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Jaine Dare was, to say the least of it, swampetdnyspectacular
relatives -- her aunt, a spoilt darling of the Londstage, and her
equally glamorous cousin Laraine. She was accustamheays to

take back place to them and making herself usaefwhatever way

they wanted.

So when Laraine decided that, after all, she ditd want to go
through with her planned marriage to her wealthyosuit seemed
natural to them all that Jaine should take on tifiecalt task of
explaining to him his fiancee's change of mind.

Accordingly Jaine nerved herself to meet the impgp$tedro de Ros
Zanto. But there was a surprise in store for her...



CHAPTER ONE

THE sea was so incredibly blue, as if rinsed out fsapphires melted
by that hot sun beating down on the white- goldchea

The slim and ringless hands of Jaine Dare grippediron-grilled

railing of the balcony upon which she sto8dzinhaas the Brazilian
people called it, all on her own. She took a deegatih of the hot,
strange and pungent air, perfumed by the sea anddital and the
lush flora that grew in this part of the world.

The sun lay brazen upon the waves as they racedeinthe coral
beds and unrolled like rich silk upon the sand® 3tene was both a
delight and a pain in the eyes of the English gutho was more
accustomed to the moderate displays to be seemeoshbres of her
own land. Her gaze ran over a bed of huge shin{deosi at the edge
of the beach, rising to a headland smothered id wichids and
feathery dwarf-palms, leading to a township caledto de Zanto.

The Port of Zanto had its place in history on accai the nuns who
were carried off from their convent by pirate raglend ransomed for
rubies from the coffers of the Duque Pedro Alimard®iRos Zanto,
lord of a million acres of Brazilian territory, ilugling this port and all
the surrounding countryside. Jaine had read abouthie guide book
she had bought at Rio airport; it had all seeméderaromantic,

especially when it stated that the Duque Pedrdho$d days had
loved one of the kidnapped nuns, who had entereddhvent of the
Waliling Doves after she and the Duque had quadelle

Suddenly there was a shimmer of tears in Jaine's ay the painful
delight of this place acted upon her usually cdigdoemotions.
From early childhood she had been dependent upatives for the
reluctant affection usually eked out to an orplsant wasn't easy for
Jaine to unlock her heart to people or places. Ghéd never be
certain of the welcome she would receive; she badhked that the



world accepts the secure and rejects the inse@md. she had
learned an even harder lesson, that the prettgrailed upon more
readily than the plain, and when the plain are pbersmiles are
usually rare and perfunctory.

Dragging her gaze from the sands that shimmeredhen sun,

damascened as fine old armour, she rested heoaybg palm trees
sprouting gold and green from the land, their fiolkle many points
of emerald. How much she could like this placegnfy she dared!
But she came only for the wedding, and then witlddéa mother of
the bride, she would return to England to take spbafore as
companion, secretary and go-between of the volaild often

impossible Madge Desmond, never a great actressdotdinly a

performer in the grand style.

That style of hers was much in evidence as Madgecawveeping
into the room whose balcony doors were flung widdrame the
figure of Jaine at the iron-grilled rail. Jaine wee niece as well as
her secretary and for this reason she was neverptdite or
considerate.

'If you're standing there mooning at some blaclkddgemeo, then |
should forget it! Don't be taken in by the smouidgrcharm - these
Brazilians aren't as romantic as they appear to be!

Jaine swung round to look at Madge, whom she el once to be
on the verge of an explosive row with someone. paated blue
eyes were like stones and her silk coat swishehasrossed to the
balcony doors and stood there staring straightaete She might
have been acting out a scene for a new play . wbingh Jaine sensed
was highly charged with real emotions instead e&thcal ones.

Madge in a mood was someone to notice, fairly falla woman,
regal and silk-clad, with auburn hair that owedsitgle but not its
colour to the skill of the hairdresser. As a ghteshad been lovely,



and so was her daughter, but Jaine bore no traite ddmily looks.

By contrast she was thin as a rake, with startingerald eyes and
raven hair cut short, rather like that of a pagehat old Norman

courts. Her cheekbones were detailed, like herreyel and small

shadows collected in the angles of her face. A yred friend of

Madge's had once said of her that she was likewarbe, a pixy, with

no apparent sex to her. It had been said in fumieaint in earnest, for
none of Madge's stage friends had ever bother8ittevith Jaine.

All at once Madge's full red lips drew into a tlsicarlet line and her
polished fingernails scraped the silk of her cdet b cat's claws.
Jaine might have flinched, but she was curiousbrléss, as the
lonely and the unloved learn to be. She felt thaimiag tension in

every bone of her body, but showed no sign of ithat hotel

bedroom above the ocean and the exotic scenenjarsfdashe had
never dreamed of seeing, not even when she heamktlis that her
cousin had become engaged to a Brazilian landov@&her waited in

patient silence for the explosive words to flickard flash from

Madge's lips, though for the life of her she cotiltmnk what might

have occurred to touch off the French-Irish tentpet she shared
with the Desmonds but which she had learned tarabloy reason of
her debt of gratitude. Madge had given her a holinth@se years
ago, paid for her education, and employed her Jaitk, in a world
of lessening loyalties, was grateful not to haverb@ut into an
institution where charity was clad in a uniform.

‘Jaine,' the storm was gathering, 'do come in ftbere and stop
draping yourself over that balcony like Juliet!el'something to tell
you and | don't want the entire hotel to overhear m

The warm and sensual voice, so beloved of Londeattegoers, was
charged with a bitter fury, and Jaine entered tdwr at once and
closed the balcony doors behind her. 'What on d@arthe matter,
Madge?' She never used the term 'aunt’, havingdreened long ago



not to do so. As an actress Madge had a fetishtadgm and she
considered that the term was ageing.

With a gesture of impatient anger Madge flung @&f kilk coat and
reached into her handbag for her cigarette-casefitigernails shone
silver against silver as she extracted one of ¥pemsive cigarettes
and waited for Jaine to apply the lighter that dtoa the sofa table.;
As smoke issued from her taut nostrils and sheyfliack her head in
a gesture of arrogance, Jaine was reminded of #imy trmes she had
seen Madge Desmond act out a dramatic scene fetaga play. But
this time the curtain was down, the theatre ligi#se out, and the
scene was real.

Something was wrong, and Jaine tensed like a yenmgyald-eyed
cat who senses danger and is uncertain if it \iféica her.

‘There isn't going to be a wedding!" Madge saitvith shocking
distinctness and flung ash off her cigarette tacdrpeted floor. "Your
cousin Laraine is not going to marry the Duque!

Of all the things Jaine had expected to hear this the very least of
them. It was a bombshell, bursting in that hotebmno and

reverberating in Jaine's ears. She sank down oedge of the long
sofa and stared at Madge ... the news was inceadibihe face of
what she knew about Laraine's determined ambitmrabhd a

husband who was not only titled-and rich, but whasstill on the

sunny side of forty.

'It's probably only a tiff—' she began. 'Pre-weddimerves and all
that - it will blow over.’

'‘Over my dead body!" Madge cut the air with theseadtating words.
'‘Laraine, even if | do say it and shouldn't, bemeg mother, is one of
the loveliest and most eligible girls in EnglancerHather left her
well provided for, even if | admit that her attraetfortune bears little



resemblance to the wealth of the Duque. She coaldymany one of a
number of eligible young men, and when she chogautsue this
Brazilian | said nothing beyond that I thought pity that he had a
son already and this son would inherit his titlat ffou know Laraine
when she sets her mind to something - or somedr@was insistent
that she and this man would be ideally suited &iedoersuaded me to
agree to the marriage. | even listened to her aegaithat a quiet and
simple wedding would be preferable to a showy @asd, thought at
the time that the Duque had been married beforenamudd prefer a
simple affair. Now, of all things, | am told thdtet man has never
been married before - that his child is the resudt romance he once
had, and that his object in marrying at all istovade this boy Tristao
with a mother young and pretty enough to appealhbm.
Furthermore, the boy is a lame youngster, haviffgid an injury in
a car accident when he was three years old.’

At that point Madge broke off dramatically and d$tatl out her
cigarette with angry movements of her hand. 'Thedam't help his
disability, of course. And if the Duque has begohdanderer, then
one can only be as tolerant as possible aboutut.f& him to
presume that he is going to shut my Laraine upsiontaleza,away
from all the fun of life, the bright lights and g& she loves so much,
just to be a mother-figure to his - his love childen he is sadly
mistaken. | have told Laraine that she doesn't kage through with
such an arrangement, but the poor darling seeragladf the man.
She says he has a fearful Latin temper and shevjust tell him to
his face that she can't go through with the maeriag

Jaine had listened to all this in stunned amazem$&he had
presumed herself that the Duque was a widowert@hear that he
was openly the proud father of a son born out aflaek struck Jaine
as being the very height of sophistication - esglcfor a Latin,

when one heard so much about the chastity of lvatimen and the
sacred regard . their men had for them.



‘Laraine must have suspected he had a fiery tebgfere becoming
engaged to him,"' Jaine murmured. 'lt would be egone conclusion
that a Brazilian landowner was unlikely to be taaned manageable.
Is Laraine quite certain that she's out of lovéhvaitm?'

Madge gave her niece what could only be termedk ¢ worldly
disdain. 'You read too many romantic novels,' shd srisply. ‘We
are talking of marriage, an agreeable and workaliEnce between
two people who wish to be husband and wife andnmaster and
slave. | told Laraine from the very beginning thdtatin bridegroom
was bound to take a more arrogant view of marrthga a pleasant
and easygoing Englishman. | warned her, and be#agl$trong she
chose to ignore my warning. Now this has happeéd finds the
situation unbearable and I, as her mother, am ¢ggeo extract her
from the contretemps with the minimum of fuss andother.'

The actress let forth her most dramatic sigh ambflout her jewelled
wrists as if in supplication to the gods. 'As | gedaine, with regard
to the man involved, it's asking for the moon tpext him to release
Laraine from the engagement without fireworks. fiese people an
engagement is a serious business, almost as biadiragmarriage
service, and | truly believe that I'm going to hawemuggle Laraine
out of Brazil before the Duque gets wind that treelding is off.'

Jaine had heard some brazen things from Madgeritinhe, but this
suggestion beat the lot. 'You can't do that!" stetagmed. 'It's only
good manners to tell him to his face - after adlja titled person and
of importance here in Brazil. Laraine can't traat bs casually as she
treated the Honourable Billy Hopgood.'

'l quite agree that she treated Billy unfairly, aviten we get back to
England I'm going to persuade her to give him asotihance. He's
rather a nice boy - manageable and agreeableharalis a chance of
the title if that flying brother of his ever crashkis plane." Madge



placed her fingers at her temples, and her blug éyelt with almost
hypnotic intensity upon Jaine. 'I've been gooddo,yhaven't I?'

The words came suddenly, cool and incised as tlaenahds
glittering on Madge's arms-

Jaine sat as still and straight as a figure stimokarble. Her dark hair
had a silken stillness about her head, and thesenataa quiver to her
lips. Her eyes were so green they might have bewal$ set in her
fine-boned, unpainted young face. Her eyebrows wergs of
stillness above her eyes, poised in flight nowrtlessage had been
carried into Jaine's startled mind.

'Yes,' she said quietly. "You've been good to me.'
'‘And Laraine has treated you almost like a sister?’
‘Almost,’ Jaine agreed.

‘Then do you see what I'm getting at?'

‘Not quite,' said Jaine, for it seemed too incriedib believe, that she
was being asked to act as go-between, dogsbodyyédrriof the
direful news that the lovely Laraine now declinedjo through with
her marriage to the present Duque Pedro Alimanz&adeZanto.

'‘No!" Jaine leapt to her feet and her green eyesecalive with
rebellion. 'l won't do it, Madge! It isn't fair gbu to ask such a thing
of me! To play on my sense of duty - loyalty - dallvhat you will.
I'm grateful for being given a home and a job, Ibutnot begging for
a clip round the jaw from Laraine's outraged fiariest her face her
own music!'

'‘Darling.' In an instant Madge became the veryressef charm and
beguilement. She came to her niece and took firld bbher thin
young hands, pressing the fine bones with her ritvgsi really are



the only person who can look as innocent as a Walea you deliver

- and | admit it - outrageous messages from me.arewso clear-eyed
and obviously virgin that no man dreams of takirfferace. The

Duque will not be the exception to that rule, vessil proved in the

four years you've worked for me. Jaine, you arg#réect answer to
Laraine's prayer, and you are fond of her, aremt?yShe is the
nearest person you have for a sister, and I'myauevouldn't want

to see her forced into a marriage with a man sksmlbtruly care for.

Now would you?'

'It seems to me," said Jaine, who had to be peddtiche face of all
this emotion, 'a pity that Laraine didn't make safeher feelings
before she accepted the Duque's proposal of marriaglso seems
to me, in view of his Don Juan tendencies, a maitkaraine's favour
that he went as far as to ask her to be his wifst think, Madge, if
she goes ahead and marries him the titlewfuesawill be hers.
What more could she wish?'

‘Are you being funny?' The blue eyes of Madge Dexsirimored into

Jaine like a pair of gimlets. 'Be careful, my pédu have no family

apart from Laraine and myself, and the world carald@g empty

place to someone homeless, and without the wedpoim®oking a

man. It isn't only that you're plain-looking, Jainéou have a curious
sexless quality ... like a cartoon cat, or a ptggesyched in the hook of
the moon. You've grown accustomed to the lifeé.livou enjoy the
theatre and | can take it all away from you inwheking of an eyelid.

Poor child, you'd be an actress yourself if you trelooks - now

wouldn't you? Well, I'm offering you-the chanceact for Laraine

and myself, and if you've any gratitude to offer foeall I've done

for you, then you'll do this little thing - won'oy?’

The beguilement had evaporated like smoke in thamal in its place
was the insolent panache and daring which had wonViadge

Desmond a position in the theatre which could moshatched from
her in the winking of an eyelid.



Despite an instant flare of anger that anyone shsay such things,
even to her, Jaine also felt a reluctant amuseamaht touch of the
admiration she usually felt for one of Madge's manspired

performances, Madge was a fighter, and right nowher own

unscrupulous way, she was fighting for her spoded only child.

Madge knew that a personal confrontation with DuBedro would

result only in a clash of strong wills and woundiagguage ... but
Jaine was someone whom men either dismissed asuthfyio

nonentity, or found disconcerting for the unflaweghdour of her
huge green eyes.

One glance at Jaine was sufficient to inform moshthat she was
uncorrupted by them, by life, by fortune and migfoe. She was, in
fact, one of those rare people whose eyes wengttralwindows of
her compassionate soul. She liked neither to hartanbe hurt, but
had found all the same that she often did get hurt.

Right now Madge was physically hurting her fingéss gripping
them so that her big-stoned rings dug into Jabh@&'es.

‘See the Duque for Laraine, and for me, and youtase out on the
deal,’ Madge urged.; 'lt's about time you had a&at, and when we
get back to London I'll take you to my own fur neard we'll pick you
out something really nice, to cuddle up against thany, big-eyed
face of yours.'

'l - | don't want to be bribed.' Jaine tore freeMddge's hands and
turned to gaze from the balcony doors, which wérglass, so the
Brazilian sunlight streamed into the room. Life veasurious affair.
She would have loved to stay in this exotic coumbrya while, yet
Laraine, who had the chance to live here, was timgwall up on the
flimsy basis that a man was marrying her to proadaother for his
son. Jaine, who was totally uncorrupted, was ntenoled by the
child's illegitimacy. The boy couldn't help the nthat his father was,
and in a way the Duque was trying to make up fat pastakes by



marrying someone young and pretty for the boy t@ptand grow to
love...

Jaine swung again to face Madge and her eyes Wweszest emerald
as they caught the sunlight. 'Is Laraine quiteateithat she can't - or
won't go through with the marriage? She isn't hasting a tantrum,
which she'll regret later on? This man probablydwate a lot of Latin

pride, and once he's told -...'

‘You'll do it?' Madge broke in... so eagerly thatruck Jaine that her
aunt was possibly as scared of the Duque's tensdearaine was. An
amazing thing, for Jaine had seen Madge reducer sistresses to
tears, and make mincemeat of the ideas and ortiplayevrights and
producers.;

Curiosity stirred through Jaine Dare. She had agiea met the ducal
flance of her cousin, and she began to form a rh@mntture of a

fierce-eyed roue, who ate lovely blonde girls fogdkfast, and could
probably make hash of a plain and virtuous segretdno dared to
tell him that his engagement was off and his fiane@as in transit to
the safe and moderate shores of England.

'Is he very terrible?' The words had to be askemjdh Jaine held out
no hope that Madge would be strictly truthful whger. 'l gather it was
the title that attracted Laraine? After all, if dieed fallen in love with

the man she wouldn't be giving up this easily.’

‘Love is a lot of nonsense,’ Madge said flatlis fibrau pairgirls and
typists; the bit of sugar to sweeten that two- tpo-down on a
lifelong mortgage. Laraine doesn't have to worryoudbsuch
foolishness, and if | had felt she could make areeaple set-up of
this marriage, then | would have persuaded heotthgugh with it.
But it has to be faced that Latin men restrictrteves to the home,
even if they themselves enjoy a good time. It wdadda high price



for Laraine to pay, and she can find herself anakyguwvell- off
husband back home, who will allow her her littlevpeges.'

'‘What, romantic affairs on the side?' Jaine just tibaask.

‘Laraine is lovely," Madge's blue eyes swept up éown the very
slim figure of her niece, clad in a plain greenrtskind a pintucked
white shirt. 'Men have always noticed her and nabie of her. Why
should such an adornment to society be tucked amvaye man's
house - like a museum piece? No! | won't see hexetbinto the
wrong kind of marriage. I'd be a poor sort of mothédid that; Poor
darling Laraine! She's shaking in her shoes thatDbque will do
something drastic if she sees him again, so my iglémat she and |
fly out of Brazil this very evening, while you, dai arrange a
meeting with him and in your very best puritan stglxplain the
situation. He can only rant at you—'

Madge shrugged her elegant shoulders. "Well, yoo'twoind that,
will you? It's all in a good cause, and just thimkat Jeanne d'Arc
went through!'

Jaine could only gaze at Madge and be amazed byslheer

Impudence and bold determination. First she hakeduhnd now she
challenged Jaine to live up to her surname. DageDihaque, if she
dared! But this wasn't a game, and the old day® weer, when

Laraine would dare her to leap steps or jump thetdeep end of the
school pool.

‘Laraine will never truly grow up,' she told Madgehile you allow
her to play with people's lives and emotions. Pe@pén't her toys,
you know/

Madge merely smiled. 'Don't be such a little evdisgemy pet. It's
what puts off the men in your case ... they seartooh virtue in you
and not enough vamp. Anyway, it won't break the s heart to



learn that Laraine has had second thoughts aborryima him; a
man with his kind of reputation is hardly likely e sentimental.
He'll let fly with his Latin temper, and it's battiat he let fly at you
Jaine, rather than at me. Those big, cool grees@ygours will soon
guench his fury, but I'm too likely to let him knewhat | think of a
man who romances Laraine and then arrogantly irédrer that his
main object in settling down is to provide a motl@r his lame
young son, who | understand has been legalizedeaBuque's heir.
He even went as far as to tell my Laraine thabtheTristao has first
call on his affections, and he felt he should mhkeclear to her. He
then put an expensive bracelet on her wrist, stétathis lawyers
would draw up settlement papers, and quite hypedtizer until she
returned to the hotel last night and realized tatirece that she would
suffocate, or go crazy, shut up in a Latin housg¢hath an invalid
child, her life ordered and commanded by a Latistacrat who
obviously has no intention of changing his own wélife.

‘Laraine begged me to do something,' said Madganalically, ‘and

| felt sure, Jaine, that you would be only too wvidl to help out. You

have a certain gallantry - that little bit of nethat makes it possible
for you to face up to things that put pretty, gelpthes-conscious
girls like Laraine into a flap. You're a born goalveen, a treasure in
your way, and | shan't be ungrateful, Jaine.’

'I'm not asking for a reward.' Jaine gave her awstraight look. 'I'm

agreeing to see the Duque because there is evengelthat he has
told his son about Laraine, and someone oweshinoto be frank

and above board. If | refuse to confront him wiik hews, then he'll
be left to learn about it from the newspapers wy@m and Laraine

arrive back in London. That sort of let-down wouldke him really

furious, and | can tell, Madge, that you've made/ogr mind not to

see him.’

‘Well," Madge turned aside from Jaine's accusires end gathered
up her silk coat, 'l don't fancy the attendant fasd bother. Latin



people aren't like us. They make such a song andedabout these
things, as if marriage was still some sort of hiolgtitution. From
now on I'll see to it that Laraine flirts only witbnglish or American
boys. I'll stand for no more mix-ups with hot-temgek Latins. She's
far too pretty and volatile to be able to standrthmgensity, for it's a
foregone conclusion that the Duque Pedro hasntimd to provide a
clutch of brothers and sisters for his adored lolvéd.'

With a rustle of silk Madge made for the door. Ehehe paused and
flung an inquiring look at Jaine. "You won't chanygeir mind about
seeing him?'

Jaine shook her head.

'‘Don't make things too bad for Laraine. Tell hinattishe felt she
would be too homesick for England - something that.'

Jaine made no answer to this, standing as teresséodsn the hand of
fate as Madge closed the door behind her anddeftiece alone with
her troubled thoughts.

Dare the Duque ... whose name of Pedro stooddaest. for cruel.



CHAPTER TWO

WiTHouT much difficulty Jaine managed to hire a car with &id of
the hotel receptionist, though the young man's@aimile slipped a
little when she told him that she wished to be tateethe Casa de
Rocha - the house of the rocks, as the coastal bbthe Duque was
called.

The man at the wheel drove expertly and silenthngla twisting
road that gave dazzling glimpses of the sea, antngffishing
hamlets tucked beneath the towering, almost smedifés, edged by
shrubs that hung a display of colourful foliage doover the rocks.
She saw beaches where peak-hulled fishing boats @vawn up on
the sands, their coloured sails furled now the mgroatch had been
carried to the harbour sheds.

It all added up to a picture that distracted hertli@ time being, the
clusters of small painted houses on the cliff skppeith drop
balconies of pierced woodwork, set amid small @aohs of shaggy
green banana trees, tall sugar-canes, and wavadsfué maize.

. A vivid and primitive scenery, coming alive odtaanvases painted
a century ago and never altered by a single antitpier splash of
waves on worn old walls. Despite her nervous desireave her
errand over and done with as quickly as possiki@eJcouldn't help
but respond to all that she saw on her way to thguie. She had been
out of England before, but Madge Desmond was esdlgra Paris
and New York person and this was the first time lsaé brought
Jaine to a place such as Porto de Zanto, whichuwsygoiled by the
so-called march of progress. Here there were neriag blocks of
glass and concrete, no ear- splitting duel of irdférns, and none of
that choked feeling of breathing air poisoned kg flnmes of petrol
and polluted riverbeds.



In through the open car windows stole the pungesfcthe wide
ocean, and the rich earthy scents wafted from Ietagtions of fruit
and coffee: sugar and maize.

Jaine's eyes followed the swooping wings of a pifaleyn bird as it
flew from the cliffside as the car sped by. Up apdfree to make its
nest in this wonderful place, where apart from tlbepoes the big
eagles dwelt on the high crests of the Braziliammains. Jaine felt
herself captivated by this place, her enchanteeé ¢alling again to
the fishing boats adorned by a pattern of diamardgn immense
lashed eye; boats protected by the sun-god, a pagadrexciting
superstition not out of place in this land of the.s

How marvellous to be so free, for despite her latlparental ties
Jaine felt tied by a sense of duty to those whothken her in, and
fed and clothed her until she was grown up andifiggto earn her
living as Madge's very efficient secretary. She wadally and
silently rebelled against the duty she was perfogmnioday for
Madge, but all the same she was going through witlA 'poor
relation' as she undoubtedly was had instilled rgofrom an early
age the knife-edge, the prod of being duty-boundp&y back
whenever possible some part of the debt in bepgpoa relation who
had cost time, money and care to those who hatleet compelled
to rear an orphan.

A small, ironical smile touched Jaine's lips. Heesponsible cousin
Laraine had a little money of her own, and so she antitled to be
called a woman of independence. But Jaine, whahadborn sense
of responsibility, must always think of herself as orphan, a
dependant, a person faced by a cool and hostilelwWahe chose not
to pick up the pieces of Laraine's broken dollsl laroken romances.

Oh, she knew well enough that she could have walkk@dn Madge
and gone elsewhere for a secretarial positiontHautprod of loyalty,
that rather amused affection held her back. Whie stayed with



Madge she had some colour in her life; some drardadew crumbs
of gaiety. If she left, then the confines of a btes would close
around her, enlivened only by a nine-to-five-thjd in the city. She
would miss the Desmond tirades, the rehearsalsaduar plays, the
coming and going at Madge's Westminster flat ofjesteelebrities,
TV personalities, journalists and writers.

None of them ever really noticed her, but Jaine ahsrn spectator
and she enjoyed watching the by-play of life frone twings of
Madge's household.

It was all she really had, and to hold on to it &k this drive to the
Casa de Rocha, and nerved herself to tell the Diguaeo that last
night his fiancee had left for London with her math her
engagement to him broken. In Jaine's handbag wagetiel-box
containing the betrothal bracelet of diamonds,gaeelips to match,
and the solitaire pendant. Even Madge had beégifhesstiocked when
Laraine had said airily that she felt like keepthg jewellery. After
all, the Duque was incredibly well off and he waitdbegrudge her
the diamonds - mined from his own land in the nodit by an
expert, and designed for only one purpose, to adgmetty woman.

*You will most certainly give back the diamondsad@e had said, in
guite a sharp tone of voice. 'lf you are going tkmthe break from
Pedro de Zanto, then you will make it a clean dfe.isn't an
easy-going Englishman who might shrug off the mnatié an
ex-filancee holding on to a gift of jewellery. Has unpredictable
Latin, and we don't know yet how he'll react to tiesvs which Jaine
Is going to break to him.'

Jaine, feeling the oblong shape of the jewel-boxher suede
handbag, felt her throat go dry at the same tine fAired car had
made a turn into a driveway between immense stabepgsts; a
drive lined with giant tropical trees of great wicind stature, with
almost a blue tinge to their majestic trunks. ThHrige crests met



above the drive and formed a tunnel of cool blusegrshadow, so
that Jaine had an impression of being suddenlgf€ditom the vivid
sea landscape and driven into the nave of some forest.;

On and on swept the car, going deeper into thet loédine Duque's
estate, the beaches and the boats and the glirspselsad had of
brown-skinned fisherfolk left behind.

Suddenly, fiercely, she wished that she had sta@dgainst Madge
and refused to undertake such a danger- tingedamid#/hat did she
know of Pedro de Zanto? Laraine had been so obyi@gsired to

face him herself that it seemed beyond doubt teabdd a terrible
temper ... and out of a sense of dutiful affectlame was putting her
own head on the block.

What an absurd little idiot she was! She half lebfteward as if to
tap on the glass partition separating her frondtiheer of the car; the
impulse to curtail this visit before it began wélshe was aware of a
second before the driveway opened out into a leogetyard and she
caught her first glimpse of the Casa de Rocha,samdthe cobbled
walls that gave the house its name.

Jaine was startled ... almost disappointed, for tsded expected a
certain grandeur and was confronted by a stranipeosa grim
habitation.

A fortalezaMadge had called it, and indeed the latgsadid have

the appearance of being built to keep out strangedsto contain
within its high rock-like walls the private lovesdhates of the Zanto
family, which was such an old one that its histegnt far back in the
annals of Portuguese discovery of Brazil, whentitied captains

used to set out in their full-sailed galleons iarsé of new worlds,
whose resources were instantly plundered to prowiealth for the

motherland... Portugal of the Golden Age.



Jaine must have tapped the glass partition witheing aware, for it
suddenly slid back and the driver, who spoke atemag of English,
turned to ask Jaine what she required.

'Oh - are you sure this is the home of the Dugsie®'asked.

‘This is the Casa de Rocha,' he replied. ‘@keel- lentissitno senhor
has other houses, of course, in other parts ofilBiitz this one he
comes when he has business concerning the sulgs;, fiat it is well
known that his preferred home is that where hideeofands are
situated. A great houseenhorita.Beautiful as this one is not. And
called Goldenhawk, which was the name of the vaassehich the
Duque's most illustrious ancestor first sailed itb@ waters of
southern America. In fact the name Golden- hawk aygsied to the
master as well as the ship - if you understand me?"

Yes, Jaine understood him immediately. She couldl wwelerstand
such an appellation being applied to a tawny- sahrplundering
hawk of a Portuguese duke, set on finding treaisuttee new world,
and of lining his own nest with golden nuggets.

She turned to look again at the house of rocksghvimight well be
built on the site of the first establishment bbytthe Goldenhawk; a
sort of fortress against the Indians who would hdwelt among
those fantastic tropical trees; a forest in thasgsdwhich the Duque
had speedily tamed and turned into a plantation.

She was more than ever hesitant about enterinG#éisa de Rocha,
but in that moment the driver of the car left hemtsand opened the
door beside her. She realized that she would lo@ohif, having
come all this way, she now told the driver to tdle back to the
hotel. Nerving herself, she slid from the car avid the man to wait
for her. She went up the steps of the Casa toatmidable carved
door, beside which hung one of those old-fashidrel$ that had to
be pulled, and which set up a sonorous clamourrmkifze panels of



the front door. Jaine's fingers clenched her hagdbas was it!
When that door opened she would learn whether thgu® was at
home, and whether or not he would see her. Intkhatéhat she was
told he was too occupied to see her, then she hattext in her
handbag written by Madge. Not a letter of explamgtbut one which
requested the Duque to spare her secretary a faut@si of his time.

The door opened at last, with a kind of lordly Hefiation. A
manservant confronted her, clad in a dark livargt Emphasized the
stern politeness of his swarthy face. Jaine swaltbwhe dryness
from her throat and suddenly decided that only Mgigtter would
gain admittance for her; She took the envelope fr@mbag. 'l am
here on the behalf of Mrs. Desmond," she explaifi&uld you
please show this to His Excellency and requestlitksate him. It is
rather - important.’

She had taken it for granted that the manservaoidwinderstand
her, but he seemed to look at her with a kind ohgtdispleasure.
Then he accepted the letter, glanced at the headind then
beckoned her into the hall of the Casa.

Left to wait while the letter was carried to thedde, Jaine noticed
that the floor of the hall was of inlaid wood wein ancient sheen to
it. There were pointed windows set high around hiaé and the
colours of wild sunsets seemed to mingle theirwadon the painted
glass. It was as if the builder of the house hashiiinking of a
Portuguese chapel, for the slanting coloured lmgross the floor
gave that impression, as did the dark carved fummitand the sombre
gleam of silver lamps and silverware upon a grekt &ble.

Then all at once Jaine caught her own reflectioa wall mirror in a
darkly carved frame, and she felt a sudden sensarefility as her
own face stared back at her, the emerald of hes leyliant against
the pallor of her skin. She looked afraid and wasoged by this; she
didn't want to appear frightened of her mission afithe Duque, and



she braced her spine, tilted her chin, and turmeecdghze away from
that disheartening mirror. If only she had somet érLaraine's
attraction; those big distractingly blue eyes, thlaime of red-gold
hair, those lips that were so seductively pink fulid It had come as
no surprise to Jaine that her cousin had inducezha_ atin to fall for
her charms ... but now that she saw the Casa deaRsbe understood
a little why the spoiled and pleasure-loving Laeaimad fled the
master and couldn't tell him to his face that shdamger fancied
being his wife.

If the Dugque Pedro Almanzor de Ros Zanto was as gnd stony as
this place, then Laraine had Jaine's sympathytiheo gratitude for
landing her with the task of telling the Duque lael fbeen jilted.

She tensed as footsteps approached from the dimectithe stairs,
which the manservant had mounted with the lettenisnhand. He
returned without it and said in stilted Englishttbhe was to follow
him. The Senhor Duque would spare her a few minoftéss time.

The Senhor Duque was gracious, she thought, lsiteasounted the
stairs in the wake of his manservant her legs Heaehaor in them and
she wasn't feeling half as courageous as her theughey went
along a tiled corridor a little less sombre thaa tiall, the reason
being the balconies at either end of it, lettingnlgint over the

ironwork and into the house. The manservant pawskednt of a pair

of doors, then he took hold of the carved handles @pened the
doors with an impressive sweep of his arms. Hedsésode for Jaine
to enter the rather formal room, which she toolbéothesola da

visita, for all the furniture was dignified and there waet a

cushioned seat in sight.

She stepped into the room and at once the doossalbehind her.
She glanced around as if expecting to see the Dumuehe room

was empty but for its furniture and the great squarpet on the tiled
floor. She stood there in the centre of the caapdtfelt as if someone



were deliberately playing on her already unsettiedies. It was like
waiting for the dentist! If one were shown instgntito the presence
of the tormentor, then what courage one had hodrdddittle chance
to slip right away.But Jaine felt that her courage was almost &stis

ebb as in the silence she listened to the only dotmat of a clock
ticking in a glass case. She noticed that it h&drteher about two
hours to reach the Casa, that she had alreadydvsitee fifteen

minutes for the Duque to present himself, and coatdkon upon it

being dark by the time she arrived back at thelh8tee would just

have time for a quick meal before catching herllaeaoplane to Rio
in time to board the midnight jet bound for Londanourney in itself

of just over eleven hours.

