time, like Judas |Iscariot, he was betraying
us - betraying us to Bolivar and his ramshackle Army of
beggarsand slaves!"

Don Gomez spoke passionately and after a moment Sir
John said:

"l am certainly interested, Senor, in your suggestion that
| should sell my cargo to you. At the same time, | can see
for the moment, some practical difficulties."

"Which will be eliminated after the battle of which I am
speaking has taken place."

"Then it would obviously be wiser towait. After all, what
is aweek, two weeks? | am quite comfortable here and the
guns will suffer no damage as long as they are in the hold
of my ship at Guayaquil."

"We appreciate that, Sir John," Don Gomez said, "but
may | have your word that once the battle takes place, once
Spain is victorious as she undoubtedly will be, the arms will
be delivered immediately on the payment of whatever price
you wish to ask?"

"That isa promise | can give you easily," Sir John said,
"and | presume | shall be informed?"

"Of that you may be sure," Don Gomez agreed.

"Then let us drink to a very amicable arrangement,” Sir
John said.

Lucillaimagined that he raised the glass that he held in
his hand and now she crept away from the door in her soft,
heel-lessslippers.

She felt cold with shock and fear. At the same time she
was frantically wonderingwhat she should do.

Don Carlos was a Patriot! Don Carlos was in danger!

91



That was all she could think of and it seemed to go round
and round in her head.

She knew now that she should have told him that General
Bolivar was in the town. But how was she to know, how
could she have guessed for one moment, that wearing a
Spanish uniform, being of such importance that his portrait
hung next to the President's, he was really supporting the
Liberator?

Y et her heart was singing because he was on the same
side as she was, the side of justice, the side of the people
against the Imperialists.

As she reached her own room she found to her surprise
that there were tears on her cheeks and knew they were
tears of thankfulness.

The last shadow over her love had gone, the shadow of
knowing that he was an enemy of all shebelieved in, all she
admired. He was not only a comrade but incredibly, mar-
velloudly brave.

She could almost see as if he was telling her how hard
his role had been to hold the complete confidence of the
Spanish, and yet to help General Bolivar, fighting desper-
ately for the freedom of South America - for his vision of
the Gran Colombia.

"Heiswonderful! Wonderful!" Lucillasobbed.

Then suddenly her tears ceased.

It was not enough to know that Don Carlos was all she
wanted him to be— she had to save him.

The Spaniards intended to use him, intended to destroy
through him the Army of the Liberators. But as they did so
they would also destroy the man who had betrayed them.

"l must save him!" Lucillasaid aloud.

She had left her door open and now downstairs she heard
footsteps in the court-yard and knew that her father was
showing Don Gémez out.

It was not yet half past eleven and she knew it would be
impossible to go to bed and wait for another day to dawn
before she did anything to save the man she loved.
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‘I must do something quickly . . now," she thought.

For a moment she felt helpless and her brain did not
work.

Then she knew the one person she must tell what was
happening, the one person who would be in a position to
save Don Carlos.

Manuela Saenz!

She went to the door of the room and heard her father
coming upstairs to his own bedroom.

Sir John always disliked late nights and even half past
eleven was quite alate hour for him.

Lucilla waited until she heard his door shut, then going
to the wardrobe she took down her dark travelling-cloak
which was lined with fur.

It had once belonged to Catherine and was therefore
much more luxurious than anything she could have afforded
to buy for herself.

She pulled it over her shoulders, then moved quietly down
the stairs and through the court-yard towards the servants
quarters.

The kitchens were ablaze with light and she could hear
the twang of a musical instrument and thought that the staff
would be sitting around the big kitchen-table, drinking the
cheap Ecuador wine which they enjoyed.

She hesitated for a moment, then she called out:

"Josefinal"

There was a sudden silence amongst the chattering voices.
Then there was the sound of a chair scraping against the
flagged floor and a moment later Josefina came out of the
kitchen.

"Didyou call, Senorita?"

"Y es, Josefina, | wishto speak toyou."

Josefina moved forward so that she was out of ear-shot of
the other servants. Then she said as if she sensed something
waswrong:

"What is it, Senorita?"

"I will tell you later, Josefina," Lucilla said, "but now
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| have to go immediately to find Senora Manuela Saenz.
Wherewill she be?"

"l think, Senorita, she will be in her own house. | will
send Gustavo and Tomas with you. They know the way and
they will carry torches.”

"Thank you, Josefina, and no-one must know | have left
the house - you understand ?"

"Of course, Senorita.”

She felt without words that Josefina knew this was some-
how connected with Don Carlos, but there was no time to
tell her what she had learnt.

Instead she moved quietly across the court-yard to wait
in the dark entrance-hall hoping that Catherine would not
come home before she left.

It was only a few minutes, although it seemed longer,
before Tomas and Gustavo appeared, both carrying flaming
torches that were used in the streets of Quito at night.

Josefina came with them.

"They know where to take you, Senorita,” she said in a
whisper. "I will wait up and let you in when you return.”

"Thank you, Josefina."

She went out through the heavy door and heard Josefina
push the bolt into place when they had gone.

When Catherine returned home she always rang a bell
that echoed through the house, waking the servants and
everyoneelse.

But usualy it was dawn before she came back from a
Ball or Reception and by that time the younger servants
were up, sweeping the court-yard and pulling back the cur-
tains in the Salons.

The cobbled street was deserted, and walking in the
centre of it with one of the men on each side of her Lucilla
set out to walk briskly down the hill into the main part of
the City.

There were few people about and the only sound was the
cry of the night watchmen : "Ave Maria, a June night. All
iswell."
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It seemed alonger walk that it really was because Lucilla
was so frantic to reach Manuela Saenz, and to set in motion
the rescue of Don Carlos from what she knew would be
certain death.

She had saved him once from dying and now she must
save him again. But this time it was even more frightening
because he was involved with the whole Army of Liberation
and with the whole structure of the Gran Colombia.

She reached Manuela Saenz's house and to Lucilla's relief
every window was bright with lights.

She might have guessed, she thought, that Manuela
Saenz would not go to bed early. At the same time she
hoped there would not be a large party there so that her
arrival would be gossiped about all over Quito.

It would mean she must have some plausible explanation
for calling so late.

A servant let herinand Lucillasaid :

"l wish to speak to Senora Manuela Saenz - and aone.
Would you be kind enough to tell her it is of the utmost
urgency."

The servant showed no surprise, asif he wasin the regular
habit of relaying such urgent messages. He merely showed
Lucillainto a small room, well lit although it was obviously
not in use, and hurried away.

He was gone for what seemed to Lucilla to be so long
that she was afraid that perhaps Manuela Saenz would
refuse to see her, and she might have to do something more
to gain her attention.

Then suddenly the door was flung open and she stood
there, looking extremely beautiful in a gown of crimson silk
which made her dark, flashing beauty even more spectacular
than it had usually been.

She walked into the room to stare at Lucillafor a moment
as if she did not recognise her. Then there was a smile on
her face and her hand went out.

"Miss Cunningham - | could not think who wished to
see me at this hour."
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"You may think it . . strange,” Lucilla replied, "but I
have something of great importance to tell you .. something
which | think you should know about at once!”

She thought her hostess looked unimpressed and she
added quickly:

"It concerns General Bolivar!”

A different expression came over Manuela Saenz's face
and opening a door in the room that Lucilla had not noticed
before she led her into a comfortable Salon where there was
a fire burning in the grate.

The candles were lit and for a moment Lucilla stared
about her thinking she must be dreaming.

The whole place was like an Aladdin's cave. On every
table, on every chair, on the floor, there were treasures of
every sort and description.

There were silver and gold plate, goblets, candlesticks,
inkpots, every type of vase and great piles of silver dishes,
bearing the crests of the most illustrious families in
Quito.

There were also velvet and leather boxes which Lucilla
knew contained jewels, harness for horses that had been
made of gold, snuff-boxes set with diamonds and a whole
multitude of other things all of which she knew were very
valuable.

She redlised this was the collection which she had heard
Manuela was making from the families and Churches of
Quito in support of General Bolivar's Army.

Going nearer to the fire and tipping some boxes first from
one chair, then another, Manuela Saenz made a gesture
with her hand.

"Sit down, Miss Cunningham, and tell me why you have
come."

She seated herself opposite Lucillaand in the firelight her
gown glowed like a ruby and her dark eyes were mysterious
and sensual.

Lucilla drew a deep breath.

"l have come," she said, "to tell you what | overheard in
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my father's house to-night and which concerns Don Carlos
de Olaneta."

The surprise in Manuela Saenz's expression was obvious.

"Don Carlos?" she exclaimed. "But how could you know
anything about him ?"

"l have learnt from what | overheard that he supports
General Bolivar even though everyone thought he was a
Spaniard working with his own countrymen.”

"Tell mewhat wassaid," Manuela Saenz suggested.

Almost word for word Lucilla recounted to her Don
Gomez's conversation with her father.

She finished speaking, then she added:

"l knew there was only one person | could tell . . and
that was you! Perhaps General Bolivar will know where
Don Carlos has gone and can warn him."

"What do you mean - where Don Carlos has gone?"
Manuela Saenz asked.

Lucilla blushed.

She had forgotten that she had not explained her own
connection with Don Carlos.

"He was wounded," she said, "desperately and danger-
oudy wounded. | found him in the Pavilion at the bottom
of our garden."

"So that is where he has been,” Manuela Saenz said.
"The General was wondering what could have become of
him."

"l presume he had somehow been involved in the battle
of Quito," Lucillamurmured.

"That is likely, or else he was trying to get away after
General Aymerich surrendered. He would not have wished
to be taken prisoner.”

"No .. of course not," Lucilla agreed.

"So - you kept him hidden all thistime."

" U p until seven daysago."

"How did he go?"

"Our gardener found him a horse and he was wearing
the green uniform of the Patriots."

97



"In which case," Manuela said, "he will join General
Bolivar. In fact, | am certain he will be at Guayaquil."

"If you know where heis, will you send him a message
immediately?"

There was a silence as if Manuela Saenz was thinking.

What Lucilla did not know was that she was in fact
rather amused.

Carlos Olaneta had always been spoken of as acold man
unlike his compatriots, not particularly concerned with
women. There had been no scandal attached to him.

His name had never been connected with the high-rank-
ing ladieswho fawned on him in Quito or Lima. In fact, he
had shown no particular preference for any of them,
Manuela Saenz thought, not even herself.

She remembered an incident when Carlos Olaneta had
made it quite clear that he was not interested in her.

It had rankled because he was perhaps the only man who
did not respond to any encouragement she might offer
him.

And she had not forgotten.

It was the sort of thing Manuela Saenz was not likely to
forget, and yet Don Carlos, the fastidious, the imperious,
had been at the mercy of this pale, not particularly attrac-
tive girl, shethought.

She did not admire Lucilla, who was so different from
her spectacular, beautiful sister.

It suddenly struck her as rather funny that of all the
women who might have soothed his fevered brow, it was
this little nonentity who had done so, rather than a legion
of lovely, sophisticated, bewitching creatures who would
have been only too proud and glad to be in her position.

Lucillawaswatching M anuelaSaenz anxiously.

She had the feeling that something was holding her back.
She could not understand what it was, but she was sure it
was stopping her from going immediately to the rescue of
Don Carlos.

Suppose they were too late? Suppose aready the battle
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was in progress and Don Carlos had led General Bolivar
into the trap which had been set for him by the Spaniards?

She felt as if she must scream out at the very urgency of
it. Then Manuela Saenz spoke:

"We must certainly warn Don Carlos," she said, "and we
must also warn General Bolivar."

"Y ou will send messengers immediately to Guayaquil ?"

Lucilla, although she was afraid she might be thought
impertinent, could not keep the urgency out of her voice.

"Yes, | will send messengers,” Manuelaagreed, "but you,
Miss Cunningham, must go with them."