So much to do in so short a time... so little ¢téfPorto de Zanto to see
before she bade good-bye to its exotic scenerytamehrm, blue and
gold climate.

She sighed. and then felt her heart turn a somersault asetdouble
doors suddenly swept open again. Their dark p&reised one of
the tallest men she had ever seen, lithe and eveating kneeboots
of gleaming leather moulded to the strong calvesisflegs. Tan
breeches were belted into a flat, athletic waistl @ fine white linen
shirt covered a broad chest and a pair of wideldleost The neck of
the shirt was open against a tawny-skinned thevet,as Jaine's gaze
rose to the man's face she knew instantly why bardiad been
fascinated and then terrified by this man.

Her cousin had thought she could enslave him and ban toher
caprices, and then had discovered that he placegonman upon a
pedestal but made of each one a captive of his rmg
personality. The woman whom he married - for whateeason -
would be his total possession and subjetigavill. Never would she
be allowed to run almost free on the end of a lamg) tolerant leash.



Just in time Laraine had realized this ... but&dathe onlooker and
not the participant in romantic affairs, knew thiedcof man he was
the moment she set eyes on his face. Compellingregphetic were
overdone expressions, but in his case they appliddll. His eyes
were as tawny as sherry, but the lines beside thera as incised as
if shaped by steel on stone. There was nobilityigrbrow and in the
strong facial bones ... it was strange that sheaildhthink this
distinguished and striking man capable of diabb&baviour ... yet
that impression struck her at once.

From his black brows to his gleaming boots he wasgdrous, and
she, a loveless, lonely fool in dread of losing wiitde she had of
Madge's affection, had entered his house in oléelt him that a
woman, her cousin, had changed her mind about bagdms wife.

The double doors clicked to behind him and he ctowards Jaine,
holding her gaze with his. 'And what is senhorita,that you have
come all this way to tell me? And why on earth da Yook as if you
might faint before getting out the words?'

Getting out even a single word did seem beyondeJammough it
wasn't quite true that she felt faint. She felrextely frightened. He
was so tall, so boundlessly male, so foreign, anchsch the lord of
all this structure of carved stone and the landosinding it. She had
said flippantly to Madge that he might strike har ther presumption
in coming here to say things Laraine should hawk 8ut she hadn't
really believed it possible until this moment, when she stood in th
sola da visitaof his house and found herself at the mercy oéfes.

They held neither Latin fire nor Latin welcome. Ass ,_the room
she had thought his eyes as tawny as sherry, buthey seemed to
glitter and gleam like those of a puma on the prdvdliberately,

arrogantly, with even a touch of insolence, he wdl&ll round Jaine
and took her in at every angle.



‘Mrs. Desmond mentions in her letter that you &eriece as well as
her secretary. You bear no resemblance to he et daughter.
There is no auburn in your hair, no tinge of rasgour skin.. your
eyes are like jade absinthe, the wine of forgetsy

Jaine could only stare at him with those eyes, f@atl the wild
hammering of her heart. He was wicked and strastgethought. He
had devastated Laraine with his attraction, and gent her flying
out of Brazil with all the speed that a jet plamaild muster. Jaine
wished wildly that she was beautiful so that shghninsult him and
tell him that his eyes were enough to break theys/iof an angel!

‘Well,' he said, 'are you going to deliver your sagge by word of
mouth, or send it by way of thought transmissievhich should not
be too difficult for a green-eyed witch.'

'‘Really!" The word broke from Jaine's lips, 'Yoe ar most arrogant
man!'

‘And is that the message you came to deliver froor punt?' One of
those night-black brows rose in sardonic inquiry.

Jaine just looked at him with a catch of her brefathin a way he had
hit upon the truth... it was his arrogance fromahhiher cousin had
fled. From the fascination which his figure and faise generated ...
until a woman realized that an iron will lay behimd tawny glance,
and that the lithe masculine grace of his Latinyowds a trap for the
unwary female who thought she could take him.

All her life Laraine had enjoyed her own way, antts growing up
she had become one of the most sought-after gill®ndon. For a
time she had flirted with, and been pursued byHbrourable Billy
Hopgood, until while on holiday in Portugal herlpaad crossed that
of the Duque Pedro Almanzor de Ros Zanto, himselihe home
country on a visit to relatives. Laraine had hahed Latin men were



ardent lovers ... and learned, in time, that thod® proposed
marriage, especially if they belonged to the tittdakses, did not do
so from a wildly romantic purpose but for reasonslouded by the
haze of adorning desire. They were reared in thdition of the

arranged marriage, or the marriage of expedienug,iahad been
guite a blow to Laraine's vanity when she had foond that the

Duque required not so much a beautiful wife to adas place in

Latin society as a young and pretty mother forshois.

Laraine was very like her mother in one importagspect, she
wanted to stay young for as long as possible, dmd sudden
acquirement of a six-year-old son would overnigavéh made her
appear, in her own eyes at least, almost matronly.

'‘And so,senhorita,out of the blue you arrive, a stranger to me,
underline a facet of my doubtless unsaintly natfroem which | am
to assume ... well, you tell me, and in the proakssit down in a
chair before | am compelled to scoop you off theoea What is it?
Are you shaking with nerves, or have you not eatproper meal all
day? Never have | seen a face so devoid of colayart from the
eyes - and bones that so shape themselves todhw dye beholder.
Does Mrs. Desmond keep you locked away from théiggunand
does she throw you only scraps from her table? \Afteayou, for you
don't seem of her world! Or of any world unassadawith the fey or
that connected with wands and strange enchantrhents.

Jaine instantly felt that she had stood just almatugh from this
man, with his masterful stance, his mocking regardj distinctly

wicked features. That banked-down temper, inherit@sn her

Huguenot ancestors who had fled from the Inquisitio become
silk-weavers in Ireland, suddenly flared alightJeine, and into his
face she flung the .words that had been tremblmbey lips all day,
ever since waking alone in her hotel room, her niithed with the

task which Madge had left her to deal with.



'I'm the poor relationsenhor.The prideless creature who grew uj
picking up after Laraine. Story books flung andnapled, dolls with
cracked faces, scattered beads, and broken cragong.didn't stop
there, and | am once again tidying up after my glaoas cousin.’
With these words Jaine opened her handbag ande@aaside for
the red- leather jewel-box. She held it out to@lugue. 'Laraine has
returned these to yosenhor.She has found herself unable to g
through with her engagement to you, and | am askeell you that
she is sorry but would have found herself home&ickEngland as
the bride of a man too well settled in Brazil teeeVive anywhere
else. Please take the jewellery. It's all there.'

His tawny glance dropped from her white - and & did but know it

- tormented face and dwelt on the red, velvet-dihex in which lay

the glittering diamonds he had presented to hisg@ctive bride. His
ducal crest was on the lid of the box, and it sekoestain to Jaine
that he would resent most of all the fact that anan had walked out
on the title he had offered her.

'‘Would you please to put it on that table.! He gest at a

marble-topped table that stood nearby and in sidame obeyed his
order and was secretly glad to let go of the srhwatline in gems

which Madge had entrusted to her.

'I'm sorry—' she began, 'that Laraine lacked th&rage to tell you
herself that—'

‘You, most obviously, are far braver!" His wordsl leafine cutting
edge to them. 'Or is it the bravado of someoneatbreed with her
livelihood unless she tidies up after the richtretes?"

The pallor of Jaine's cheeks was replaced by taradk that flickered
over her cheekbones and shot sparks into her #yesiot proud of
my errand,senhor,but someone had to run it. It wouldn't have bee
fair if Laraine and my aunt had left you to leaboat her departure in



the newspapers. | know that Madge will already hgp@ken to the
reporters back home - any sort of publicity is gémdan actress if it
gets her name into the papers.'

'‘Quite.' The word flickered like the tip of a lasAnd so you came to
break the news, and are you afraid that you havkeelnrmy heart as
well?'

'‘No—' Jaine looked at him as if she very much dedlbhe presence
of a heart within that hard, tawny frame of histhink the main
reason Laraine ran away was that she felt you wlaher for
convenience' sake rather than your own sake.' 3aingged. 'l am
sure you know what | mean.'

‘Do |, senhorita?'The full devastation of his glance was directe
upon her, so that she saw just how tawny were yes,gust how.
black his lashes and brows. 'You mean that my passvere not as
involved as they should have been and that | hadsoms desires
more strongly in mind than my own? And why not, wheistao has
been part of my life for six years, and the Serthdraraine has only
skimmed the surface of it, like a pretty butterBpuffing honey and
unprepared to share it with a small boy who camantand play as
other boys.'

Abruptly the Duque snapped his fingers and his faeeame a
chiselled mask. 'To the devil with your cousin! $héke too many

other women who want to have their cake and tat g@gardless of

those condemned to the crumbs of life. | am suedrghe sent back
the diamonds. | wondered whether she would!

Jaine stared at him when he said these words,fercaanoment she
saw a faintly sinister smile at the edge of his tholYou look at me
with a big question in your eyesenhorita.Do you take me for a fool
that | would not test a woman before taking hahtoaltar?'



'‘And you tested Laraine,' Jaine said quietly, 4dting her know that
you were marrying her for the sake of your son. Y&y | suppose,
that if she had a compassionate heart she wouklyour son. I'm
sorry you have been let down so badly.’

‘The question of being let down has not yet arigensaid, and even
as Jaine puzzled this over in her mind he presdeelldeside the
alcove of potted plants that replaced a fireplacehis very Latin

room. '"You have had a long car ride and a longasailon to put

forward, and now it is time for your thirst to beepched. Will you

prefer tea or coffee? We grow both in Brazil, afi@iexcellence. Tell
me, do you find that you like Brazil?'

''ve not seen a lot of your countrgenhor,but it seems a most
colourful place.’

‘Very unlike England, of course?'

'It couldn't be more unlike,' she agreed, and fe#rsilent, watching
him under the dark lashes of her green eyes annaenant entered
the salaand he ordered refreshments. Tea as well as ¢a@ffeka
plate of cakes. Jaine's teeth caught at her updesishe recalled his
remark about her bones; he evidently thought she hadf-starved,
for she had no rich hint of curves, and none dff$kasuous quality of
the woman who is basically self-indulgent. As sleswelated to the
Desmonds he had expected her to be like them, landett a faint
twinge of amusement that she was so entirely umhliédceaunt and her
cousin,

She felt him looking her over with those strangd daeply brilliant
eyes and all at once she became terribly restltekfedi she wanted to
get away from the Casa de Rocha. 'l - | won't Biayea,' she said. 'l
have a long drive back to the hotel, and later ¢wisning | shall be
leaving for London to rejoin my aunt—"'



'Is that prospect so exciting that you cannot spaneminutes for
refreshment in my house?' Though that caustie lgthile was at the
edge of the Duque's boldly shaped lips, his eydsharowed so that
the very dark lashes concealed their expressiorgddtured with a
lean, darkly tanned hand, indicating that Jainedated in one of the
upright chairs. '‘Come, all Brazilian drivers arafsvso you will not
arrive too late to catch that all-important plaé.down,senhorita,
and do try to relax... after your ordeal.’

Jaine gave him a rather uncertain look . It seenm¢do show at all
that he had just been told that his marriage wh3/dis it pride that
masked his feelings? Or had henot cared deeplygrfou Laraine to
be really troubled that she had sent her poor glawsin to tell him he
was jilted?

It was a tricky situation, and though every fibfelaine's being was
longing for escape from his presence she foundetesbeying his
order that she sit down. Even as she did so thaseavdiscreet tap on
the door, which then opened to admit the mansemwgtht the tea
tray. He brought it to the table beside Jaine's @mal then withdrew
from the room, leaving her, presumably, to do tbedurs.

'| take coffee,' said the Duque, taking at the same a nearby chair
and stretching out those long booted legs.

'‘With creamsenhor?She held the silver coffee-pot as she glanced
him, and felt a nerve flutter in her throat. It wa®ften that she was
called upon to pour coffee for a man ... leastlobre who looked
and behaved as masterfully as the Duque Pedromte.Za

'‘Coffee ... black as my soul,’ he said, quizzicalgimost
outrageously, so that Jaine quickly lowered heegar poured the
dark, aromatic Brazilian coffee into one of the tdal porcelain
cups, set in a gold-fluted saucer with tiny bludbipainted in flight
on the translucent china.



After Jaine had handed the Duque his black, stcofffge, she poured
a cup of tea for herself and added both cream agalrs

‘And you must eat one or more of the cakes,' e §aam sure you
are feeling hungry, for if my guess is a correat gou have been on
edge all day about the message you were instrictathg to me and
you probably ate very little -lunch. Am | rigigenhorita?’

'l think that you know you're righsenhor."Jaine sipped her tea,
which was delicious, but even the drinking of teald not dispel the
strangeness of this interlude, nor could .she quippress her feeling
of apprehension. This man was of the ruling classpgant and
self-assured, and full of pride. He wasn't goindetoher get off so
lightly for bringing unpleasant news to him. Shé fre that his
lounging air was a pose and that something lay fheaung in his
manner... like a snake in the sun, getting readstrike in its own
good time.

'‘And how long senhoritahave you been in Brazil?' he asked suavel

'‘Only a few days. | came for the—' There she brakand her eyes
flicked his face, vivid as the edge of a dragosflying. 'l am sorry
the wedding is offsenhor.It will be a disappointment for your son.’

‘And not for me?' He quirked one of those inord@hablack brows
and his facial expression was both mocking androgative. 'Think
how attractive your cousin is - so blue- eyed, somwhaired, so
curvaceous and lively. Even as innocent as youyane,must have
some conception of what it means for a man to lsavd a choice
dish dashed from his lips?'

'‘But you said—' But once again the words died anlips, for she
was too untutored in the ways of men, and thisipdar man was
more overwhelming in every way than those she hamecinto
contact with as a secretary and niece to Madge bedniMadge's



friends were worldly, but they were not primitivéhvit. They might
be ruthlessly ambitious, but they were not reallyet.. as Jaine felt
this Latin aristocrat could be.

'l know what | saidsenhorita.'His well-marked lips curled around
the words ... as a whip might curl around a ferhalb. 'l said to the
devil with your cousin and | meant it. But,' he easbruptly to his
feet, towering above Jaine in the dark polishedraibich had an
inquisitorial hardness to it, 'you are quite rigiiten you say that my
son was looking forward to the novelty of an Engligirl at
Goldenhawk, which is my true home some miles furédeng the
coast. | proposed marriage to Laraine because edtraesl the type
with only the single qualification of being a deatve wife. | could
not say to her "Come and live in my house anddmnganion for my
son", but | think | can say it to you, Miss Jainar®.' His voice was
too clear-cut, his words too explicit, and his Eslyltoo cultured for
Jaine to be mistaken in any way about what he &g her.

And behind those explicit words lay an even deeglearp-cutting,

very painful meaning. Laraine was so lovely thataa would have to
marry her in order to escape scandal - and Jaiae khat in many

ways these Latin people were rigidly circumspegtit it would not

matter in the case of someone like Jaifbe Duque would not be
expected to feel desire for a girl such as she,sanlde could say to
her:

'‘Come and live in my house ... be my son's comparia | shan't
ever want you for my own.'



CHAPTER THREE

JAINE set aside her cup and saucer and rose to hefMfeetDuque

was so tall that she had to tilt her head in otdegive him the full

benefit of a look that scorned him and his suggastbhe might not
seem much to him, but she had quite a bit of parmtethis was in her
eyes, her voice as she said to him, very clearly:

‘The devil can take your propositisenhorl have a job already and
I'm quite content with it, thank you.'

'‘Content,’ he took her up, 'with being the pooratieh in the
household of a woman who lives mainly to pleasesdierand to
condone the flighty selfishness of a spoiled daexgh#h yes, | know
her to be spoiled and | was aware that she wag/mgnme to make a
good match, but it was while in Portugal with mysee met her one
day on the lawn of a friend's house, and she wamspling among
that group of dark-haired Latin people that Tristaes enchanted by
her and | thought - but that is water under thddel'

The Duque spread his hands in a very Latin gestutdeshrugged the
shoulders that were so wide and well-muscled utiteefine white
linen of his well-cut shirt.

'So,senhoritayou aren't pleased that | ask you to stay in nynay
and work for me? | had the impression that you veksenchanted
with your role in the lives of your aunt and cousthat of errand girl,
tidying up in the wake of Laraine, and more or ldsgatened with
dismissal if you did not come here today to do yoousin's dirty
work - ah, you catch your breath and the green gy@s wider if that
Is possible! | hit a nerve just thesenhorita.'

'Yes,' she admitted. 'l don't always like what #sked to do, but that
doesn't mean that I'm going to leap at the bonehgddi out to me.’



'‘Bone?' he quizzed. 'lt seems to me to have affiaxunt of meat on it,
the chance | give you to live in one of the finestises along this
coast, as companion to a young boy who cannot ndhpday as
actively as other children of his age. Don't yotedar small boys,
senhorita?'

She noticed how he phrased his questions, asfélh# a waste of
time for someone with her lack of looks to like ligys. She was
very aware of seeming a mere stick of a woman it uéry virile
man.

I'm not inhuman,' she said.: 'l like children,b4t

'‘But you are too accustomed to paying duty on theity received

from your relations to obey an impulse involvingair of strangers,
and despite my engagement to your cousin | anaagr to you, eh?'
He gazed down at Jaine with that penetrating |[dd#ksy questing and
dominating... and demanding.

‘Very much a strangesenhorjn a country strange to me.' She force
her gaze away from his and glanced at the panétiatlle doors that
led to freedom from this house of surprises. tkHimust be on my
way, Your Excellency. As | have told you | havelang to catch in
just a few hours—

'‘Don't catch it,' he said peremptorily. 'Startive lyour own life, Jaine
Dare -1 dare you!

Jaine stood frozen, fighting not to look at him. 3@e again that
charisma that would be dangerous to an attractvmam, let alone
one like herself, whose lonely heart had taugktfitsot to reach out
for a dream because it could never take on thelyjowarmth of
reality? If she dared to go to Goldenhawk she wduddcutting
herself loose from the half-loaf for a wildly exotiruit that might
turn bitter to her taste. No! Her life with Madgeutd never break her



heart... but from the first moment she had looketie& Duque Pedro
she had known that he might break hers.

'l thought you might have courage,' there was & aweet mockery
to the smile he bent upon her, 'from the way yodemook to carry
out an unpleasant duty for your cousin. But | $e your courage
guails at the thought of freedom and sunlight dredlieauty of the
tropics. You disappoint me, Miss Dare!' He steppsiille from the
doors and flung out a hand in a gesture of disrhigsaoff with you,
go back to your life of being doormat to the Desd®h

Doormat! Jaine's temper flared and if she coulcehaached for that
dark cruel face she would have slapped, clawedechhim a little of
the pain that other people had no conscience isimguner.

'I'd be no more than that your household,' she flung at him.

'‘On the contrary - as companion oy son, Miss Dare, you would
have the most responsible position of your lifeisthio is of the

greatest importance to me, a child with a bravengdieart in a body
much hurt when he was only an infant. You wouldéhtvguard his
person and his welfare and that would automatiqaltige you in a
position very much above that of a secretary-cundr@a popular
actress of no great merit as a performer. Youmgalauld be an

excellent one, you would have your own suite of meoat

Goldenhawk, and hours of work cognizant with thgureements of
one small boy instead of a pair of female relatnwéh little regard

for you, or anyone else. Well, do | make myselacleenhorita?'

‘Clear as plate glassenhor Jaine, for her sins, had a sense
humour which had saved her time and time again fedtimer a
wickedly Irish-Huguenot display of temper, or a tteacked bout of
lonely weeping.; 'But isn't this all rather suddesite asked. 'You
know nothing of me apart from my relationship tadiae. Setting
aside the fact that | don't resemble her in thdlsstalegree, it could



well be that | have an equally self-inclined natwiraight not be at all
the proper person to have charge of your son aind he

‘That is very true,' he agreed, and suddenly hgpste towards her
and before she could elude his touch or his intertte had taken the
point of her chin into the hard grip of his fingeusd was tilting her
face to the light streaming in through tkedas long windows. With
unsparing eyes he examined every facet of her fakag his gaze
over her facial bones; her pale, clear, unpainkead, she sensitive
shape of her mouth, the fey and the obstinate irfdsgures. Then
abruptly, almost shockingly, his eyes were lookifigectly into
hers... and it was as if that look was a touchrdmaall down her spine
and shot into her bones a series of sensationbath@ever felt or
suffered in her life before.

‘There is something of Ephyre about you ... thestamt nymph,
forever evading a revelation of your true selfase you are betrayed.
With the Desmonds you can give service withoutrggwour heatrt ..
? with a child it might be different, and you amry much afraid of
love, are you not?"

‘That - that is none of your business—' She treetiist away from
his scrutiny, but he held her relentlessly. ‘It Wobe foolish for
someone like me to be - romantically inclined.’

‘And may | ask why?'

‘You are looking right at mesenhor so | imagine you see the reaso
for yourself.'

‘You mean, of course, that you are no beauty?"
'l am what my cousin once called me - an ugly dagkl

‘And you were young, impressionable, and hurt bat?'



'l - I knew it to be the truth. In the house ofatress there are many
mirrors, senhor.’

‘Diabo,' the word whispered from his lips, 'but of couraad so you
accept the mirror reflection of yourself and creelittle every day
into the shell of the dutiful, uncomplaining, ef@at spinster,
secretary and niecé&senhorinha,do you really suppose that the
companion of a child has of necessity to be a pactai candy-box
prettiness?’

‘You did say that your son was dazzled by my cquiaine reminded
him, and was amazed at her stoicism in the fadgkeblunt truth
from his clear-cut lips. For a Latin he had a rdmbhlte command of
English words and he knew how to apply them toftitlest effects
He made her see with shocking clarity the persemsts turning into
... dull, dutiful, tucked into the background ohet people's far more
exciting lives. And it suited Madge to have herttvay. Efficient,
reliable, and drab, who despite her youth was invag a source of
competition when men came to the Westminster flad drank
cocktails.;

‘Are you afraid,’ asked the Duque, 'that Tristadl wot be so
impressed by you?'

'l should think he'll be very disappointed if yaunt him with a plain
companion when he expected a pretty mother.'

'‘Won't you put it to the test and see how he r&acts

'l - I can hardly place my head on that sort ofpghing- block,senhor.
| have to work for my living and half a loaf is betthan no bread at
all.’

‘Tell me," his hard fingers slid away from her facel he straightened
to his full height, 'do you have to return immedigtto London?'



'‘My passage is booked on the midnight flight—"

'It can be cancelled,’ he said decisively. 'A vaa& be sent to your
aunt to say that you are a trifle unwell and areissdl to remain
another week in Porto de Zanto. You have money?'

‘Hardly - Madge paid up the bill until | leave tght, and arranged the
transfer of my flight ticket. As | live with my atith receive only a
token wage.'

'‘Diabo!" he said again. 'Really monstrous and quite fodihaf you
to accept such a situation. | thought Latin matharcould be hard
enough on female relatives, butthis actress is dweyond my
experience!'

'‘Don't forget,’ Jaine dared to say, 'that she dinhesame your
mother-in-law.’

'‘And don't you forget,' he rejoined, 'that | am aogtouthful English
girl with an abundance of patience, charity, arlftigenial. | warned
Laraine that | would accept no interference from imether ...por
deus,that is all over with, and we talk, you and I,tbis matter of
arranging that you meet Tristao. Yes, | have dettiteu will stay a
week longer at Porto de Zanto and the matter oidiiel bills will be
settled by me, and no argumesgnhorinhal have no patience with
arguments that lead only to a conclusion alreattiegeupon. If you
see my son and if you find that you get along \With, will you agree
to come to Goldenhawk?'

Even as Jaine would have argued with him, theré rsdpat through
her a dart of desire to accept his propositionnEasethe sensible side
of her argued that the Duque was arrogant, anchpiglhad a temper
like a lash, she could not deny a stirring of extieént, the awakening
of that wish (long thrust out of sight) to brealedrof Madge's
domination.



Jaine glanced at the Duque and with her everynicisshe knew that
he would be more dominant, more hard to pleasee reobtle and
extraordinary than anyone she had ever met.

'‘Why do you hesitate?' he asked. 'Don't you lilkeltiok of me?’

Nerves fluttered in her stomach when he said thatwould be a
passport to no-man's-land to like the look of Petr@anto. 'l should
like to meet your sorsenhorput | - | don't like the idea of accepting
money from a stranger - to pay my hotel bill itdyganother week." ..
'Independent as well, en?' He pushed his handshatpockets of his
breeches and his regard became slightly indolentf the time to
threaten and the time to persuade had passed Yor We¢ell, be
assured that | shan't pay your bill with my chequod thereby make
the tongues of Porto de Zanto wag. At the end@fxtkek, when you
will have met Tristao and made your decision, llishiae you the
cash and you will call it a small salary in advararewages in lieu of
notice. Does that set your mind at ease?'

Jaine flushed slightly, for in his eyes she cowe shose wicked
glimmers of male amusement at the idea of peopdsigmg about
him and herself. A man such as he would always hadethe most
attractive women at his beck and call ... she knew that Laraine
had run out on him because he was too blase abwuewto place
her upon the pedestal she craved for.

Jaine lowered her gaze and wondered in that momenthad been
the mother of his son and why the Duque had notiethher<

'‘Well, now you are not going to dash back to theehim order to
catch your plane, | suggesenhorinhathat you be seated again ant
finish your tea.'

'‘My driver is waiting,' she said uncertainly.



‘Your driver is taking refreshment at this precisement and is quite
happy. Relax, Miss Dare. | am going to leave yawafahile in order
to write a letter - please to eat the cream cdkesdon't imagine that
you need to watch your figure in case it gets duntamd.'

With these words, and with a suave bow he withdirew thesala
and closed the carved doors behind him, leavingeJto stare at
them, as if she still saw imposed upon the shimngd an image of
that tall, dark, demanding figure.

She sat down in obedience to a sudden tremor irlelger Was it

really possible that in a single hour she had albwer life to be

turned topsy-turvy by a total stranger? Her thife#t dry and she

poured herself some more tea and quickly drankhe sun came
through the windows and flickered on the surfacéefsilver pot and
she stared at the flicker as if hypnotized. Navduld be madness to
do as he asked... as he ordered. What did she &howut children?

Her life had been taken up with the demands ofcaress... do this,
do that, and don't argue, my girl, unless you waifihd yourself out

on your ear!

Almost unaware Jaine picked up a cake fork and sootouthful of
the delicious confectionery. She half-closed herseyather like a
thin young cat tasting cream, and she visualizeddds face if and
when her age-old threat was turned against heit avas her humble
and despised niece who gave notice that she wésgui leaving
the Westminster menage to become an employee Biuee Pedro.

Jaine's eyes were a brilliant green against trghtehed and yet
excited pallor of her face. Dare was her name ameuld be very
daring of her to break the bonds of habit and demyimposed upon
her that even in this moment she felt their maikckBin London she
had hesitated to break free because all that liaddd had been the
prospect of a routine office job and the dullnebsa dedsitter in a
London back street... but now, out of the blue, authe gold of a



tropical afternoon, she had been offered a welpaist in a ducal
household, here in a land so strange and new astit.ex

In some surprise she found herself half-way thrdughsecond cake.
She had been hungry! Hungry for so many things.

She was standing at the long windows, gazing otihetBrazilian

palm trees, so aloof, fronded and savage, whercahght a sound
that swung her to face the double doors, almodt wdtted breath.
They were pushed open and there was the Duque. ddastime he
was clad in an impeccable dark-grey suit and icelaf that almost
untamed virility there was a look of total distiloct; a dark nobility

of feature and person.

‘The sun is going down the sky,' he said, 'anckltbat you are now
quite ready to leave. | shall, some time tomorrt@lephone you at
the hotel and let you know when you can meet my. gdms is
agreed? You are content with the arrangement?’

‘Content is not quite the wordenhor but | am interested in the pos
that you offer me. It would make quite a changener; if it turns out
that | meet with your son's approval.’

'‘Will you arrange to send that wire to Mrs. Desmomdshall 1?' He
seemed to regard her with abrupt sternness, aatedtlby the
iImmaculate, stone-coloured suit, beneath whichayaale-grey shirt
with a fine silk stripe. His tie was such a darkple it was almost
black, and it was tied with only the perfection ttlsavalet could
achieve.

'l must send the wire myself,’ said Jaine. 'l ninzste the nerve to do
it.

'l think you have nerve,’ he said. 'More than yauhpps realize
yourself. And nowsenhorinha] will see you to your car and say
adeusfor now.'



With an air of composure Jaine walked towards lang each step
seemed as if it drew her into his dark-lashed, jainsed eyes. She
felt acutely the vitality and the command of thenmand she knew
how hard it was for any woman to resist a man whderher feel to
the marrow of her bones the fact that she was aamo@h lord, he
had such a decisively chiselled, darkly foreignefaand his intent
appraisal from the rather slanting eyes made redr. fedefenceless.
There was challenge and danger in the man, ands#eyed to reach
out to her. There were raven glints in his haid ahe clung to her
composure for all she was worth.

With casual, almost animal grace he stood asiddédorto precede
him into the corridor that had grown flame-shadovesdthe sun
began to decline. As he walked at her side tottdnecase he seemed
very tall and overpowering ... and yet she felt th@ome way he was
intrigued by the riddle of her. She probably hasiraplicity and a
candour he found unusual... perhaps childlike.

It could well be that a young woman of twenty-twboshad not yet
been in love, or attracted love, was in some wéllsas adolescent.
Perhaps it was that in her which made him see betha ideal
companion for his young son?

He came with her right to the door of the ¢Adeus, senhorinhaHis
deep voice seemed to go right through.Heend that wire and await
my telephone call, and don't be persuaded by yoer-active sense
of duty that you owe any more of your youthful dewo to your aunt.

| imagine she has been refunded well above thalieitiay on your
keep and education. Be tranquil, Miss Dare. Trjeast'

Jaine entered the car, the door was closed, andaofdw seconds
later that tall figure was left behind on the stepthe Casa de Rocha.
Still feeling tremulous and a trifle dazed, Jaiaaksback against the
leather of her seat and as the car sped along thetheadeep shadow



of the driveway trees she let her mind wander laaxckforth over the
incidents of the afternoon.

Darkness lay over the interior of this coastal tpeund the lights of
the harbour were blazing into the water when Jameed back at
her hotel. She went to the desk and told the d¢leaik she would not
be leaving that night and wished to retain her réonthe remainder
of the week. She asked that her flight to Rio beelled, and also her
flight to England, and requested that a wire be& seihondon. She
didn't quite obey the Duque in the message she ferthe dash of
Irish in her veins made her rather superstitiolse essage which
went was short and to the point: 'Feel like a sholiday. All okay
matter of Laraine.’

Well, that was that, and if Madge kicked up a flame " would not
be there to endure one of those theatrical boutsmper for which
her aunt was famous.

Jaine proceeded to her hotel room, where she slangpandbag to
the bed, kicked off her shoes and did a small dahbeavado on the
fluffy carpet.

This was the first time she had really defied Madgnel as she drifted
to her balcony to gaze down at the harbour ligsttsing along the
rigging of the sea-craft moored there, and makiogigof shadowy
gold along the seawalls, she felt a sense of amazetimat she of all
people should allow a man to persuade her to beliais for the

first time in her life.

And what a man! As she saw her own thin young faflected in the
glass of the balcony doors she caught her brestile. was so utterly a
novice when it came to men, and the Duque was shllypowealthy,
and vitally attractive. He knew exactly how to ben@voman to his
will 4.. how to captivate when he so wished, and howttgd with a



shrug of his shoulders if the woman didn't quiteaswge up to his
requirements.

Jaine felt quite certain that her wire would infie Laraine. Her
cousin had probably had visions of the Duque rumiaifter her, and
giving chase in that private plane Laraine had maetl. Although
Laraine had not taken to the stage like her mottiere was a
dramatic streak in her, and Jaine knew that shéddwaye revelled in
being pursued by her Latin fiance. She might haaak that in mind
all along; her flight might have been meant as allehge to the
Duque, to have him show that she meant far mohentdhan a mere
mother for his son by another woman.

Well, Laraine, for once in her spoiled life, was for a
disappointment, and if it turned out that Jainethoff with Tristao,
then the roof was going to blow off the flat at \Weisister when her
aunt and her cousin were informed that she wasaktgoing to
work for the man Laraine had chosen to play abaotht. w

A smile quivered on Jaine's lips ... had Larairadlyghought that she
could treat Pedro de Zanto as if he were the gagghnd
good-natured Billy Hopgood? When Laraine had runoouBilly he
had probably been lachrymose; but the Duque hagpsaahis
fingers and consigned her to the devil.

Jaine dragged her thoughts back to the presenglamded at her
wristwatch. It was almost time for dinner, so sh€ better snap out
of her day-dreaming and get ready for the evenieglpwhich in
accordance with Brazilian protocol was always Ydliate and served
in the restaurant downstairs, where a small orchgdayed and
where couples danced. Jaine didn't feel partigukry about sitting
alone. She was accustomed to her own company, rarndps with
Madge she was often left to eat alone while het,aniher role of the
glamorous actress, dined with new or old acquag@&sn



It rarely took Jaine very long to complete herdtid. After a shower
and a quick change into one of her simple dresbeshad only to run
a comb through her monk's cap of hair, skim a povydé over her

nose, and descend to the dining-room, to take dtwerec table. She
took up the menu, but it was some minutes befofaiter came to
take her order. She didn't really mind that shemsek so un-
noticeable, but she couldn't help but wonder whabuld feel like to

dine with someone like the Duque Pedro. She feleqertain that he
would be treated like royalty, and the girl withmhlike a princess.
The waiters would bow all over him, the best wineuld be

produced, and every female eye in the room woulddm his face
and his person.

Jaine nibbled a breadstick and her smile had adfiitite Mona Lisa
about it ... though she would have been surprises®meone had
intimated this.

So after all she was staying a while at Porto de&ahe would be
able to explore and bathe in the sapphire sea d .se®what Destiny
had in store for her with regard to the Duque asdan.

All the next day Jaine waited around the hotel tloe Duque's
telephone call, but he didn't ring her and she webed wondering if
he had had second thoughts about arranging a mgdatimween her
and the boy.

When she awoke the following morning, after a sohwestless
night, she had the feeling that she was going tetdown. People
made promises on the spur of the moment, and isearded them as
casually as fluff from a sleeve, and after checkieg money Jaine
found that she had sufficient for one more dayattotel; she didn't
have to rely on the uncertain good grace of a nmendsdn't really

know.



She took breakfast on her balcoosgissantspread with honey, and
two cups of coffee, and she made pretend she waedl-®ff tourist
who had no need to worry about earning her liviige sun felt
beautifully warm and she decided to take a stalind the Port of
Zanto and later on to spend some time on the dateveand of the
beach. She was so accustomed to her negativeniidie that she held
out no real hope that the Duque would rememberftinat brief hour
he had met her and considered if she might betald@icompanion
for his son.

Jaine gave a slight shrug and resolved not to veasither day at the
hotel when she could see something of the harbwittee town, and
maybe take a ride in one of the open carriagespiied their trade

along the seafront.

She packed a swimsuit and a towel into a bag, adl leerself in
cabin-boy pants in a cat-green colour (a ratheéndduy which she
had concealed from Madge) and topped them off avithhite cuffed
shirt. With her hair combed smooth, and her facéa® had made it,
she looked rather like a boy. A youth with delichtebs and eyes
both candid and uncertain of people. A grin cantevaent on her lips
as she studied her reflection in the mirror ofwaedrobe. She could
have gone as a cabin-boy on one of the yachtgihdhour and there
would have been no one to really care what becdrhero

Looking back down the years she could not rememalsargle sign of
real affection from anyone. As a child she haddcakne when she
felt miserable; there had been no warm kissesHadi®n her childish
hurts: no murmurs of comfort during her adoles¢eals.;

She stared into her emerald eyes in the mirrotlamaght how true it
was that one's childhood shaped the adult thatbesame. It had
been clever of Poe to pen the lines that sprartgetomind in that
bedroom of a hotel on the Brazilian coast:



'‘From childhood's hour | have not been
As others were - | have not seen

As others saw -I could not bring

My passions from a common spring.'



CHAPTER FOUR

JAINE escaped from her hotel bedroom into the sunshime for the
next few hours she rambled about Porto de Zanto.

She wassozinhaagain, and enjoying it. She wandered along the R
das Claras and admired the many strange and coladhbirfigs in the
shop windows; she saw unusual gems and medalhadtdo fine
silver and gold chains, and coveted a jewel-cas@edafrom
tortoiseshell into the shape of a shell and deedrby a single large
topaz, winking as it caught the sunlight like alliamt tawny eye.
Jaine sighed, for she couldn't afford to buy ttadlygoretty things of
life, and had an inborn distaste for what was specand cheap”

She strolled on, for it did no good to sigh fontg she couldn't have,
and she climbed the streets that were sloping aiigueely cobbled,
leading into quaint squares in which stood fourga@nd palm trees,
and where from the balconies of high-up windowglriplants
spilled from terracotta pots.

Never had Jaine seen a place so warm-coloured|exbwith scent
and sunlight and richly evocative shadow. No maitkat political

upheavals might be going on elsewhere in this Latimtry, here at
least there was a rich, languorous air of peacdf, the people of
Porto de Zanto liked their way of life and were @ that things
should remain as they were.

Jaine sat on a sea-wall and ate big shrimps frbagajust purchased
from one of the fishermen wearing a black waistbemplace of a

belt, and looking not unlike a Moorish pirate. THead understood
each other with signs. Jaine had pointed to thienglst and then to
her lips, and produced her purse. A wide grin had Bis mouth,

revealing a set of gleaming white teeth, and bexdwes had not
looked her over from head to foot in the way ofihahen, she had
assumed that he thought her a boy, and the thaugised her again



as she sat enjoying her shrimps, and the littleesdof tangy breeze
that blew up the slope of the beach.

Worn steps led down to the beach and later onpsimaised herself,
she would go for a swim in that blue water, chagginto her
swimsuit behind one of those fantastic rocks likargieces to the
sea-gods.

The shrimps were delicious, and so much bigger sameeter than
those to be bought in England at a much higheeptitke a young
cat on a sunlit wall Jaine enjoyed her shellfisd it as if she had
escaped off a leash for a short time. She watchedylas the
fishermen unloaded their painted boats, bringingtioé colourful
catches of red mullet, bonito, small rainbow fiahd the tentacled
octopus, all of which would be used in the spicshés served in the
attractively run-down harbour restaurants.;

She was drowsing there when she noticed an old wa®ling fruit
from a basket and Jaine went over to her and selaftuta do conde
for her dessert; the tasty custard- apple which kasbiting into a
fruit made entirely of thick vanilla ice-cream.

Back home Jaine would have felt too inhibited toliga this in the

street, but here, as if like Dorothy she had foldva yellow brick

road to enchantment, she bit into the fruit and eagless of being
watched. Even unaware that as a youthful stranghrawery white

skin she was observed and presented a pictureslohaeffeminate

boy, --- with a shy-proud head capped by seal-smbair; with a

straight young back and long legs.

She was seated thus, the sun and the sea mergmgki® a clear
image of everything around her, when she saw al & dart into
the road that curved down from the residential pértihe town. A
scarlet ball ran across the road and was pursudtdgmall boy,



while at the same time a big car came smoothly daivand gave
every sign of turning the corner in time to hit ttreld.

Jaine tossed aside her partly eaten custard-apgleaa swiftly in the
direction of the boy, her arms scooping him ugh@very path of the
car, the brakes of which were immediately appliethst the vehicle
hissed to a halt only a small distance away fromeJand her small,
startled burden.;

That clear sea-light etched the scene with stgrtliarity ... the slim
figure in cabin-boy pants holding tightly a littigure with dark curly
hair... and the long grey car, its driving doonfijuwvide to give exit to
a tall, violently angry man.

'By the grace of Fate!" His voice struck at Jaike & whiplash. '"What
the devil are you doing?’

'l -1 should think that was obvious,' she rejoifedathlessly. 'The
kiddy was chasing his ball and he didn't see yam—<€ She turned
around with her plump young burden, who was nowgsfiing and
bawling for hisavozinha-,the grandmother who came hurrying t
join the crowd that was collecting in the centréhaf road. Other cars
were pulling to a halt and horns were adding theise to the howls
of the rescued child, who was torn between demdidshis
grandmother and his scarlet ball.

For Jaine the next few minutes were chaotic; thataxe Latin
people milled about her, thumping her on the shagldto
congratulate her courage in saving the little avig@le others, with a
respect that was forthright rather than humblekspo the Duque
and said they had seen it all. He had not beemndrivwo swiftly, it
was that the little one had been unheeding of everyn his desire to
secure the beloved ball which had got away from. filine turisto,
the menio,had with courage saved the child from a possilalé b
injury! Jaine's hand was grabbed and shaken sblhaone of the



fishermen that she thought her fingers would b&dsed.Menio -
boy! Good lord! Her sudden feeling of weakness mhate
communicated itself to the Duque, for the nextansshe was taken
secure hold of, and a minute later she found Harsalveloured seat
of the grey car - with an imposing crest on therdaand the engine
was being started up beneath the touch of the t&zak, well-shaped
hands.

Jaine sat very still as the immaculate, purring)-veprung Bentley
sped along the harbour road, leaving behind th&telwf fisherfolk
who had quite simply taken her for a boy - not dnbyn the way she
was dressed, but by reason of her agility in gyiaddshing to the
rescue.

'‘Well," said the Duque, 'l never thought that eamd meeting could
be even more dramatic than our first.; How did ke being called a
brave boy?'

Now that the clamour of her pulses had subsidedesdrat, and

those shock-waves of surprise had settled downe &aiuld glance at
the assertive profile with at least a look of cadsls. 'l don't quite
know what | feel,' she said. 'I'm only glad thatds on hand to stop
the little boy from being hurt. You saw me, but thiat curve you

might not have noticed the child.'

‘And do you still maintain, Miss Dare, that youkamurage?"

'‘One doesn't think about courage or cowardice ensgiur of the
moment. One obeys impulse or instinct.’

Your instinctive liking for small things, eh?' Tieewas a slightly
indulgent note in the deep voice this time, antiespoke he drove
the car into the forecourt of one of those restatsrdaine had noticed
but had passed by on account of the lack of fundeer purse. She
could have gone back to the hotel for lunch, bat thould have



added to her bill, and up until this moment she maickhough to see
any more of Pedro de Zanto. .. 'Have you eaten?duered, turning

to confront her, a grey-clad elbow on the leathéreel, and so
overpoweringly close to her that she had eitheretolure the
closeness, or shrink in her seat like a silly prudier nostrils tensed
to a tangy fragrance emitted by his close-shavem, sind to the

aroma of fine cigar leaf. The man, like his carsws&reamlined and
aristocratic, with a faultless control that yet dimt hide the ability to
be lethal in dealing with a mere girl.; His was effortless and an
ineffable charm, with a strong undercurrent of dang

'l - I've had some shrimps and a custard-apple,ssid. "They were
most enjoyable, eaten there in the sunshine.’

'I'm sure they were.' His mouth arched at the apaimost in a smile.
‘But hardly filling for a girl not yet fully grown—

'I'm twenty-two,senhor,'she broke in, half shocked to be taken fir:
for a boy and now for an adolescent..

He stared at her, with a sardonic elevation oblask eyebrows. His
eyes, that were translucent as fine sherry, flidkedhair, and then
the slim pallor of her neck in the opening of hatep flimsy shirt.

‘You are still young for your years, to look atyamy. Senhorinha,
will you take lunch with me?'

'‘What, dressed like this?' She glanced down aehetsm wearing
pants and hardly look the correct sort of comparibn

'‘And now that you mention that word - and pleas®tk at me! -
why are you wandering about when | asked you toitamgy
telephone call at your hotel? | phoned at ninetythihis morning and
was informed that you had gone out, presumablyims

'l waited all day yesterday for your call - and &svabout to go
swimming when | dived after that child instead.’



'l could not phone you yesterday as a businessemaft some
urgency cropped up - the best time to bathe, yawkis when the
moon is high. There is nothing to outshine moookrawimming.
Have you never tried it?'

'‘Why, no,senhor.'She looked at him wide-eyed; so he had meant
phone her as promised, and there still seemed acehthat she
wouldn't have to leave his country just yet.

'l think," he said, with a deliberate look, 'thaerte are a number of
things you have not yet tried.; It is this lack wbrld experience

which gives you such a youthful, unguarded looke Women who

have given all have no need to guard anything. Casigou are with

me it is no matter to anyone that you are dressedasually - so

almost like a boy. | wonder - do you have a wislt §ou had been
born a boy?"

'‘Perhaps.' She shrugged, and knew already thatahguarding her
emotions against this man. 'If one has to be ahaorfit is sometimes
better to be a masculine one.'

"You think men have a hardier nature and are ikslyIto be hurt by
life?' His eyes became quizzical as he regardedahery of sunlight
knifing through the car window to display the vuialaility of her
face to him. 'Yes, you have much to leammenina,and your first
lesson is 'chat you must never regret your femisgre Some day
you will be shown by a man that he is very glaceedithat you are a
woman.'

'‘Really?' She gave a crooked little grin. 'l waseimnformed by
Madge that a friend of hers thought me as sexkad@ownie, which
in my country is a kind of mythical elf that is seleut never heard; a
performer of unpleasant tasks, who never ask$eofriore than a pin
to see the peep- show.'



'So you are a myth and not real, eh?' And befareeJsould draw
back from him and not have to endure the ex- quisitture of his
touch, the Duque curved a lean hand over her lefulsler and
pressed his fingers into her bones, there undehthenaterial of her
shirt. "You feel as if you might be real ... ahuytinch. Don't you like
a man to touch you? Is the sensation a strange one?

'Of course,’ she said, trying to speak lightlytrsat he wouldn't guess
how acutely sensitive she was to his touch.

'‘As far as men are concerned I'm usually unnotiegab
'‘And at the age of twenty-two you have never bassekl?'

'‘No!" The word wasn't so much a prudish negatiothefvery idea of
being kissed, as a gasp of shock that he shoulitksiesuch things.
The unexpected question made her look at hishigsnothing within
her experience could give the faintest notion ohtwtwould feel like
to have that bold, sculptured mouth in possesdidreiountried lips.

‘You know,' he said lazily, and then outrageougtyy cannot catch a
baby from being kissed.’

'l think," she said shakily, 'that a look from ysenhormight do the
trick.'

'‘Diabo, the girl has a sense of humour which has noteadived the
coup de gracérom the arrogant aunt! Come, we will go and eat
then you will see Tristao.'

‘Today?' Jaine gave him a surprised look.

‘This very daySenhorimHe is at theguint aof a friend of mine and
our visit will be quite casual, with no indicatias yet that you might
become his companion. We don't want to disappamtad second
time, eh?'



'Indeed not,' said Jaine, but as she slipped fracar and stood in
the sunlight of the forecourt of the Black Rosetlesrestaurant was
called, she could feel how much she wanted thegal, she could
also feel against her shoulder bones the branditgsgersonality

which the Duque had left there. She cast a swafih¢g at him as he
stood supple in the sun, indolent, and yet withettimg almost like

a shadow in his eyes. There, and then gone a®kedat her.

'It is good that | know, Miss Dare, that you woulkk your life for a
child, a small stranger to you. You are no doubtr@that the
political situation in certain parts of Brazil istrall it should be, and |
- well, it suffices to say that | don't always agwth certain policies
in force at the present time. If you come to warkrhe—'

'l understandsenhor’ she said quietly. 'l promise to take great cére
your son, if it should come about that he takesi¢o | wonder if he
will?*

'l wonder alsomeninaut | will say again to you that you must droj
this habit of thinking so little of yourself. No dbt you grew up
wishing you looked like your cousin so life would more indulgent
towards you, but it is a fact that if you lookekkliher at this precise
moment then you would not be entering a restauca@at with me.'

'You hate her that much?' Jaine glanced at hisdatkey entered the
restaurant, where fans were turning in the whitéwedsceiling and
where white-coated waiters were hurrying about Vaithen trays.
There was a delicious aroma of spicy Latin food] an a big side
table a mound of tropical fruits.

'You cannot hate what you have never loved,' thguguejoined, and
as he ended his clipped words tpatrao of the Black Rose
descended upon him, warm delight was voiced thdtadechosen to
lunch there, and without further ado they were gedao a secluded
table near a window, and with a snap of his fingkespatrao had



summoned a waiter to take their lunch order andnemdo take their
wine order.

'Itis an honour, Excellency.' Tipatraobowed again, and barely kep
his alert dark eyes from sweeping over the sligahts-clad figure of
the Duque's companion. Jaine checked a grin. Sre¢ imok odd
beside the distinguished figure of Pedro de Zaaa, some of the
other diners were looking at them with unconceaedosity. The
Duque, however, seemed entirely unconcerned andtweging the
wine list with the absorption of the connoisseuayihg already
ordered for both of them hot and cdidrs d'oeuvresp be followed
by the finesfilets of steak with sliced onions, potatoes and peas.

‘Do you like port?' he asked her abruptly. 'Butha@s you aren't
acquainted with the sort | mean and have tastegltbat sickly red
stuff served at English tables at the time of theisimas festivities.
Would you like to try a glass of real port?’

She nodded, and was very aware of being for teetfine in her life
a mild source of interest to a man who was posdesfsrare sort of
magnetism. A man somewhat cynical, a whole lotlesty and filled
to the brim with a vibrant masculinity. She felatlnis courtliness had
a slightly mocking edge to it, but somehow she ‘diamnd. It was a
heady experience to see ermfherin the eyes of other women, evel
if that envy was mixed with amazement.

With a flourish thenors d'oeuvresart was wheeled to the side of th
table and Jaine enjoyed the novelty of selectingtexer she fancied.
Their port wine was uncorked, tasted and approyedéDuque, and
then poured delicately pale gold into the deep bowil the wine
glasses, to shimmer there like melted amber.

'Lift your glass,' the Duque instructed her, 'aadoar the wine's
bouquet. The best of port is like the finest brandyust be warmed
in the hand and its aroma must be savoured, sotiegaby one all the



senses come into contact with it." Then as he lbakeoss at Jaine a
brief smile showed the white gleaming edge of &é&h. 'Do | sound
as if | am taking in hand your tuition as a woméarthe world ?'

‘A little," she said, 'but | don't mind. | am grfatethat you should
bother with me, and still rather amazed that yodndihave me
thrown out of your house the other day.- When klback—'

‘Never look back," he chided her, his wine glass ies lips as he
allowed the aroma of the port to steal to his mgsttAll the
yesterdays are gone as if snuffed out like so ncanylles; a little of
their smoke might linger to fog the mind and clalid heart, but it is
always better to look forward. Drink your wirgenhorinhaand eat
your food.'

She obeyed him, and thought over his remark alb@usioke of a
snuffed-out yesterday clouding the heart. Did lre sa much for his
son because he had deeply loved the mother? Wy, tfad he not
made her his wife? What could have happened thdtdaased
Tristao to be born out of wedlock?

Jaine was deeply intrigued, and somehow it waongdr possible
for her to think of Pedro de Zanto as a wealthyehefl who had

played around with a woman, and then made tardympense by
adopting the boy he had caused to be born. N thas a lot more to
the story than that ?.. and a whole lot more toQbgque. Jaine, so
sheltered in her personal life, so curiously unktmacby the intrigues
of Madge Desmond, was not so innocent that shétdidaw - there

in the Black Rose, as the golden port ran warmutdincher veins -
that she was dangerously close to falling headiohagye for the first

time in her life. The only way to escape such bwaluld be to leave
Porto de Zanto today; meet Pedro's son becauskashpromised,
and then say afterwards that she didn't feel aglout leaving Madge
in the lurch. Yes, it might be wiser to grasp attstraw in the event
that Tristao liked the idea of having an Englisimfianca.



'So this morning you have seen something of the®ow

Jaine gave a start as the words cut into her thsughas that deep
voice, resonant, cultured, mercilessly attracticef down like

cornstalks the resolves she had been sowing. Alssked at him her
head swam with the strong wine, -and she felt &catdhe mercy of
the tawny eyes deep in dark lashes.; Her heartksho@ase he
realized what was happening to her ... nothing, masince, would be
more mortifying than to have him guess that alresloy was more
than half in love with him .she,unfledged, undesired, unadorned!

'‘What is it?' His voice dropped into a deeper ndteu look afraid.'

'l - it's the wine,' she said quietly. 'I'm not astomed to it and it's
making my head float.'

'l see." A smile flickered across his lips. 'l aading you a little too
quickly into the baptismal fires of life and yoweaafraid that | shall
take advantage of your ineffable innocence. Talathbere comes
our steak, and that will soon offset the effectthefport.’

Jaine smiled slightly, for she welcomed his mockéry little digs at
her youthful inadequacy as a woman. She could deferself
against his mockery, but not against the pity hghtriieel for a plain
little fool in love with him.

The steak was delicious, the onions cooked to degobrown, and
never before had Jaine tasted baked sweet potatpepper gravy
with tiny sweet peas.

This was indeed her baptismal... a plunging head ifite contact
with a magnetic man, deep as the sea, and yetlyrémikd of the
good things of life. While they ate their meal, ahdn drank dark
Brazilian coffee, he talked about the Port of Zaatod admitted that
he was a direct descendant of the Duque Pedro adhéolied one of



the Wailing Doves who had been carried off by j@sand ransomed
with gems.

‘The story intrigues you as a romantic one, eh® Dhque leaned
back in his seat and studied Jaine. 'lt is stramgfethere is generally a
touch of savagery in anything truly romantic, as ifas to be tested
by steel or fire. Are you wonderingjenina,at the irony of a rather
cruelduquefeeling a love beyond rubies for a gentle nun? Stoey
might be too unreal for believing if it were not the fact that it is a
true one. My ancestor ransomed his true love, ven so she would
not renounce her vows, and so he married somesadal the sake
of the heritage, a vast one in those far-off daysetching to the
shores of the Amazon and beyond thendujuein those days had
the powers of his absent Portuguese king, for wherad sailed and
plundered the new world for the old, gold one. TyedadPedro de
Zanto made an explicit gesture with his hand; idpat hand on which
gleamed a gold ring crested by a golden hawk. Jaadenoticed the
hawk while the lean hand had toyed with a wine gldgring the
course of lunch. So detailed, so perfectly incisethe gold that it
must have been worked by a master craftsman maass yego,
perhaps for the man who had loved a nun.

‘Today," he repeated,, with a deceptive softnesteet cutting its way
through silk, 'there are factors at work more crbetause men
pretend to be more civilized. Ah well, such thirags not for the ears
of a young girl, and now we have lunched we mustrbeur way to
my friend, the Sen- hora Felicia de Evangel, whe warse to my
sister before her marriage to Castro de Evangel#il-known poet.
She and Castro are without children of their owd Balicia enjoys
the company of Tristao.; For some reason he dadi&kadhe Casa de
Rocha, and so when | come to the coast on buditetdsm stay with
Felicia. Tell me, did myasastrike you as a rather forbidding place
senhorinha?"



'‘Well - yes,' Jaine admitted, intrigued by all thathad told her about
the woman they would soon be on their way to $eis.a house that
suits its name. Madge called ijaataleza.’

‘Ah, did she?' His eyes glittered. 'No doubt sheugint that | was
going to keep shut up there her charming daughtgrprisoner of
passion, never to be allowed out to dazzle the ef/ether men. It
will be amusing, no, if you come to work for me?"

‘It will probably make my aunt so mad that shedintynothing more
to do with me,' said Jaine ruefully? 'l don't knthat I'm being very
wise—'

'‘Where is the wisdom in being the scapegoat ofale ..tyrant?' he
asked, and into his eyes came a look of sardomjgimn 'Do you
suspect that | shall be even more of a tyrant?'

Jaine gazed at him with candid eyes and saw afldhmaafascinated

her about his face ... and all that terrified N&t.be a fool if | took

you for an easy-tempered maenhor.Somehow | don't think that
you endure fools too easily.'

'l don't,’ he agreed, 'but let me make clear to, yiss Dare, that
though | consider you somewhat foolish to placefarti at all in the
affections of your aunt and cousin, | do not reggoli as an
empty-headed female without the basic good senaddpt yourself
not only to the ways of my country but to the rudésny household.
Goldenhawk is a country house, and the amusemémrtgcavn are
some miles distant, and if | thought you were,ha old-fashioned
term, a flapper, then | should be less than wisawibe you there.'

‘Yet,' Jaine knew what she was going to say anddasrg the devil
by saying it, 'you must have known that my coudimat Laraine was
used to the high life?"



'l invited Laraine to be my wife, and as such sloaill have had to
subdue her inclination to be the belle of the bemwhthe ballroom.’
As he spoke, as he studied Jaine, his tawny eyesrigealmost cruel
with mocking lights. 'You must be thankful that Hadl have less
jurisdiction over you - as eonfianca- than | should have had ovel
my bride.’

'If | come to work for you,' said Jaine, too aconséd to Madge's
frankness to flinch from the Duque's, 'l have yepass muster with
your son, and if | thought that he couldn't like, tieen | wouldn't take
the chance on working so far from England. It wobkl a fool's
game.'

'l imagine it would/ He snapped his fingers for thater, and as he
paid the bill, Jaine couldn't help but reflect thaen if Tristao liked

her, she would still be playing a foolish gamelacpg herself in the
household of Pedro de Zanto, where she would saeshery day,

and fall ever deeper under his strange and modped.

They left the restaurant followed by the curiousngles of those who
recognized the Duque but not his companion. Jamesvkthere had
been contempt in the women's eyes, for the wayvsisedressed, and
for the boyish slimness of her figure. Also theyulbbe wondering
what had become of the Duque's glamorous girl-frigfithe past few
weeks, but none of them had dared to speak to kihegpassed by
their tables, his black head held high and his reaaonapproachabile.

Outside the day had grown even warmer, but theiantair-cooling
system of the car had been switched on while thegHed and the
veloured seat was not unbearably warm as Jainenghiat. The door
closed beside the Duque, and Jaine could feeleéhsus beating of
her heart as he swung the car out of the foreadute Black Rose
and headed it along the sea road.



They had gone a couple of miles when the Duquepdligrbroke the
silence between them. 'Are you feeling nervousadked.

‘A little,' she admitted.

'It isn't so bad to meet a child, is it?' There wawote of irony in his
voice.; 'l imagine Laraine told you that | have eebeen married,
and that Tristao was born out of wedlock? As yoa @vviously a
young woman of idealistic notions this might woygu—'

'If you meansenhorwould | hold it against a child that his fathedha
an affair, then | can assure you that | wouldn'g dbncern is that
he'll think me a let-down after Laraine. She isveoy pretty, and |
have no illusions about --my own looks. As Tristaoyour son,
senhor he will have inherited quite a few of your likasdedislikes.'

'He is most certainly a boy of Zanto blood," thegDe drawled, 'but
have | given the impression that | dislike .you?'

'‘As someone who may enter your employ | don't eixpea to have
any personal feeling for me. It's enough that yookt me efficient,
trustworthy, and not too much the coward.;'

‘You could never be called a glutton for admiratioould you?' His
tone of voice was inimitably mocking, with alsarage of curiosity to
it. "You know, senhorinha,it might intrigue a man of affairs to
suddenly find himself with a girl who has never uigkd in one?
There is something curiously enticing abbAtgarden enclosed a
spring shut up, a fountain sealedte you acquainted with the Song
of Solomon?'

'l - I may have read it at some time or otherndavas confused by
him as never before, and was inclined to ask Heifsttlere was a

chance that her innocence - it could only be cdhed - was likely to

bring out the wolf in the Duque Pedro Almanzor desRanto.



'‘Why, just look!" she exclaimed. 'Isn't that ratbachanting?"

He glanced at the hillside chapel to which shepaasting, built high
on a ledge of rock, washed in white, with its beknclosed in a
narrow, open tower. Seated there, so utterly rerantepeaceful, it
was a perfect thing, to be imprinted on the mind @membered.

‘The Chapel of the Wailing Doves," murmured the g 'The old
building was razed by fire a long time ago, but tree was built in its
place and it does have a mystic air. And, of cqutdeeps alive the
old legend | was telling you about.'

‘The bells must sound lovely when they chime fogélns.'

'Indeed they do," he said, rather dryly. 'Are yascinated by the bells
and beads, the prayers and chastity of the enclds@dif so, then
you will sympathize with my sister who entered awent in Portugal
several years ago. She was my only sister, andisise the life after
hernamoradowas killed while in Peru. He was an archaeologist]
he and his group had uncovered an ancient Incalltiamber, the
roof of which collapsed before he could make haps. It was said
that the temple burial chamber was under the ptioteof the old
gods, who took their revenge when Mateus and ais tevaded the
holy place. You might be intrigued that the pagad the pure play
such a part in the lives of my family.’

As the Duque spoke he swung the Bentley betweetallgate-posts
of a private dwelling-place, which Jaine guessebeadhequinta of
his friend the Senhora Felicia de Evangel. -Thaelgas appeared,
formal and carefully adorned by clipped hedges adhmnia, with
marble statuary and seats white in the sun aghiestelvety green of
the lawns, and the gold and scarlet of the flovesish

The car drew to a halt below curving steps thatttethe house of
dark-rose stone, with tall windows rising to thevesathat had an



oriental tilt to them. The doorway was a fine barempne, and at
either side of theguintathere were charming staircases leading to
gallery encased in beautiful wrought iron.

The place had such an air of tranquillity and ch#rat it seemed to
Jaine they could have been in the heart of Portitgglf. As she sat
there, absorbed in admiring the house, the doad&dwr suddenly
opened and a hand reached in to draw her fromaheAs she felt
that brown hand close on her own, as she was plafddinto a shaft
of sunlight, it was as if she were a new beinghwitvhole new set of
sensations to feel and explore.

'Here we aresenhorinha.His tawny eyes looked into hers, and hi
lip arched in that half-smile. 'l can feel you ti@mg a little. | can't
recall that you trembled like this when you firenfronted me.'

‘That was different,’ she said. 'l didn't enternfoouse hoping to win
your approval. That would have been like .. tryiodurn stones into
strawberries - in the circumstances.’

'‘Quite," he agreed, with a sardonic inflection, armhinful tightening
of his lean fingers about hers, "You expected asrarger, which can
be easier to face than a child's mercurial fanoweéter, the moment
has come to face it, and this time there may weltoawberries for
teal'



CHAPTER FIVE

THE large hall of thequinta was filled with an inviting coolness,
where a number of flowers of different varietiesrevarranged in
vases on attractive pedestals. At the centre diidlilewas a staircase
lined with azulejosthe smooth, indigo tiles from Portugal, on whicl
were painted landscapes and figures. The furnishimggd a dark
gracefulness which Jaine noticed as a discreetfprumed maid led
herself and the Duque the length of the hall tcaeofpue archway
leading out to a patio liberally hung with flowegicreepers, with a
fountain ofazulejosplaying in the sunlight.

Jaine caught her breath at the spicy mingling eftcin the enclosed
garden, where she recognized a moonflower treewihié and
perfumed trumpets so waxen and still in the wamnBee-eaters and
butterflies were on the wing among the trees, bilnedich were
graceful benches of white iron, wrought into theawo patterns that
were so striking in a Latin patio.

As the Duque's footfalls rang on the tiles, a womase from one of
the benches and approached him with outstretchedshdaine saw
at once that she was a woman of considerable @inaowith
blue-black hair drawn back from a classic brow mtgossy chignon.
Her skin was a a smooth, creamy olive against &gk ldair, and she
had fine Latin eyes that were smiling with thattlmhmystery as she
approached the tall figure of Pedro de Zanto.

Jaine was learning that the Latin races smilemysterious way, but
rarely laugh aloud.

‘Meu caro,what a delight to see you so soon again!
The outstretched hands were taken into the Duqgaets,each one

was lightly saluted by his smiling lips. 'It is gbto see youminha
cara.As always you are looking the ultimate pleasurthéoceyes, and



nowhere in Brazil is there a more delightful gardesn yours. It is
like a magical visit to Portugal itself.’

‘You are gracious to say so, Pedro.' The Senhokvdergel smiled
up at him, her face like a Latin flower preeninghe warmth of his
smile. 'Castro is still away in that boat of hisgdaso | have been
doubly glad of the company of Tristao.'

Even as Jaine listened to this exchange, spokdheperfect if
slightly accented English used so frequently bycatked Latins, she
was aware of the boy seated like a gnome on orteeofow and
rambling walls about the patio. He stared straaglmer without a hint
of a smile in his eyes, which were like tilted #tscof gold in his
puckish young face. Stretched beside him on thewes a white cat,
collared in blue with a bell attached, an indicatilbat the animal was
a bird-catcher, but all the same a beautiful creatthose purr could
be heard as the boy caressed the sleek furry body.

Jaine and the child stared at each other, anddast sank in case he
should be hostile.

'Miss Dare!'

Jaine gave a start as the Duque addressed heasaite swung her
glance to him, her eyes were sheerest emerald isligatly tortured
face. The safe course, the wise decision, wasmgelopossible. She
wanted to be with the Duque, and with his son.\#eted something
intensely for the first time in her life, and it sveather terrible that her
whole life seemed held in the small grubby hand bby stroking a
white cat.

'Felicia,’ he said suavely, as if he hadn't notiited look on Jaine's
face, 'this is the young woman about whom | telegloyou. She has
a wish to work in Brazil, and we came by our megtinrough the



Dear Juan message which she brought me from heincdbhe is
called Jaine,’

'l am pleased to know you, Miss Dare.' Felicia dartfel looked
directly at Jaine for the first time, and though hes were curved
Into a smile, there was an intense look to her agdbey' searched, as
Jaine knew, for some resemblance to Laraine, whwawsuld have
seen or heard described as a dazzling Titian be&\hat has made
you decide that you would like to work in Brazdenhorit® As
summer approaches the heat can be overpoweringycandre not
the usual young Amazon that we see on our beactlesjcely
pork-red and peeling in the amazingly ugly bikini.'