"What do you mean? | do not . . understand," Lucilla
asked.

"Who dse can tell them what is planned except yourself?
Y ou are the only person who has heard what was said and
what is to be done. If Carlos Olaneta is to be saved, then
you, Miss Cunningham, must save him."

"l . . but how can |? How isit . . possible?' Lucilla
cried.

Manuela Saenz rose to her feet.

"You must leave at dawn," she said. "It will take you
nearly eight days to reach Guayaquil. There are places
where you can stay on the way and although they may not
bevery comfortable, you will be safe.”

She paused, then she said:

"l will send a Squadron with you."

Lucillasat staring at her open-mouthed.

" So that you will look less conspicuous,” Manuela Saenz
went on, "l will lend you one of my riding-habits cut in
Military fashion. We are ailmost the same size, although you
are thinner. Y ou had better come upstairs with me while |
fetch it."

"B..butl .. cannot,"” Lucillastammered, "I cannot . .
do this."

"You have to!" Manuela Saenz said positively. "Y ou
have, Miss Cunningham, not only to save one man but a
whole Army. Could anything be more important?"
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The question was asked.

'N..no..no.. of course not!"

"Then leave me to make the arrangements, and as | have
aready said, you must leave at dawn."



5

Riding over the excruciatingly bad roads as the sun rose to
turn the land in front of them to gold, Lucilla thought she
must be dreaming.

She could hardly believe this was really happening, and
that it was not some figment of her imagination of a wishful
desire to see Don Carlos again.

Manuela Saenz seemed to sweep her along like a tidal
wave: she had no time to think or fed but just did what
she was told, as if she was propelled into action by a force
greater than hersdf.

While she was still gasping and almost incoherent at the
idea of going hersdlf to find Don Carlos and tell him what
she had overheard Don Gomez saying to her father,
Manuela Saenz had taken her upstairs to her bedroom.

"l presume," she said with a note like contempt in her
voice, "that you would not ride astride ?"

"No, of course not!" Lucillasaid quickly.

She was aware that Manuela Saenz had shocked and hor-
rified the Dowagers of Quito by corning into the town astride
her horse, wearing a pseudo-military uniform which made
her look like the soldiers who escorted her.

It gave them something at which they could throw up
their hands in horror, and it was only the beginning of their
condemnation of her which increased on every occasion they
saw her, culminating in her love-affair with Simon Bolivar.

Now, as she moved across the bedroom in her crimson
gown, it was difficult for Lucilla to think of her as anything
but an excessively feminine and extremely attractive woman.

101



Then as she pulled open the wardrobe to stare at the
rows of multi-coloured garments inside it, she turned aside
for a moment to pick up a small cigar from a box on a side-
table and light it.

Puffing fragrant smoke into the air she turned again to
the wardrobe and drew from it a bottle-green riding-habit
with, Lucilla saw thankfully, a full skirt, but with the jacket
cut in a military manner and decorated on the shoulders
with gold-tasselled epaulettes.

"This should fit you," Manuela Saenz said throwing it
down on a chair, and from the shelf above the gowns she
took down a gold-trimmed officer's kepi.

"Will they not think it strange for me to be dressed like
that ?* Lucilla asked in alow voice.

"It will draw less attention than if you wear the type of
pale-coloured habit | suspect you have brought with you
from England," Manuela Saenz answered.

She did not wait for Lucilla to reply but asked sharply:

"Can you shoot a pistol?"

Lucilla's eyes opened wider than they were already, but
she answered:

"My father taught both Catherine and me to fire one of
his before we left England.”

"Then | will lend you mine," Manuela Saenz said. "They
are downstairs."

Carrying the habit and the kepi in her hand, Lucilla had
followed Manuela Saenz down the stairs to be given in the
entrance-hall the pistols of which she had spoken.

She stared at them apprehensively. They were two enor-
mous brass Turkish pistols, engraved on the brass mountings
with their owner's name.

"Let us hope you do not have to use them," Manuela
Saenz said as if she sensed Lucilla's hesitation. Then she
added:

"Hurry back and be ready to leave at the first break of
day."

"Clothes . . | shall need . . clothes,” Lucilla stammered.
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"Of course,” Manuela replied. "One horse will carry
panniers and there should be room in them for a gown or
two, but you had best travel light."

"Yes..of course," Lucillaagreed.

The two men who had escorted her through the city were
waiting outside the front door, and lowering her voice so
that they could not hear what she said Lucilla asked:

"What am | to say to my father ?"

Manuela Saenz considered a moment, then she replied:

"Tell him you are staying with friends. If he objects,
there is nothing he can do about it. Though you cannot tell
him so, it ishis fault you are involved."

"If 1 had not overheard what was said,” Lucilla said,
"General Bolivar's Army might have been led to destruc-
tion."

"I am aware of that,” Manuela Saenz said sharply, "in
which case your personal problems, Miss Cunningham, pale
into insignificance. Just do as | have told you and you will
be able to save Don Carlos and with him the Patriots."

"Yes..yes, of course," Lucillaanswered.

She had gone back to her house, her escorts carrying the
pistols while she hid Manuela Saenz's strange riding-clothes
under her long cloak.

Josefina was waiting to let her in and she hurried upstairs
to her bedroom telling the maid to follow her.

"What is happening? What is all this about, Senorita?"
Josefina asked. "Why have you brought back those clothes
and the pistols belonging to Senora Saenz?"

Her shrewd eyes had missed nothing and Lucilla saw the
worried expression on her face as she turned to say:

"l have something to tell you, Josefina. The Senor was
not, as we thought, a Spanish Officer."

Josefina gave alittle smile.

"Yes, | know, Senorita. He supports our beloved General
and our own people.”

"Youknew?" Lucillaexclaimed.

"S, Senorita."
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"Then why did you not tell me ?"

Josefina shrugged her shoulders.

"Servants know many things they dare not say, Senorita,”

"And you have known thisfor along time ?"

"S, Senorita, but had we spoken of it, not only the Senor
but we too would have lost our lives."

Luiclladrew in a deep breath.

"l am so glad . . so very, very glad, Josefina, that his . .
sympathies are not as | thought with the Spaniards. But he
isin danger .. grave danger!"

Josefina did not speak but Lucilla saw the horror in her
eyes.

"The Spaniards have discovered that he has been deceiv-
ing them," Lucilla said in a low voice, "but do not intend
that he should know it. They plan to trap him with false
information which might prove disastrous for General
Bolivar. | have told Senora Saenz and she says | must go at
once and warn Don Carlos and the General ."

"She wants you yourself, Senorita, to go!" Josefina ex-
claimed incredulously.

Lucillanodded.

"She thinks it is important and | must do as she says."

Lucilla thought Josefina was going to protest. Then
almost as if she bit back the words Josefina said in astrange
voice:

"When do you leave, Senorita ?"

"Assoon as it is light,” Lucilla answered, "and | have
very little time, Josefina. Will you pack for me what | re-
quire? | havetorideto Guayaquil."

"It is along way, Senorita."

"l know," Lucilla answered, "but it isimportant | should
reach the Senor with all possible speed.”

"Y es, of course, Senorita."

Josefina hurried about the bedroom pulling open the
drawers, taking down gownsfrom the wardrobe.

"l cannot take much," Lucillasaid nervously. "It will all
have to go in two panniers on a horse's back."
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"There will be anumber of things you will need," Josefina
said firmly.

She began to pack what seemed to Lucilla an inordinate
amount of clothes, but later to her relief they all fitted into
the panniers.

She was afraid that Catherine might see her depart and

 protest or probably arouse her father to speak to her; but
fortunately at about two o'clock Lucilla heard the bell
clanging in the kitchen quarters.

"That will be Senorita Catherine,” she said to Josefina.

"Blow out your candles, Senorita, until she has gone to
her room," Josefina ordered. "If she thinks you are awake
she might come and talk to you."

Lucilla thought it unlikely. At the same time it would be
a mistake to take any chances, so as Josefina ran down the
stairs to answer the front-door bell she blew out her candles.

A little while later she heard Catherine coming up the
stairs and moving along the open patio of the court-yard to
her own room.

She was yawning and she made no reply to Josefina's
respectful: "Buenas noches, Senorita."

Lucilla heard Catherine's bedroom door close, and as she
lit her candles again Josefina came into the room.

They made no reference to Catherine and Josefina said:

"Lie down on your bed for a little while, Senorita. Y ou
have a long way to go and it will be very tiring. Try to
sleep, if you can. | will wake you the moment the soldiers
are here."

"They will not ring the bell?" Lucilla asked quickly,
fearing that it might arouse her father or Catherine.

"Gustavo is already waiting at the door and will let me
know the moment anyone is in sight, and he will warn the
soldiers to be as quiet as possible."

"Thank you, Josefina, you think of everything,” Lucilla
said.

She was already dressed in the full bottle-green skirt
belongingto Manuela Saenz's riding-habit.
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She had on her feet her own patent-leather riding-boots
and one of her own white muslin riding-blouses with its soft
white muslin cravat twisted high round her neck.

The Military jacket was waiting for her on a chair and
she had arranged her hair tidily and closely to her head to
wear under the officer's kepi.

She lay back carefully against the pillows and Josefina
covered her with aslight blanket.

"Sleep, Senorita" she said. "Y ou have a long journey in
front of you."

It was impossible for Lucilla to relax completely because
her heart was beating frantically in her breast.

She kept thinking apprehensively of what lay ahead,
questioning whether she was right to do what Manuela
Saenz had virtually commanded. Y et she knew that, as she
had said, the only thing that really mattered was to save
Don Carlos and the Patriot Army.

How could she have known or even guessed that he was
not what he had seemed to be ?

Her heart was singing because now she knew she loved
him even more than she had done before, because he was
so brave, because he had undertaken one of the most dan-
gerous and nerve-racking missions that anyone could pos-
sibly imagine.

She was thinking of him when Josefina came back into
the room and drew the blanket gently from her.

"The soldiers are in sight up the street, Senorita® she
said.

Lucilla gave a muffled exclamation and sprang out of
bed.

"There is no need for hurry, Senorita® Josefina said
quietly. "They will wait. Gustavo will tell them you are
coming and there are your clothes to be placed in the pan-
niers. Tomas is seeing to that."

Earlier, while Josefina was sorting out the things she
would take with her Lucilla had written a note to her
father.
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In it she had said very little. She had merely explained
that she had been invited to a Victory Ball at Guayaquil
with some friends who were leaving early in the morning
and had offered to take her with them.

She hoped he would understand why she did not wish to
miss such an historic and exciting occasion, and as soon as
it was over she hoped to return with her friends and would
therefore be quite safe and well looked after while she was
away from home.

She signed it, forcing herself not to think how angry he
would be when he read it.

Never in her whole quiet life had she ever taken an
independent action or in fact done anything of which he
would disapprove. For one thing she had always been too
frightened of him.

In fact she had never been tempted to rebel against him
simply because there was nothing about which she felt
strongly enough to take the initiative.

She knew that her father and Catherine expected her to
be a willing slave, ready to do anything that was asked of
her and having as far as they were concerned few thoughts
or feelings of her own.

But this was different. This was something about which
she felt passionately. This was something she knew she in-
tended to do although the whole world might try to prevent
her.

"Give my father this note when he wakes, Josefina. |
hope he will not be angry with you for helping me leave."
she said.

"l know nothing - | can say nothing!" Josefina replied.

Lucillahad given her alittle smile.

"l know already how secretive you can be," she answered,
"because you never told me that you knew Don Carlos was
a Patriot."

"He is a very brave man, Senorita,” Josefina said in a
low voice, "a brave man and a good man. We have always
admired him."
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On an impulse Lucilla bent forward and kissed the maid
on the cheek.

"Thank you for looking after him ... and me," she whis-
pered. "I shall be back as soon as | can. | hope Papa will
not be too angry with me."