Jaine hadn't dared to think what her reaction tecieede Evengel

would be, for she looked too much the haughty Liagiauty to have a
sense of humour. Her remark took Jaine by surparsgthen she just
had to give way to her amusement at the pictuuoburnt, meaty
young women on the tropical white beaches, alt&tezl out like so

many sacrificial offerings in a couple of bits ofusiin. Such a

spectacle would strike Latin people as unpleasanthey seemed to
have an innate sense of dignity and an almost Remace love of
beauty. Jaine recalled, at the same time, Larapeference for

wearing one-piece bathing suits of form-fitting tehisharkskin,

stunning on her perfect figure.;

No wonder... her breath caught on her shy, slighisky laugh. 'l am
pleased to meet yowsenhora,'she said to Felicia. 'You have the
prettiest house | have ever seen in my life.’

‘Muito obrigado.'The fine dark eyes grew warmer as they studi
Jaine. 'lt is not an historic house, for it wasltbomly a decade ago,
but it is rather nice and Portuguese in every Hetaam from
Portugal, though my husband is Brazilian born Hexro - like His
Excellency.'



Felicia de Evangel glanced at the Duque as shdlsaidas if a trifle

uncertain of how he regarded the cousin of his&axete. But he was
standing there with his gaze upon his son and sgeroeto have

caught the note of inquiry in her voice. 'Come stao, and meet a
new friend. A young lady from England who may cotoestay at

Goldenhawk—'

'‘Why, are you going to marry her, Papa?' The clj@amng voice
floated across the patio, above the sound of tinet&n and the birds.
For Jaine it was a devastating remark, one thaedoaer to the spot,
and yet made her want to run quickly away befoeetsd to meet the
Duqgue's eyes ever again.;

'l thought,' the Duque said casually, 'that you Miquiefer to have the
senhorinhafor your very own English friend. Youwonfiancawith
whom you could explore the forest and take pongsidn the beach,
and who would tell you all about her own countrg @tcustom you
to Anglo- Saxon ways before you grow up and gactwsl there - to
my old schoolgcaro.’

'‘Where you played Rugby, Papa?' The almost golges ®oked
gravely at the Duque, and Jaine felt certain tha¢mor of pain ran
through the tall, strong frame of the man who reshsed in such iron
control of his emotions.;

'‘Where,caro, you will be a far better scholar than 1.1 was lal wne
and | had no English young lady to intrigue my mivith tales from
books, as you will have. Come, my son, meet Mise DBhake hands
with her.’

The fountain water played in the short silence, arafilliant blue
bird darted with a slightly mocking whistle acrofise paved
enclosure. Then, as the boy slid off the wall aswhe limping across
the patio in obedience to his father, Jaine putledelf together and
formed her lips into a smile.



'‘How do you do, Miss Dare.' Tristao held out a htamider, and raised
to her a fawnish young face in which those gragelglen eyes were
so oddly disturbing. She thought swiftly that herdi really resemble
the Duque, whose features were more striking teasisve, and she
decided at once that Tristao took after his mother.

'I'm glad to know you, Tristao, and | do hope we ba friends.' Jaine
shook hands with him, and then felt a-little stald@spair as the boy
drew his hand away and didn't return her smilenmdeely stared at
her, and Jaine felt certain that he was comparerigdthe image of
her cousin on the velvety green lawn of a Portugiesise, probably
clad in one of those deceptively simple floweredfoh dresses,
bright hair catching the sunlight and looking nolike a red-gold
halo above the charming face.

Life for a child was made up of images, and it vdostem unjust to
Tristao that his father deprived him of Larainedddgn image and
replaced it with one of a thin creature with sea$lair and the green
eyes of a cat.

Jaine, whose sense of humour had saved her soubomthan one
occasion, broke into the wry smile that had somethif the urchin in
it, and something of the orphan.

'l see you're fond of cats,' she said. 'l like theon, for dogs always
seem big enough to bite off my head.’

'‘Papa has a wolfhound at Goldenhawk, so you waatidare for him.
He is almost as tall as Papa when he stretchesngipalso there are
pumas in the forest and sometimes they come tedhesteps of the
veranda.'

Well, thought Jaine, as much as she would havel like job at
Goldenhawk she wasn't going to beg for it. ‘It mustinteresting to
live close to a wild forest," she said, 'but | danea tame English girl



like me would be better in her own country. I'dpably be petrified
if | saw a puma.'

‘They are just like big cats, really.' Tristao gaagtently into Jaine's
eyes. 'l have never before seen a person with grges Such eyes
are usually seen only in cats—'

‘Tristao,' the name came warningly from the lipsh&f Duque, 'you
are forgetful of your good manners.'

'‘But they are so green, Papa.' A smile curled thesh lips. 'l bet
Miss Dare would purr if she was stroked.'

The remark was childish and Jaine was amused buytitjirectly she
saw the tightening of the Duque's face she saickbyui'You're quite
right, Tristao. Would you like to try me?' She heid her slim arm to
the boy. 'Stroke me and see.'

'You will do no such thing,' the Duque intervenéte glanced at
Jaine and there seemed to be a strange glimmeagef & his eyes.
"You must not encourage him to be disrespectfussNllare. He must
not imagine that a companion is an object of ames¢na kind of

toy for him to disparage, or treat with the samguisitiveness he
would show his train set.'

'On the other handgenhor, she said, with a quiet firmness, 'l don
want Tristao to imagine that I'm an inhuman stidtovihas forgotten
what it's like to be a child.; Children are inqtiig, not only about
their toys, but about the adults they come intotaomnwith. | can't
promise to be a Victorian prude of a companionhiion, if that is
what you require me to be. | can only be myself.'

The Duque frowned as he listened to her, his dbeiolvs joined in a
decisive line above the bridge of his dominant ndsesa things
chimed on a tray as it was carried into the payia Imaid, and it was
Felicia de Evangel who smoothed the troubled waters



'‘Come, everyone! Tea is ready, and there are creafis and
strawberry jam tarts.'

Strawberries! Jaine smiled tentatively at the Dyaunel then saw the
stern features relax. ‘It would seem, Miss Darat ylou are far from
being the placid young woman | should, perhaps,|leynm the
capacity of companion.'

'It is your prerogativesenhor.'She looked him in the eyes, chir
uplifted, braving the decision that sent her faagdévom him, or kept
her within his disturbing orbit. Being near to hivould be even more
tortuous than being miles away, for she knew thdteasaw when he
looked at her was a thin young person with eyesdbtgdor her face
and opinions which life with Madge and Laraine haat entirely
gquenched? They had not quite smothered her sthat; fey and
rebellious spirit of her French-Irish inheritance.

‘Yes, my prerogative,' he agreed suavely. 'And wdwatyou say,
Felicia? Does this green-eyed girl seem the sfuffroch confiancas
are made?'

'‘Pedro,' there was amazement as well as a hinmogbpation in the

look which Felicia gave him, 'it is unlike you te hunsure of a
person's character. Miss Dare seems to me verygydun she also
has a look of intelligence and imagination. | ththkse are qualities
more important in a companion than—' The Senhavkeboff, gave

her charming smile, and commenced to pour outghewith a smile

and without words she had conveyed the thoughemnhind, that

Jaine Dare was not pretty but was intelligent ehotaggive of her

best to the right employer.

Yes, thought Jaine, with a touch of cynicism.; &sathe story of her
life that she must accept with grace the crustedd while the lovely
Laraines and the gracious Felicias had the whaikttoplay with. A



wry little smile quirked on her lips as Tristaolsd up to her and said
in a stage whisper: 'Can you truly pwsenhorinha?’

As it happened, and it had something to do withrtawiral husky
way which Jaine had of speaking, she could repmdLsound in her
throat which was amazingly purrlike. As she andffio paused near
the fountain, where the tea-table was set, shel®ritead to his and
made that sound in her throat. At once he gaveghland his hand
clenched around hers. 'And can you change yourselfone?' he
gueried, sotto voce.

'‘No, amigo,but | sometimes think it would be an advantades'said
dryly.

The boy's eyes dwelt on her face, then suddenshbea look at his
father, who was standing indolent in the sun, @yebrow arched as
he regarded Jaine with his son.

'l think, Papa, that | should like tlsenhorinhato come home with
us,' Tristao announced.

'Oh, and why this sudden change of heart?' The &lapked at the
boy intently. 'A while ago you were telling Miss i2ahat she would
not be welcome at Golden- hawk.'

'‘Well - she is not so bad after all," and thenf asspired, and with a
quick look that went all over Jaine, 'She has marbvery well fed, |
think, and could do with a home.'

'In which case we had better take her with us.'Dibgue spoke dryly
as his tawny eyes dwelt on Jaine, who was torn dmtw
consternation at Tristao's remark, and a stormgfrédat the matter
was settled and by the boy himself. Tristao warlted and the
Duque had said all along that he would leavelitisson to select her,
or reject her.



'‘Come, the tea is poured,’ said Felicia. 'Miss Dyoe will sit here,
and Pedro, you will sit at the other side of mésféo, here is your tea
in a mug, and you will sit on the step of the faimtand occupy
yourself with a strawberry tart and not one of noydgn carp. You
will also have a tart - Jaine? You will permit noeciall you by your
first name? It is that you have such a young l@oki this is to your
advantage, for Tristao has taken to you becaugeurfyouthfulness.
| think you have been wise in your choice afomfianca,Pedro.’

'‘And why exactly is that, Felicia?' The Duque atedm cup of tea

and lounged back in his seat to enjoy it, and pessibly the picture

which the Latin woman made in her soft blue dresdes] beneath the
table sunshade, little blue gems in the lobes ofdags, like pale

shells against the raven gloss of her hair.

‘Just wisemeu caroMuch more so than in your choice of a - well, le
that pass.' Felicia smiled with a Latin sweetnexget with a touch
of irony. "You have no close family to object taugy@mployment in
Brazil - which is a big, strange country for yoaing?'

'l lost my parents at a too early age to recalithend though my aunt
was good enough to bring me up | -1 have no readl led closeness
with her, or my cousin. We,' Jaine took a sip d, thave such
different personalities. They are outgoing peoplg, I'm a bit of a

dreamer, | suppose.'

"Your aunt is going to be surprised when you aaguaer with your
news. She is still your legal guardian, | shouidkh

'l am twenty-two senhora.Jaine shot a slightly old- fashioned lool
at Felicia de Evangel. 'People keep taking me teeaager, but I've
been working as a secretary for the past five years

‘You really do have an amazing look of youth.' €ials eyes
flickered over Jaine as she sat there on the vdartelled bench, a



finger of sunshine stroking her thin cheek andside of her neck in
the opening of her shirt. The Latin eyes flicketedhe Duque, who
seemed indolently content to listen without commente long leg
crossed over the other, his eyes lazy and unreadaélicia seemed
more than a little curious, as if she would hakedito know exactly
how Pedro de Zanto regarded the young woman hdakasy into
his home; the big house called Goldenhawk thatdstmeiween the
forest and the sea.

'It is a piquant situation, Pedro,' she said, stt la
'Is it, cam?he drawled.

'You know that it must be, when tkenhorinhavas secretary to her
aunt, and that same lady might have become yolawri-Felicia
gave him a very provocative look. 'Are you doingpiit purpose? |
know what a subtle man you can be, Pedro. And Wwkiao, that you
can sometimes be what your name implies.’

'Hard as stone?' His voice was still sardonic andhowed no sign of
being angered by the Senhora's remarks. 'RevendjeéuPedro the
Cruel?'

'It might follow, men caroMore tea?' Felicia held the pot and dare
his tawny eyesHe shook his head and glanced at his wristwatc
which was attached to a crocodile band.

‘Gracias no. We must be getting back to Miss Dare's hotehve a
business dinner to attend this evening and timelveay of flying on
wings. Tristao, when you have wiped the jam froraryiingers you
may shake the hand of Jaine in a small good-bya.few days we
will go home together, but in the meantime be adgoay with your
Tia Felicia.'

Tristao looked at his father with that puckish gmavhat was
beginning to pluck at Jaine's heart. The boy hacem&nown a



mother, only these attractive ‘aunts' providedibydther, and now a
confiancaprovided in place of the mother the boy had exgmbct
None of them could be sure of what was going thinotige boy's

mind, and like the Duque he had thick dark lashaswere a handy
concealment for his thoughts. He rose obedienthjigdeet, held his
hands under the fountain, shook them in the sdmtcand then came
to Jaine.

‘Ate a vista, senhorinhdje said, and then as he held out a hand to |
he seemed to stumble on his weak leg and instdr@hheart turning,
Jaine caught hold of him and lightly caressed hee& with her hand.

'Yes, until we meet again, Tristao.'

They said good-bye to Felicia who came with therth®ocar while
Tristao lingered behind with the cream puffs anel white cat, and
perhaps a touch of self-resentment because hisddgevealed its
weakness.

There at the side of the grey car the slenderedrwands of the Latin
woman received their due from the lips of the Du¢jueam more than
grateful to you for your care of Tristao,' he stider. "You are kind
to him even if at times you are rather unkind to'me

‘You can take it, you enigmatical man.' Feliciagaun her slightly
mysterious smile, there in the sunlight that brdugit the raven
lights in her hair. 'To know you even for yearsi&ver to know you
entirely, Pedro. On one side of the coin you aeertiost courteous
man in the world, but on the other side— She sheddger elegant
shoulders and glanced into the car at Jaine, whcsktled into her
seat while the two Latin people bade each otheddnye. Jaine
suspected that despite the Senhora's married shtisvas more
provocatively fond of the Duque than she reallyldug be, as the
wife of the renowned Latin poet Castro de Evangel.



Jaine sat there in a seeming trance of innocemtashie was thinking
to herself that Pedro de Zanto was far more detnagtéhan any man
had the right to be. He coolly, suavely collecteshits, but Jaine
wondered if he had ever truly given his heart tov@man. His
well-developed and sensuously tawny body, yes. fahwomen
obviously appealed to his eyes and his senses, $#egmed to Jaine
that she was beginning to know a man who was csigyaarmoured
against a deep involvement. Even his break witlaibarhad left him
with no visible sign of a scar.

'Adeus,Miss Dare> The Senhora de Evangel was gazing in at Jai
with eyes that were inquisitive and yet not unfdlgn Possibly
because she saw no rival in Jaine, and becausewlasrsome subtle
link between her and the Zantos and she cared abewvelfare of
the child. As a Latin woman she would feel depriatdot having
children of her own.

‘Thank you for your kindness to neenhora.Jaine smiled at her and
waved good-bye as the car turned smoothly and tlheye away
from thequinta,above which the sun was going pink and adding
the lustre of the rose coloured stone.

It looked a dream house there in the waning sutligit Jaine had
the feeling that Felicia de Evangel was not mart@der dream
lover.

They had been driving in silence for some timethis car whose
engine was so quiet only the dashboard clock dosldeard ticking,
when the Duque suddenly spoke, stirring awake ineJtat little
prickle of nervous awareness. While the car slipdedg this ribbon
of road with a whisper of silk, she could almosttpnd that she was
driving along with an intimate friend instead of amimidating
stranger who had decided to take her on to hisgtlayr



'So that is settled," he said. 'Even though you exan Tristao with an
amusing little trick - and don't imagine | wasnitaae of it - | am quite
satisfied that you are right for the job. If | hasmurred you a little and
made you jib, it was necessary to test your mektie.wilds of Brazil
are as unlike the suburbs of England as you aikeutile women of
my country. The countryside around Goldenhawk isl &nd exotic
and far from picture houses, but as Felicia ren@rk@u have
imagination, and that is a good thing forcanfiancato have,
especially if she is to have charge of a child. Yaund the Senhora
de Evangel a congenial person, eh?'

‘Very much so, and extremely nice looking. It i @f the things |
like about Latin people—' Jaine broke off and et hp, for she was
more or less admitting that she found him attractiv

'It is natural for the fair-skinned Angels to findteresting the
dark-skinned Latins,' he said, with a quizzicaksiglance at Jaine.
‘The charming Felicia has been a friend of Tristaoother since the
boy was born - as | told you, she was a nurse bdfer marriage.'

'His - mother?' Jaine gasped, 'But | thought suased—'
‘That she was dead?’
‘Naturally.'

'‘Why should it be natural? She is a young womad, @dmldbirth is
not automatically fatal.'

'‘Well, senhor,you are still a bachelor—' Jaine floundered, foayt
had suddenly got into deep waters that almost hsvlbreath away.
She hadn't dreamed that Tristao's mother might Is#il alive ...
somehow it had seemed ... Jaine swallowed a drymess her
throat... somehow she had not wished to believeRedro would
permit a child of his to be born out of wedlocké could prevent it.



'Yes, by the grace of a jilting | am still a baarélhe drawled. Tell

me, Miss Dare, are you shocked that a man carbbelselor and yet
have a son? Somehow | assumed that your innocemefthe type

that could not be corrupted by the puritan viewt thanan, and a
woman, are doomed to perdition because they swrandnatural

inclinations unsanctified at the altar. There caraldove so forceful
that it drives out discretion... just as there bara physical love that
the mind rejects when the sensibilities have tal@nmand again of
the senses. It really doesn't always follsenhorinhathat in order to

be the parent of the child the man must be thedndbf the child's
mother. It may sound like a riddle, but there isaaswer to it - but
that is none of your business.

As he spoke, and on a savage note that made &mhasfif he had
lashed out at her with a whip, he swung the canrada cliff bend

and there below them the ocean seemed aflame d@thurning sun
as it dropped out of the day. It was a most beauwiid yet sinister
orange sky, and that pagan fire danced its shadeeisthe Duque's
profile and made it seem as if cast in bronze. Al hstriking, tin-

melting bronze, revealing a man who could be asl¢oua woman as
he could be kind to a child.

They drove swiftly beneath the brow of the stedffsciand the
swelling hills where the colour-washed houses dnedg as if their
occupants were all too aware of the beauty andutinderlying
violence of this land steeped in history.

Jaine clenched her fingers together and felt thatimg of her
dismayed heart. Tristao's mother was still alive] get the Duque
had thought of putting Laraine Desmond in her placeiddle, he
had said, and it was so subtle and complex a rittdle Jaine felt
totally out of her depth when she attempted toesdlv

The only answer possible was that Pedro de Zamto hreded the
woman he had once felt an overpowering desire $s¢xs ... he had



put Tristao's mother out of his life but that dtdstop him caring for

the boy, to such an extent that he opposed Latnverdion and

accepted carelessly the label of roue which thardffad attached to
him.

Though Jaine was a total innocent when it camenmantic affairs,
she could never be shocked by the Duque's flagpaatof his own
flesh and blood. What did shock her was that henedeso careless of
his own personal happiness (he must have knowratbelf-devoted
beauty such as Laraine could never make him trajypk) and so
savagely unforgiving when it came to the woman wilaol borne
Tristao. He was deep ... deep as that dark sea theesm, and to love
him was to fall into those depths and not know f@wvhen your
heart would be broken.

'‘Well, are we now up against some prudish douldarceng your
position in my household?' The words sprang atiméine growing
darkness, as if to savage her feelings that hadrri®en aroused or
tested by an overwhelming desire. 'Has Tristacefafrom grace
because he came into the world a love child insté@dmatrimonial
blessing?'

'‘No." Jaine spoke with angry pain in her voicet tlashould lash at
her and accuse her of prudery. "You have no rmbpeak to me like
that—'

'l have the right of an employer who sees gilt vehiee believed he
caught a glimpse of gold. All was rather romanticalagic while
you believed Tristao's mother to be dead, but nowlgarn that she
Is very much alive you mount your virginal high serand flourish
the whip of virtue.'

'It's you who are lashing out at me,' she proteskeseemed natural
enough to suppose that your - that Tristao's mdthdrdied, and I'd
be wholly contemptuous of myself if | turned agaia<hild for any



reason. | - | like your son very mugenhorand | am more than ever
certain that | want to be his companion.'

‘Then why are we quarrelling?' he said sardonicakyhe switched
on the roof light and it revealed the strained etgss of Jaine's face.
‘The job is yours, Miss Dare, and | lay down onhedard and fast
rule - you Will refrain from being curious abouttiboy's mother.
You will ask no questions about her, and will intfaontinue to think
of her as having gone out of this life.'

‘Very well, senhor.'Jaine's fingers relaxed their tense hold on ea
other, and she could feel the pain as they unatasipexpect you will
want me to apply for a permit to work in Brazil?'

'‘No, that will not be necessary." He spoke curids far as the

authorities are concerned you are an English guesy house, and if

| pay you money to take care of Tristao that ione's business but
mine.'

'‘But, senhor| don't understand. | think | should apply for twrect
permit.' Jaine gave him a bewildered look. "You wé employing
me, for the authorities already know that | cante the country with
very little money.'

'l am the Dugue Almanzor de Ros Zanto, and evé@raazil a man in
my position is allowed a certain freedom. | donislwyou to
approach the authorities over this matter of comiagstay at
Goldenhawk. It is enough that you are my guestareryou afraid
that people will take you for my mistress?"

Jaipe flushed at the cruel sting to his questiod,ifit hadn't been for
the haunting little image of Tristao that she @trin her mind she
would have told the Duque to go to the devil. Hs Wall to love, and
though she had never hoped for heaven, she knetvadbal she was
to endure this kind of torture.



‘Say it,' he drawled. 'Call me a devil and be dwiik it.’

'Y-you are a devil,' she said tensely. "Y-your asdying grace is that
you love Tristao, and if it wasn't for that | woaltdcome within a
mile of Goldenhawk.'

The flash of his teeth was fierce as she said thasds, and Jaine
sensed that never before in his autocratic life énadere employee
spoken to him with such freedom. But as the cad gpetowards the
lights of Porto de Zanto, Jaine couldn't help bainder what his
behaviour would be like once she entered his doraaith found

herself cut off from contact with her only relatsyefar away in

England. She felt sure that Madge would never Yf@&dier ... she
would regard it as a blatant betrayal that Jairesetho work for the
very man whom Laraine had lost the courage to marry

Madge might even suppose that Jaine was pursumdiself ... a
thought that drove the colour into Jaine's cheelksraade her bite
her lip quite painfully.

It couldn't be true, could it? Was she obeyingrapulse of the heart
that involved the Duque far more potently thamutalved the boy?
Was she allowing his dark and subtle attractioavierrule her good
sense?

The car slid smoothly to a halt in front of the éloivhere she was
staying. 'Jaine.' The Duque spoke her name almdhkt menace.
‘Tristao is not to be disappointed a second tinmel, i& you do a
moonlight flit in the way of your cousin | shalhi$ time, be very
angry indeed. When | am angry | can make life evable for the
person responsible for my loss of good will - dorymderstand me?'

'l think so," she said quietly. "You can pick up telephone and make
a complaint about me which can be relayed to thagybko that | am
not allowed to leave when it lands. As you havehsaigreat deal of



authority | wonder you allowed Laraine to slip afityour clutches.
She had so much more to offer than | have.'

‘You mean she would have been my bride?' The oadrlight
gleamed down on his face and showed the ironittatatihis left
eyebrow. 'l believe you are a very romantic cresgtitiss Dare, who
would like to believe that two people marry for giegle reason that
they are madly in love. Marriage without this woutdem a
blasphemy to you, eh?'

'l think it would, senhor.Her hand sought the projection that opene
the door beside her, but just as she would haeasel herself from
the car, the Duque reached across her slim bodgemded her hand
with his, the action bringing him so darkly clogeJaine that she
almost gave way to panic and struggled with hins &lyes locked
with hers, holding her mesmerized only a momermdrdftat flash of
primitive fear ran through her body.

'Please,' she murmured, 'l have to go in. I'm wefaryl've been out
all day—'

'Yes,' he agreed, 'a little weary, a lot worrienl atill afraid to live
your own life. Afraid of that, and yet un- hesitaatdare the wheels
of my car. You are something of an enigma, JaineeDé&| were a
kinder man | might let you return to your uncongedife in the
belief that there is less danger for you there evehere is less
excitement. But | am not altogether a kind man. idgtive might
even be one of Latin revenge, as Felicia intimaieding you from
your aunt as secretary, removing you from the arbltaraine who
needs someone to pick up the broken pieces ofibearded toys.
Whatever will they do without you, Jaine?"

'l expect they'll manage.' Jaine felt herself texpm her seat by him,
held captive by his tawny eyes, and close as nasfere to the hard
danger of his ruthless male body. His dominancehloédiof her heart



as well as her body and filled with a sudden feat he would see this
In her eyes, Jaine lowered her lashes and alloeedyelids to droop
tiredly over her eyes.

‘May | go now,senho® It has been a long day, and you have
business meeting, haven't you?'

'l have," he drawled. 'Yes, you droop like an Estgflower which has
been exposed to a little too much tropic sunlighs. a white flower |

am thinking of, Virgin's Ladder, or some such naméh dense
green leaves which likes the shade of trees. Anybayff with you,

Jaine, and have ready your belongings by the daytaimorrow. Pay
your hotel bill tomorrow - here is the money.'

He let go of her and took from the inside pocketisfcoat a leather
wallet. This time Jaine drew blood as she bit er $he had of
necessity to accept the money and it would hava basier to do so
had he not been so adamant that she not applyforkang permit to
stay in Brazil. His attitude was a bit of a mystdiyt he was just not a
man to be defied - or denied. He took her handnegyadl tucked some
bills into her palm.

‘A car will call for you between eight and ninelotk of Thursday
morning. Be readysenhorinhallt will take you to the airstrip just
beyond the town and with Tristao and myself youl Wl to
Goldenhawk.'

Her fingers clenched around the notes he had dieen'ls it - that
far?' she asked, and this time she couldn't keeprémor out of her
voice.

'It is where the ocean meets the Amazon; wheréotiest meets the
jungle." As he spoke he stepped from the car atidawourtesy that
was suddenly a little aloof he escorted Jainedasthing doors of the
hotel.-



'‘Boa noite,Jaine.' He bent over her hand but he didn't salwtéh
his lips, as he had saluted the hand of Feliciavd@agel. He gave her
a brief, enigmatical smile, and as she slippedutjnche swing doors
Pedro returned to his car. The headlamps swoopad gxc as she
turned to look, and with silken smoothness thedaigdrove away
into the night.



CHAPTER SIX

IT seemed incredible that such luxury should be iorgiiso silently
through the sky. The body of the private planerdt hold seats at
either side of the central aisle; it was a highespgavelling lounge,
with sofas, a carpet covering the floor, and musiayed softly from
a polished radio. On a low table in front of théasahe contents of a
picnic-case had been spread, cold chicken, buttet] fruit and a
golden wine poured into chiselled glasses.

Tristao sat reading a comic book, in his hand & ahiink flavoured
deliciously with strawberries. Jaine had rathecian the drink, but
when the Duque poured wine for two she didn't tixeefuse it. It
would have sounded so silly and young to say thist trip was
enough to make her intoxicated.

From the window nearby she gazed down at the jualgbe’e which

they were flying, rich green land ribboned by deeper, the surface
of which had the sheen of molten metal. Now anah ttheey flew

among luminous clouds, when nothing could be seehamly the

breath of a strange seduction could be felt. Eangtshe had known
so well was being left behind and the private afitcof Pedro de
Zanto was carrying her on swift wings to a newtifat fluttered tiny

wings inside her.

Left behind, also, in the wastepaper basket ohbézl room was the
wire she had received that morning from Madge Desmtt ordered

her to return home and stated explicitly that & sidn't do so, then
Madge would have nothing more to do with her. Afieading the
wire Jaine had felt a sense of guilt and had pdwadbalcony

wondering anew if she was doing the right thing. &while she had
felt so indecisive that she had felt a certain sytimpwith people who
had to consult gipsy fortune-tellers and astrologgrts before they
made a momentous decision that would change theseaf their

life.



As the wire had slowly crumpled in her nervous halmine had
contrasted the old life with the possible new;dbeninance of a man
in place of the selfish demands of her aunt: tigeanf the Duque if
she let him down at the very last moment.

Now, seated in his private plane, the blue smokefa rare cigar
drifting across her nose, she could no longeiftédar or favour had
made up her mind for her. All she was certain of Weat she was
here, feeling the smooth motion of the plane, aedaste of wine on
her lips.

Tristao had made the trip before and so he codd lomself in the

adventures of Superman, but Jaine, though neveardorgle moment
unaware of the Duque, was fascinated by the jour@bg had eaten
very little breakfast and could only peck at theckén salad, for that
world below her seemed so strange and forbiddinghasclouds

parted to reveal it, and so deceptively beautifnere the rivers ran
like ribbons of sun-melted silver.

'‘Beside those rivers,' said the Duque, leaning dotwo watchhis
world with her, 'the great black crocodiles liethe sun-baked mud.
They have eyes like golden nuggets buried in lagérsck, a most
primitive beast, with none of the beauty to be bimmost creatures
of the forest. A cruel beast as well.'

'Is not the puma cruel, and the eagle?’' she askédaring to turn her
head in case she looked into those tawny eyegjtheitened all the
dangers and excitements of this new life she wasgléo make for
herself.

‘They are cruel only when they are hungry or hbd,5aid, a curl of
his blue smoke flying softly against her cheekselto her small ear
against the smoothness of her hair. 'Don't you ktimat primitive

things have less cruelty in them than the harasssstures on a city
street? The worst kind of injury is inflicted byqme so absorbed in



themselves that they spare not a glance of pitafmther's pain of
body or torment of soul. Ambition drives them; f§gsanny blinds
them to the fact that others have nerves to be t®@nses to be
bruised ... you would be less than the intelligeming person | take
you for if you did not guess that my country isntan two by
ambitious bigots.'

'l had heard,’ she murmured, nostrils tensed teigesr smoke; her
nerves tensed to his nearness. T did rather faelythu were not in
sympathy with certain of your country's policies.’

‘Bear that in mind, Jaine, if at any time my mo@d keeth in it and
you feel | might bite."' His voice became quizzicahere are Mayan
Indians at my house who work for me, but don‘tiem frighten you.
In time you will grow accustomed to them and makenfds with

them. At first they will be a little suspicious gbu, for they are a
purebred people | have never allowed to becomdiediti They

belong to this part of the world and would onlydpeiled by city life.

Handsome, graceful, and loyal, the true descendzntise Mayas
who were here when the first caravels came fromoteworld to

explore, and plunder, of course. As a girl fondbobks you are no
doubt good at history?'

'‘Quite good,' she said. 'Some of your ancestorse vestremely
ruthless senhor.’

'l admit it,' he drawled. 'But theonquistadoreglid not have it all
their own way. Have you not heard of the Don Pedno was forced
by the Mayas to drink boiling gold? What a supremece of
judgment meted out to a golden pirate?’

Jaine gave a shiver at the picture evoked of Infliatice to a man
who ransacked and ravished in order to fill thedgwhults of
Portugal. She glanced at the golden wine on tha tsdifie, and she
heard the Duque laugh softly.



'You have a vivid imagination, Jaine. What a pitgttfor so long it
has been locked up and kept out of sight like aljasecret. Come,
drink your wine and learn to like your freedom.’

'‘Am | really free?' she asked, and this time slokdd at him, into
those eyes with the carved eyelids, so pagan im beauty, so
worldly in their regard of her youthful un- sopisition. "When |
look upon your worldsenhor,it seems to me like an intricate cag
enclosed by the mountains and the sea. It frightena little.’

‘What frightens you is your own temerity in daritagfly from your

aunt's cage into the sunlight. | know that divitteghlties can be hell,
and that duty has a stern voice. But you have ppaak your family
debt well above the mark, and neither Madge Desmuordher

daughter are helpless creatures. Forget them,!Jaine

'Is that an ordeisenhor?"
'If you like.'

'You say it with such careless arrogance, as iaio@& never meant
anything to you. Yet she must have done—'

'‘Must?' He blew a careless ring of smoke. 'My ddald, because
your cousin is beautiful and worth, perhaps, addinga man's
collection of possessions, you must not supposé $he is

automatically gifted with the rare virtue of beialgle to make a man
forget all other women ... a virtue known as lovieelieve. Life has

made a cynic of me, but even | have reason toveetteat just once in
a lifetime this rare creature may cross a man's aatl with only a
glance steal the heart he had thought so safe démeniron bars of
his disillusion.’

‘Then it can't make you feel very proud that yoweagoing to make a
mere possession of Laraine.'



‘How prim and proper you sound, Jaine, as if youldidke to rap me
over the knuckles with your ruler.' There was ams@adl, unrepentant
note in his voice. 'l am convinced that your colssgneatest ambition
Is to be the most prized possession in a rich naah®ollection. She
really doesn't wish to be loved, Jaine, for loviads a woman down
off her pedestal. And |, quite frankly, had no lawemind when |
proposed to her. At that time she suited me. SHenger suits me. It
Is as simple as that. She most gratified me atnibi@ent she released
me.'

'‘And if she had not,' Jaine looked at him with $&ateyes, 'you
would have gone through with a - a loveless mae?ag

'l imagine so, Jaine.' His eyes were wickedly ibtgyon the look on
Jaine's face. 'And because | am grateful to Larfonesending an
emissary to set me free, | have returned to hedigraond jewellery
which suited her so well. | am sure it will helpessten the blow of
your desertion from the Desmond menage. Accordangpdpular
belief, diamonds are a girl's best friend, are ey’

'You, senhor,are a terrible cynic!
‘And beyond redemptiorsenhorinha?’

'‘Don't ask me that," Jaine rejoined. 'l don't kritber extent of your
sins.'

‘Or, perhaps, the extent of my virtues?'

‘True,' she admitted, and couldn't help a litteengke at Tristao. A man
in the Duque's position could have had the boyccéoe incognito,
but he had chosen to declare openly his parentlamod he had
Tristao with him as often as possible. He was @rsingly good
father, even if less gentlemanly when it came éoslbmen in his life.



'You, of course, have nothing but your virtue,'rhecked quietly.
'‘And being such a quaint little saint you feel yave the right to take
to task a man who seems a veritable satan in yos. & his trip to
Goldenhawk must seem the most dangerous journgyouf life,
Jaine.’

'l do keep wondering what would happen if we crdsimaong hostile
Indians,' she said smartly.

His lip arched in that silent laugh and he readbegh ashtray to stub
the end of his cigar. "You can depend upon my @len if you are
unsure if you can depend upon me. Do you see thatjead of you as
a kind of vocation? Do you plan to try and makestidy man of me?’

'l thought my task was to be Tristaotnfiancanot your confessor,’'
she rejoined. 'You seem to find me an easy taayetdur mockery,
senhor.l might well ask if you plan to make me your coester?’

At once the expression of his face underwent aleulaimost
dangerous alteration. The bold lips straightenéal anstern line, and
the tawny eyes looked hard and cold. 'Be cardfial,5aid, with a
menacing softness, 'that you don't make me angtyyeiu. It is one
thing for me to be cynical, but | don't care to meaon your lips.
Funnily enoughmenina,l am worldly enough to admire a girl of
virtue, for virtue has the rarity of a blue diamahdse days. It is for
that in you that | want you in contact with Tristdohad no idea
before our meeting that such as yourself could rogiged for the
boy. Companion, playmate, teacher, even at tiniesd a nurse.’

The Duque sat back in his seat frowning at hemreage of annoyed
distinction in his pearl-grey suit and wine- coledshirt, his pale tie
Impeccable against the wine silRor deus,| should not be angry.
Along with all that you are but a schoolgirl! Undueéd by life.

Unused to any velvet-glove treatment. It would toargye if you were
not suspicious of me." Abruptly he smiled, his fiaeth glimmering



against his firm, dark-gold skin. 'When half a $aneets half a satan
there is bound to be sulphur in the air. You adree?

‘Yes.' Her smile was tentative as she turned bactheé window,
where far below the jungle seemed less savagettiamlimpse of
temper in the Duque. A shiver ran the length ofdene. 'Have we
much further to go?'

‘As the hawk flies,' he drawled. 'Tristaoneu caroyou seem mightily
absorbed in that comic book. | am not sure thabukl let you read
that kind of absurdity.’

'It is not absurd, Papa.' As Tristao spoke Jaiaragd round and saw
the father and son looking solemnly at each oth@m reading all
about Tarzan who lived also in the jungle. He wastmnteresting
and could speak the language of all the animalswiee really a
nobleman, like you, Papa.'

In an instant the Duque's smile took on such anlgaht quality that
Jaine all but caught her breath. He really was ivetlaus man when
it came to his son. One caught sight of that nigldilred in his bones,
and in those Of the child. One saw culture alligd- an
unconventional spirit no one had truly tamed.

'If | recall the good Tarzan had a tendency to gwimough the trees.
You will not emulate him in thathico,even if our Miss Dare can
teach you to purr like a cat.’

Tristao grinned and looked at Jaine. 'Tarzan hageecalled Jane,' he
said. 'They have a house in the jungle built il trees, but much
smaller than Goldenhawk, of course. | bet you haeeer seen a
house like ourssen- horinha.it has all sorts of hiding places, and
tower, though | wish there were not so many twgsstairs, for they

make my leg ache, except when Papa carries me hig shoulders.'

At mention of his leg a frown linked the boy's fiegebrows together



and he bent again over his book. There was a siféeace, and when
Jaine stole a look at the Duque she saw that heswddenly lost in.
his thoughts, which were obviously connected withistéo's
lameness. There seemed no doubt that every atteadgbeen made
to completely heal the leg, but the injury suffewdten he was a mere
infant had been sufficiently severe to leave hinthva permanent
handicap. As he grew older it would not be possfititeg him to
become involved in sports, though Jaine didn't tidlét he could
swim, and also ride. He would always be slightipgled, and for a
man as superbly well made as the Duque this wadthsa shame.
He would want Tristao to be as much like himselfpassible ...
though Jaine, who thought the boy adorable, coel@nimagine him
guite so striking in appearance as his father.

His features were not so regular and did not shoproemise of

dominance. His gaze had a fey quality and Jain@adiideel that his
eyes would ever be as wickedly sensuous as thedxidlihe boy
would grow up to be lean and attractive, she wasiceof that, but

he would never possess the subtle and pervasiverpaivhis father;

that ruthless ability of a man who liked his ownyeand had the will

to get it. All that was romantic and gentle in tireture of Pedro de
Zanto had probably been passed on to the childaanfithe Duque
saw the better part of him reflected in the boydwved him and cared
for him as he seemed unwilling to care for the ranth

Jaine couldn't help but feel curious about the wombo had loved
Pedro and borne this sensitive and intelligentdchiécause of that
love. And though she had been warned to keep heostdy to
herself, she would have been less than human rfeet@ greed to
know if the girl had been lovely, and why the dediad turned to
disenchantment.

And then, as if afraid that curiosity might be s@emer eyes if the
Duque was to look at her in that sudden way ofJame returned her
attention to the view beyond the windows of thevae plane.



Airborne, she thought be- musedly. On her way gohbuse with the
fascinating name, which had hideaways and a tofvemile stirred
on her lips. For her this was a momentous jouradiight from the
past into a future that was bound to hold elemenftdelight and
terror.

Suddenly below the plane the dense velvety madstsdiage had
given way to the spreading acrestefra roxa,the purple earth in
which the coffee flourished. Jaine caught her lIboreat the
pulse-stirring view. There they were, the coffegaeed hills with
their flame-brown look, among which the coffee wenkwould be
busy, wide straw hats shading them from the hot And now she
saw vivid patches of green-gold, which she knebethe sugar-cane
which grew alongside the coffee hills.

Her heart seemed to open to the wild beauty stedtdielow her
eager gaze; to open and then close to keep irttadintage of the
cultivated lands of the Duque Pedro Almanzor de Raigto, whose
background was linked to a vivid, cruel, yet in goways splendid
history. Though ruthless those seekers of a newdwoad been
incredibly brave and daring. In her own veins rae Huguenot
history and she couldn't help but respond to ali ttas wild and free,
and to wonder what battles lay in store betweerahdrthe man who
held the whip hand over a jungle that fought day might to overrun
the terraced coffee trees and the tall spearsldégsugar-cane.

He would delight in such a battle, she thoughtwds a ruthless man,
and yet she prized his esteem ... very highly.

As she leaned to the window the nape of her neekisd to prickle
and she knew instantly that the Duque was lookinigea. 'We are
over the coffee terracesm?"

‘Yes,senhor.They are a fabulous sight,'



'l am glad you approve. Soon we will be coming ighs of the
landing stretch, so please to sit back in your aedtfasten your belt.'
He rose as he spoke and saw to the belt arounthdrishen he sat
down again and shot a brief smile at Jaine. 'Yaulaoking just a
trifle fraught. Are you nervous of the landing,tas it suddenly hit
you that right now you are a long way from home?"'

'l am a long way from England," she said, and cdeéd the tiny
nerves pulling at her lips. 'Half a world away, dndust admit that
I'm very unsure of my very new wings.'

'In. a few days you will feel more confident. | haok thought to ask
before, but have you belongings which you woulck lilo have
dispatched from England to Golden- hawk? It caarbanged.’

Jaine thought of her rather plain room just off theghroom" at

Madge's flat. Half the size of Laraine's, and fsieid out with orphan
chairs and worn carpets from the other rooms.émtardrobe hung a
few dresses and a winter coat. On the bookshdihesta few books,

for on her wages Jaine couldn't afford to buy boaks so she
borrowed them from the Westminster Library. In thhawers of the

dressing-table were a few more bits and piecesyst of what she
owned was in the suitcase she had brought to Brazil

It shocked her that she owned so little, and h&inda screened her
eyes as she replied that she had lived with heranohtherefore had
no real belongings of her own.

She heard the click as the Duque fastened hisb&datThat sharp
click was the only comment he made, yet very segng almost
brought tears to Jaine's eyes. For an instant adefdit as if he
reached out in brusque sympathy to her ... a mam hdd never
known what it felt like to be denied whatever tdo& fancy.



Half an hour later, seated in the back seat ofarfeoving jeep with
Tristao beside her, the excitement of the flight shgled in Jaine's
veins, along with the wondrous shock of havingdeattan such as the
Duque in sympathy with a girl like herself. Of ceay he could have
been pitying her for a deprived person, but Jaegleved he had been
profoundly startled that someone should possessvamt fitted into
a medium-sized suitcase. While he ... he owneithigll and more!

The Duque drove the jeep, as if he needed theitgctifter the fairly
long flight, and as they sped along Tristao pointethis and that, all
of which flew by in a dreamlike way, an unreal &isif a rugged
shoreline leading to Goldenhawk.

She heard the changing of the gears as the jegm beglimb uphill,
and the cliffs at their side took on an almost no@ma steepness,
towering above the narrow frills of sand at thetfoiothem, edged by
uneven lacings of white foam. Bat-shaped, rubbdaytp brushed
their wheels, and from some of the trees hung agdong as a man,
curving like great sickles in the sun. As they mednhigher the
foliage became denser, until suddenly split aparstone walls and
those immense gate-posts that always seemed totheadkiveways
of Latin property.

Birds called but could not be seen in the dendityses crowding the
driveway, which snaked among them like a shadowyél so that
she and Tristao smiled at each other and held hasttee Jeep thrust
forward into the dappled gloom, almost like a sis&ikeof dark green
and gold.

Jaine's heart was beating with excitement, for saaoon now the
gloom would lift and she would have come home tddéohawk.
She, and not Laraine, whom she had faintly envied day on the
hotel balcony, before she had learned from Madgettte wedding
was off.



Her eyes dwelt on the wide shoulders and the damkdphead of the
man seated at the wheel in front of her. What wes¢houghts at this
precise moment? Was he at all regretful that inlstédringing home
a bride he merely brought homeanfiancafor his son?

The snaking drive took a sudden turn to the left dsmne caught her
breath as the jeep ran beneath an immense archwiagndered the
courtyard of the house that stood with the seavbé@l@nd with the
jungle at its boundaries. Their wheels bumped aher square
cobbling that must have been as old as the magnitfigair ofceiba
trees that held at bay some of the brilliant suntliggith branches
strong and ancient as the Indian legends.

Above the courtyard and reached by steps at esiderof the house
was a flagstone terrace jutting out on stone gilEamd beneath this
were the cool Manoeline cloisters so loved by aditihs, with
fantastic traceries of stone and iron, and thetbeatentre a bronze
hawk, its sharp beak in the air and immense wingspoead in
petrified flight.

Goldenhawk, chiselled out of tawny-gold stone, rath a velvety
patchwork of vines, perched in all its drama on idensweeping
plateau of land.

Jaine climbed from the jeep in something of a déaethough she

had expected a certain old-world grandeur, shenloadealized that

the place would grab at her imagination and croid an instant

with images of theonquistadoravho had built it, and his fine lady
who had travelled by sea to be mistress of thednous/earing one of
those jewelled poison-rings as protection of herduw should pirates
board the ship.

Down the years this house had welcomed many worbah,it
seemed to Jaine that never before had it openedchtly carved
doors to someone as insignificant as herself, wtadn silk and fine



footwear but in a cartwheel hat of woven straw, andrange shirt
over pale-coloured slacks, with sandals on her feet

So many windows indicating the rambling range adnng, each
window protected by carved wooden shutters. Andehiggracotta
pots set at different levels and overflowing withlliant flowers.
Huge tropical flowers that mingled their colourdtwihe poinsettias
like suspended scarlet candelabra, the sandalwmédop hibiscus,
and a vine of a dazzling tangerine hue, where hungbads hung
like spinning tops and stabbed their beaks intchthheeyed hearts of
the trumpets. Loveliest of all was the jacarandse,trwhich was
supposed to be the symbol of love and poetry.

Jaine gazed at the profuse mauve flowers and weddehnich Zanto
bride had planted jacaranda here at Goldenhawk shimmering
bride of a tree among these jungle exotics.

A shadow fell at Jaine's side, joining hers ondbkbles.'Gosta de
estar aqui senhorinha?"

'Sim, gosta muito, senhbshe replied in his language. She glance
up at the Duque and had no idea that her green tepéson a
mysterious quality beneath the brim of her straw héow could
anyone with a scrap of imagination not like Goldmank?'

'‘How indeed, but it has been known,' he said eniigally. 'But |
don't think | had many doubts about your reactidonely spirit
reaches out to a lonely house, and as you seeeawest neighbours
are the ocean and the jungle.’

'So many flowers,' she murmured. 'Cultivated fréma tvild jungle
variety, | can see that. Orchids, gardenias anesrtdsat would cost a
small fortune in a London flower shop. It's ama¥ing

‘Have an orchid for nothing.' He reached up an amohplucked one
from the branch of a palm tree, where a spray efldhely strange



things had taken root. He handed the orchid toeJaimo gazed in
wonder at the purple-brown petals spattered wighstteerest drops
of gold. The petals felt like velvet to the toublnt the orchid had no
scent, as if to protect its beauty from the be@staa hummingbirds.
Jaine cradled the orchid in her hands as she walkbdthe Duque
and his son across the courtyard to the Manoelimisters which
evidently gave access to the house. Pedro woulerkeow that she
meant to press the orchid into her diary and tgokéalways, a
memento of her arrival at Goldenhawk, and a renminfilshe needed
one, that for now and always he had her hearttzatdrt her heart she
was as beautiful as the flower.-

Shade fell around them as they stepped beneaitatiied stone of
the cloisters, above which the bronze hawk guatidedrmorial crest
of the family, and suddenly silent-footed servaintsvhite livery
appeared, bowing to the Duque and then to Tristaiopassing Jaine
by as if she were not there. Two of them were gomthe jeep to
collect the luggage but the third, who was a br@wid colour with
the face of an Inca warrior, remained to addressisvto the Duque
and to take his orders.

They did not speak in Portuguese until abruptlyDogue turned to
Jaine and introduced her to his distinctive mares#rvJaine, this is
Primitivo, who runs the house on wheels of oil, areb will always
ensure that you have all you need. Way back iraheestry there is
Maya nobility, as you can see, and he came intohtbusehold as an
infant of two, when his mother was savaged by agunhich my
father had to shoot. As boys Primitivo and | usedHoot the jungle
rapids on a gracefully builialeau,and it was exhilarating dropping
from one water level to the next in that flimsy puvou have in your
hand a pretty enough orchid, but Primitivo knowsevehto find the
huge white orchid, the Cristata, as it is calleg.INdians look fierce,
but they have kind hearts, and at first they wébt you as if you are
non-existent. It is just their way with regard tcomen - you
understand?'



'l am sure | understand.' Jaine gave the tall, egfagced Indian a
smile, to which his only response was a faint sofig of the

amazingly dark eyes, set at a sloping angle irstnesg-boned face,
and lustrous as black satin. He looked at Trista, then glanced
back at her, and Jaine could only suppose thahtwght her very
young to be theenhorito's confianca

The Duque spoke to him again in the language &ainkin't yet hope
to understand, and then he went silently awaytimadeeper regions
of the house.

The Duque opened a glass-framed door leading is&baam, and with
the traditional words he invited Jaine to entere \Belcome and
regard my house as yours.'

‘Thank you,' she murmured, and stepped into a bemitiful room

panelled with golden-flecked walls and with creaaipaca rugs
scattered upon the dark timber of the floor, whacbund the silky

wool rugs was polished to a deep gloss. There s&reral pieces of
carved furniture of the colonial era, dark and sgid, with touches
of gold. Silver plate and treasured porcelain nmaafas of light and

colour against the rich patina of the woods, arré ed there on the
walls were knights and madonnas in solid goldemés

Jaine would have thought the room beautifully fdrmbad it not

been for a great couch upholstered in tawny jagides, with set in
front of it a long coffee-table of gleaming junghod. Upon the
table stood a carved box that probably containgdrsi and above
the couch upon the wall was a framed feather mctafran Aztec

noble, wearing a cloak of iridescent feathers andoklen bird

headdress.

‘That is very old," said the Duque, coming to hee sind studying the
picture with her. 'Such artistry was the work o€ thuns at the
Wailing Dove convent, and | think you can guess hbat picture



came into my family.; Exquisite workmanship, revegla depth of
patience we of this age have no conception of. EHaglieather like a
piece of embroidery, and exact in detail. All tlsaleft of an old love
story.'

Jaine side-glanced at the Duque's profile and satwirany but a

certain indulgence stamped upon it. Was he thinthaghe had been
luckier ... he had a living memento of his loveaafin contrast to a
feather painting sent to that other Duque Pedrthbygirl he loved

who had taken the veil.

Was it possible ... Jaine's pulses gave a throls. itWamotely on the
cards that the mother of Tristao had also takervéil@ Had Pedro
not said that in his family the pagan and the puege curiously
interwoven? Had he not implied that Zanto histoad la way of
repeating itself?

His eyes found hers with that disconcerting suddsesnbefore she
could look away and conceal her thoughts. He stertedher eyes,
and then his brows drove together into that'll lsakd rather
forbidding line. His eyes raked over her face abkdfscorned her
virtuous curiosity about him and the woman to whioenhad made
passionate love. Colour filtered into Jaine's cheekose high bones
gave to her face the shape of a heart. The torméodd of the shy
and the unwanted came into her eyes; a certaindbpleading that
he not be angry because she was young enough, cemantic
enough, to like happy endings to love stories.

A strange little duel of tension seemed to go dwben them, broken
as all at once a great tall dog bounded into tberand made straight
for the Duque, A handsome wolfhound, the fabled manon of
noble men, who thrust its head and ears into thguB's grasp, and
gave a whine of pleasure that the master was hgaia.a



'‘Meet Arno," said the Duque, and reaching out abrdpr Jaine's
hand he forced her to caress the animal's heaokw'&m from the
start that you are unafraid and he will be yowerfd. Arno is like me.
He takes to those who dare his bite.’

In that moment, as it happened, Jaine was mor@usiof the master

than the dog, and quite daringly she ran her fexgser the rough

curly coat."Como estaArno? You are quite a noble rogue, aren
you? With a jaw big enough to bite my head off.'

‘The senhorinha likes you, Arno." Tristao stood patting the
wolfhound, who after taking a look at Jaine had&ar his attention to

the tall figure in pearl-grey, on whom the animalgs were fixed as
upon an idol.

‘Later on,' the Duque promised him. 'We will take walk when all
Is settled with the new member of our menage. Cdmstao! Come,
Jaine! We will go and see if all is well with yoapartment. You will
both want to rest after that long journey.’

They crossed the hall, with Arno ambling along behthem, and
mounted a handsome oval staircase with wroughttirset beneath
the polished handrail.

'l am here,' Jaine thought in wonderment.; Andaswke walking a
forbidden path, in another girl's footprints, tadaa destiny not truly
hers.



CHAPTER SEVEN

THE air was coolly stirred by the blades of the famitng with
regularity in the ceiling. The batwing shadows pldpgain and again
over the ivory walls of the room, and Jaine watctien lazily from
the cushioned divan where she rested and was clatbtably in a
pale green robe.

She could be at ease, for she had seen Tristato cfieep in his
bedroom, with its set of carved fruitwood furniturdeep toy
cupboard, and a balcony enclosed immador, as was her own
balcony, this suite of rooms being at the reahefliouse overlooking
the delightful discovery of a bathing pool linedthviovely glazed
tiles which had not lost their lustre down the gear

As the fan revolved with a cool purring sound, daiaflected that
Goldenhawk was a fascinating mixture of the old toedfairly new.
Themiradorswere most certainly a left-over from the past, rettae
ladies of the household would have watched malgovssto the
house from behind the intricate latticework of blaécony enclosures,
indolently fluttering a fan as the dark eyes stddle men and liked
or disliked their voices and their features.

The days of secrecy and intrigue, thought Jainebaee feet curling
together as she let her own eyes travel once agaiumnd this large,
high-ceilinged room with its cream and gold roceawk, the ivory

panels of the walls outlined in gilded patternsthivi the panels were
vividly painted, prancing gold horses and theivesitarmoured
riders. A recessed corner of the room was takebyup carved and
gilded relic cupboard, a veritable dovecote of tiglass- fronted
shelves adorned with a collection of small porcelabjects. They
added a feminine charm to the room, which was atiserfurnished
with great cupboards rising to the ceiling, andhwvat colonial bed
covered in ivory lace, whose four tall posts weagkdand polished



and carved from top to bottom into figures anddipé and satyr faces
peering among the carved leaves.

The divan where Jaine lay was placed within theutar alcove of
the window that widened out into the lattice-emseld balcony. And
beyond a door at the far end of the room was hgrawn bathroom,
which was also circular and contained a sunkerctubpletely lined
with rose-pinkazulejos,those silken smooth and lovely tiles s
traditional in the house of a Latin and a symbdhefjoy of life at the
root of their outward dignity and hint of introspiea. The faucets of
the bath were of rose quartz, and upon variegdteldes of the same
lovely quartz stood flagons of bath-crystals andicdee dusting
powder. Jaine had sniffed their expensive perfand,inevitably she
had wondered if this apartment had been meantdoaihe.

Then Jaine had laughed a little at her own fartastiocence. The
bedroom did not communicate with the master- bedr@nd even if
the Duque had implied that he was marrying for emmence, it
would hardly mean that he meant to be a fatherdigi his bride and
not a real husband. He would be that all rightpaf/lve in the truest
sense did not enter into the arrangement. In tiseglace he was a
Latin and reared to the arranged-marriage traditiorthe second
place he was very much a man and unlikely to igreofeeautiful
bride.;

Jaine stared at her toes, which unlike her cousiafe unpainted to
match her fingernails. Gilding the lily was onentlp but Jaine had
never dared to try and gild her own person. A pbeiok looked best
In a plain wrapper, like the slim green diary oe tbw table at her
side. In the entry for this momentous day all she Wwritten was that
she had arrived safely at Goldenhawk and hopei#teatlthere and
hoped to be accepted as a useful member of theholds

Even in her diary Jaine could not reveal her irsedf; the self that
was too cloistered, too afraid that someone migatvghat she wrote



and scoff at the idea of plain Jaine Dare fallim¢pve with any man,
let alone a man of lofty birth, much wealth, ancrswevilish

charisma that he probably had women in love with fiom one end
of the Latin world to the other.

Jaine could not have written of her love had shenlieed to a stake
and set alight. She could not have borne the ncatibn of anyone
knowing that she cared for Pedro de Zanto, for theyld regard it as
a joke; the forlorn hope of a girl destined to Indowed.

The strange and lovely orchid was all that bor@egs to her love ...
she had pressed it between the pages of the diafigreb the
gold-flecked petals could wilt. No one was to kntvat he had
plucked it for her. By now the Duque himself wohlave forgotten
the gesture meant only as a courtesy on his siyare that for
Jaine it had been a deep delight to be handedavarfloy him. It was a
new experience, something to be remembered anddextavithout
any words to betray her... in any case words caoldexpress her
mixture of joy and terror at finding herself at @ehhawk. She knew
only that when this day was long over, she wouleldnenly to open
her diary and the faded flower would be fresh agaih she would be
wafted back to a courtyard in the sun, where thrarhungbirds were
a whirling mist of colour, and where she felt atrf@oas she had never
been in the house of her own relations.

Immersed in her thoughts, Jaine gave a slight jagghe bedroom
door abruptly opened and her heart hammered asahdhe tall
object of her thoughts enter the room, clad inoardark trousers
and a polo shirt that was very white against thew@darkness of his
skin.

'l did knock,' he said, 'but you must have beerpmap | have been
out with Arno, and now | feel in need of some ceféand thought to
have it here with you, if you don't mind?"'



Jaine could only shake her head, for it left hexeghless that the
Duqgue should appear in her bedroom at the momenhbeghts had

been full of him. Again she was aware of how un@&mtwnal he was
for a Latin, for quite casually he hooked a chaittie side of her
divan and sat down in it. 'Tristao is in dreamlaitis white teeth

glimmered as he took note of Jaine's ruffled hadl green robe. 'The
coffee will be brought to us in a few minutessitoffee grown on the
estate and | think you will enjoy it.'

'I-1 'm sure | shallsenhor.Jaine felt that she ought to swing her lec
to the floor and not loll like this among cushionst in his presence,
but even as she moved he put out a hand and pressbdck against
the big ivory- coloured cushions. His hand felt maand strong
through the thin stuff of her robe, and his tounipersonal though it
was, shook Jaine to the core.

'‘Don't be disturbed because | am here,' he salg. drwanted to find
out if you were feeling settled. You like this ajpaent, Jaine?'

‘Very much,senhor.'She could tell from his eyes that he knew th:
never in her life before had she been into sudoanr let alone slept
in a colonial bed, surrounded by antique furnituvigh a wonderful
carpet of Kashantigers and paradise flowers spupad the floor.
Pedro de Zanto seemed to know her as no one edséad, and fear
grew in her heart that he would soon guess thatdant more to her
than a mere employer.

'If you are wondering, Jaine, if this apartment wabave been your
cousin's, then let me assure you—'

'You don't have tosenhor.'

'‘Ah!' His black eyebrow took its sardonic arch. 'Bmmmunicating
door, eh? And in the romantic fiction, which | anmesyou read, there
Is always this door, making of the marriage a sdfrbargaining



counter for favours asked and received. My chila) know very
little about a man like me.'

'l -1 admit that | know very little about men inrgeal,’ she said,
trying hard not- to sound too on the defensive.

‘True," he agreed. 'So let me enlighten you witfaré to my own
attitude with regard to marriage. If and when | mahere will be no
doors of any sort between me and my wife, for sucblationship is
for sharing, and that means of the off moments @l ag the on. |
shall not rap on any door for admittancertpwoman, like a servitor
asking for her indulgence. Ah, the colour comes yur cheeks,
senhorinhal make you blush with my Latin frankness.'

'Yes,' she admitted, for he pinned her upon hi® d&e a helpless
moth, and she could only pray silently that thevaet would soon
appear with the coffee and save her from thesdatwes that were
amusing for him, and so disturbing for her. It iadure enough to
know that one day another woman would have him,itowas fuel

added to the flames to be given a resume of hoimtbaded to live
personally with that most fortunate of femalesharing everything
with him, with no doors between them.

'l forget how innocent you are in a world where dnéy innocents are
usually the newborn," he drawled.

'I'm glad | amuse you,' she said, and she edgetblite of her robe
over her bare ankles and feet, for their very bessnwith those
unpainted toenails, seemed to add to her naivetk lack of
experience in dealing with a man ... and neverinvildest dreams
had Jaine imagined a situation in which she wowddalone in a
bedroom with a manias worldly, as self-assured physically
attractive as the one who confronted her at the embm



'‘Are you wondering if your innocence is in dangeni me?' he
inquired, and there was a gleam in his eyes thatnea entirely one
of mockery. Like a little tawny flame it flickereghd also seemed to
beckon, so that Jaine drew back imperceptibly agdire cushions,
as if somehow they might protect her instead ofintak easier for
him should he lean over her, should he bring thadeé lips close to
her.

As if reading her eyes and the fear they reflebeedid lean forward
and there was the faintest of smiles on his moltmocence,
curiously enough, provides its own protection,shél. 'lt disarms a
man more effectively than all the experience in wueld. All the
same,menina,you are past the stage of being merely curiousitab
men and you would like to know what makes themeddht from
women - and | don't mean in the obvious sense.’

'l - I'm not curious about you—'
'| protest that you are.’

‘And is that why you really came to my room, td tee extent of my
curiosity?'

'‘Be careful you don't test the extent of my gooll, daine.'

‘Meaning that it's all right for you to - to psychoalyse me, but |
mustn't question any of your motives?'

‘That is about it,’ he said shamelessly. 'As a mengce you are
bound to attribute all the wrong motivations to thmyg | say and do,
and you must learn to trust people. Do you knowme]aou are rather
like a nervous little cat who has had a can tietld@otail, and | am
doing my best to unloosen the knots which tie you ybur
inhibitions.'

'‘How - how kind of you,' she said, with a faintesitipt at sarcasm.



"You will never know how kind," he said enigmatlgal'lt isn't
usually in my nature to stop by the wayside to pipka stray young
cat. Perhaps | should take hold of you by the rdple neck and
give you a shake, eh?' And even as he spoke hedcaithand around
Jaine's slim neck and pressed his fingers in uhderuffled hair,
gripping her in such a way that she knew it would furiously if she
tried to resist him.

'‘How you would like to claw me and fight,' he modk&Vell, this is
one of the differences between male and female.'

'‘Brute strength?' she flashed.

'What a bundle of nerve and fury you really are!, Nie cat, the

difference is that men and women enjoy this kinthaig. It is only

when women antagonize each other that the figlteogpmes painful
and leaves traumatic bruises. You see, Jaine,eavehy roots of

things a man and a woman can never be true eneforebey are

each equipped to be lovers.:" And as he spokeartgsrts slid across
her neck and left a little trail of fire along hewllarbone. He knew
well enough that he made his point without veriima from Jaine,

and he lazily turned his head as there came aksoftk upon the
door, which opened to admit a young Indian in sewhite tunic and
trousers carrying a coffee tray. The Duque told torbring the tray
to the divan table, and because this time the indias a mere boy,
Jaine felt the quick, inquisitive look which he gaver. He was not
yet too dignified to be curious about the whitd ginom the Duque
had brought to Goldenhawk. For an instant shetlietjungle dark
eyes on the pale skin of her throat in the palemy@ening of her
robe, and then he went hastily away at a sharp wond the Duque.

‘You will be a source of curiosity,’” he said. 'Yal® have an
exceptionally white skin - look, my own arm seemsithy against
yours.'



Jaine glanced at the arm which he placed besidg bt all she was
really conscious of was the warmth of his skin tdrelbrief pressure
of his forearm muscles. Those arms placed arowvdraan would
feel like iron and velvet at the same time, forirtifiem muscularity
was overlaid by dark hair which brushed her skid amade her
acutely aware of his maleness.

‘Do pour the coffee before | die of thirst," heagglooking at her with
that gleam of worldly amusement in his eyes. 'Yall emember
how I like it.'

'‘Black as tar, with one spoonful of sugar,’ sheingid, taking up the
silver pot which was engraved with the hawk créshe house. He
had said that last time they had enjoyed coffeettoy that he liked it
as black as his soul, but Jaine didn't quite belignat his soul was
unrelieved of good deeds and kindly acts. It watewr in his face,
and an inheritance from the past, that he couldrbel at times, but
she was learning that the sardonic mask conceaedse of honour
and humour. He did not attempt to whitewash his;sie did not
pretend to be a saint, and then reveal himselfdevih As the coffee
rose in the cups, she glanced at him, and it wamagshock to her
system to find his eyes fixed upon her, curioustgmt, and so tawny
that their centres were like onyx... black as night

‘This is a lovely coffee pot,' she said. 'Thenmeathing silver-plated at
Goldenhawk, is there?'

'‘No,' he agreed. 'lt is solid silver - old IndiamdaPortuguese silver,
hand-hammered. The fruit dish is of silver and padany, to match
the cake-stand. You like things of quality, dotiyJaine?'

'It's a sign of being under-privileged,' she replibanding him his
coffee, and using her lashes she avoided agaireet agneeting with

his eyes. She had not yet adjusted to the pace ehdods, and she
had to keep reminding herself, for her own peadeaft, that he paid



her to be here and it amused him to play the gemiisitor. After
all, his male life had been filled with attractimad enticing women,
so why shouldn't he feel curious about their veayasite in the shape
of herself - the odd little cat of Madge's desdoipt the Pierrot,
dark-capped and sad- eyed.

‘You go without,’ she added, 'to the point wherel ymecome -
choosy.’

‘A paradox, like yourself, Jaine,’ He leaned baxkhis chair,
stretched his long legs comfortably, and put Ipis to the brim of his
cup. 'Can you remember your parents at all?

Or were you too young when orphaned?’

‘Too young,senhor.'She tasted her coffee, to which gihead added
cream, and found it like hot, sweet nectar.