Her voice shook for a moment as if she was afraid, then
resolutely she put Manuela Saenz's kepi on her head and
thought how becoming it was.

Josefina handed her her riding-gloves and a thin, narrow
whip that she had brought with her from England.

They tip-toed down the stairs, Lucilla moving slowly be-
cause the gilt rowels on her spurs tinkled as she walked.

Everything seemed unnaturally loud in the quiet, sleeping
house and there was only the soft fall of the water from the
fountain to break the silence.

They reached the front door and as Gustavo opened it
Lucilla saw waiting outside a Squadron of soldiers, as
Manuela Saenz had promised her.

They were dressed in the new uniforms that had been
made for the arrival of the Liberator, but they were still
barefooted with the exception of a Sergeant who was in
charge of them.

He saluted and Lucilla gave him alittle bow and a smile,
but did not speak.

"Good-bye, Josefina," she said in alow voice and allowed
Tomas to help her onto her horse.

It was a spirited bay, prancing and fidgeting a little as
if he was in need of exercise. Then as soon as Lucilla had
her knee over the pummel and Tomas had arranged the
fullness of her skirt the soldiers moved off.

Lucilla was a good rider but having been unable to ride
for two months she knew that it was going to require all her
strength and resolution to reach Guayaquil.

However, for the moment it was sheer joy to be in the
saddle again and to feel the cold air gradually disappearing
as the sun rose in the sky and the clouds which covered the
mountains began to disperse.

108



It was so beautiful and the loveliness of it seemed to be
echoed by the excitement within her.

She could not believe that she was doing anything repre-
hensible or indeed outrageous because she was possessed of
a strange enchantment.

It was as if she left behind her old self, as a snake sheds
its skin, in the darkness of her bed-chamber in Quito, and
was now a new and unknown Lucilla journeying towards
her heart's desire.

That was what Don Carlos was, she told herself and,
although she was well aware she could never mean anything
to him, it was enough to know that she was saving him,
helping him as she had helped him before, saving his life
for the second time;

Her only terror was that she might not be in time or that
things had not gone right at Guayaquil.

It was too soon to know what had happened at the meet-
ing between General Bolivar and General San Martin.

She thought when she wrote to her father that she was
going to a Victory Ball that she was merely anticipating the
truth.

But the fear was still there that Guayaquil would wish to
stay under the protection of Peru and not accept the
Federation of Gran Colombia as Bolivar hoped they would
do.

It was all rather alarming. At the same time something
within Lucilla that she had never known about herself be-
fore leapt like a flame at the thought of being part of the
action that was taking place, part of the vision of General
Bolivar himself as he fought and strove for the liberation of
his country.

"How could | ever have been content with the dull, un-
eventful life | have lived so far?" Lucilla asked herself.

She knew that in a way she had been asleep, moving
through the days with only a small part of herself alert and
aive.

Now she was awake, awake not only to the dangers and
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difficulties which surrounded her but to the possibilities
within herself.

They rode swiftly over rough roads, through narrow
mountain passes and into an almost uninhabited land where
the only people to be seen were an occasional Indian guard-
ing aflock of sheep or half adozen Ilamas.

Lucilla loved the strange animals with their long necks
and their gentle, rather foolish faces.

She knew that as beasts of burden they were the only
carriers that could survive the great heights of the Andes
and the thin air which had not enough oxygen in it for man
or beast.

The shepherds paid little attention to the soldiers and
about midday they stopped for a meal at a small hacienda
where there was a slightly better educated Indian who wel-
comed them politely, but not effusively.

Lucilla felt he had seen too many changes, too many
different types of visitors in the last few months.

He was suspicious of them both — Spaniards and Patriots
— and all he wanted was to farm his land and preserve his
herds in peace.

Nevertheless, he allowed them to use his stove to cook
their food and Lucilla knew that the Sergeant had brought
enough with them for two days.

After that they must rely on what they could purchase.

Lucilla had fortunately not only a certain amount of her
own money which she had not had time to spend since
arriving in Quito, but also the housekeeping money.

She had not paid the servants that week, or the trades-
men's bills. It amounted to quite a considerable sum and
she told Josefina to ask her father for more.

It would annoy him, though at the same time he would
certainly pay up, and no-one would suffer through her
appropriating the money which was not really intended for
her in thefirst place.

She told the Sergeant that she would pay for everything
they ate, but she had the suspicion that even so the soldiers

110



would commandeer what they needed as a matter of right.

They rode steadily on, and Lucilla was extremely tired
and feeling very stiff by the time they reached the hacienda
where they were to stay for the night.

She realised it had all been mapped out for her by
Manuela Saenz and could not help admiring her organisa-
tion which was efficient down tothe last detail.

Again it was only an Indian farm at which they stayed.
The bed was hard and very uncomfortable, but Lucillawas
too tired to mind.

The most inconvenient aspect wasthat there was no water
with which to wash: water in this part of the world was so
scarce and precious that the Indians did not waste it on
washing. This was why, Lucilla realised, they and their
children invariably looked so dirty.

The soldiers provided blankets for her bed and to cover
her she had her fur-lined cloak which Josefina had arranged
to be fixed at the back of the Sergeant's saddle.

With the things that she had brought in the panniers of
the horse she managed to make herself comfortable, and the
moment her head touched the pillow she fell asleep, not
even having time to think of Don Carlos.

When she. awoke she realised that she was stiffer than she
had ever been in her life and longed for a hot bath to ease
away some of the ache in her limbs - but that of course was
impossible.

Soon she was back in the saddle and they were riding
at the same speed as they had ridden the day before.

Thefirst two days were very painful and at times agony,
but before long Lucilla realised that her body had adjusted
itself to the unusual exercise and she managed to get out of
bed lithely.

They stayed in many strange places, only one being an
Inn which Lucilla had visited with her father on their way
from Guayaquil to Quito.

She realised they were keeping off the usual beaten track
and she thought it was a wise precaution.
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Lucilla held out her hand.

"I have come from Quito."

"Why ? | mean - we were not expecting you."

His astonished eyes took in the way she was dressed, and
because she could understand his surprise Lucilla gave a
little laugh.

"It is unexpected,” she said. "But | have come to ask if
Don Carlos de Olanetaiswithyou."

Colonel Sowerby wasstill.

"Don Carlos de Olaneta?" he repeated.

"l have to see him immediately. It is of the utmost im-
portance !"

"l do not know what to say," Charles Sowerby mur-
mured after a moment's pause.

"Please take me to him .. if he is here," Lucilla said.
"If heisnot.. we haveto find him."

Colonel Sowerby looked at her uncertainly, then he said:

"Will you come with me?"

He took her inside the house and almost for the first time
Lucilla realised how hot it had been for the last few hours
and how cool the house was in contrast.

The windows of the room were shielded by the patio
outside, and the dimness after the brilliance of the sunshine
outside increased her sense of relief at having arrived after
travelling for so long.

"Will you wait here, Miss Cunningham?" Colonel
Sowerby was saying in a grave tone.

He shut her into a comfortable Sitting-Room where the
furniture was of a high quality.

There were rugs on the floor and it was in fact, Lucilla
was certain, the home of someone of distinction and taste.

She was suddenly conscious of herself and the way she
looked.

Because she felt nervous and shy she smoothed back the
tendrils of her hair and hoped she did not look too hot or
that her skin was sun-burnt.

She was in fact not as pale as she usually was, and there
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was a faint golden glow over her face which was very be-
coming.

She pulled off her riding-gloves and laid them down with
her whip on a side-table. She hoped that Don Carlos would
not think she looked as strange as obviously Colonel Sowerby
had done.

Even as she thought of him the door opened and he came
n.

She turned her head swiftly, then as her eyes met his she
found it impossible to move and hard to breathe.

"Lucillal You really are here!" Don Carlos said. "I
thought Charles Sowerby must be joking when he said you
wanted to see me."

“1.. 1 have cometo.. warnyou."

He walked forward towards her.

"To warn me?"

She raised here eyes to his and thought he looked more
handsome, more impressive than she remembered.

"You are all right? It has not been .. too much for you ?"
she asked impulsively.

He smiled.

"As you see | have reached here - but how did you know
where to find me ?"

"Senora Manuela Saenz was sure you would be here."

"Manuela! So sheis at the bottom of this!™"

"l went to her when | learnt that . . you were not . . who
you .. appeared to be."

"How did you learn that ?"

Lucilla hesitated a moment, then he said :

"Forgive me, you must be tired. Sit down. | will bring
you something to eat and drink. That is of more importance
than anything else.”

"No . . it does not matter," Lucilla said. "I wanted to
tell you . . but | was so . . afraid . . so desperately afraid
that | would not be .. in time."

His eyes were on her face but he did not speak, and after
a moment she said:
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"A man came to see my father . . a Spaniard . . and |
heard him say that they had discovered your sympathies
werewith the Patriots and General Bolivar."

"Who was the man ?"

"His name was Don Gomez."

"I know him - go on!"

"He said they would set a . . trap for you . . give you
false information for you to pass on. Then you would . .
defeat the General and his Army."

"He told your father all this?"

"He wanted to buy the weapons that my father has in the
ship in the harbour here."

"I understand,” Don Carlos said. "Y ou overheard what
was being said and went at once to Manuela Saenz."

"She was the only person who | thought would be able
to help," Lucilla said simply.

"And she sent you here to me?"

"She said | must tell. . you what | had . . overheard ..
that you might not.. believe it unless | came . . myself."

She saw an expression in Don Carlos's face she did not
understand and asked quickly:

"Wasit., wrong?"

He did not answer and after a moment she continued:

"Perhapsit was .. stupid of me. | could have .. written it
all down and the soldiers could have brought it to you in a
letter .. | did not think of .. that."

There was something almost piteous in the way she spoke
and Don Carlos said quickly:

"No, no! You were right to come and it was very brave
of you. | do not know of any other woman who would have
been courageous enough to come from Quito as you have
done.”

"There was no . .time to think of doing . . anything
different,” Lucillasaidin alow voice.

Then suddenly there was an expression in his eyes which
told her that he thought it strange that Manuela Saenz had
sent her to him.

116



She looked away from him suddenly shy, the colour rising
in her cheeks.

"Sitdown," Don Carlossaid insistently.

Lucilla obeyed him automatically and he went to the
door. She heard him giving orders to a servant outside.

He came back and sat down on the sofa beside her.

"I am very grateful, Lucilla," he said quietly. "Were you
very surprised when you learnt that | was not what | pre-
tended to be?"

"I was happy . . glad. It had always seemed to me to be
wrong that you could support the Spaniards in their cruelty
and oppression of the people.”

"I would have liked to tell you," he said. "I thought of
it when you sat reading to me, or we talked those long
afternoons when you never mentioned what was happening
in the city outside."

"I thought it would upset you to know that General
Bolivar had won the battle and was celebrating the victory,"
Lucilla said quietly.

As if she must explain herself further, she said almost
passionately, "Y ouweresoill.. sodesperately ill. For several
days | thought you would die."

"It is thanks to you that | am alive."

"And to Josefina who told me just before | left that she
knew you supported the Patriots."

"She knew that? How could she know ?"

"She said servants know more than people think. But an
unwary word - and both you and she would have been
executed!"

TherewasalittlethrobinLucilla'svoicethatwasunmissable.

"It is all over now," Don Carlos said, "and let me tell
you again how brave you are to have come here and save
me for the second time."

It was what Lucilla herself had hoped she was doing, but
she did not have to reply for at that moment a servant came
into the room.
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There was the cold, delicious margjilla to drink which
she had given him when he was ill and because she had been
very hot and very thirsty long before she arrived at the
hacienda she thought that she had never tasted anything so
delicious.

"Will you excuse me," Don Carlos asked, "if | go and
tell the General the information you have brought me?"

"Yes, of course,” Lucilla said, "and the Sergeant has
letters for him from Senora Saenz."

"He will be pleased to have those," Don Carlos said.

He went from the room and almost as soon as he left
Charles Sowerby came back.

"Y ou have certainly given us a surprise, Miss Cunning-
ham," he said. "Y ou must not think it rude if | say you are
the last person | should have expected to be so brave or so
adventurous.”

Lucilla knew she should take it as a compliment, but at
the same time she was aware he had supposed that, because
she was so insignificant and so unobtrusive as a rule, she
would never have taken such an initiative.

She did not answer and Charles Sowerby went on:

"It is a shame that we shall not be able to use Carlos in
the same way in the future. He has been magnificent!
Simply magnificent in the way that he has helped us to turn
what might have been a dozen defeats into resounding vic-
tories."

"I wonder how they discovered the truth,” Lucilla said.

Charles Sowerby made a gesture with his hand.

"Heaven knows! Anyone might have given him away a
hundred times before now. He had to trust servants, run-
ners, other spies, while the Spaniards are always prepared
to pay for information, far more than we can afford to do."

"They are trying to buy the weapons my father has in
the ship in the harbour," Lucilla said in alow voice.

"I might have guessed that,” Charles Sowerby replied.
"The General told me your father would not deliver the
goods unless he had the money actually in his hand, and
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God knows, we cannot find that much at the moment."

"What happened at the meeting with General San
Martin?" Lucilla asked.

She wanted to change the subject, thinking it embarrass-
ing that her father should be so rigidly business-like when
Englishmen like Charles Sowerby were risking their lives to
help what they believed was a just and glorious cause.

"General Bolivar, needless to say, was superbly confi-
dent!" Charles Sowerby answered. "He arrived here some
days before the schooner Macedonia came from Peru carry-
ing San Martin. He rode into the city and led usin avictory
march through the streets. He used what he called himself
‘charm and surprise' to win over the leaders of Guayaquil."

He laughed before he went on:

"They capitulated without a fight and when San Martin
arrived expecting conversations, negotiations and conces-
sions on both sides, General Bolivar greeted him with the
words:

" 'Welcome, My General, to the soil of Gran Colom-
bia!"'

Lucillagavealittle cry of sheer delight.

"He must have been astonished!"

"He was, at the same time he has aged and has been
taking opium for some time, because of painsin his stomach.
He is also racked with rheumatism."

"Poor man!" Lucillasaid.

"l agree," Charles Sowerby said. "But it makes him slow
and cautious. He does not want to fight. He wants the peace
and quiet which he thought he would gain by taking
Peru."

"What happened after that?"

"San Martin pulled himself together, determined to be
heard. Then General Bolivar gave him a letter that had just
been received from Lima. There had been a Palace revo-
lution!™

Lucillalistened wide-eyed as Charles Sowerby continued:

"The day after San Martin left for Guayaquil, the other
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members of the Government had thrown those they disliked
out of the city and promulgated a new provisional Con-
stitution."”

Charles Sowerby smiled rather cynically as he went on:

"It was the typical reverse that those engaged in politics
have to accept. San Martin attended the Victory Ball, but
left abruptly, and as General Bolivar followed him he said:
‘I have finished my public life. | shall go to France and
live out my daysin retirement.' "

"Oh, poor man! It is almost too cruel to bear!" Lucilla
exclaimed.

"l agree," Charles Sowerby said, "but | cannot be sorry
that Guayaquil, which is so important, is now part of Gran
Colombia.”

"No, of course not!"

The door opened and Don Carlos came into the room,
and with him was General Bolivar.

Lucillaand Charles Sowerby rose to their feet.

The General crossed the room holding out both his hands.

"Miss Cunningham," he said. "Olaneta has told me how
amazingly courageous you have been. How can | thank
you ?"

He took both her hands and raised them one after the
other to his lips.

"l do not think | ever appreciated the English until this
moment,” he said quietly. "Although | have always known
that their women were beautiful, | did not expect them to
show such fortitude or indeed such amazing courage.”

Lucillablushed.

"Thank you," she said, "but | want to congratulate Y our
Excellency on the acquisition of Guayaquil. Colonel Sowerby
has been telling me all about it."

"As | would like to tell you myself,” General Bolivar said,
"may | ask you to dine with me, Senorita ?"

Lucilla was about to reply when in a cold voice Don
Carlos interposed:

"Miss Cunningham came to see me, My General!"
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The General's eyes went to him and there was both a glint
and a twinkle in them.

Just for a moment he did not speak, then with a twist of
his lips he said:

"Is it possible that your invulnerability is at an end,
Carlos?"

Don Carlos did not answer, and the General said:

"Of course, the invitation to dineis extended to you as
well."

"Thank you, Sir. | have much pleasure in accepting it,"
Don Carlos replied.

The eyes of the two men met. Lucilla did not quite under-
stand what was happening, but she felt that without words
Don Carlos conveyed something to the General that he
accepted, though there seemed to be some tension in the
atmosphere.

Then turning to her the General said:

"You will wish torest and | dine at eight. | shall see you
then, Miss Cunningham, to proffer my thanks more fully
than | am able to do at the moment."

He kissed both her hands again, then went from the room
and Charles Sowerby followed him.

A little nervously Lucilla looked at Don Carlos. There
was a frown between his eyes and after a moment he said:

"As you well know, you should not be staying here un-
chaperoned. But there is nothing | can do about it except
to safeguard you in every way | can."”

"Safeguard me? But why . . and from whom?" Lucilla
asked in surprise.

Then quite suddenly she understood and the blood flooded
into her cheeks.

The General had asked her to dine with him.

She had heard of his reputation with women when she
was in Quito, but since she knew of his attachment to
Manuela Saenz it had not struck her for a moment that
there was any likelihood of there being any other woman in
his life, least of all herself.
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But now, almost like a bomb-shell, she understood what
Don Carlos had meant when he said she had come here to
see him, and why the General had seemed amused.

Feeling agitated and embarrassed she turned her back on
Don Carlos and walked towards the window.

She stared out into the sun-lit court-yard and after a
moment she said:

"l should not. . have come . . | realisethat now. | think
perhaps Senora Saenz intended to embarrass you . . by my
presence here . . but why?"

"Y ou areimagining things," Don Carlos said slowly. "As
| have already told you, Lucilla, | am extremely grateful
and so is the General. It is just that a beautiful woman is
always aliability in time of war."

A beautiful woman!

Lucilla felt that she could not have heard the words
aright. Then she turned and saw an expression in his eyes
which made her heart beat violently — so violently that it
seemed to jump from her breast towards him.

"You are very beautiful, Lucilla!" Don Carlos sad
almost as if he spoke to himself, "and therefore the sooner
you go back to Quito, the better!"



There was a discreet knock on the door and Lucilla awoke
with a start.

"It is half after seven, Senorita® a voice said and she
remembered where she was.

She had been dreaming that she was still riding — riding,
riding - until she thought she would never reach her des-
tination.

But now she knew she was here! She hadtold Don Carlos
what she had discovered. She was actually under the same
roof with him and he had called her beautiful.

At the thought of the way he had spoken she got out of
bed hastily to put on the gown that had been carried in one
of the panniers on the horse's back, and make herself ook
as attractive as possible.

She had bathed before she rested, washing away the dirt
of the haciendas in which she had slept and the clouds of
dust that had risen from the roads to linger on the thin air
long after they had passed.

When she looked at herself in the small mirror in her
bedroom she was far from satisfied with what she saw.

How could anyone think she was beautiful, she wondered,
in comparison with Catherine or indeed with Manuela
Saenz?

She was surprised to find that Josefina had packed one of
her best gowns. Though it was not particularly elaborate
nor in the least spectacular it became her and seemed part
of the soft, gentle image that had been the Lucilla she knew
before she started adventuring.

She could only hope that Don Carlos would not be dis-
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appointed, but when she went into the Sitting-Room where
he was awaiting her, she could not tell from the expression
on his face what he was thinking.

He asked her conventionally if she was still tired and
hoped the rest had done her good.

Before they had time to exchange more than common-
places the door opened and General Bolivar came in, and
with him a very beautiful girl. Lucilla was surprised as she
had not expected to find another woman in the hacienda
after what Don Carlos had said to her.

The General introduced them.

"Miss Cunningham —Senorita Joaquina Garaycoa."

Lucilla curtsied and Joaquinadid the same.

"The Senorita and her sisters who live in Guayaquil, have
been most kind and hospitable to me since | arrived," the
General explained. "I call them my angels, and no-one could
deserve the description more."

He spoke with an almost passionate intensity and when
they went into dinner in his private Dining-Room Lucilla
watched him wide-eyed while he showered Joaquina Garay-
coa with compliments, flattering her and making what
seemed to Lucilla to be almost passionate love while she
looked at him adoringly with her dark-fringed eyes.

The General had so much to say that Lucilla and Don
Carlos sat practically silent through the meal. The food was
good though not exceptional, but the wine flowed freely.

When it was over they all withdrew to the General's
Sitting-Room and once again he sat on the sofa beside
Joaquina whom he called La Gloriosa, talking to her inti-
mately.

"You must love La Gloriosa as | love her," he said to
Lucilla and Don Carlos.

"Just as | love you, Mi Glorioso,” Joaquina interposed.

The General kissed her hand.

"Youlivein my heart, my sweet angel."

At last, because Lucillafelt that she and Don Carlos were
intrusive, she rose to her feet.
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"Will Your Excellency forgive me if | go to bed early?"
she asked. "l have been travelling for eight days and | am
very tired."

"But of course!" the General replied. "And once again,
Miss Cunningham, let me thank you for your courage in
undertaking such a hazardous journey in order to save my
most valued colleague.”

"I am only so glad that | arrived intime," Lucilla said.

She curtsied and as she moved towards the door, followed
by Don Carlos she realised that the General had already
returned to the sofa and was once again flirting with the
pretty Senorita.

Lucilla walked down the empty and quiet passages to-
wards her own room. Only when she reached the door did
she turn to look up at Don Carlos and find herself feeling
suddenly breathless because he was so close to her.

She had a longing for him to kiss her again and hold her
in his arms as he had done once before.

She wanted as she had never wanted anything in her
whole life to feel again the touch of his lips on hers.

But she felt rather than saw that he was reserved and
withdrawn into himself as he had been in his portrait.

"l will arrange for you to leave to-morrow," he said in
what she thought was a hard voice, "but as you are tired
after travelling for so long, it will be a short day and you
need not leave here until noon."

There was silence, then Lucillasaid:

"I must ..leaveso..soon?"

She did not know really why she asked the question. It
seemed to come from her lips without her considering what
she was saying.

"I know your father must be worried about you," Don
Carlos replied quietly.

She looked up at him and said :

"l should .. not have .. come here."

"l have already said it was very brave of you. You have
saved me as you planned to do."
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"That is all that matters,” Lucilla said with a little sigh.

It was true, she thought, however angry her father might
be, however damaged her reputation, that nothing was of
any consequence except that Don Carlos was safe, at any
rate for the moment, from the intrigues and machinations
of the Spaniards.

She made no movement to open the door and after a
moment Don Carlos said:

"l think perhaps you were shocked to-night that the
General seemed so interested in Senorita Joaquina."

"l was," Lucilla admitted frankly, "because | thought -
in fact all Quito thought - that he loved . . Senora Saenz."

"When the General lost his wife," Don Carlos explained,
"he vowed never to marry again. Women mean alot to him,
but like most men he has no wish to be tied down."

He paused and there was a faint smile on his lips as he
added:

"Manuela Saenz is very possessive, very demanding.”

"l think | . . understand,"” Lucilla said hesitatingly.

"Every man has his Achilles' heel," Don Carlos went on,
"and the General, because of the way he is made, because of
his temperament, cannot do without female companion-
ship.”