'‘Good, eh?' He had seen the appreciative drooprafyelids. 'There
Is nothing "instant" about the really worthwhilerttps of life? They
are worth taking time and trouble over. Jaine, |@eased you are
not a superficial person, for Tristao is worth taktime and trouble
over. He, too, has a certain sensitive quality tdoatld be too easily
bruised.’

'l am sure he has spirit as wedlenhor.'Her lips would not be
controlled of a smile. "Tristao is your son.’

'He most certainly has the Zanto blood in his veing | have not
been an altogether sensitive maanhorinhal have taken life by the
horns, and you are not too innocent not to know'tha

'I'd be very foolish to imagine you in any role bioat of a man who
enjoys life," she said. 'Are you afraid for the Hwgcause of his -
injury?'



'‘Concerned because of that, but also aware thiaicke my ruthless
streak and yet may have to face a future lessthare my life has
been. | was born here at Goldenhawk, and my adeéesears were
bound to something that seemed as if it mightdeeshally. But in the
last few years there have been great and suddemgehiaand
Tristao's path may veer away from the securitynl gave him for a
while longer. Now and again | have to be away fféahdenhawk and
that is why | wanted someone here - a woman whddvbecome
fond of him and care for his welfare. | thoughtenms of a wife, but
that was midsummer madness, a girl on a lawn viaghsun in her
hair, and that is the effect which being back imtiRgal has upon a
man. It evokesaudadenostalgia for heaven knows what! When
met your cousin again, here in Brazil, the sun aasler and made a
clearer image of her. And | think | must have shdven that the
scales were off my eyes.'

‘Something unnerved her," Jaine agreed, and shehkegaze upon
the dish of tamarinds and papayas, the exotic lznath pinkish
skins, arranged on a green palm leaf. 'And it igteét my cousin to
lose her nerve/

He laughed softly, with irony in the sound. 'Than& mother of faith
you did not lose yours? If you have never eatemh Ipanana, then
please go ahead. | can see that you are fascinated.

'‘Back in England we only get the West Indian variéghe reached
for one of the small, pretty fruits and carefulggted it. She bit into it
and was aware of the Duque's sardonic scrutiny. bdrmana was
deliciously firm and sweet and flavoured, she knbw,the heady
wine of being for this short while trenfiancaof a strong man who
had let down his guard with her.

‘You are afraid, eh, to reach out for the things want?' With a lazy
sureness he reached for a papaya and ate itthégsare good. Much



of what we have here is good to eat, good to ldpk@aenjoy your
stay with us, Jaine.’

'l am sure | shallsenhor She spoke brightly and tried not to let i
show that his words had about them an indefinitdityu He spoke as
if she came on a visit and would have to leavamet He had not
allowed her to apply for a work permit? She wagaihesd in the
house, her things unpacked and hung in the cldsets)othing was
to be regarded as permanent?

‘The nights will seems strange at first," he topkhe coffee pot and
refilled his cup? "You will hear the baboons makiogthe river, and

the scream of a doe when the black panther makéslitThere are

lone birds that utter strange cries and deep withe jungle the

Indians hold their councils and when the wind ishiis direction you

will hear the drums. The jungle will seem a forbraglplace at first,

but when you have settled down and grown somews$ed to the

heat, | will introduce you to some of the Mayamsyjithe remains of
lost cities, and barbaric ritual. You will see sga plants and
creepers, and may also have the luckto see themadndor, the
largest of all predatory birds that makes its hamthis part of the

world. Its wing span is incredible, and it has tslco powerful it can
kill a panther. Our world is ruthless and beautdtukthe same time.
The Mayans say that it's a paradise guarded by eysrik keep men
from being too proud.'

'It's a world away from London, the River Thamesd athe
typewriter.' Jaine gave a little psp of incredulitipare | pinch
myself?’

‘Allow me.' He leaned forward and quite delibenateé took her
hand and nipped the tips of her fingers with Aisere, you are awake
and not dreaming, for | saw you flinch.’



‘You have fingers of iron," she said, but in rgathe had felt his
touch like a warm flame running up her arm into bdomes of her
body.

'‘And you are a very flimsy creature.' His eyes cakger her, then
abruptly he climbed to his feet and strode acrbssrbom in the
direction of the wall cupboards. He flung open ftiheors and
examined the meagre contents, scattered thereegaith; the clothes
from her suitcase,

‘You are not a girl who feels she must keep up thiglatest fashions,
are you?' He shot the question at Jaine, who slaoddightly
bewildered head.

'‘As | told you, | have a sister who took the vailRortugal, but until
that time she loved the fashion houses of Rio,vaemuld even go as
far as Lima to see a special designer of dresscfallConsequently
her closets here at Goldenhawk ' are filled witteacellent range of
her suits, dresses and various ensembles. | haxer tiwought of
disposing of them, and | have an idea there amneais you could
make use of. It therefore seems a pity to let thang useless - will
you come and take look at them?"'

He swung to look at her and he saw her hesitdtiave there already
been too many hand-me-downs, Jaine?'

'It isn't that,senhor.Your sister might not like a stranger handling he
things—'

'‘Magdalena would want someone to have them.' Heesfaaonly and
stood there with his hands thrust into his pockstssuading her this
time and not commanding her.

'‘But supposing—'



'‘She went away six years ago and is no longer aiaiev Magdalena
took her final vows eighteen months ago.’

'l see.' Janie bit her lip. 'It was a big steplfer to take.'

'It followed upon the death of her fiance. Unlike,nrmy sister is the
faithful sort."' His smile was a brief twist of thes. 'Latin women are
often driven to degrees of sacrifice it seems to be in the blood.;
The order of the veil to which she belongs is amgyone, so her life
has purpose and is not spent in prayer and seolusbould not care
to think of Magdalena shut up behind walls, all beauty and love of
life withering like a leaf upon a sunless tree. Wheistao and | went
to Portugal those few months ago it was to seddnex short while.
And now, Jaine, do you feel you could accept sohtleeocontents of
her stylish and scented closets? She was a youmgamwawith
impeccable taste - as you will see.’

‘Very well, senhor Jaine rose from the divan, and she didn't fedl a
she were being offered charity. The Duque was aomex to seeing
women in attractive clothes, and she felt strangelched that he
should want her to wear some of his sister's thiHgswas probably
very fond of her and it would not have been easwfman of his vital

nature to accept his sister's decision to devatéfeeo strangers and
never to have a family of her own.

'Her apartment is on the floor above this one,'lbovait upon the
balcony while you slip into a dress. For so long llais been a
bachelor household that | forget some of the peti@s - | should not
have exposed you to that boy's eyes in that robewith you,
Jaine—' He walked to the doors of her balcony grehed them. He
stepped outside, where the sun was flaming redarsky and being
drawn J down towards the ocean. That red lightdzhthim in its fire,
so that he seemed for an instant like a tall, piwsun-god, smiling
strangely as he went to the caged parapet ofmingdor and stood
there with his wide shoulders to Jaine.



With her he forgot to be the overriding male withemticing woman
- with her he relaxed to such a degree that hatlliglad body was
no more than a boy's. It wasn't until that Indiay bad stared at her
that Pedro had realized her femininity, her whigsnef skin, her
flimsy girl- ishness.

Snatching a skirt and blouse from her wardrobenelatood within

the shield of the big carved door and slipped eff fobe, beneath
which she wore only a slip and panties.- She cloipéo the skirt,

buttoned up the blouse, and smoothed her hairtvathhands.

She went to thenirador where he stood gazing at the red-shot sk
She didn't speak, but he sensed her presence. '@oth&ok,' he
said. 'Your first sunset at Goldenhawk, and itgoklen one indeed.'

Jaine stepped forward on to the balcony, towarelsathfigure whose
white shirt was a kaleidoscope of colour throughpglerced openings
of themirador. The courtyard below was deepening with shadow a
the many creepers had started to rustle in turfetivé rasping of the
cicadas, and the water of the pool had a jade alog glow. Jaine
caught a whiff of the spicy scents, and she thobgtt graceful were
the great palm fronds draping the husky trunks gkeen curtains,
almost reaching to the ground. Thepihuebells that had been so
brightly red in the sun were now going as darkelset. When Jaine
looked at the sky she caught her breath in woridewery gradually
it was filling with colour like a painted ceilinglowing with carmine,
gold and palest mauve.

'It's more beautiful than anything I'd imagineti¢ said softly.

'l must concede that it never fails to charm més' wice had also
dropped into a lower note, and the effect was t@&ertheir being
together in the enclosed balcony an intimate thingp. Jaine at least.
Her fingers curled around the latticework of tneador and never
before had she felt so poignantly the wish thatrsigit be the sort of



girl who could charm a man. If she had such charenghe Duque
wouldn't admire only the sunset and there on thgirek the tall
Brazilian palms, erect, fronded, savagely beautiful

‘These boxed-in balconies ameudejar,'he said to her, ‘from our
Moorish origins. They were the people who implanteds Latins a
love of arabesqued tiling, intricate tracery oing@nd ironwork, and
those filigreed lamps you see being lit in the &gand below us. See
how they pattern the water of the pool and revikal tapestries the
flowered vines overhanging the walls? Yes, the Mamave to us an
eye for beauty, and the kind that seems more maagscdusk takes
the day in its cloak and lets the night have its.@oon the air will be
heady with perfume from the flowers, who find thm & little cruel
and only start to breathe freely when darkness.falhose big
magnolias and roses will release their perfume dikancense, and
the big moths will fly over our walls from the juleg enticed by the
glow of the lamps.'

He paused there and turned imperceptibly to faioe Jd he nights at
Goldenhawk are always beautiful at this time ofykar. You came
at the right time, Jaine.’

‘Yes, senhor, she said politely. He would never know that shd h
come to Goldenhawk just as her lonely heart wadyreaopen itself,

like those courtyard flowers. 'And | see what yoeam - the night is
kinder than the day, for it hides the blemishes.'

'‘On the contrary, Jaine, it reveals the hidden @speaf places, and
people. It is a paradox that the mask comes ofhight and
personalities undergo a subtle change. Breathat, ain, menina
laced with the jungle. Dare you say that you aeesilime, reasonably
self-controlled, shy young person | saw in #wa at the Casa de
Rocha? | think not!



'‘But | am,' she argued, and at once she knew it avasstake to
contradict him, for he swung fully to face her amd face was a
golden mask, hard and mocking, with narrowed egss)e reached
out and almost lifted her off her feet as he brdungh tigerishly close
to him.

'‘Now say it again, that you aren't more alive & thoment, in my
hands, in my house, than you have been all the afaysur life. Say
it, Jaine!'

But she couldn't... her breath was half lost aridgatening sort of
weakness swept over her as she felt her un- awdksoay crushed
to his strong, supple frame that was so experiemgezh it came to
women.

‘Are you too frightened to speak?'

'Y-yes,' she managed to sdyhad to be 'yes', for she could never te
him that it was love, not fear, that made her bexemhelpless when
he touched her, the iron warmth of him thawing qoackly all the
repressed longings and the unutterable lonelinessver being close
to anyone. She was close to him now because sharugted him,
but still it was a kind of heaven which she hagietend was a kind
of hell.

'So | frighten, you?' His hands pressed againstMagst, which was
so slim that he could almost span it with his firsgeYes, | could
break you in half, could | not? A flimsy bit of berand silk, with a
certain rebellious fury banked down under the Bhiice. What is it,
Jaine? Did you think of a Latin employer in ternfisamof courtesy
even when annoyed? But this is Goldenhawk, on tuge ef the
jungle, and | was born within sound of its pagaythims. When | am
angered | show my anger, just as when | am pleastdbw my
pleasure. It is you, Jaine, who represses whatselu



'It was the way | was brought up.' A little of lemurage was coming
back; the will and strength to keep her pride efshe had lost her
heart. Her heart that was pounding beneath thestuffiof her blouse
and must be perceptible to him, who held her clodém so that he
could mock her for a cold, repressed little virdinseems to me to be
the correct behaviour for a companion, to be unsbie with her
person and her opinions. It would hardly be coriedtsuddenly
shook off discretion and took to wearing a junddsver in my hair.
Or dancing in my bare feet. You did hire senhor to take care of
your son.'

‘Yes, because | thought you young, and not yetyr&adhe shelf and
scraps of uneventful data in the pages of a diary."'

'‘How - how do you know | keep a diary?' She trimdnake the query
sound off-hand, for she had a sudden nervous visidnm seeing
that orchid pressed between the pages of her diarfyeshly pressed
from his hand to hers.

'l saw it on the table beside the divan. | prestorguess that you had
been entering the fact that today you came to Golaek,'

'Yes,' she admitted. 'lt isn't every day that samedke me comes to
a house like this.’

‘Someone like you, Jaine? What is so unusual afmuf’

She flushed, for he seemed to be sardonic andyfainiel as he
looked at her in the last glimmers of pagan cokhed by the dying
sun.

'I'm not exactly a picture of glamour,' she rejainen the defensive
because his look had hurt her. 'Hardly as decaas/- well, no sort
of substitute at all.'



'You were not brought here as a substitute for ngely he drawled.
'Or did you suppose that you were?'

'Please - don't be cruel.' She flinched with paistee tried to wrench
herself away from him and his grip fastened, fisg#rsteel pressing
.nto her body. 'Y-you twist my words, my meaniagd all because |
disagreed with you on a very minor issue. You laettyrant!'

‘Act, Jaine?' He stared down into her eyes, like ah those

gold-eyed, sleek black panthers mesmerizing ienishd prey. ‘| am
being myself, Pedro de Zanto. It is he who has lodlgou, who

speaks to you as if you are a thing of flesh irsti#faa mere doormat,
to be walked on, shaken, used, discarded when watrnl speak,
argue, and rant at you because | take you for tafligent female

who wants more from any man than to be treatedaoiced at as if
part of the furnishings. And | am disappointed thati take it as
tyranny. That you want an employer in place ofréend.’

His words shook her deeply .., she was so useditmlbullied that
she had thought he was following the pattern ajresmdwell set by
Madge, and even by Laraine. She hadn't dreamedhthatanted
friendship and not servility.

She was looking at him, her heart shaken, whehg#y withdrew
his hands from her waist and left a coldness wtteeee had been a
branding warmth.

'So, Jaine, in some measure you will be coypfiancaas well. A
house gets lonely when the sun goes down and deksigs in
through the windows, and you will eat at my taléke coffee and
conaceach evening with me, and talk to me. | intenkitow you - in
the short while permitted to us.

Her heart seemed to ton and to sink. 'The - theipa®t permanent,
senhor?'



'‘As permanent as anything can be these days. CEinels go
and-find you some dresses for evening wear - ade,Jnever be
afraid to be outspoken and fearless with me. | 'slhake a whip to

you.'

Jaine managed to smile ... he wasn't to know thats like being
whipped to learn that her stay at Goldenhawk wabeanly an
interlude in her life.



CHAPTER EIGHT

THEY mounted the stairs to the corridor where the Dlsgsister had
had her apartment; the wall lights had now beemettlion, and Jaine
was told casually that the estate had its own rtggtsystem, though
in bad weather the generator sometimes failed drdmops were
then used for illumination.;

The corridor was lined with heavily carved cedard@wnors, and
Jaine felt a slight sensation of coldness, as thatlge sensed a
ghostly presence; that of the youthful Magdalemahaps, who had
brought the place alive with her gaiety and bealMpw she was far
away, and to all this she had become a stranges. Jiace and
grandeur; liveried Mayan servants with dark handsayes, and a
brother who still showed signs of missing his sis#&part from
Tristao he seemed to have no other close relative.

A house was lonely, he had said, when the sun dewn. Jaine
sensed that loneliness as he paused in front obfathe carved doors
and seemed to brace his shoulders before turniaghémdle and
opening the door.

As the central light sprang into life, Jaine wasesvat once that the
interior of the room was beautiful and unique. Hé&efurniture was
not heavy and colonial, but styled in pale goldeods inlaid with
tulipwood. Everything had grace, set against thaskdy draped
curtains of a silvery blue. The feet sank into igpetaithat matched the
curtains, and thVlong triple bedroom mirrors refiggtthe silver and
crystal containers upon the toilet-table. Thougé tbom had not
been used for so long it was in a spotless comgitie cared for as if
the Duque still hoped that one day Magdalena woeldrn to
Goldenhawk.

He walked past a little table upon which stood atevpbearwood
dove, and he slid open the doors of the long waelré\t once a



selection of beautiful clothes sprang into viewd aaine's nostrils
tensed to the perfume and the cedarwood combinedstze guessed
that it was the lining of cedarwood which had kép wardrobe

airtight and the contents free from damage by mothsrmites.

The Duque stared a moment at the long rack of yawahgs, as if his
memory still held images of Magdalena clad in ftthiess or that.
Then with a frown he turned away and beckoned Jamitee the

adjoining sitting-room, where once again the funmgs were
graceful and original, designed to give comfortthe body and
pleasure to the eye. As Jaine gazed round at thly gteaming

furniture and the subtle colours of the fabricsstituck her that
Magdalena had been a person both sensuous andfflavely things

- yet she had chosen to enter a nunnery, wheremsrsomfort was
kept to the minimum, and where the body, no mdttev shapely,
was covered by the habit and the veil. And wheeeetimotions were
channelled into self-sacrifice rather than selfuiligénce.

There was absolutely no doubt that the Duque'srsisid enjoyed
stylish clothes and fine possessions. There orvandiable was a
Greek goddess of ivory riding nude on a sea-monskkere was a
striking red carpet with a motif of pure white legv Cardinal-red
cushions glowed against the dove-grey velvet ofdivan, and a
white Hepplewhite desk graced an alcove of the raamits tiers of

drawers and wrought-iron decoration.

‘That was Magdalena.' The Duque directed Jaingsitain to the
pale gold panelling of a nearby wall, and a litlgow of shock
seemed to pierce Jaine as she met the paintedettes girl in the
ivory picture frame. Jaine stared at the tilt of #yes, beautiful and
catlike, gold and vivid set within the silky blaldshes. The face itself
was vivid rather than truly beautiful, but her sliody was lovely, set
off by the passion-red dress which she wore, splsiin design and
yet so striking, with a single huge white orchidthag against the
graceful folds of the skirt.



The Cristata orchid, Jaine thought instantly, frdra heart of the
jungle. Yes, this girl would love orchids and thveguld become her,
for there was something exotic about her smootb-black hair, her
pale gold skin, and her deep gold eyes. Her mouthat alone was
like a scarlet flower, wearing the faintest of semss smiles.

'‘She was lovely,' Jaine breathed, 'and she renmadef Tristao - of
your son,senhor.’

'Of course,' he said suavely. 'And why not, whemishmy sister?'

'l can see,' Jaine dared to say, 'why you finaitdheven after all this
time, to accept all that she gave up to becomena Tie high white
walls, the quiet corridors, the bells and prayerssimall be very
different from what she had - loved, here at Gaohdavk.'

‘The order to which she belongs is known as theyerirde la

Soledad.' There was a strange note of irony in0Dbgue's deep
voice? 'l knew Magdalena so well that even yenincd imagine that
she is fully happy, fulfilled and content, | am, la®ld you, neither

saint nor satan. | cannot help but believe thatbést of happiness
comes to any woman through a bond of love with a,rat my sister
believed that she would never again find that lafter she lost it -

she was ill, then when she recovered she ran awayBrazil and the
next thing | heard was that she was at the Housleeo¥irgin of the

Solitude, in Portugal. | tried to persuade heretmm home with me
when | flew there to see her. She refused - beaante hysterical.

The Mother Superior of the Order advised me to waithile, to see
which way Magdalena would go, the way of the vetlthe way of

the world.'

He shrugged his wide shoulders and spread hishaads in a very
Latin gesture. 'l may shock you when | say thaelidve that had
Magdalena allowed me to bring her away from theryrihat night,

she would not have returned. Stay in Portugalid aeher. There are



friends there for you. You have no need to contér&zil ever again -
but she wept and cried so much she alarmed me.nAdmesn't like or
understand tearsenhorinhanot when he has done all that he can f
someone, and still she weeps as if her heart ldeéébrand her world
was in ruins. She had always been so - so gayiof gt | never
thought she would take it so much to heart wherfinace came to
grief in Peru. It never seemed to me that she wgisl asho could
become so intensely involved with a man - therengekeso many
other things that she enjoyed - life, clothes nggdithe restaurants of
Rio and the theatres. | sometimes wonder if shedvioave been so
bereft had there not—'

There, abruptly, he broke off in mid-sentence, jastlas abruptly left
the sitting-room and returned to the bedroom, whkeswardrobe
still stood open.

With a kind of restrained savagery the Duque ctdi@@n armful of
the elegant and stylish garments. '‘Come," he Séhése should do,
and as you are about the same age and weight adalMag when
they were made for her, they will not need muclusttipent to your
own figure. It is also fortunate that you have branette hair - a
softer shade than hers, but the colours she peeffantl suit you. The
jewel colours - ruby, garnet, beryl, and especitdtly gem- green.
You have never dressed up your white skin and gograld eyes,
but now you will, Jaine. Now | give the order aralywill obey it -
you called me a tyrant, did you not?'

Jaine followed his long strides from the room, shing off the light
behind her, closing the door, leaving that portflialone in the dark;
that glowing, sensuous, cat- eyed girl who wouldememore smile
for a man and seduce him with her golden gaze.

The Duque arrived at Jaine's door ahead of hersarding in he
dropped the armful of dresses on to the bed, wtierg lay in a
dazzling heap against the pale lace of the beddprea



'‘Now they are yours,' he said crisply. 'They hawether owner, for
Magdalena is now Sister Maria and she has no fuube for finery,
or the pains and pleasures of our world. Whickestd wonder?' His
eyes glinted and held Jaine's gaze inexorably. [tMgou go into a
nunnery if the world turned against you, Jaine?'

'l - | don't know, senhor.'She stood there with such gravity an
politeness that her inner tumult was visible omlythe clenching of
her hands behind her, so hard that her fingers thhdve never been
the kind of person to become involved in a tragimance. Your
sister was incredibly attractive, but | don't attranen,senhor.’'

The tawny eyes swept over her, not missing a dafthiér person. He
turned to the bed and plucked from the heap of gatsma long dress
of exquisite green velvet. 'Wear this,' he saidg 'gou might have
cause to change your opinion of yourself. As a jasiéattered by
the right setting, so is a woman flattered by tightrgown. Clever
dressmakers get rickenhorinhapecause they know that beauty i
intrinsic rather than obvious and they know howeteeal it. ?. just as
Nature will reveal her flowers at the correct tiofehe year.'

With these words he Was at the door, and with alniation of his
dark head he was gone. Jaine didn't move from bsitipn for
several minutes... she still felt dazed, as if lsh& passed through a
whirlwind of impressions and emaotions.

Well, it wouldn't do just to stand here and gapdahat mound of
dresses on the bed; she had better hang them imandrobe before
they became crumpled. As she handled each onershelgss and
less certain that she would ever find the nerwedar such garments.
It wasn't a matter of pride because they had beldng another girl;
she could tell, in fact, that some of them hadyedbeen worn. It was
just that she was so used to thinking of herse#f eslourless person
that she would surely look a sparrow trying to passself off as a



canary if she dared to wear a dress made for scgn@bo had been
vivid to look at and sure of herself.

Jaine stroked the lovely skirt of a flounced dressbroidered in

silver and green at the hem, in a pattern of flewsrd shells in the
most intricate needlework. The bodice was also eidbred and the
silk material rustled in her hands. She swiftly fhe dress away, for
it was so glamorous, designed to be worn to thatteeand a meal for
two at a candlelit supper-club.

But the next dress which Jaine picked up she lggdhat her... it was
the deep green one of the Duque's selection, upple velvet, long
and flowing and almost gothic with its monk-sleevasd cowled
neckline. Jaine could see how the colour blended er eyes, but
she would surely never have the nerve to wearntMagdalena it
would have been the essence of seduction, but fidtreure that on
her the gothic styling would create an effect &egr-shaded cloisters
and vesper bells. A smile moved her lips, whichrtheor reflected.
A pensive and questioning smile, too swift for Bnigg, the edge of a
moth-wing, flown off before it could be captured.

She shook her head at herself, and yet she coeldthhe quick,
nervous beating of her heart, and the excitememting in her veins.
Wear them, he had ordered. They are yours!

Mine, she thought, in which to masquerade as a dd@diynery for a
couple of hours each evening. How Madge would snaifel how
scornfully Laraine would laugh. Oh vyes, there haderb
hand-me-downs from Laraine, but nothing as fabulass this
collection of couture gowns, made for the sistea dique who had
discarded them in favour of the dark habit andwhée colif.

Jaine firmly closed the wardrobe door and shut awdle darkness
the glimmering gowns. For now she would forget athoem. Tristao
would be awake by now and ready for his eveninglmea



When she entered his bedroom he was seated ientre of his bed,
wide awake and playing with a model of a Silver tiane, diving in
and out of his bedcovers with a lot of vocal nolde.grinned as he
caught sight of her and held up the plane for hgpection. 'Do you
like it, senhorinh& It was bought for me by Papa when we were
Portugal, at the English toyshop on thedoignidain Lisbon. Is it not
beautiful? So smooth and shiny, and look at thesgarthe firing
turrets!'

'It truly is a masterpiece,' she smiled, as shelean on the edge of
his bed and looked at him. His dark hair was rdffieto the very
smallest curls, and his golden eyes were briglar dfis long and
restful nap. Yes, how very much he resembled thquBs sister.
Those eyes, that pointed chin, the little dentseutite cheekbones. It
was no wonder his father had kept him, clung to, ound him
legally no matter what people said, or what thehmods$ position had
been. He had wanted the boy at any cost, and &ainkl only
suppose that the mother had been so well provideth&t she had
not disputed the Duque's claim on Tristao.

Had she not seen the wording of the Zanto armamakt and
understood the meaningZake with force, and keep with honour!'

‘How about getting dressed and having somethireat®' she asked
the boy. "You must be feeling hungry, Tristao. o yancy anything
special that | can order for you?'

He considered the question, stroking a finger updmwn the smooth
wing of his aeroplane, his eyes fixed intently ugame's face. 'Will
you eat with me?' he asked. 'l usually have tare#tie nursery all
alone, for Papa dines very late, and then he endftisy in the study.
Do you like my papasenhorinha?’

The question startled her, but she quickly readgi$o it. The boy
was only asking from a childish angle and she wbale to get used



to being questioned by this curious, rather lonalyd intelligent
child.

'He is a very courteous gentleman, Tristao. | veogh respect him,'
she replied. 'And | can tell that he loves you bQear

'‘Have you no papa who loves you?' Tristao inquileshing forward
as if to see himself reflected in her green eyes.

‘My father died a long time ago,' she said, touglarfinger to a curl
on the smooth olive brow. 'l don't remember hint, loieel sure he
was very nice.'

‘And your mama - she is dead like mine?’

This time the question shook Jaine's heart, forksiesv from what
the Duque had told her that Tristao's mother wag waich alive.
She could only suppose that Pedro had thoughtter® let his son
assume that his mother was gone irrevocably doisdife, but all the
same ... all the same it did seem rather ruthtessparate the son sc
decisively from the mother. No longer in love witler, was the
Duqgue afraid that she might steal some of the adiestion? Was he
really so arrogant that he couldn't endure theghbaof sharing what
he loved with another human being? Or was it tlaatrg lost the
companionship of Magdalena he was anxious thatimgptshould
come between him and the boy? Jaine suppress#ie aigh and felt
that she would never truly understand this subild enfathomable
man whom her untutored heart had chosen to love.

'‘Now what are you going to have for your tea?' $ieked up
Tristao's slippers and fitted them to his feetjanog) with concern the
slight deformation of his lame leg.

'l think | should likeblinis," he said, 'with hot butter and jam.’



‘They sound nice,' she said. 'l suppose it wilabeight if | ring for
them? | am still a little uncertain of etiquette your household,
Tristao, and | don't wish to annoy the staff.'

'‘Papa will have told them that you are my Miss Dahne said,
importantly. 'l will ring the bell and Justus wilbme in answer and |
will tell him about the Minis, until you get used to things,
senhorinha.’

‘Muito obrigado, senhoritoshe said, keeping her face straight. 'YG
are most kind, especially in view of the fact that Portuguese is
almost nil and | am going to have difficulty in comnicating with
the staff for a while. Do any of them speak Englegbart from your
father's very dignifieanajor-domo?"'

'‘No, they all speak in dialect apart from Primitivout they are very
good at understanding signs,’ Tristao told her Wagélrhat is
because they come from the jungle, where mosteafaiking is made
in signs so they make no noise when they are hyirfiapa says that
the Mayas have eyes and ears as sharp as the idarkaows, for he
has often hunted with them. When | grow up a littiere he will take
me along, but we will not be able to take you vashisenhorinhafor
the Mayas don't like girls to go hunting.'

'l shan't mind that,' Jaine couldn't help glancaigthe big tawny
jaguar skin beside the boy's bed, with head arn fecely intact. 'It
seems cruel to me, though | suppose some of theiseala are
killers.'

‘Yes, rogue Kkillers." Tristao kneeled down and ttiwk jaguar head
into his arms. 'Papa shot this big fellow, who kaagged children
into the jungle. Look, you can see where the bwiiatt right into the
brain, so the cat did not suffer, and the pelt matsdamaged. Papa is
a man of great experience.’



'l am sure he is," Jaine said dryly. 'Now ringyour tea, and see that
you wash your hands and face properly while I makgself
acquainted with your lesson and your leisure boblesie you had
any sort of companion or tutor before me, Tristao?'

He turned from the press-bell and shook his h&&ghd sets lessons
for me and listens when | read. | go to his stuahytivo hours every
day, except when he has to be away—' Tristao fravamel gnawed
his underlip. 'Sometimes he goes in the night ashohit know about
it. He never used to do thisenhorinhals it because of all this extra
business that he has asked you to-beamfumca?’

'Of course,' she smiled. 'Your father doesn't lg@ving you, but |
expect it is unavoidable when a man has so mamng irothe fire.'

'‘What are irons in the fire?' Tristao blinked hyg®in astonishment at
Jaine. 'Papa deals in coffee and minerals and laotdjn irons,
senhorinha.’

'It's a saying we have in England, Tristao. It nsetirat your father
has many financial interests and he likes to kbemthot to handle.’
Very hot, she thought, if he flew off in the niglsorder to handle
his various deals. Or did he have some other refasdns nocturnal
departures? Was he involved in a love affair thatlat not be
explained to the boy, yet which would explain thegDe's sudden
need for a day and night companion for Tristao;emme who would
be available when he was absent.

Jaine felt a strange little ache in the region @f lheart. It had to be
expected that a man such as the Duque did notfvié he were a
monk, and she would have to learn to accept batksspf his
personality. There were people he needed as friandsshe was one
of those. There were women he desired, and shaotasnong them.
To them he gave his charisma and his flatterytdtier he gave the
care of his son, and that in itself was somethinghterish.



'‘Hands and face,' she said briskly to Tristao,rdeoto hide the fact
that she felt like hugging the small, dark-hairgalife to that ache in
her heart. He looked very young and thin as hedstioere in his silk
pyjamas, and this prompted her to say that he ledigrbhave the
blinis for dessert and perhaps for starters some oflth@ious pastry
she had tasted the other day, stuffed with meabncand tomatoes,
with a few small potatoes baked in cheese. 'Yout medeeling as
hungry as | amamigo,'she added, with a coaxing smile.

'You are going to eat with me?' he asked. 'Andithatat you fancy,
senhorinha?’

'l do indeed.' As she spoke someone knocked onutsery door. It
was the boy Justus, who had come in answer todtheSine nodded
at Tristao, and he rattled off their order for iteéhe dialect that Jaine
felt sure she was never going to ledBim, senhorito.The Mayan
boy slid his intensely dark eyes to Jaine's faméng her a long stare
that she met gravely. Earlier on she knew thaybighful curiosity
had been rebuked by the Duque, but she undershaddhe Mayas
would be curious about her, and because she wémedriendship
she had to suppress the slight nervousness wheshJistus aroused
in her. She, with her Celtic skin and eyes, wastasge to them as
they were to her, but if she showed nervousnessadof dignity she
felt sure these proud Indians would despise her.

She stood there, her chin tilted and her spine wrgight, the
strangeness of all this tightly locked inside hBnen Justus said
something to Tristao, gave a courteous little bod laft the nursery.

Jaine glanced inquiringly at Tristao, who gave her puckishly
solemn grin. 'Justus says that you have eyes tigalfagon-stones
that come out of the ground? He means emerséadjorinha.’



'‘Well,' she gave a slight laugh, 'l don't quite wrfzow to take that. |
hope | don't seem a dragon ... you are truly hapgyave me here,
amigo pouco?'

Tristao's answer was to limp over to Jaine, to fa&ehand and to
press it to his cheek. It was a gesture that neadedords, and it

stole away Jaine's few remaining doubts about cgnfare to

Goldenhawk. The boy needed her, and she was géaldashdared to
come, even if it meant that recovery from what f&hefor his father

was now unlikely. She would have to endure the paih ecstasy of
that as best she could ... at least she would ana¢ Bpent her entire
life in the dull backwaters of existence, where peeformed one's
daily duties just for bread and board. For now, famdhe foreseeable
future, this flame had lit up her life, and it wasciting, tempestuous,
almost a game, to love and never by a look or advimtray the

presence of it. A betrayal could only cause emisament for her,

and for the Duque.