"That is what they were saying in Quito," Lucilla mur-
mured. "In fact they said there were even women who rose
into battle beside him."

"That is true, but that was their decision, not his. He
is driven to work harder, more violently, and for longer
hours than any other man alive. When he does allow him-
self to rest it must be with awoman."

Lucillagave alittle sigh.

The corridor in which they were standing opened onto
the court-yard where the moon rising in the sky was throw-
ing its silver light over the slanting roofs and the climbing
shrubs. It looked mysterious and very lovely.

She turned and walked a little way towards it almost
instinctively as if its beauty gave her reassurance.
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She heard Don Carlos follow her and after a moment
she said:

"| realise since coming to South America how .. ignorant
and perhaps . . stupid | have been about so . . many things.
I have never before understood wars or the men who fought
them . . the horrors that are perpetrated . . the suffering
that.. ensues."

She drew in her breath as she went on :

"They have only been wordsin books.. descriptive scenes
that | did not understand as | had not seen them myself."

"And now you have?"

"l realise that women are useless except in their own . .
environment and the sooner | go back to . . England the . .
better."

"It is not true that you are useless,” Don Carlos con-
tinued. "Y ou have saved my life not once but twice. If you
had not been here | should now be dead. Is that not an
achievement?"

"l suppose it is," Lucilla agreed. "At the same time if |
had not saved you perhaps some other . . woman would
have .. done so."

Even as she spoke she felt a stab of sheer jealousy run
through her. She knew that when she was gone there would
be many other women to tend to him as they did the
General, to look after him, tolovehim.

'Who could help loving him when he is so attractive, so
irresistible ? she thought wildly.

She had a sudden impulse to fling herself into his arms,
to beg him to kiss her just once again so that she would have
something to remember in the years ahead when she would
be without him.

It would cost him nothing, it would mean nothing; but
for her it would be a memory she could treasure in her heart
for the rest of her life.

She was tinglingly conscious of him close beside her. She
had only to make one little movement and she could be
closer still.
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Then in a voice that seemed somehow cold and unin-
terested Don Carlos said:

"Y ou should rest now, Lucilla. It will be along road back
to Quito although you can return more slowly than when
you came. | will send some of our best men with you so that
you will be safe and protected until you are with your family
again."

"Thank.. you."

Lucilla's voice seemed to come from a far distance.

Now because she knew he expected it of her she turned
her back on the moonlight.

"Buenas noches' she said as she curtsied.

"Good night, Lucilla,” Don Carlos replied in English.
"Sleep well."

She reached the door of her bedroom, opened it and felt
she was walking away from him into utter oblivion.

She heard his footsteps move down the passage, then as
tears blinded her eyes she turned towards her bed.

Lucilla awoke early but she deliberately did not rise.

Instead she lay looking at the sunshine percolating
through the cracks in the shutters and only after lying for a
long time in thought, did she open the shutters themselves
to look out on the sun-lit day.

Don Carlos had said she was to leave at noon, and she
thought that since perhaps he was with his soldiers or in
attendance on the General there would be no point in her
wandering about hoping to find him.

She would merely be an encumbrance in a world of men
who were busy preparing for war.

So having opened her window to let in the sun she lay on
her bed and thought of the man she loved and the hopeless-
ness of herlove.

She told herself again that when he had kissed her it was
no more than an expression of gratitude,
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Had he wished to kiss her for herself, it would have been
so easy to do so last night when they were alone looking at
the moonlight with no-one to disturb them.

"l love him!" Lucilla told herself miserably, "and after
to-day | shall never see him again."

She knew the General had not only to fight the Spaniards
who were gathering in the mountains, he also had to con-
guer the whole of Peru.

Lucilla knew little about warfare, but she was quite cer-
tain that if the Government set up by San Martin had failed
then it would be easy for the Spaniards to recapture the
Capital and re-establish their old supremacy over the whole
country.

Whatever happened, Don Carlos would be fighting for
the Patriots and this time wearing the green uniform of his
true allegiance.

Of one thing she was quite certain, he did not want her;
so as she had said to him, the sooner she returned to England
the better.

There she could try to convince herself that this was
all some wonderful dream which had no substance in
reality.

Her love was an agony; the pain within her seemed to
grow every moment as she thought of Don Carlos.

Lucilla at last rose restlessly to wash and dress herself
once again in the riding-habit she had been lent by Manuela
Saenz.

She could not help thinking bitterly of how the Senora
was working and striving in Quito for General Bolivar, while
he was flirting with other women apparently quite uncon-
cerned with all she was doing on his behalf.

"Like all men, he does not wish to be tied."

She could hear Don Carlos' voice saying the words and
thought he was warning her not to lay her heart at his feet.

She hoped he had not known that she loved him, though
she thought he must guess that the reason she had come so
eagerly to find him in Guayaquil was more than a mere
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sense of patriotism and admiration for the cause.

Because of her love she was prepared to sacrifice every-
thing, her reputation, her family and her pride.

She arranged her hair carefully in the mirror but did not
put on the gold-trimmed kepi, carrying it in her hand as she
went from her bedroom.

She found a servant and instructed him to take her clothes
to be packed in the panniers on the horse that would be
accompanying her on her return journey.

It was about a quarter to twelve when she walked out
onto the patio which surrounded the court-yard.

Asshereached it her heart |eapt when she saw Don Carlos
dismounting from a horse outside the arched doorway.

He came walking towards her, his spurs jingling like the
sound of bells, and she thought how handsome he looked
in his green uniform, with the insignia of a Colonel on his
shoulders on the gold epaulettes which decorated them.

"Good morning," he said gravely. "You are ready to
leave, | see."

Lucilla nodded. She did not trust her voice not to crack
if she spoke to him.

"I have spoken to the men who will accompany you and
told them they are not to travel too fast," Don Carlos said.
"Y ou should really rest for several days before you under-
take such a journey again, but the hotels in Guayaquil are
hopelessly inadequate and you cannot continue to stay
here."

"N . .no .. of course not," Lucilla managed to say, and
thought her voice sounded small and very far away.

"l have asked the General to write a letter of explanation
to your father, telling him how much he appreciates your
action in coming here."

"That was .. kind of you."

"Perhaps you would like something to drink, some coffee,
beforeyou leave ?"

She had the feeling that he was anxious for her to go, and
although she longed to stay she answered quickly:
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"No, | think I should be on my way."

"Asyouwish," he answered.

As he spoke there was a sudden clatter of horses' hoofs,
the sound of a command ringing out in Spanish, and into
the court-yard came a lone rider.

It appeared to be a man astride a fiery black stallion. But
as the horse was drawn to a halt Lucilla stared in astonish-
ment as she saw that it was not a man, as she had supposed,
but Manuela Saenz riding astride.

A soldier ran forward to go to the horse's head, and as
she dismounted Lucilla felt suddenly embarrassed that she
should appear so masculine and indeed so immodest.

"Manuelal!" Don Carlos ejaculated and Lucilla knew he
was as surprised as she was at the Senora's sudden appear-
ance.

"Y ou are astonished to see me, Carlos?" Manuela Saenz
asked pulling off her riding-glove and giving him her
hand.

She smiled up at him and looked so lovely as she did so
that Lucilla felt a pang of irrepressible jealousy.

No-one, she thought, could look more beautiful, more
fascinating, than this Spanish woman with her alabaster
skin, her full lips and her swift, flashing smile.

"Where is the General?" Manuela asked. "I have good
news for him."

"He is here!" a voice said behind Lucilla and General
Bolivar came onto the patio.

"Is it possible - really possible - that | am seeing you
with my own eyes?" he asked. "I have been thinking of you,
dreaming of you, my darling, and now you are here."

He spoke passionately and Lucilla stared at him, unable
to believe that he should be saying such things after the way
he had been flirting last night with Joaquina.

"l have broken every record in reaching you," Manuela
answered, "but | did not come alone."

She paused as if for dramatic effect, then said :

"Sir John Cunningham came with me."
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"Papa!"”

Lucilla breathed the words between her lips, but neither
the General nor Don Carlos spoke. They only waited for
Manuela Saenz to explain.

"l have bought his ship-load of weapons for you," she
said to the General, "bought and paid for them, and Sir
John is at this moment arranging for them to be brought
ashore."

"Itisimpossible!" General Bolivarexclaimed. "How have
you found the money ?"

Manuela made a little sound of sheer triumph.

"With Spanish gold!"

"But how? How is it possible?" General Bolivar asked.

Manuela smiled. Then she said:

"Give me adrink, Simon. | think | deserve it, and before
| tell you any more | want to say how good it is to see you
and how much | have missed you."

There was a caressing note in her voice, and in Spanish
the words sounded not only passionate but full of the yearn-
ing which Lucilla knew must have possessed her ever since
she had been left behind in Quito.

They all sat down on the chairs on the patio. The General
ordered coffee and wine, then eagerly as if he could no
longer contain his curiosity he asked:

"Tell me, Manuela. Tell me everything that has hap-
pened."”

He was holding her hand in his as he spoke. Bending his
head he first pressed his lips to the back of it, then turned it
over and kissed the palm.

Manuela's dark eyes were radiant with love, then the
twinkle returned as she said:

"When Miss Cunningham had left me | lay awake all
night thinking how | could find the money for that cargo,
and as dawn broke | knew the answer."

"What was it?" the General enquired.

"The Spanish Treasurer in the Presidency! At first |
could not remember if he had escaped, been executed or was
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in prison. Then | learnt from Sucre that he was awaiting
trial and | went to the prison."”

"How did you know he could help you?" Don Carlos
asked.

"There has never been a Spanish Government which has
not kept ready money in reserve for the moment when the
President or the Ministers wish to return to Spain,” Manuela
answered and went on:

"l suppose | had always known it at the back of my mind,
but | had forgotten in the excitement of liberating Quito
that what we found in the Presidential Palace would only
be a quarter of what must be hidden elsewhere.”

"l did actually suggest to Sucre that there might be more
than we discovered," General Bolivar remarked.

"l offered the Treasurer his life and his freedom if he
would tell me where the reserves of the President were hid-
den," Manuela said.

"Y ou were so sure such reserves did exist!"

"Assure asif an angel of the Lord had spoken tome!"

"And he told you?" Don Carlos questioned.

"He prevaricated quite a lot, but finally | threatened
him with a somewhat unpleasant manner of dying and he
capitulated."

"How much?"

The words came from General Bolivar like a pistol-shot
and Lucilla noticed that his fingers tightened on Manuela's
hand.

She paused for sheer theatrical effect. Then slowly,
almost as if she savoured every word, she answered :

"Three hundred thousand pesos!"

The General gave a cry of delight.

"Sir John and | left almost immediately,” Manuela Saenz
said.

"Incredible! Marvellous!" General Bolivar exclaimed.
"W e need those weapons. We need every one of them!"

"That is what | knew," Manuela answered, and now her
voice was serious.
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The servants arrived with the coffee and the wine and as
they set it down on the low table in front of them Manuela
turned to Don Carlos.

"When | reached the Quay just now with Sir John," she
said, "there was a man who had just come ashore from one
of the ships. He waslooking for you, Carlos."

"Looking for me?" Don Carlos exclaimed.

"l naturally enquired his business before telling him
where you were."

"Naturally!" Don Carlos replied.

There was a slight twist to his lips as if he knew that it
was Manuela Saenz's curiosity rather than her anxiety for
his safety which had prompted her enquiry.

"The man had come from Scotland to find you."

Lucilla saw Don Carlos stiffen and his eyes were on
Manuela's face as he waited for her to continue.

"Your mother is dead," Manuela said quietly, "and al-
though | cannot understand why, it seems you are now the
Earl of Strathcraig.”

For a moment Don Carlos did not speak, but the General
said:

"l am sorry to hear that you have had a family bereave-
ment, Carlos.”