'‘What of you,senhorinh&' Tristao gripped her hand. 'Are you happ
that you are here? You will stay and not go awatytoo soon?'

‘Not too soon,' she promised, for the child senasdhe knew, that
her stay was not to be one without an end in sig@thaps his father
had dropped a hint to that effect. 'Tomorrow yowstrahow me lots
more of Goldenhawk, but right now we'll get youdedor your tea,

and afterwards choose a book to start reading lieget bet you

enjoy the same sort of books as | do, all aboutoeafpon and brave
deeds.’

He nodded and was still gripping her hand as thaered the
bathroom together. There she discovered that heahagd tub sunk
into the floor, rather too big for so small a bagd a shelf of boats for
floating about in the water when he took his batmope,' she said, as
she filled the porcelain bowl with warm water, tthgou have
someone with you when you have your bath?’



'l am not a baby," he protested. 'l learned to sailong time ago, for
Papa was told it was good for my leg. Papa is isbalte to see that
| dry myself properly, and when he is busy, Jukioks after me.'

'l see.' Jaine soaped a flannel and proceeded ¢b hia face and
hands, having heard that small boys took a caksdnd a promise
when it came to the face, though they didn't mindhg into a tub
where they could splash about. She handed himettagel, and
after he emerged from it she asked a question wiadnbeen faintly
bothering her:

‘Tristao, have you never had a woman to look gfterbefore | came
to Goldenhawk?"

‘Yes, when | was very young. It was because oflnerl—' The boy

bit his lip and glanced down at his leg. 'The ganmdg boy at the

house of Tia Felicia told me about her - he saadl she took me out in
a car and drove it into a wall. | do sort of rememthe glass and
being pinned down and how much it hurt. My who is a nun came
from Portugal to sit beside me at the hospital, Baga had tears in
his eyes. My leg never got really better, but I'tigat pain from it the

way | did. That is one good thing."'

'Yes, darling, one good thing." Jaine gently comhexdblack and
rather curly hair. 'Do you know what happened toryaurse?"

‘Sancho, the gardening boy for Tia Felicia, toldthe she was killed
dead. He said that Tia Felicia said it was a gdoadgt otherwise

Pedro would have finished her. Pedro is my papé&tad suddenly
broke into a devilish little grin. 'My papa hasexyenormous temper,
and Justus says that when the Excellency's eyel&karthe jungle

cat's and about to spit fire, then it is best tdehin the potato
cupboard.'



Jaine couldn't suppress a grin of her own at thecrgstion, yet

behind her amusement there lay a sense of thediragkich had

almost occurred for Pedro de Zanto. If the boyleeh killed and the
woman had lived, Jaine felt sure h€ would havéolese his terrible
temper on her. It was no wonder that for so lonbddistrusted the
care that a woman might take of his son ... whyhhd been so
impressed when she had run in front of his carrdeoto snatch a
child to safety.

She and Tristao returned to his bedroom, where uteop his
dressing-gown and they sat at the nursery tableanthe very tasty
meal which Justus brought on a tray. Tristao watddutear all about
London, and was Big Ben a giant, and did the Qtiérsail in her
barge up and down the River Thames.

Jaine discovered the delight of a child's companysuch a degree
that it was well past Tristao's bedtime when simalfy got him
tucked down. In his bookcase she found a copgyufiver's Travels,
printed in English, with on the fly-leaf a dedi@atiwhich read: 'To
my boy Pedro, with best love from Mama.' A favoeititook handed
down from father to son, and one which Jaine hahdlgh a very
secret pleasure. As a boy Pedro had read this bodilad listened as
dreamily as Tristao to the soft voice of a womaafple falling off to
sleep.

She closed the book and studied the sleeping ig@ast the white
pillow, in the corner of which was the embroideceest of the Zanto
family. A golden hawk with its talons hooked aroumdword and a

lily.

The boy's lashes were like dark silk against tieeadmoothness of
his thin young cheek. His lips had a childish dromghem .. lips that
would harden, grow firmer as the years went byl one day he was
a man, who would, perhaps, remember only vaguel\Etiglish girl
who came to Goldenhawk to keep him company for #gewh



Her breath caught on a little sighing smile and sbse from the
bedside and returned the book to its niche in dokbase. Fairly new
books nudged spines with old books and showed gewi lots of
entertaining reading for Tristao and hers@lfGolden Treasury of
Fables, Tales of King Richard and the Crusades,Id&&apons of
Peru -she took out this volume and as she opened ltadgiece of
paper fell from between the pages. Jaine picked &nd saw at once
that it was part of a letter. She replaced it i ook, for curious as
she was about this family, she drew the line atipgither eye to a
keyhole.

Peru, that land of Inca ruins and strange legemdss where

Magdalena had lost her fiance to fatal accidentne of the old

temples, and Jaine felt again that a certain shadeadness lay over
this Brazilian family... as if long ago a curse htijnave been cast,
haunting the tawny stones of Goldenhawk, and wglkitent at the

heels of the Duque de Zanto and those with histhioaheir veins.

A shiver ran through Jaine and she slid the Penuvaok back into
place and returned to the side of Tristao's bedslejgt peacefully,
with the soft nursery light falling across his &lidigure in the bed,
which in the tradition of a ducal house had carwpgn it and a light
silk canopy to keep out the draughts at night.eJhdient down and
very carefully she brushed her lips across his. lidgr stirred just a
little and murmured a namg.Papa.

As Jaine made her way to her own apartment, sheleved why the
Duque had not been up to wish the boy good nidig. f#&d thought
earlier that she had caught the sound of hoofbéaten in the

courtyard, so it could be that he had a visitohamt gone out himself.
Feeling a trifle restless, Jaine decided to takeiat stroll back and
forth along the gallery where portraits hung anerelshe would not
be noticed. She was not yet confident enough ophbsttion here to
venture down into the patio, and there was eveancé that if the



Duque entertained a visitor they would be smokimgjrtcigars out
there, among the flowering creepers and underténs.s

Jaine walked the gallery, gazed upon by the aralesyes of the
Duque's forebears. Proud and aloof as the sittgpsrtraits always
are, as if conscious that they must impart the mamce of the family
by looking gloomy rather than gay. Then again Jalvas to
remember that she was looking at women chosen tbhebbrides of
the Zanto men. Selected like well-trained filliesr the honour,
blinkered against the little adventures their spsuadulged in.

The marriage of selectivity was still indulged wlatin people, and
Jaine wondered what her cousin Laraine was thin&trtbis precise
moment. She knew by now that Jaine was here ate@b&ivk, and
she would probably toss her golden head and saynéhhad wanted
to marryher,but Jaine was no more than a servant in his house.

She paused in the shadows at the far end of thergalvhere a
window was lavishly curtained and deeply embrasudethe sat
down on the wide sill and thought to herself tline lonely night all

around the house was a well for all sounds. A ingtf leaves, the
pad of a manservant's footsteps, the cough of aptina shirring of a
night bird's wings. The sounds were strange asayet,she had to
learn them, as she might learn music. They toutteecherves and
her senses as nothing had touched her in the haldsgther aunt... it
was there that she had been the servant, and rodeeltinferior

because she wasn't pretty, or clever in a britdg,vand able to be
decorative at a cocktail party, Jaine's lips fornaetittle moue of

distaste as she recalled those parties, at whekeatved like a maid,
taking round the drinks, picking up scraps of gosand aware all the
time that her heart longed for something more tinés attendance
upon sychophants and drifters from one idle pleatuanother.- She
had never made any attempt to be part of thoseynles, and in many
ways it had suited Madge to treat her as a seradimer than a niece.



Now she could be glad of that, for her severanma tihe old life hurt
no one. There had been no ties of affection..ag anly since coming
to Goldenhawk that she had begun to come trulyealike a plant
feeling the sun on its leaves for the first time.

So absorbed in her thoughts was she that she géisterect start as a
long shadow fell across her seated figure. Shektyuicirned her
head, expecting to see one of the servants. Insteasaw the .master
of the house, clad in a wine- velvet smoking jackedtr dark trousers,
a drift of smoke from the cigar in his fingers.nlagazed speechless
at the crisp black hair, strong slanting cheekbpaed the eyes made
so vivid by the darkness of his lashes and brows.

'So there you are,' he said, 'l hope you have gdéeme?’
'Yes, thank yousenhor.l had supper with Tristao.'

'‘Good. | had an unexpected visitor, otherwise youla/ have dined
downstairs in thesalonwith me. The talk was all of - business, and
thought you might find it tedious. Tristao ate adaoneal?’

‘Yes, I'm really glad to say that he did.' She sthithough the shock
of this man's compelling distinction was still kikotg at her heart
and causing little tremors to her nerves which Isbped were not
visible to him. 'For his dessert he ate four whaieis with butter and

jam.'

'‘Ah yes, he has a fondness for those little pars;akewhich he was
introduced by one of his doctors, a rather clevesdan. | brought
back the recipe for our chef here, for sometimescthild's appetite
can be capricious.' The cigar was raised to thd lyé$ with a fine
chiselling to their outline, smoke was drawn in axhaled by the
proud nostrils. 'l always had the hope that hiswaght be completely
mended, for his sakeenhorinhaand not from any selfish feeling of
my own. But unfortunately there is a slight paraysf the ankle



tendon, and complete recovery is impossible."! maykd that | am

grateful he was spared his young life, but | haa@sed to take him to
the various doctors. It builds up hopes which |Wwnoan only be

shattered again. He is a sweet-natured child, eftdtdplaining and

lovable.’

‘Very much so,' Jaine agreed warmly. 'He and freerds already. In
fact he told me—' She broke off and looked hesitamtasn't prying,
but it did come out how he came to be hurt.'

'l quite agree that you should know. He was three lahad placed
him in the care of a nurse because of my busim@ssnitments. We
were living in my house at Rio at the time, andald® no objection to
the woman having a car and taking Tristao withdredrives to the
shops and the beach. | did not wish to wrap hicottonwool and to
make a baby of him, for in this world of ours a lb@s to grow up to
be self-assured and aware of life. | was at mycefvhen the news
came to me - there had been an accident, the dacrhahed into a
wall near the sea-front where the roads go downhile nurse was
dead of a broken neck, and it was thought at thrst the boy would
die. At the hospital | was able to supply bloodddransfusion, being
fortunately of the same blood group, and as theshaent by he
became gradually stronger and was able to undenggeryy on his
poor mangled legNom de deusyhat agony it is to sit and wait anc
wonder if what you love - and it was then | realizeow much | did
love that child - is to live or die, and he hadebivbut three short
years!'

This time the Duque's pull upon the cigar was enéig deep and the
smoke that he exhaled made a blue cloud aboutlaid. 'Ever since
those days | have had Tristao with me as ofterpasilple. It is only
recently that | - well, it is sufficient to say thiaam glad to have you
here, Jaine. | am gratified that you have made $suehds with the
boy. | thought there was something about you thghtrappeal to a



child - a certain kindness of heart, allied to thgseat green eyes of
yours. | wish that | could have found you soonam@.’

Her heart gave a little lurch at the words, eveshasrealized what he
meant. Had Tristao been in her care when he was years of age,
the accident in the car and the injury to his leightnot have
occurred.

'‘Why are you sitting here?' The Duque glanced atdum at the
wall-lamp shadows thrown on to the panelling, ahtha portraits
that gazed upon her with such indifferent eyesn'Dgou care for
your apartment?’

'Oh yes, it's very nicesenhor but | was looking at the portraits and
just happened to see this window-seat.' She snatgdtively. "There
Is something about a window- seat, especially giitnilt's a sort of
shield between the darkness, and the things urtbeérdinger in a
very historic house.'

‘Yes, the house has been witness to quite a lohistory.' His smile
was faintly ironic. 'But there are draughts, Jaifiee nights grow
cool because a tropic sun is always a hot one. Guitheme to the
salaand take a glass of wine before you retire.’

He held out a hand to assist her from the windoat; 8d she fought
not to betray her acute sensitivity to his touchtles lean fingers

closed around hers and she felt the pressure aingsAs he drew

her to her feet, clad in a very simple grey-gresssi of her own, with

inexpensive pale- green beads about her throag Yas so aware of
the moment that she felt certain she would rememladirher life.

*Your hand is cold,’ he said. 'You need that gtdsgine.’

'l - | really would prefer to go to bedgnhor."It took nearly all her
resolve to refuse him. 'l have had a long day, lanever do have
really warm hands.’



'‘Cool hands and a warm heart, is that it, Jainefokted her to meet
his eyes, and because there were tiny shadowsiglidagbeneath her
eyes, he submitted to her wish and escorted h#retaoor of her

bedroom.

‘Then | will sayboa moite, senhorinhand insist that you take that
glass of wine another time.’

‘Thank you,senhor.Good night.’

He opened her door and she entered her room. He lgava brief
bow and swung on his heel, and all she took ofdsrshe closed the
door was the scent of his cigar. It had enteretd ar and it lingered

in a subtly tormenting way.



CHAPTER NINE

SEVENTEEN days had passed and it still seemed amazingre fzat
she was living in a house on the verge of the gifgr so far she had
not really seen it... only from a distance, whea ahd Tristao spent
time on one of the upper terraces of Goldenhawk.

He was in her care from nine in the morning untibm, when they
had lunch. For an hour or so after lunch Tristaalddake a nap in
his room, then he would spend some time with thguaywho was
teaching him the history of the Portuguese andrtittments of
mathematics, at the end of which time he was ineJaicare again.

It was a pleasant routine and one she liked, but stte had grown
accustomed to the house and its various patiogamgns, Jaine was
beginning to get curious about the countryside hdyihe rambling
walls of Goldenhawk. She had the feeling that theu2 preferred
her to keep Tristao and herself within the secuwftihose walls - no
doubt he was still on thorns in case she proverkedess as that
other nurse - and Jaine guessed that for a whmigeloshe had better
abide by his unspoken wish.

But it all looked so wildly beautiful and beckonirand Jaine decided
that one evening she would find the nerve to askDhque if she
could explore a little beyond his walls. She coaldays take her
ramble during Tristao's siesta, and she would icdytpromise not to
venture too far among-'those wonderful toweringdréaced all over
with vines and hung with all those exotic wild flexg. From the
terrace it looked like a green Eden, and perhapsimeart she hoped
he would remember his promise to show her the girigimself.

Because there was a bathing-pool in the grounassékes, she and
the boy used it in preference to the beach andsélae The beach
could only be reached from a twisting pathway dhearough steps
and this meant that one of the Mayas would haveatoy Tristao.



Jaine knew that Tristao hated any emphasis orahegress, and it
also seemed to her that the sea looked cold ugththis fact did not
seem to deter the Duque, and more than once sheahgtit sight of
him returning from a morning plunge, clad inforngalvith a towel
slung over his shoulders, and his hair as gleaiiack as a raven's
wing.

When she dined at his table in the evenings, he alaays very
formal, clad in a black dinner-jacket, or wearimgngtimes a crisp
white one that made him seem unnervingly big amkl.da

It had taken considerable nerve for Jaine to stadring the dresses
which he had forced upon her, but after taking phenge, and
selecting the most simplest gowns, Jaine felt @ de®y pleasure in
being so well dressed for those evenings in thepemy of the
Duque. His chef was an excellent one and thereavasys a variety
of dishes, some Portuguese, some deliciously Fremthsome that
were English ... to make her feel at home, or beedlne Duque had
developed a liking for roast beef and vegetablamdthis college
years in England.

She had known before coming here of the worldlg sifihis nature,
but she now learned how thoroughly cultured he wsknew a
tremendous amount regarding art, music and litezatdnd he
seemed quite happy to expand Jaine's horizon eilard to this
upper level of knowledge, which had never comewssr during her
years with Madge, who had been interested onlyertieatre of light
entertainment.

The Duque's extensive library was thrown open toeJand when
she sincerely thanked him, he dryly replied thatrtfore she learned
of the classics, the more Tristao learned.

Sometimes after dinner, which was always a leigungal in the
Latin tradition, for he was obviously a connoissefugood food and



excellent wine, they would go to his study for eeffinstead of
entering thesalawith its beautiful furniture, wide spaces, andjelat

carpets. The panelled walls of the study were thdk paintings,

engravings, landscapes and impressions carrieid the old and the
new forms. There wasn't one that didn't have neéntalue, and the
Duque seemed to enjoy letting Jaine in on the setmghat made a
painting a work of art.

In very short order she had grown to value thogmengs in his study
beyond gold or gems. She not only learned aboutipgiand books,
but she discovered a side to Pedro de Zanto whazmed her heart
as much as his physical presence thrilled her ¥diih her he had no
need to turn on his worldly charm. She was likeistipe notebook
which he could fill with fascinating facts. She washim, she felt
sure, a youthful Galatea whom he was pleased toldnoio a
smoother creation than the rather gauche one he flad
encountered.

After such an evening, wandering with him around &iudy, or
seated on the great couch upholstered in Arabidaiesdeather dyed
deep red as the skin of a pomegranate, Jaine Vieuddvake in her
bed and relive every moment, every nuance of hiseycevery
fleeting smile. She was his pupil as Tristao was.heit was only
when she was alone, in the secrecy of her bed,stmatturned a
restless, seeking face into her pillow, and fluagémpty arms across
the spaces of her big, carved, canopied bed.

She had loved, and now she liked what she loved, tha two
emotions combined were more exquisitely tormentivagh anything
in her life had ever been.

Came an evening when she paused to admire hisfoéadrquetry
desk, inlaid with exotic foliage and jungle creatur



'So you are intrigued by our jungle?' He had powedorandy into

bell glasses and he handed one to her; it hadria@@ng and the air
was tangy, and a fire had been lit in the big thedrth. The flames
cast shadows on the panelled shelves of bookspratite surface of
the oil paintings. The Duque, clad in his dark-plsmoking jacket,

took the huge armchair that matched the couch. pened a
jungle-wood box on the elbow-table beside his chad took from it

a cigar which crackled in his fingers and was botmnble of the best
tobacco-leaf. 'Are the strange pagan rhythms afrgle at night

beginning to affect you, Jaine? You have a seekmbcurious young
mind, and having discovered freedom for yoursedf) ywant a little

more, eh?'

A flame flared upwards to meet the end of his gibing and falling
as the rolled leaf took fire, revealing his featusnd then casting
them back into shadow. When they had entered tindy dte had
switched on the lights, which had faltered and diedmitivo had
come with candles in golden holders, and the Dingquexplained to
her that the power had failed, which it often digidg a rainfall.

Jaine didn't mind the candles; she liked the romdintker of them,
and the way they added to the atmosphere of tbis rbringing into
focus a topaz mask, the beauty and drama of adapdsa mosaic
bowl filled with black- purple orchids, and the bdy glasses
engraved in diamond point.

'l have been thinkingsenhor,that | should like to see a little of the
jungle,’ she admitted, curling down on the red bowath her
honey-coloured skirt spreading out around her.hd@rwas combed
Into short wings against her cheeks, and her eges dark as jade in
the candlelight. 'One can't live close to it antfeel fascinated by it.'

‘Very true,' he agreed, 'and | promise that yodi skea it when | find
the time to show you some of its interesting fesguisuch as the
beauty of a waterfall we call the Falling of Bitieears. But at present



| am busy with regard to the new crop of coffeenseand it may well
be that | shall have to be away for a few days,'-

As he said this, his brandy glass cupped in thenmdlhis hand and
gently swirled to release the bouquet, Jaine cgsick glance at his
face and found it enigmatic and faintly mysteriaughe flickering
gold candlelight. She wondered if he would confidé&er, her hope
that he would edged by her reluctance to hear pgalsof a woman;
a Brazilian like himself, dark and vivid, her roats deep in the lush
land as the flame trees and ttapihuethat climbed gaily around the
handsome trees.

Almost as if he read her thoughts he drawled qui&there are plants
in the jungle as alive as young animals, spicing #r with a
thousand indescribable scents. Beauty and danggtisede by side, a
tangle of silken flowers hiding the venomoaascabel,which is
brightly mottled, fierce and quick. Or one may coop®n a limpid
pool, so enticing in the heat and yet likely tarfested withpiranha,
the cannibal fish whose sharp teeth can fillet redhar a foot within
seconds. There are few things more fascinating @mranindian
fire-dance, but the entire performance is whollggraand erotic, for
fire is a female element and the dance is to wirfdeour.'

The Duque slowly smiled through the fine blue cartaf his cigar
smoke. 'l have never been able to decide whicind the more
exciting, a fire-dance performed among plagayaandcliontatrees,
or the real gipsy flamenco performed in a smokyaceHave you
ever seen a flamenco, Jaine?"

'‘Once in a film," she said, 'but | don't imaginattiwas really
authentic.'

'‘Hardly." A smile of faint irony arched his lipsThe true Latin
flamenco is a duel between a man and a woman netabition for
a cinema actress, stamping all over her partnees Wwith a rose



between her teeth. There is symbolism in the laatdnco, feeling
and soul, and a passionate awareness that worhantress and man
Is hunter. Woman the sea; man the lightning. Wothanearth and
the destiny; man the strength and the death.'

The Duque lounged in his great winged chair anddyss were
lidded, hawk-like as they dwelt upon Jaine.

'‘How young you are and how much there is for yodiscover for the
first time. Does the prospect not excite ymenin& Now that you
are no longer duty-bound to that aunt of yours?'

'l work for you,senhorso | owe you a certain amount of duty." Jain
lowered her gaze and fingered the green sash afrbss. 'l am not a
visitor in your home; | am here to work.'

‘And are you liking your work?' he asked dryly. t¥leave no regrets
about leaving civilization for the wilds of Brazillhere are ample -
compensations?'

'l still can't believe my luck,' she said ingenugu'$ think | am one of
those who are unhappy among crowds of people.wkneut could
do nothing about it - it is for yowsenhor,to be satisfied with my
work, for | find yourcastilho en el airenost beautiful and diverting.'

'‘My castle in the air,’” he murmured, blowing smdien his lips.
‘Built strong and golden amid the acres of coffie®d, a fortress
against the night and the enemy. It's a house washbeen loved
and hated by the women who have lived in it ovengbars, and it has
out-lived their laughter and their tears. | havenebmes wondered if
it is right or fair that golden stone should be eneternal than pale
and passionate flesh. Have you an opinion upon Geltatea?'

She was deeply startled that he should apply taheme she had
secretly called herself since he had taken it uporself to become



her tutor in the fine arts, refining the edges ef kducation, and
adorning her person with fine silk and supple velve

'l - I always think the flower more touching thdretvase, even if the
vase is priceless,' she said. 'So it is with ped@appose.’

'So it is with some people,' he amended. 'And hatmerely being
cynical because | have lived longer than you, Jand seen more of
the world, but it is amazing how life itself is iefted by the jungle.
There are the vines which strangle, the vines waddrn, and others
which have to be searched out from their hidinggtaand one has to
take great care with these, for often when expasedtie sun they
close in upon themselves, shrinking into their quetals and scent.
They are often happier left in hiding, for unlikeetexotics and the
climbers they have an inward beauty rather thaoudunward one; they
have deep hearts and they dread to expose thefmafioof the pain
that the more hardened jungle dwellers can inficthem. They seek
the shadows...yet in the sunlight they can emergestasgely
attractive.'

As the Duque said this he rose from his chair agdran hand he
walked to the red curtains and flicked them aditkestudied the rain
that was again falling in a steady stream, makiselfiheard on the
tiles of the patio outside the windows. 'l havegtbaway for a few
days, Jaine.' He swung round and stood framedmnalldark by the
long sweep of the curtains. 'l shall be leavingthio in your charge
and | feel confident you will look after him wel.ou will not be
nervous of being left at Goldenhawk among my Mayeople, with
only the boy?'

‘They're devoted to Tristao and getting used to she, said. 'I'll take
good care of himsenhor.'

'l am grateful, Jaine.' He stood a moment studyiregash that was
dark on the end of his cigar, then he re-crossedtidy and laying



the cigar in the groove of an ashtray on his deslgpened a drawer
of the desk and took from it a small black boxndawatched him, not
really interested in the box, her mind fixed upadmevre he might be
going and with whom he might be staying during éhtesv days of
absence from Goldenhawk. Her gaze took in the wibg of his
cuff-link and the lean strength of his hands in daadlelight. His
hands, she thought, had the ruthless beauty otttm$¥e seen in
paintings by the old masters ... would they soorobetiing another
woman? Would they be as exciting to feel as theyevi@ look at?

He moved from the desk and seemed to approachitii®ws again,
and then she felt her pulses give a jolt as heosged silently
behind her and she felt his fingers warm againssheulder.- '‘Don't
jump like that.' His lowered voice seemed to rashis throat. 'l am
not a puma coming at you from out of the jungle.’

'Y-you walk like one, without sound." She triedsfoeak lightly, but
her heart felt so shaken ... she didn't want higotaway, but she had
no right to want anything from Pedro de Zanto. $fas merely his
son'sconfianca,and here she was both thrilled and frightenediby |
fight touch upon her shoulder. Then his hand maedithere was a
soft weight and a warm glow in the pool of her #tr@nd his fingers
deftly clasped the chain to which the object waachied.

Jaine glanced down wildly and there against hek heag a carved
green jewel; a deep and flawless green that wasestlalive, with
buried in the heart of it a stormy blazing fire.

‘A dragon stone to keep dragons from your doortifzavied. He
circled the couch until he stood in front of héen taking her by the
hands he drew her to her feet and made her coméiaicandlelight.
His eyes had a gold and piercing quality as theglden the carved
stone against the white skin of her neck. 'Yess, tihe colour of your
eyes, and it almost seems to shimmer to find itzgHinst the soft
warm skin of a woman after so long hidden awaysrblack velvet



bed. Well, Jaine, you seem a trifle stunned. Whatehl done,
embarrassed your independent youth and shynessving g/ou
something when it isn't your birthday?'

'‘But - what is it?' She looked at him with wildlpeertain eyes. 'Is it
valuable,senhor ?'

'S0-s0,' he shrugged his shoulders. 'A minor dragfone, pretty
enough, but nothing that need give your virginabicence a shock. |
am not decking you in finery in order to excite nakish impulses. |
am feeling avuncular and | have noticed that yock léhose

gew-gaws so much delighted in by the female sex!tou care for
the trinket, Jaine, when it seems to take suclsplean being part of
your person?'

'When | - | first came here, Tristao remarked thatMayas call the
emerald a dragon stone.' Her fingers were tenggnitie warm, lean
clasp of the Duque's fingers; to him an emerald o=@y a stone
because he had wealth, but to her it was a smélirfe and weighted
with all those decadent stories of girls who aceeguch gifts from
men. Her fingers began to fight for their releasetlsat she might
remove the pendant, and at once he sensed hetiont@nd his hold
upon her became impossible to break.

'It's an emerald,' she gasped. 'l can't - won't—"'

‘Ah, but you willl" His gaze dominated her, heldr like a moth
struggling on the shaft of a golden pin. 'l willltgou something - a
man in my position finds few opportunities to exqwehis thanks
because he can usually afford to pay for whatesefice is required
by him. In the case of Tristao | could search tagt low for the right
person to care for him, at this particular timéimlife. | am thanking
you for placing yourself at the disposal of my soot merely in the
capacity of companion and teacher but as a frisatheone he can
trust and turn to should anything - Miss Dare,'lasds gripped and



shook her, 'we live in -unsettled times, but accmust have someone
close by who remains always calm, loving, and wmdfr These
attributes you have, and | require them for Tristaw so to the devil
with the possible worth of what | hang about ydumoat. It is an
adornment, but if at any time you need money\tasth selling.’

Abruptly his grip was no longer that of a jailemdaguite purposely he
drew her hands against the breast of his velvéejaand held them
there. 'Look upon the gem in that capacity, Jdigeze it to you, for
jewels are a currency in any part of the world, iehs a banknote can
lose its value in a day. It is my way of compensgaiiou should your
stay in my country become suddenly - terminatets #n assurance
that you will not want, or have to return to somecangenial
occupation with people not congenial to you. Dasayl that you have
found our company congenial?’

He held her gaze as he spoke, and though his egmessgrious, his
lips weren't stern. Though his grip was firm, itsmd painful any
longer.

'‘No,' she murmured, 'it isn't uncongenial workingyou,senhor.'
'l am right to assume that you have a fondnes$ristao?’

'Yes,senhor.With a sort of inward desperation she schooleddus
and her body, both of which could have betrayed Bbe/felt about
the Duque himself. 'l have grown fond of your sowl & can only
hope that my work here will continue for some tilhdo understand
that if you should marry | would not be required.’

You think | have marriage on my mind - once agakh® looked at
her with quizzical eyes. 'And who will be my bridisine? Do you
imagine | carry a still blazing torch for your setiue cousin?’

'l - I wouldn't know what sort of lasting effecsaductive woman has
upon a man,' she replied, but in her heart Jaingeskthat whoever it



was who called him away from Goldenhawk it was m&t cousin.
This call was more primitive, with the pagan rhythaf Brazil in it.
Her cousin had been an interlude in his life; adgoltoy for the
amusement of Tristao at Goldenhawk - but a while, adhen Pedro
had said that he was to be absent for a few dhgse thad been a
smouldering flame of excitement in his eyes, asaoman who
couldn't resist whoever - whatever called him away.

'l do assure you, Jaine,' he said dryly, 'that wiheéecide to marry |
shall make a point of telling you about it. As ysay, when that day
arrives you will no longer be required ascanfiancain my
household. There, | am frank with you, for | knowuy prefer
frankness to evasiveness.'

'l do, senhor,'she said, and her voice was more bravely steay tl
her feelings were. They felt painfully, tortuoudipaken, and she
knew that if the Duque didn't soon release herploely itself would
start to shake and he would guess that she wasaeraldy stirred up
and he was the cause of it.

*You shouldn't really give me the emerald,' sheertaal voice sound
polite and governess-like, 'but as | know you'lsish, being an
obstinate man, | should like to go and look ahithe mirror. May |,

please?’

'‘By all means, Jaine.' With a sort of amused mackerslowly let go
of her hands., 'When obstinacy deals with obstitheye is always a
bit of a battle, eh?"

‘And the biggest always has to win." Jaine walledhe door and
opened it. There was a big scrolled wall-mirroithe hall and she
could feel the tremor in her legs as she walkedatdw it, lit by

candles in wall sconces of scrolled iron, so theitshe became
reflected in the mirror a kind of witchery seemedaling around her
figure, finding silky lights in her hair and stroky green shadows



over her pale skin, facets of light flung out frone gem that clung
and gleamed on a fine gold chain in the open neekbf the
honey-coloured dress.

'Is that me?' Jaine wondered, and she had the toddesation of
gazing upon a stranger there in the baroque ntieneath the ceiling
frescoes of deep smouldering colours. That wasrrlanee Dare, but
someone dressed in another woman's gown, weaoga@her neck
an emerald that like everything else was only beea. All of this
was borrowed out of time, this love for a Duques thomantic
candlelight and the rustle of rain and brocade, #ndl elusive
attraction lent to her by her rare surroundingstand beautiful jewel
she could never keep.

For several mystic moments she was reflected alortee mirror,
and then all at once she shared it with the imgpé$igure of the
Duque. He towered head and shoulders behind haneasis, the
plum-velvet of his jacket a dark rich frame for gmowy ruffles of
his shirt, and a gleam of rubies at his cuffs.

'‘How slight you really are," he said, and his eggshey dwelt upon
her mirrored eyes had something almost sombreemthYou have
SO0 much spirit, Jaine, that a man is inclined togdéd how very
unprotected you are by your youth and sensitiviiyd yet - yet |

would swear that | could depend upon you in a €rmtter than
anyone - it is only the flesh which is fragile, eh?

'l like to think so,senhor,'she said quietly. "You need never fear fc
Tristao while you are away from home. It wasn't oticowardice
that | stayed all that time with my aunt.’

'‘No,' he agreed, 'you felt it was your duty. Somexehn your history
there is a martyr and a fighter ... just look as trery straight spine.'
He drew a finger very lightly down her backboned & wasn't to



know that to Jaine it was like the touch of ligtire from the nape of
her neck to just below her waist.

‘And somewhere along the line," his teeth glimmgieditch flew in
and gave you a pair of bewitching eyes. Well, Jameat do you
think of your pendant?’

'l should be very hard to please if | didn't likesenhor.It's kind of
you to let me wear it—'

‘Madre de densHis eyes glittered. 'Once and for all, | am né&tred
man, meninazinhaWhatever | do, it is not done to be benevolent.
did not bring you to Goldenhawk because | was ifigetharitable,
nor did | give you the emerald because | was fgedantimental.' His
hands gripped her shoulders and he swung her ¢éohiag, and his
glance as it went over her seemed to graze hefil&kéNow don't be
mock-modest or you will thoroughly annoy me. Ifengbecomes a
woman, then it should belong to her. Come, adrmaitybu liked what
you saw in that mirror, or | shall shake the trath of you.'