Then as if her sympathy was overcome by her curiosity,
Manuela asked:

"How can you inherit a title through your mother's
death ? | do not understand."”

"In Scotland a title can descend in the female line,” he
replied. "My grandfather was the Earl of Strathcraig, but
he had no son and on his death my mother became Chief of
the Clan."

"And now that she is dead you are the Earl."

"That isright,” Don Carlos agreed.

Lucilla knew that he was upset and she longed to express
her sympathy and make him understand how sorry she was.
But somehow it was impossible to say the words with the
General and Manuela there.



She could only look at him, hoping he would understand
without her saying anything.

In the pause that followed there was the sound of foot-
steps in the court-yard. Lucilla turned her head and gave
a little exclamation which was more one of fear than
surprise; for it was her father who was coming towards
them.

He seemed large and authoritative and she felt too there
was something aggressive about him.

The General rose to his feet.

"Good morning, Sir John!" hesaid. "May | tell you how
glad | am that the business which we discussed together has
come to a satisfactory conclusion.”

Sir John bowed and took the General's hand.

Watching him, Lucilla could see that he was incensed and
she thought apprehensively that the reason must rest with
herself.

She was not mistaken, for her father turned from the
General to look at her and she saw by the expression in his
eyes how angry he was.

"So you are here, Lucilla!" he said harshly. "Senora
Saenz told me thisis where | would find you. | shall have
plenty to say about your behaviour on our return journey
to Quito."

He looked at her, taking in the Military cut of her jacket,
and his eyes rested for a moment on the kepi which she
still held in her hand.

"I have brought some luggage for you with me, and you
will kindly change out of those ridiculous garments into
your own."

"Yes.. Papa.”

Lucilla's voice was weak and faint. As usual, her father
deflated her to the point where she felt small and insignifi-
cant, and she was also afraid as she always was when he
was angry with her.

She would have moved away, but Don Carlos came from
behind the coffee-table to stand at her father's side.
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"Your daughter, Sir John,” he said and he spoke in
English, "came here to save my life. It was amazingly
courageous of her, and both | and the General shall tell you
that her action may also have saved the Patriot Army from
suffering a disastrous defeat."

Sir John inclined his head, but Lucilla knew he was not
at all impressed and was not concerning himself with any-
thing but her own behaviour.

"Miss Cunningham and | have known each other for
some time," Don Carlos continued, "and | therefore have
the very great honour, Sir John, in asking for her hand in
marriage!"

If he had thrown a bomb into the midst of them, Don
Carlos could not have caused a greater sensation than by
his quiet words.

Lucilla drew in her breath and felt she was turned to
stone, while she saw the incredulous surprise on the faces of
Manuela Saenz and the General.

The General recovered first.

"My dear Carlos,” he exclaimed, "I have heard nothing
that could please me more. Let me congratulate you, and
you too, Sir John, for you have found yourself the finest
son-in-law that any man could ask."

The General reached forward to shake Don Carlos's
hand, then Sir John's.

A mischievous smile lit up Manuela Saenz's lovely face.

"l too must congratulate you, Carlos," she said. "It is a
surprise, a very great surprise, but of course we all know
that love wins the last battle."

There was something mocking in her tone and Lucillafelt
uncomfortable, as she had done when she realised that
Manuela Saenz had sent her to Guayaquil in person when
she could quite easily have sent a messenger.

"We must talk further about this," Sir John said pomp-
ously and without enthusiasm.

"Y ou have not yet heard, Sir John," Manuela said, "that
Carlos has just learnt that he is now the Earl of Strathcraig."
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Sir John stared at her, then at Don Carlos, in bewilder-
ment.

"The Earl of Strathcraig?" he repeated uncomprehend-
ingly.

"My mother isdead,” Don Carlos said quietly.

"I have met the old Earl,"” Sir John said.

" My grandfather!"

There was a silence while Lucilla knew her father was
slowly absorbing the information he had been given with a
business-like efficiency.

He was considering whether to give his consent to her
marriage or oppose it.

But she knew without being told that he would agree,
simply because now Don Carlos was not a Spaniard and a
foreigner, but a Scotsman and an Earl.

He was a fellow-countryman whom he would respect and
with whom he would be only too pleased for his family to be
alied.

Then Lucilla suddenly realised that whatever her father
said, whatever congratulations the General and Manuela
might offer, she could not marry Don Carlos.

She knew only too well that as a man of honour he had
offered for her simply because she had stayed the night in
the hacienda without a Chaperon.

She had forced herself upon him and she had not fully
realised how outrageous her behaviour would seem in the
eyes of her father and indeed to anyone else who heard of it.

Aloud she said in avoice that trembled:

"I will go and.. change .. Papa.”

She moved away towards her bedroom without looking at
Don Carlos.

When she reached it she sat down in front of the mirror
and put her hands up to her cheeks.

It did not seem possible that Don Carlos had asked for
her hand in marriage when she was on the very point of
saying good-byeto him for ever.

Then she told herself that because he was chivalrous,
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because he was gallant as perhaps another man might not
have been, she could not take advantage of him.

She could think of nothing nearer Heaven than to be
married to him, to belong to him. Even if he never really
loved her, she felt as if her own love was so great, so over-
whelming that it would be enough for them both.

Then she knew she was deceiving herself. He did not love
her and marriage without love was unthinkable.

There was a knock at the door and when she said:
"Come in," two soldiers entered carrying her trunk and a
bonnet box which her father had brought with him from
Quito.

They set them down on the floor and when they had gone
Lucilla forced herself to open the trunk and take out a
travelling gown of blue silk and a mantle of the same colour.

There was a small bonnet to wear with them, and she
took off the riding-habit which Manuela Saenz had lent her
and changed into her own clothes.

She felt as if she had finally set aside all that was adven-
turous and novel in her character and had gone back to
what she had been before leaving England.

She had begun to change, she thought, from the moment
she had walked into the Pavilion and found Don Carlos
standing there before he fell to the ground telling her he
was dead.

That was the moment when she developed a new person-
ality, a new individuality. She had decided without fear of
the consequences, to hide him and nurse him back to health,
and she knew now she had fallen in love with him every
moment they were together.

"But what have | to offer him?" she asked herself. "He
has done so much! He has lived an exciting life, alife of
danger, a life of great bravery. When he marries it should
be to someone like Manuela Saenz."

She sighed and it was not only a sigh for herself, but also
for Manuela.

The General had been, it was obvious, intensely pleased
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to see her, but once she left him again there would be other
women.

That was not real love, Lucilla thought, not the sort of
love that she felt for Don Carlos; for there would never, she
knew, be another man in her life. Even if she never, from
this moment, saw him again, he would still be the only man
who mattered.

But with men it was different. She faced the fact and was
not prepared to condemn the General, even though her
heart bled for Manuela.

When she was dressed, thinking as she did so, both of
Manuela and herself, she knew that only a woman would
understand what she was feeling at the moment.

Picking up the green habit she put it over her arm
and went to the door. A servant was passing down the
passage.

"Can you tell me which room Senora Saenz is using?"
she asked.

"l have just taken her things there, Senorita,” the servant
answered. "It is the third door in the next passage to the
right.”

"Thank you," Lucillaanswered.

She walked there quickly, knocked on the door and heard
Manuela's voice tell her to enter.

She half-turned from the dressing-table as Lucilla entered
and exclaimed:

"Oh, itisyou, Miss Cunningham!"

Lucilla shut the door behind her.

"l have brought back the habit you so kindly lent me,”
she said putting it down on achair.

"It was a pleasure!” Manuela Saenz replied. "But | am
afraid your father is very angry with you. He ranted and
roared all the way from Quito to Guayaquil. But now you
are to be the wife of a Scottish Earl, | dare say he will for-
give you."

"Senora, | need your help.”

"My help?"
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Manuela turned completely round from the dressing-
table.

She had taken off her military coat and sitting in her
riding-breeches wearing polished boots and a white lawn
shirt, she was like a slender boy until one looked at her
beautiful face with its mischievous eyes.

"Now what iswrong?" she enquired.

Lucillafelt for words.

"Don Carlos does not really wish to marry me," she said.
"He has asked me only because he thought in coming here
I compromised myself."

"But he has asked you," Manuela said. "That is some-
thing he has never asked of any other woman, | can assure
you!"

"That is not the point,” Lucilla said. "He does not love
me, so | .. cannot marry him."

"Are you prepared to tell him so? What will your father
say ?"

"That is why | want you to help me,"” Lucilla said.
"Please, Senora, you have so much power, so much auth-
ority. Can you arrange for me to leave immediately for
England? There must be a ship in which | can travel as a
passenger.”

"Is that what you really want?" Manuela Saenz asked.
"Have you considered how attractive Carlos is? And how
eligible, now that he has come into atitle."

"None of thatis important,” Lucillareplied.

"Most women marry without love," Manuela said. "I
did!"

Lucilla did not reply, but her silence must have made the
inference obvious for Manuela laughed.

"All right. Thereis no need to put what you are thinking
into words," she said. "At the same time you are English
and far more respectable than | am ever likely to be. You
have lost your good name by coming here to help Carlos.
It is only right and just that he should look after you for
the rest of your life."
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"No, no!" Lucilla said passionately, "I will not marry
him for that reason."

"Doyou love him?"

"Yes, | love him. | love him too much to spoil hislifein
such a ridiculous manner!"

Her words seemed to ring out. Then she said in a quiet
tone:

"Please help me, Senora. If | can get back to England |
can stay with my cousin there until my father returns. He
finds me useful as a housekeeper, so he will forget his anger
once we are home again."

"l have a feeling that your father will be extremely angry
if you refuse such an advantageous marriage.”

"There is nothing else | can do," Lucilla said. "You
must see that! Don Carlos does not really want me. | mean
nothing to him."

"Don Carlosis astrange man," Manuelasaid reflectively.
"Women do not matter in his life as they do in the
General's."

She went on almost as if she was speaking to herself:

"There have been women, of course, because he is a
man; but his heart has never been involved, although many
women have offered himtheirs."

Lucilla was sure that was the truth. How could anybody
be with Don Carlos, she thought, and not love him? He was
so attractive, so much everything a man should be.

And yet, if what Manuelasaid was true and he had never
been in love, he must have an ideal of what the woman he
wouldlovewould be like.

It was quite obvious it was not she.

Suppose she married him, she thought to herself, and
then he found his ideal woman and was not free to marry
her?

Whatever she was suffering now would be nothing com-
pared to the agony she would feel in such circumstances.

Aloud she said:

"l mustget.. away."
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Manuela had been watching her while she lit a cigar.

Now she rose with it between her lips and walked to the
window.

"There is a ship in the harbour which will doubtless be
sailing at dawn," she said. "Are you really prepared for me
to arrange your passage for England?"

"Yes, please," Lucillasaid. "Please . . please do that."

"Very well," Manuela replied. "I will persuade your
father to stay and superintend the complete unloading of
his ship. He intended, | know, that you should both return
to Quito today, but | will tell him it is impossible and he
must be here."

"Itisvery kind of you," Lucillamurmured.

"I will arrange for your luggage to be taken from your
room when we are at dinner," Manuelawent on. "Y ou can
retire to bed early and a carriage will be waiting for you."

"I am grateful.. very grateful."

"Quite frankly, | think you are afool," she replied. "Y ou
have managed to make Carlos say the words no other
woman has ever heard. He has offered you marriage, and
although | do not know Scotland | imagine he has a posi-
tion of importance there. Change your mind, Miss Cunn-

ingham!"

Lucilla shook her head.

"No .. please. . | just want to go home .. alone. Perhaps
when | have gone you will tell Papa why | had no wish to
marry in . . such circumstances. Please tell . . Don Carlos
too."

"Very well," Manuela agreed briskly. "If you have made
up your mind there is no point in discussing it further. Go
to your room and take off your travelling things and put on
something cool. | will talk with your father as soon as | am
changed."”

"I am very grateful. . more grateful than | can possibly
say," Lucillacried.

"I do not want your gratitude," Manuela replied. "All
that pleases me is that your father brought those magnificent
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weapons to South America and | have managed to make
the Spaniards pay for them!"

Lucilla went back to her own room and changed as
Manuela had suggested into athin gown.

She took along time over it, knowing she had no wish to
see her father before Manuela had persuaded him to change
his plans.

When finally she came from her bedroom it was to dis-
cover that her father, Manuela Saenz and the General had
gone to the Quay to watch the unloading of the cargo.

There was no sign of Don Carlos either, and when it was
luncheon time only Charles Sowerby appeared with Daniel
O'Leary, whom Lucilla had not met since the Victory Ball
in Quito.

They did not volunteer information as to where Don
Carlos had gone, and Lucilla did not like to ask too many
questions.

While they ate, Daniel O'Leary talked all the time of the
dramatic meeting that had taken place between the General
and San Martin.

"I am keeping records,” he told Lucilla, "of everything
the General does, because one day it will make history."

"Better you than me," Charles Sowerby said. "If there
is one thing | hate it is having to write reports, and it seems
to me you are setting yourself a task that will grow more
wearisome year by year."

"I am not thinking of myself," Daniel O'Leary replied,
"though doubtless you are right. What is important is that
the world should know the greatness of Simon Bolivar, and
who will know it if we who love him do not write his story
as it should be written?"

"l think it is very wonderful of you," Lucilla said.

"Thank you," Daniel O'Leary answered. "As Charles
says, it is doubtless going to be a wearisome task."

After luncheon, because there was nothing else to do and
it was time for siesta, Lucilla went to her own room to lie
down.
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She was half-asleep when Manuelacameiin.

She shut the door behind her and said in alow voice:

"It is arranged, but you must be careful not to let your
father be suspicious."

"No, of course not," Lucilla said sitting up in bed.

"He and Don Carlos are arranging your marriage as soon
as your sister Catherine can get here from Quito and then
you can all travel to Scotland in your own ship."

Just for a moment Lucilla felt the room swim round her.

Could anything be more wonderful, she thought, than to
be in Scotland which sheloved, with Don Carlos?

She said nothing and Manuela sitting down on the side of
her bed, said:

"It is strange | never realised that Don Carlos's mother
was Scottish. Apparently she quarrelled with his father who
of course, came from one of the finest and noblest aristo-
cratic familiesin the New World, and went back to her own
people."

"So Don Carlos was brought up by his father," Lucilla
said.

"Yes, both in Venezuela, where his father lived and at
the Court of Spain at Madrid."

Manuela smiled as shewent on:

"Heaven knows how he ever got to know Simon Bolivar.
He must have been very young when the General started his
fight for independence. But | understand Don Carlos offered
him his services."

"And of course the General accepted them," Lucilla
smiled.

"Simon tells me now that he realised how useful Carlos
could be if he remained with the Spaniards with whom he
had been brought up and communicated secretly with the
Patriots."

"It was a heavy burden to place on someone so young,"
Lucillasaid quietly.

"Simon knew that. But he was well aware how intelligent
Carlos was, and all through the years his assistance to the
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Liberator has grown and been of inestimable value."
Lucillafelt herself glow with pride.
"Heisvery wonderful!" she said softy.
"But you still intend not to marry him?" Manuela asked.
"Yes..and | have toldyouwhy," Lucilla answered.
"Very well," Manuela said. "Everything is arranged.
Retire to bed as soon as dinner is over. A closed carriage
will be outside a side door of the hacienda."
"Thank you," Lucilla said. "Thank you . . very much."



Lucilla went to her bedroom to pick up her fur-lined cloak
which waslying on the bed.

She thought it would be too hot to wear it. At the same
time it was the only thing of hers that had not been packed
and taken away.

She glanced around, feeling that she was closing the door
once and for al on a chapter in her life that had been more
wonderful, and yet more heart-breaking, than anything she
had ever known.

All through dinner it had been impossible to look at Don
Carlos as he sat opposite her on the other side of the table.

She kept her eyes lowered, finding it hard to eat anything,
but pretending that she was for the sake of appearances.

Fortunately the General was in good spirits and made up
for any deficiencies on the part of hisguests.

He had invited Charles Sowerby and Daniel O'Leary to
dinner and they encouraged him to reminisce on the battles
in which they had taken part and the times when they had
defeated the Spaniards against overwhelming odds.

Lucilla knew that the General was talking really to
Manuela, showing off, impressing her, making her appre-
ciate that his reputation as a hero had every foundation in
fact.

Lucilla actually heard little of what he said and what
she did hear made no sense. All she could think of was that
this was the last time she would see Don Carlos, and how
much she loved him.

They rose from the table and while the men sauntered
out onto the patio where coffee was waiting for them,
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Lucilla had slipped away down the passages to her own
bedroom.

Now as she picked up her cloak the door opened and
Manuela Saenz came in.

Lucilla had an apprehensive feeling that perhaps the
plans had been changed at the last moment.

"l merely came to ask you if you are ill intent on
making this useless gesture,” Manuela Saenz asked.

She was looking exceedingly lovely in a very decolletS
gown which was of a deep emerald green and made her
look even more seductive than usual.

If anything it strengthened Lucilla's resolve to leave.

How could she compete with anyone like Manuela? She
was quite certain that in the past the women who had loved
Don Carlos had looked like her and been self-assured, con-
fident of their charms and sophisticated as she could never
hope to be in amillion years.

"Yes.. | mustgo," Lucillamurmured.

Manuela walked to the open window. The sun had just
sunk in a blaze of glory and now it was growing dark there
was the quietness which always seemed to hang over the
world at dusk.

"1 thought you had more courage," Manuela said.

Lucillalooked at her questioningly as shewent on :

"To fight for what you want, because | can assure you
nothing is really unobtainable. It is always possible to win
in the end."

Lucilla knew she was speaking for herself and as she did
not answer Manuela continued:

"The General loves me at the moment as he has loved
many women before. But | want more from him than the
fire which makes us indispensable physically to each other."

"More?' Lucilla asked, not understanding what she was
saying.

"l want something that no other woman has ever had
before,” Manuela said in a low voice. "I want the very
essence of him, his spirit, his soul, and | swear to you that
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however long it takes, one day he will be completely mine.
Then | shall know | have fulfilled my destiny."

She spoke almost as if she was making avow.

"Y ou are running away," shewent on, "but | shall go on
fighting: Simon Bolivar will then not be the victor but a
man conquered by a love so overwhelming, so great, that
he himsdlf does not know heis capable of it."

Because Lucilla felt Manuela was speaking intimately in
a manner that made her seem feminine and vulnerable, she
did not reply.

She felt asif she was overhearing a conversation that was
not intended for her ears.

Then, with a quick change of mood that was characteris-
tic of her, Manuela turned round from the window.

"Hurry, child!" she exclaimed. "If you intend to leave,
you must do so at once. It is al arranged! A boat will take
you to the Saucy Kate which is anchored in the harbour.
It is a cargo ship carrying coffee to England. It may not be
very comfortable, but it will serve your purpose.”

"I am very grateful,” Lucilla said. "Can | pay you for
my passage?”

"Y ou can do so on board. | have arranged it," Manuela
replied. "All you have to do is pay for the carriage and tip
the men who will row you to the ship."

Lucillaput her heavy cloak over her shoulders. It covered
the white gown she had worn for dinner and she did not
wish to be seen as she left the hacienda.

She would take it off, she thought, as soon as she reached
the carriage.

"Good-bye, Sefiora," she said, "and thank you again."

"Adios," Manuelareplied lightly.

She watched Lucilla move down the passage and closing
the bedroom door she walked back to the patio to join
General Bolivar.

The carriage which was waiting for Lucillawas old and
rickety and just what one might expect, she thought, of a
hired vehicle in Guayaquil.
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There was only one tired horse to draw it and it moved
very slowly over the bumpy road. Even so she was thrown
from side to side in an uncomfortable fashion.

The carriage smelt of age, dust and hay. She opened the
window to feel the cool of the night air on her cheeks, trying
to look out for the last time at the land which she had found
so beautiful.

The darkness spreading over the sky hid the mountains
and the stars had not yet appeared to illuminate the un-
dulating ground over which they were moving.

First there was the brightness of the lanterns which the
soldiers used in their tents or outside the rough shelters they
had erected around the hacienda.

But soon there was only darkness and the two candle-
lamps on the carriage, until in the distance Lucilla could
see the bright lights of the houses of Guayaquil and beyond
them those of the shipsin the harbour.

It seemed to her to take a very long time before they
reached the houses on stilts and turned down the dusty, dirty
road which led to the Quay.

They passed the Churches, the saw-mill and a rope
factory which had been pointed out to Lucilla when she
arrived, where the Indians worked the tough fibred Cabuya
into thick plaited ropes for the ships.

Then they had reached the Quay and she knew that this
was where she was leaving the soil of South America for
ever.

The cab-driver got down with some difficulty from his
seat and opened the door.

Lucilla stepped out feeling the wind from the sea in her
hair and pulled her cloak closely around her because she
thought she would look strange embarking in a row-
boat.

It was waiting a little ahead at the beginning of the jetty
and she walked towards it followed by the cab-driver carry-
ing her trunk and complaining beneath his breath at its
weight.
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"Sefiorita Cunningham ?' aman asked.

She stood looking at the two oarsmen sitting in the
boat.

Her name was pronounced in astrange way, but the men
were undoubtedly waiting for her. Then, having helped
Lucilla board, they took her trunk from the driver and set
it down in the boat.

He returned to the carriage for her hat-box and rocking
on the water Lucilla looked round the harbour at dozens
of anchored ships, their port and starboard lights reflected
red and green on the sea below them.

She wondered which was the Saucy Kate and hoped it
would not be too small avessel.

It had been rough as they crossed the Atlantic in her
father's ship which was comparatively large and well
built.

Although Lucilla had not been sea-sick because she was a
good sailor, the continual pitching, tossing and rolling had
been extremely uncomfortable, and she had been frightened
of breaking aleg or an arm.

The cab-driver brought her hat-box and she paid him for
conveying her from the hacienda, knowing the sum he asked
was an exorbitant one.

He did not thank her for what she gave him even though
she included atip but walked away in a surly manner which
was very unlike the charm and friendliness of the people of
Quito.

The oarsmen pushed off from the jetty and began to row
slowly and without exerting themselves into the centre of
the great harbour.

Because she dared not think of Don Carlos, feeling that
if she did so she would begin to cry again, Lucillatried to
think of the pirates for whom Guayaquil had become a
magnet in the sixteenth century.

Francis Drake had captured a treasure-ship here and had
divided amongst his freebooters a huge amount of silver
plate. After him there had been many famous pirates, in-
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cluding one who in amad fury caught the town unprepared
and sacked and burnt it.

She tried to keep her mind on the history she had read
but all she could think about was her own.

"l love him! | love him!" she whispered to hersaf and
knew that because he meant so much to her she could not
accept his chivalry but must creep away in the darkness out
of hislife and leave him free to find a woman he would love
as much as she loved him.

Because she was fighting against her tears Lucilla found
it impossible to continue to look around her. Instead she
bent her head and clasped her fingers tightly together in an
effort at self-control.

All she could think of was Don Carlos sitting talking on
the patio with her father, planning their marriage and not
realising until to-morrow morning that she was already on
her way back to England - alone.

"We are here, Seforita!" one of the oarsmen said.

Looking up Lucilla realised they were alongside a vessel
which towered above them, and there was a rope-ladder up
which she wasto climb to reach the deck.

She had climbed rope-ladders before and once the men
had assisted her to get her feet firmly on the first rungs she
climbed up without difficulty despite the heaviness of her
fur-lined cape.

There was an Officer waiting to assst her on deck. She
saw he looked smarter than might have been expected on a
cargo ship and she thought that perhaps alter all she would
not be as uncomfortable as she had feared.

The ship too seemed very large and her fears of the ocean
abated.

"Will you come this way, Miss?" the Officer asked.

He spoke in English, and she followed him obediently
down a companion-way. They walked along a narrow pass-
age towards the stern.

The ship certainly, Lucilla thought again, seemed much
larger than she had expected the Saucy Kate would be, and
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she told herself the cargo must be a valuable one, so that the
Captain would therefore make every effort to ensure that
they arrived in safety.

Her father had always been very scathing about cargo
ships, which was why he was prepared to carry his own
merchandise rather than rely on vessels he could charter.

'Papa would be surprised at this ship!" Lucilla thought
to herself.

The Officer opened a door and stood back for her to
enter.

She had expected a small cabin but to her surprise she
redlised that she was entering a very large one. Then she
saw two men were standing at the far end of it, and felt as
if she had been turned to stone.

It was Don Carlos who stood there.

Don Carlos looking tall and authoritative and so over-
whelmingly handsome that she wanted to forget everything
else and run to him and tell him how glad she was to see
him.

Instead it was impossible to move and almost impossible
to breathe.

She heard the cabin door close behind her, then he was at
her side taking her hand in his.

She fet hersdf thrill at the touch of his fingers, and he
said very quietly:

"Father Pablo is here to marry us. We have not much
time, since the battleship is due to sail on the turn of the
tide."

"B ..but..1..1.." Lucillabegan to stammer.

Then with his eyes on hers he smiled down at her and the
words died on her lips.

"l know," he said quietly so that only she could hear,
"but as | have arranged that we shall share a cabin on our
way home you really must think of my reputation !"

She wanted to answer him, but somehow it was impossible
to think of anything but the laughter in his eyes. He raised
her hand and kissed it.
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"Come," he said, "there will be plenty of time later for
al the explanations."

He drew her astep forward, and then as if he saw that her
cloak was heavy and cumbersome he lifted it from her
shoulders and laid it down on a chair.

Almost before Lucillarealised it was happening they were
standing in front of the Priest and he was saying the words
of the Marriage Servicein Latin.

It only took a very short time, but for Lucilla it was as
if the Heavens opened and a chorus of angels sang around
them. For the first time she heard Don Carlos's name spoken
in English.

"Charles Anthony Francis.”

He repeated the words slowly as if he wanted her to hear
them, but her own response was in such a small and fright-
ened tone that she thought he could not have heard it.

They knelt, their hands were joined together, and the
Priest blessed them.

When they rose, Don Carlos once again raised Lucilla's
hand to his lips. Then he escorted the Priest from the cabin
and for the first time she could look around her.

She realised immediately that they were in the Captain's
cabin and she knew that in the time-honoured tradition it
was the most important accommodation in a warship.

It was spacious and comfortable and there was a large
box-bed built against one wall, draped with curtains that
could be pulled in the day-time or at night if the occupants
needed privacy.

Lucilla blushed and sat down suddenly on a chair feeling,
though the ship was not yet moving, as if it was turning
turtle and the whole world she knew was rocking crazily
around her.

It could not have happened ! It could not be true that she
was married to Don Carlos after trying so hard to escape
from him!

She knew the warship was one of those under the com-
mand of Admiral Lord Cochrane.
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She remembered Admiral Lord Cochrane was a Scotsman
and thought it must have been a matter of blood calling to
blood which was enabling them to sail home so comfort-
ably.

A few moments later Don Carlos came back into the
cabin. With her heart beating frantically Lucillarose to her
feet to stand trembling as having shut the door, he stood
looking at her.

"Why did you run away?" he asked. His voice was deep
and, she thought, perhaps a little angry.

"“1..1 hadto .. go," shereplied, "you should not have ..
stopped me."

"Why not?"

"B .. because | did not intend to.. marry you."

"Why not?" he asked again.

"Because .. it was . . wrong .. you did not.. really wish
tobe.. married.”

He moved towards her and, because she was frightened of
her own feelings and the frantic fluttering of her heart, she
turned away from him to look out of one of the port-holes.

She felt him stand behind her and knowing he was so
near she longed to turn round and hide her face against his
shoulder.

Even now she could not believe he had stopped her from
trying to escape, and they were married.

"How .. did you know when .. | had .. left the hacienda
. . and where | had gone?" she asked a little incoherently.

"You forget | have been a spy for a great number of
years, and avery good one."

"Then .. Manueladid not.. tell you?"

"Manuela acted almost as convincingly as you did," he
answered.

"Then how did you .. know?"

"l sensed what you were feeling, for | have been with
you too long, Lucilla, not to be aware when you are worried
and perturbed. | know a great number of other things as
well."
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There was anote in his voice as he spoke which made her
fed stranger than she had ever felt in her whole life, at the
same time so intensely excited that it was like a pain.

"l want you to tell me,” Don Carlos said very quietly,
"what you felt when | kissed you good-bye in the little
Pavilion."

"It was .. wonderful!" Lucilla answered without pausing
to think. "The most wonderful. . perfect. . thing that ever
.. happened to me. | knew it meant.. nothing to you.. but
it was something | can never forget .. something | shall ..
treasure all my life!"

"That is exactly what | felt."

Lucilla was so surprised that she turned round to look at
him, her eyes very wide. At the expression in his eyes she
drew in her breath.

"Why should you think it meant nothing to me, my dar-
ling?" Don Carlos asked. "I knew then that you loved me as
| loved you."

"You . . loved me?" Lucilla could hardly breathe the
words.

"l loved you from the very fir& moment | saw you, and
when you nursed me and read to me | knew you were-
everything | ever dreamt a woman should be."

"Why did you not.. tell me?"

She thought of the agony she had passed through, trying
to keep him from knowing of her love, telling herself again
and again that she was so unimportant, so insignificant that
she could mean nothing to him.

"l had nothing to offer you," he replied. "I had given
up my father's fortune, and in the years | was working for
the Patriots | took as little as | possibly could from the
Spaniards."

She thought it was like him to be so honourable, if only
to himself.

"How could | ask you to share my life?" he went on, "a

life not only of hardship and privation, but of desperate,
physical danger."
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He paused before he continued :

"At any moment, any day or night, someone might have
betrayed me and | would have been tortured and killed, not
quickly, but slowly. Do you think | would really let you risk
that?"

"1 would not have cared . . aslong as | could be with . .
you," Lucillawhispered.

"That is what | wanted you to say," Don Carlos ans-
wered, "and | knew when | kissed you that if | had asked
you to come with me you would have done so."

He smiled very tenderly as he asked :

"Isthat not true?"

"Y ou know | would have gone . . anywhere .. to the ends
of the world with . . you," Lucilla answered, and there was
a passionate note in her voice.

"l can hardly believe it is true," Don Carlos said almost
as if he spoke to himself, "but now | have something to offer
you instead of a life of fear. | am only afraid, my adven-
turous little wife, that you may find it very dull.”

"Y ou are the one who may find that," Lucilla answered.
"Will you really be content to live quietly in Scotland and
.. withme?"

There was a little sob in the last words and she knew
that this was a very real fear . . that he would find her dull
and insignificant as her father had always done.

Very slowly he put his arms round her and drew her close
against him, then he turned her face up to his.

"There is so much for us to discover about each other,"
he said, "and | promise you, my precious, it will be the most
exciting thing | have ever donein my life."

Then his lips were on hers and she felt the wonder and
the glory that she had felt before sweep over her like awave
from the sea

For a moment it was so intense, so glorious, that she was
afraid. Then she pressed herself against him, feeling that the
closeness and the wonder of him was even more ecstatic than
it had been before.
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Now she belonged to him, she was his, and she knew she
had never before known the beauty and the wonder of liv-
ing until his lipstouched hers.

Once again there were the mountains, the flowers and
the sunshine in his kiss, but now it was more personal, more
intimate as their love drew them close, each to each, together
with something else which, as Manuela had described to her,
was deeper and more intense than love itsdlf.

‘It is not only our hearts but our souls that are touching
each other," Lucilla thought.

Then the intensity of her feelings made it impossible to
think, but only to feel...

It seemed to her a long time later before Don Carlos
raised his head to look down at her face radiant in the light
from the lanterns, her eyes shining like the stars that were
coming out in the sky.

"I love.. you!" she whispered brokenly.

Then because she was shy she hid her face against his
shoulder.

He kissed her hair.

"And | loveyou, my darling! Y ou are mine, and | shall
make quite sure that you never try to escape from me
again.”

"It wasan .. agony to leave . . you," Lucillamurmured.

"And an agony for me when | learnt what you intended,”
he said. "At first | could not believe it. | thought you must
know how much | wanted you."

"You .. never told me .. so."

He gave asigh.

"Y ou have no idea how much self-control | exerted not
to kiss you last night when we stood on the patio looking at
the moonlight.”

"l wanted you to . . kissme . . | longed for you to . . do
..so."

"l knew that,” he answered, "but | did not think it was
fair when | was sending you back to your father - to safety
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and security. | thought it would be harder for both of us if
| held you like thisand kissed you as | wanted to."

Lucillaraised her head again.

"Kiss me now . . please kiss me," she asked. "I still can-
not believe .. that | am not.. dreaming."

"I will make you believe you are awake," he answered,
"but first, my beautiful darling, | will tell the sdlors to
bring your luggage in here. Then no-one will disturb us for
the rest of the night."

There was a passion in his voice that made Lucilla blush
again.

"Suppose,” she whispered, "I disappoint you and | am
not.. after all, your.. ideal woman .. the woman you have
been looking for for.. solong?"

"How do you know | have been looking for someone like
that?" Don Carlos asked.

"Manuela told me you had never asked anyone to marry
you."

"That is true, although | have no idea how Manuela
knows such things."

Lucillalaughed.

"l think, like you, she knows or senses things about people
which they do not even know themselves."

"Such as?" Don Carlos prompted.

"She told me she is fighting a battle with General Bolivar
to make him love her as he has never loved a woman before
and never will again."

Don Carlos smiled.

"It is a naked battle, when two people are alone and the
trappings of pomp and glory arelaid asidefor love."

He was saying exactly what she had thought hersalf, and
as she looked at him in surprise he said very quietly:

"That is a battle | shall fight with you, my darling, be-
cause | not only wish to possess your beautiful body and
your soft, entrancing lips, | want the thoughts you think, the
beat of your heart and that spiritual force withinyou which
you call your soul."
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"Itisyours! Allyours!" Lucillacried. "Thereisno need
for abattle. Y ou havewon already!"

"I must make sure of that.”

He pulled her closer to him and kissed her passionately
and demandingly as if he would force from her what he
needed and make it his.

And as he kissed her, as hislips pressed themselves against
her mouth, her eyes, her cheeks and the softness of her neck,
Lucilla felt a fire rise within her ignited, she knew, by the
fireinhim.

"l love .. you . ." shetried to say but her voice was deep
and passionate and seemed almost to be strangled in her
throat.

"You are mine!" Don Carlos cried. "Mine completely
and absolutely."

He kissed her again until she felt the world disappear and
once again they were on a secret island of their own sur-
rounded by a boundless sea.

It was what she had felt when she was with him in the
little Pavilion; but now it was more real, more wonderful,
more intense.

Ever since she had known him she had changed and be-
come alive to new possibilities within herself.

Now she knew she could never go back to what she was
before, because she had been reborn! Reborn to a new life
and above all to love.

It was alove that was perfect, and Divine, alove that was
not only of the body but of the soul and the spirit.

"l loveyou! Oh, Carlos .. | loveyou with . . all of me!"
she whispered.

He took the last words from her lips saying fiercely:

"Y ou are mine, my beautiful, adorable wife, now and for
al eternity!™
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