'‘No, you aren't kind,' she said, and she tiltedchar at him and gave
a slight smile. "You have an artistic eye and ewédambleconfianca
must be made to blend with all the lovely objeais f1ave collected
around you. You gave me dresses, but | had no jewelear with
them, so you gave me a jewel. | thank y@enhorbut | can't pretend
to myself that | have suddenly become beautiful.’

'Is that what you wish in your heart, that you wbeautiful?' He
stared down at her and it seemed to Jaine théfttteehis lip denoted
his amusement.

'It is comical, isn't it?' she said? 'Like the clowvishing to play
Hamlet, but | used to wonder, sometimes, whatlitlilee to be as
pretty as my cousin. To have heads turn in thesti® have men in
love with me, sending me flowers and chocolated, taking me to



first nights at the ballet. Yes, between the agss«een and twenty |
was hungry to know what it felt like to be as dasle as Laraine, and
then at a party of my aunt's | heard a man malemark about me
which brought me very quickly to my senses. | daingam silly
dreams any more, and all | saw in that mirror wgdaan young
woman in masquerade, wearing a dress not hersagedel that
must eventually belong to your bride, or your samgen the time
comes. | might accept a bit of green glass, buanameraldsenhor.
It belongs here at Goldenhawk. I'll wear it herghwleasure, if you
want that, but when | go away - wedlenhor there will be no more
evenings such as these, no time, no place for éaserand as for
selling it - that would be sacrilege! While a gudn type she can
always earn a living.'

Jaine spoke bravely enough, as if she believedyenverd, but her
heart sank like a stone at the thought of dailyt@cnwith a machine
after knowing someone as alive and vital as Pedrdahto. Yet it
had to be! It was inevitable! He had said himsk#Htther time at
Goldenhawk had a limit to it; that she would not tesuired
indefinitely asconfiancato the boy: as Galatea to the master.

Oh God, her heart so loved the strange and saeaggybof it all - the
fiery flowers, the huge silky magnolias, the tr@pisinging birds that
came to the patios each morning, where the growkedih the
jacaranda trees was matted with fallen petals ftben beautiful
mauve flowers, big as foxgloves. She could smelltémgo vine and
see the violet- eared, ruby-throated hummingbirdislwg in and out
of that golden-orange vine they so loved. Petats the aroma of
coffee, and the Duque striding through the archir@y the stables,
clad in close white trousers and a tan shirt ordlgade darker than his
skin, in his hand a silver-shafted whip. Her enbeeng seemed to
know him, so upright, so inimitable, the kind ofg@n who came just
once into a life like hers, with his fierce gracelgride.



Jaine saw the future as through a grey cloud, desfcany magic, but
she had to speak brightly of it, she had to pretaatwhen the time
came to leave she wouldn't mind too much. She daohéd that this
man was kind in his own fashion and he might feehhd a duty to
find her a place as companion in another housebaldhe wouldn't
want to stay in Brazil if she had to live apartfrdim and Tristao. It
would be better to leave altogether this land wiieeegolden eagles
fought in the skies, and where the golden-eyed prtoamed the
jungle.

Despite the lightness of her voice, her eyes mastehshown a
shadow, for all at once the Duque took her chirhis hand and tilted
her face to the sway and gleam of the candleliyidhat is it?' he
asked. 'Do you see a future without love in it? oo fear there is
never going to be a young man to turn his headive you flowers
and sweets?"'

'It won't matter,' she said. 'lI've outgrown allttt@mantic foolishness,
and I've accepted what has to be. It doesn't lmurhigch once you
accept what you lack - it's fighting it that hurts.

'‘And what exactly is it that you lack?' In the shf play of the

candles his face was faintly satanic, and higafid had slid down to
grip her waist. 'Attraction is a strange thimgenina.Sometimes it
exerts a pull upon a person quite against his'will.

'‘But | - I'm not attractivesenhor. Her breath was coming quickly,
half with fear of where this moment was leadindf ivth panic that
he would sense her acute reaction to his physiostness.

'‘And what has led you to this amazing and totalgé assumption?'
His voice dropped lower and he brought his darktliataunting,
pulse-quickening, dangerous face closer to hethashe seemed to
be pulled into his tawny eyes, even as her bodypudled into his
arms. It was all so tormentingly real, and yet soywnreal. She



could feel the hard, masculine warmth of him, y&at &wn body felt
boneless and weightless, as if composed only oeser

'It isn't false—' she shook her head. 'l overhsardeone say - it was
a man, that | had no appeal to - to men. I'm siatiebeing silly, and
you're enjoying all this - tormenting me. It isfédir, senhor.Don't
look at me like that! | won't be mesmerized by y¥ou know your
power over people—'

'‘But very transparently you don't know yoursgnina.Who was this
man, and what exactly did he say?'

'It was at a party, at my aunt's flat.'

‘A theatrical party, eh?’

‘Yes. Aunt Madge knows mainly theatre people.’

‘And are you certain it wasmanwho made this remark about you?
'Of course I'm sure it was a man.'

'You do understand me, Jaine? There are men, anel dine the other
sort - what exactly did this creature say about?/ou

'He said - oh, can't you guess? He implied thaas$nit the type to
appeal sexually to any man. A sort of pixie, barrsit upon a shelf,
and to hop off every now and again in order toh#owashing up and
the clearing up, for my bit of bread and a sixpence

'So!" The Duque held her mesmerized despite hetSelfthat is it,
some fop from out of the sexual shadows sees samgatinusual in
you but cannot put a true name to it. Shall I, daighall | tell you that
you are a white-skinned young witch, with eyes géey mysterious
green? That you have an elusiveness that setspati feom those
candy-box young women who are really more passiven t



passionate? You may not know that the true flowgrassion is a
pale one.'

His smile was enigmatic as he ran a finger down lithe of her
cheekbone to the corner of her mouth. 'It was taéle, little witch,
that stones be flung at you.'

‘Thank you for telling me.' Her only defence agaimsn was to be
pert. 'And now may | creep off to my incantatiohs®n rather tired,
for | haven't yet grown used to your hot Brazildays.'

‘Tell me, will you regard this as a stone flungyat?' His fingers
were at the emerald, so that she almost criedosha felt his touch
against the bare and sensitive skin of her neekarh you, Jaine, if
you attempt to fling it back at me, there will lbe tdevil to pay.'

‘The devil in you,senhor?'She braved his eyes, whose quizzici
lights seemed to send quivers of feeling all thiohgr, from her neck
to the very heels of her feet.

'Yes, meninazinhathere is with a female a time to be subtle and
time to be savage, and though it suited me to lileswhen |
suggested that you wear these very becoming goathsrrthan let
them hang in a closet, | am insisting that you ptttee pendant.' His
arm tightened painfully around her, and the indoégewas replaced
In his eyes by a hard gold implacability. 'The eagéhas nothing to
do with the jewels which a Zanto bride would beegivo wear. It is
old - quite as old as this house - being one ofitiegems mined out
of Brazilian soil by the first Duque Pedro to likere. It was meant
for the woman he never had the good fortune to yndaut it was
given to her and used by the Wailing Doves to foandrphanage
for Indian children, at which time it passed inte keeping of a rich
Chilean, and it remained with him until a finanaiailsis caused him
to sell it to a Russian countess. At the time o thvolution it
finished up in France, where at the end of the Gi&a it became the



property of a German baron. He took it home tochsstle in Styria,
where once again it remained for some years, astidden failure of
the wine crop, when it was sold to a producer ofenn Portugal. As
you know, Jaine, | was in Portugal a few months, agal | saw the
gem in this man's collection objets d'artand | recognized it. | made
a bid for it, but he would not sell. However, beegporting man he
challenged me to name the vintage years of sixisobast wines -
need | add that the jewel cost me quite a headache!

'‘And after all that you want me to have it?' Pexjpyeand pleasure
were all mixed up in Jaine, and then she quivesal@ndle went out
in a puff of smoke and a shadow seemed to fall thesDuque's face.

'It belongs to someone like you, for in the begngnt was mined and
cut for someone like you. Innocent at heart, kind aacrificing. |
give it to you now, Jaine, because all is not rigtth this green-gold
Eden of ours, and | may have to send you away gqudeenly. It is a
good gem, and in its time has been used for gogabpes. Keep it! It
Is yours!'

His tone of voice was explicit, his command was teobe argued
with, and as he settled the gem in the pool ofrfemk he suddenly
bent his head and kissed her on her startled moutblding her lips
with his until surprise gave way to a shafting stness in the very
marrow of her bones.

She surrendered to his kiss knowing he kissed éeause she was
young, female, uncertain of her own appeal, ang wauch at the
mercy of life, as lonely people are.

That she loved him, and felt the assault of theg¢ e didn't know,
and wouldn't know. She held herself forcibly stilhis arms ... while
love like a velvet, tearing paw reached out andc&tthrough her
skin, to her bones, and her very heart.



She pulled free and blindly she turned away andutin a blur of
tears, snatching at her skirts with her handsflsdeacross the hall to
the stairs, and like a creature in a dream shevitout stumbling
from the one person in all the world with whom sfented to stay.

How hard it was to run... how easy it would haverbé& fling her
arms about his neck and be carried off alone wiith i only for an

hour ... regardless of tomorrow ... regardles$aft other girl he had
put out of his life, the one who had given him Ta

She found her room as a hunted vixen finds its &d there in a

smother of honey brocade she huddled on her bkednad clenched

about the emerald which anotlierquein another time had given to a
nun. In the strangest way it had acted like artais ... but it seemed
such cold, hard comfort as Jaine crouched uporgteat bed and

heard the rain beating against the windows.

Her body still felt the impress of a pair of hamina... her lips still
ached sweetly..



CHAPTER TEN

THE Duque left quite suddenly, without sayiag revoirto Jaine. It

was Tristao who told her that his father had coonki$ bedroom in

the early hours and finding him awake had saidhkdtad to go away
- on business - for about a week.

'Papa asked me to be goa#nhorinha,and not to cause you any
torment.’

‘As if you would,amigo.' She smiled, but inwardly she felt hurt
almost a stranger again, whom Pedro seemed tadftiaatten on the
eve of his departure. That interlude of the otlveneng might never
have been, were it not for the emerald itself. ®bee it continually,
for fear of losing it; it lay beneath the collarlodr blouse during the
day, and by dusk fall the gem was so softly wammmficontact with
her skin that it had an almost magical lustre. Beealaine had never
been given very much she had been terribly undauratkeeping the
pendant, but within a very short time it seemedtetong to her as
nothing in her life ever had. It seemed to attdsélfi to her person,
and during the few days before he left for his th@ Duque made no
direct reference to it, only now and again didtaigny eyes rest upon
the soft green glow of the gem.

With that innate courtesy, bred into the very baofdam, he made it
possible for Jaine to accept the emerald, and #be thought how
significant it was that like her love the gem wisayreen!

Goldenhawk felt strangely empty to Jaine after Dlugue had left;
she kept expecting to see him, strolling back frosnearly morning
swim, or striding in from the direction of the sebafter he had been
riding the rounds of the coffee-tree acres. How gbe glinted on
those miles of trees, with their glossy dark-grisaves and brilliant
red berries. A single acre of good coffee-treeklgie a ton of beans.
And then there was the plantation of silk-cotte@es, and upriver the



fine forest of rosewood trees, whose oil was refiaad used in the
finest perfume.

It often occurred to Jaine that the Duque had atgteal of his capital
tied up in the Goldenhawk estate, and becausershe that he was
far from happy with the political situation in Brezshe wondered

during those long hot days what would eventuallgdoee of the

lovely old place. He had admitted that nothing p@snanent; he had
said only the other evening that all was not wethwheir green-gold

Eden.

Jaine glanced about her as she sat with Tristabeomeranda paved
in coloured mosaics. Right now everything seeme/ély (if she

didn't allow herself to wonder who Pedro was wigfint this moment)

and there was the boy, looking tanned and lit,ifeged woodpecker
with a crest of bright red feathers. She smilethadoy turned to her,
his eyes like gold slanting leaves in his puckestef Again she was
struck by how like he was to that portrait of haaipg aunt, who was
now far away in a Portuguese nunnery. Now and dgaimentioned

his Tia Maria, as he called her, and he often kawl pretty she was
in her big starched coif with the silver cross agaher robe.

'l wish,' said Tristao, 'that we could go to thextie today. It's very
hot, senhorinhaand we would be ever so cool down there.'

‘Justus would have to carry you,' she said, temipgéesielf to plunge
into that cool blue ocean, for when it was thisthetpool caught the
sun and the water became tepid. 'l couldn't allow tp walk down,
amigo,for if you had a fall and badly hurt yourself, ydather would
be fearfully angry with me.’

‘Are you afraid of him?' Tristao limped over to h&o secure in the
Duqgue's affection to have even a shadow of anofl@dat it would
be like to arouse his anger. 'But | have seen mmiirgy with you,
Jaine. | think he quite likes you.'



'Yes, he quite likes me,' she said dryly, 'butdwve$ youcaro, and |
daren't let anything happen to you. If | agreedalgwn to the beach,
then you mustn't kick up a fuss if | ask Justugday you on his
shoulders. He's a strong boy and sure-footed aatad only wish he
could carry me as well down that stony pathway.'

Tristao laughed gleefully at the picture, and geaibh golden passion
fruit as they made their way indoors in order tem their bathing
costumes and to inform Justus that he was reqtoract as porter for
thesenhorito.They walked along under the long-roofed, shadyepwe
of the veranda, past a massy curtain of mauve floaved in through
one of the latticed doorways, and Jaine thought imb@nsely deep
must be the love of this place in someone who reshlborn here.
Her fingers trailed over the carved cedarwood, whiad the strength
and sheen of chased silver, and a strange premondok hold of
her.

Something was in the air ... an intangible shadwoat tould not be
seen but only felt. She drew Tristao to her sidéhayg crossed the
hall. 'Should we go?' she asked. "While your fathemway?"'

‘You promised, Jaine.' Tristao glanced up at heh weproachful
eyes. 'I'm not a baby any more, and | want to grpwo be as brave as
Papa. Primitivo says that Papa is one of the malsnt men in the
whole of Brazil, and | have to live up to him. Biss, there are no
waves in the pool, and | like being tossed up andon the waves.
The only thing | don't like is being carried - awtien my leg gets
stronger | will never, never be carried again!

‘All right," she smiled, moved by the boyish pleaad the adoring
wish that he be as much like his father as possiiteo could blame
him for the hero-worship? She herself was equallytivated, and
with little chance of ever seeing the boy grow iatdean young
charmer, with a pair of wickedly seductive eyed shke had wasow,
and that had to be made the most of.



'You go and find Justus,’ she said. 'I'll fetch $b&s and towels, and
then I'll see if we can take a picnic to the bedshit is such a warm
day we might as well have our lunch down on thelsan

‘You are mybom companheirand | love you!" Tristao flung his arms
about Jaine and hugged her with all his ardentsbastrength. 'l love
to eat the cold food on the ground, using justfthgers and not
having to bother with knives and forks. Can we hewlel eggs and
drumsticks and olives and cheese—?'

‘Yes, yes,' she laughed, hugging him in return. W try and
wheedle out of the chef all the nice things we tikeat, and today we
will be a pair of beachcombers.'

He limped away eagerly in search of the Mayan bay, Jaine felt a
catch at her heart as she gazed after him. Shetakesgreat care of
him, for the Duque was trusting her with the moscpus of his
possessions; the small human being who meant radrientthan all
the treasures of Goldenhawk.

About half an hour later they were on their way daw the beach,
with Tristao comfortably settled on the strong dtets of Justus,
and Jaine carrying the suits, beach towels, anlebad food, to
which the chef, a genial man, had added a flasges€ool pineapple
juice.

As a sweet, wild wind blew off the sea towards daind fluttered her
hair and her skirt of dragon-red, she felt a stgrof pleasure made
acute by a certain underlying ache. It was suchazzlohg day;
everything looked so blue-green and gorgeous, gefl@stao's
laughter floated to her, she felt the flawed pédidecin it all. The
Dugue himself was far away, and because love hadbhshed her
instincts where He was concerned she felt quitaicethat it wasn't a
business affair that involved him. His plantatiovesre too well run,
his products too good to need his personal salesm@anShe had



tasted the Goldenhawk coffee, wore at this momeskirh made of
the silk-cotton from the estate, and on her drgstable there stood a
flagon of the perfume to which the jacaranda oitl fedded its
precious, subtle ingredient.

She paused on the pathway to the rockbound bayvatched the
silvery swoop of the long smooth waves... they wasehythmic as
the beating of the heart, following an age-old glesihat never
varied. And above them in the sky flew the sea-lsawkth
widespread wings, dark and graceful against thiel \alue.

Her heart, her mind, her vision, all were captidalby the tropical
beauty that seemed so inviolable. She closed he=s @yd took into
herself this moment in time... whenever in the fafwhen this day
was long over and she was no longer in Brazil, weld hold
captive forever this blue bay overlooked by thedsowith the golden
walls and the green gardens. She would hear thargkthe birds as
they called, and forever on the wind the child ohan much loved
would cry to her:

'‘Come alongsenhorinhalWe are leaving you behind.’

The words caught at her heart, for they seemedgstha prophetic.
'I'm coming, amigo,'she called in answer to the boy, making he
voice seem merry and light. 'I'm just looking a¢exhing, for it is so
very beautiful today.'

'Girls are always daydreaming,' Tristao yelled nRiustus! Run the
rest of the way!'

'‘No!" she cried. "You will be careful with that hastus! You will be
very careful!’

Jaine hurried after the two boys and it was she sthmbled on the
old worn steps and nearly tipped head-first to Ibleach, saving
herself by clutching at a rope of liana growing fsatn the cliffside.



The world dropped away at the side of the clifte ithe ocean itself,
and Jaine felt a momentary horror that she hadvatioTristao to
come down here.

Anyway, he and Justus were safely down on the sairtie beach, a
sun-shot crescent enclosed in rocks almost theucalbred ochre,
the ivory-coloured sands lapped by water as clsaaraunflawed
turquoise, its surface no doubt warmed by the tmotsit with cooler
depths that would be like bathing in a deep gobfePernod over
champagne. It was a drink which Jaine had nevézddwerself, but
she had seen her aunt drink it more than once,tlaaidsea was
exactly the same colour, with far out on the harizosheer jag of
silver.

It was a secluded, rugged stretch of beach, andithveas filled with
high-flung spray where the rocks were large ands#aegushed over
them.

As she reached the sands she saw Tristao busilpvieg his

sandals, and she was about to suggest that heistsis do stay with
them, when the Indian boy slid past her, with ig grin, and went
running back up the steps to the headland.

'He could have stayed with us,’ she said to Tristaer gaze

measuring the width of those long silver comberse $ouldn't

disappoint Tristao by not allowing him to go inteetwater, but she
would have to insist that they took only a shopt and spent most of
their time on the beach itself. She dare not lgtlang happen to him,
for all she had of Pedro was his trust in her wagpard to his son. If
she broke that trust, her life itself would be aekan thing.

‘Justus has no love of the sea,' Tristao was n@iyqulling off his
shirt. 'He much prefers the jungle, being a redidnpatricio,as | am
Portuguese. It is in the Portuguesenhorinhato have a love of the
sea. Papa says that the old captains of Portugedwkred much of



the world, for they were very enterprising and adueous. He says
that is why we are friends with the British, for wsave much in
common.'

‘Your father has a great love of Portugal, hase;tamigo?' She
helped the boy off with his shorts and assisted intm his bathing
trunks.

'Sim, senhorinhaTristao smiled into her eyes. 'My grandmother we
from there, and Papa has a sort of house at Edtasicastellated and
it is where myavozinhdived, and it has a splendid park, with lovel
waterfalls and little bridges humped over streafsd there is a
dovecote paved all over with blue and gaililejos.'

'It sounds like a castle,’ Jaine smiled. 'And \@®gtty.'

It is,' said Tristao earnestly. 'But in my healdve Goldenhawk, for
it is like no other house in the world, and the amd=storil is like
many others in Portugal. | want always to live aldenhawk, and
when | grow up | shall ride about the plantatioea$apa does, and ga
on puma hunts into the jungle, and attend the imdauncils. That is
a very great honour - don't you thirdenhorinhathat my papa is a
very nice man?"'

'‘Quite the nicest | have ever met,’ she said, stgothe ruffled hair
back off the boy's brow, and smiling into the golded eyes. 'Now
promise me you won't dare go into the water antdwait for me to
change into my swimsuit. | shall be angry, Trisidgou disobey me,
for while your father's away you are in my completarge, and I've
given my word thakll let no harm come to you. After all, you aré al
the family he has.’

‘There is mytia at the convent," Tristao gave a mischievous grane
as he reached out and touched Jaine on the chiéely. are brother
and sister, you know.'



'l know that, imp, but your Aunt Maria isn't allodi/@any more to give
her time and her affection to her immediate fam@ye is now a
servant of the church and owes her first allegiaiocthe order to

which she belongs.; Your father can't enjoy her gamy any more,
not in the way he used to. They can't go ridingetbgr, or enjoy
concerts and parties together.. You are his whide Tristao, and

since your accident he is concerned that nothinges@re should
happen to you again. | believamnigo,that he would strangle me if |
allowed anything to happen to you while he's avWdgw stay just

here and play about with the sand while | chandpnioiethat big rock,

the one that looks like a red knight with his hebdpped off.'

'‘And who chopped it off?' Tristao wanted to know.

‘Your papa, | shouldn't wonder, as he'll chop offenif you get
yourself drowned. You wouldn't want that to happemme, would
you?'

'‘No, because you have a nice smooth head likec&ltita's wing and
your eyes have a sort of smile in them all the tiamal | like the way
you say things in your funny voice.' Tristao gaaétier with sudden
solemnity. 'Will you be very old when | grow up,fbohad thought
about marrying you, Jaine.'

‘That's very nice of you, Tristao, and I'm terrifigttered," she said,
with equal seriousness, 'but | shall be quite anidg then, and you'll
want a young and pretty girl for your wife.'

'‘How old are you now?' he asked.

'I'm twenty-two,amigq and you can work out for yourself the gree
difference in our ages.'

He did his sums, but didn't seem too put off by glap of sixteen
years. 'l've never seen any other girl with eyegratty as yours,' he
said. 'And | expect | shall look old for my age,thlwiall the



responsibilities | shall have. | shall be like pawéh those little lines
in my face, that sort of get deeper when he snidesyou think | look
like my papasenhorinha?'

'‘Let me see,' she took his young face in her handsstudied' the
olive-skinned features that were more delicate floaceful. 'Yes, |

see the family resemblance, Tristao. You have eyes yourself, just
like your Aunt Maria's, but here in the point ofuyachin is the cleft
that will get deeper as you grow older and thenwiiue very much

like your father.'

‘Your voice went all shaky when you said that - Iwilyou are
frightened of my big father then | promise not ig swimming
until you are ready. But do hurry up!

'Ready in a jiffy!" She ran behind the rock she imalicated and very
quickly peeled off her clothes and stepped into tmank-brown,
one-piece bathing suit. She didn't bother abowtpa for she had no
expensive hair-do to spoil, and she smiled to heaseshe recalled
the elaborate rituals Madge and Laraine had indulgavhen they
went sunbathing. There were the protective lotminthe fair skin, a
selection of a spot on the beach within sight amdnd of male
admirers, and the absolute necessity of beingioléite most stylish
bathing suit. White sharkskin for Madge, and anestehing bikini
for Laraine, neither of whom ever got wet, unlessuscular cavalier
dripped sea-water over the luscious limbs.

Needless to say Jaine had cared more about thal atpuin the
ocean, and as she ran to join Tristao she cowl@ittto feel the sting
of the water on her bare legs.

In the water the boy was unhampered by his weakHdagall the
same Jaine kept very close to him and though hatbetn alone she
would have swum further out and kept in the watager, for it had
an invigorating buoyancy that was like being bouhae champagne



bubbles, she called a halt before he got tirediehé hunt for shells
where the pale sand was pushed into small dunesmairbe rocks.
Some of the shells were quite large and had agzhprtettiness, and
Jaine told the boy that if they found enough ofihshe would stick
them all over a cigar-box - she felt sure the Dugoald have one of
those Romeo y Juliette boxes tossed carelesslyhistavastepaper
basket - and turn it into a memento; a shell-bat thould always
remind her of today.

Tristao handed her an orchid-pink shell with brostmpes, and his
eyes asked a pensive question of her.

'‘Not yet, my darling." She gently touched the tabgft in his chin.
'‘But you have to realize that when your father desito send me
away | must go, for life is never just as we wishNe have to store
up the hours of happiness so that we can always baeck and
remember them on a rainy day, or when we arerihte®o well. If
we had too much joy, I think it might be too muolbear. We have to
take the rough with the smooth; the sweet withiitter, and that is
what makes real people of us, able to endure tiee pad to distil
every grain of pleasure, from the warm sands aadé#a-shells, and
the pineapple juice in our picnic basket. Shalhaee some now? I'm
awfully thirsty.'

'l -1 don't want you to go away - not ever,' hetenad. 'When Papa
returns from his trip | shall ask him never to sgiod away. If he
married you—"'

‘Tristao!" The very words were strangely shockimaf, because they
came from a child, but they struck at the very hefjaine's hopeless
dream.'Duquesdon't marry girls like meamigo.| work for my
living, and | haven't even the pretence of a pritte. You mustn't
ever say to your father what you have just sardédbWhy, if you did
that, then | should have to run away.'



'‘Why?' he asked obstinately. 'You are a girl, aet marry girls, and
| think you are nice to look at. Your eyes are gréke that jewel
around your neck, and your feet are most pretty.'

‘You, my lad, are the precocious son of a precaciather.' Jaine had
to grin as she led him to where the picnic baskated in the shade
of a palm tree, leaning and whispering and casjmdery shadows. 'l
appreciate your admiration of my feetmigo, but grown-up men
don't take wives on account of their toes beingighit. It's usually the
face they see first, and only small boys and pujums like mine.’

He giggled when she said that. 'Oh, Jaine, youdusuey!

‘That's just what I've been telling yauijo.I'm a sort of pixie, and I'd
disappear in a puff of green smoke if you ever tvwea word of
wanting me - of all people - for your father's wifd make a glorious
sort ofditquesa,now wouldn't I? Can you picture me in a coronet
She snatched up her straw sombrero and plantgdataly on top of
her head. 'Her Excellency the Duchess Jaine, reedwar her
straight toes and her straight hair, with a dastheflrish blarney in
her, which her relations take for sauce and hemdis take for

pepper.’

Jaine did a jig around the palm tree, playing to&vo even as she
longed to be a Juliet, possessed of a rare chatrsthenchanted a
man that even death was only a moment of hesitdiedare they
were together again. Dream love, epic romancepahgdto be found
in books, which was both a consolation, and afliesolation which
Jaine was -too good an actress ever to reveal.

It was funny, but she had never given it a thotigat she might have
a bit of Madge's talent for acting in her boneg,dluat once she had
discovered her talent and was glad of it. She cailidays amuse
Tristao, and always hide her true self from the Bjcand no one



would ever know what joy, what torment, what feértlee lonely
future lay in her heart.

‘Shall we have our lunch now?' she asked Tristier ¢hey had

guenched their thirst with a glass each of thectrls juice crushed
from sweet, ripe pineapples. He nodded eagertlaegset to work

on their picnic of cold wings of roast turkey, bigmatoes,

hard-boiled eggs, juicy black olives, sliced saesaigd meat patties.
Tristao ate with appetite, sprawled out on the waamds, with the
sun on his legs.

'Did you used to have many picnics when you wergéngland?' he
asked Jaine, biting into a shelled egg with a filidsok in his eyes.
‘This is the nicest way in all the world to havedh, | think.'

'It is good,' she agreed. 'l never went on a piesiaice as this one
before; my aunt always invited dozens of people @rey'd bring
record-players and bottles of wine and make aflnbse. A picnic is
for being lazy and peaceful atete-a-tetdike we are.’

He nodded, and then said wistfully: 'l wish Papaengere with us.
He would enjoy it, for he likes cold sausage amesl | wonder what
he is doing right now? Do you think he is very bhusyd has forgotten
all about us?'

'I'm sure he never forgets about yamigo.You are always in his
thoughts, for you belong to him as no one elseheaworld does.
Mmmm, these meat patties are awfully good, with fine right
amount of onion and pepper to flavour the meanelJamiled as she
spoke, but she too was wondering, and wishingRkdto was here...
coming out of the sea with great drops of waterhi brown
shoulders, with that look about him of a flagrahglf-fearful
masculinity, which none of the women in his lifedhaver tamed.
Jaine closed her eyes and remembered the strefrfgthhands on the



slenderness of her arms; the thrill of his toucht thnly her heart
dared acknowledge.

The other night he had kissed her, but it had mearhore to him
than a kiss he might bestow upon a niece or anpgyetoman who
happened to arouse his avuncular instincts. It édubccur to him
that a mere kiss could mean more to her than thel jee had given
her. He would probably smile and think her foolishe knew that
she treasured the memory of his lips far more thariNun's Stone,
which sometimes seemed to lay like a weight uparbheast.

'l think it would be great fun,' Tristao went oo, have lots of sisters
and brothers, not only to play with, but one woné&ler be lonely.
Are you lonely, Jaine?'

'‘Not when I'm with youamigo,'she handed him a fig which was s
big and luscious it was almost transparent. Y@ eating a good
lunch and will have grown another inch or so taltigrthe time your
father comes home.'

'l hope he comes soon.' The boy nibbled his figlasdjaze travelled
restlessly from Jaine to the sea, and she too edittte flurry of the
spray and listened to the hiss of the waves asdhiiered over the
rocks. In the cliffside foliage the cicadas shdlland there where the
trumpet flowers hung their bells the air swarmedhwbees.
Something was fretting the edge of her enjoymentt was fretting
Tristao's. Disturbing the recesses of the heatth@se bees flying in
and out of the flowers, refusing to let them lieith the sun.

After his lunch the boy curled down upon the rud &l asleep, but
Jaine was restless and she wandered to the edge s&nds where
the sea had grown quiet, and stood with her fedterwarm moist
sand and felt the soft sea wind blowing her hair.



Yes, she too wanted Pedro to come home ... yat@hidn't shake off
the feeling that when he returned things at Goldedwould never
be the same again. Her gaze travelled to the slylesvk flashed
darkly across her vision, and directly overheadehwing a single
cloud against the speckless blue, and she gavieex sis she looked
at it, for it seemed strangely ominous as it huhgrdé, and so
symbolic of her thoughts.

As if to escape her thoughts she ran into the séatauck out blindly

through the blue shining water, and the moistuesidimked from her

lashes had the sting of tears. She could almos&t #&um on and on
until her heart stopped beating and the happinegsit finality ... no

pain of severance from him who had made life comalise for her.

But his son lay sleeping on the beach and she Ipeutstere when the
young eyes opened and looked for her... and shéheesand the sun
had dried her hair when Tristao stirred awake deepsy stretched

out to touch her, as if to make sure of her.

'l thought you'd gone away,' he said sleepily.
'You've been dreamingnio.|I'm still here beside you,' she smiled.

He nodded and seemed content, but his fingersiggggers had an
intensity about them that was almost feverish,sdrewas rather glad
when she saw Justus making his way down the difi,ghe big dog
Arno bounding beside him. The reason for theivattiay in the sky,
for that single cloud had now gathered forces andoked as if it
might rain before the day.was out... and Jainadir&new that when
it rained in this part of the world it was like artain of swift-running
water let down' over the land. It beat flower-headd palm-crests to
the ground, and it blotted out the very sky. Tiogpical rain was as
prolific as the tropical sun and foliage.

They returned home to the deep-walled, drowsy gafet
Goldenhawk ... strange how everything slumbered seeimed to



hold its breath when the Duque was away. The heaailved doors
were closed against the red-gold clouds as duklbtélthe rain held
off as Jaine played dominoes with Tristao afterrthgoper of crisply
baked tortilla and tiny marrows with sweet potatoes

At eight o'clock she saw that his eyes were heauy his long day in
the open air and he didn't have to be persuadeddoess for bed.-
She was tucking him in when suddenly he lockechmss about her
neck and clung to her. 'You won't go away!

'‘No, darling, I'll sit here until you fall fast &sp,' she assured him.
‘I mean - ever?'

‘Ever is a long, long timamio, and right now I'm here and I'll only
disappear in that green puff of smoke if you sagtfang silly to your
father about me. I'm only yogonfiancaand your friend, and to your
father | am even less than that. | am his emplogee, far less
indispensable than Primitivo—'

'‘But don't you love me?' Tristao muttered agaimesf tihe pressure of
his young body pressing the emerald into her, abdten as she felt
the pain she felt the joy of being loved and nedueBedro's child ...
the young male creature who was part of that bagk,dpassionate
man to whom convention was a snap of the fingerswiho couldn't
indefinitely live unmarried and was almost certainlith a woman
right now. The pain stabbed as Jaine imagined thguB with the
kind of woman he was born to admire, radiant anslrdele, with
eyes that met his boldly and didn't fall away iryredss when he
looked at her; with the flair to respond to hisardwhen he pressed
his lips to hers.

'Of course | love you.' She pressed her lips tatda's temple, his
cheek, and the side of his warm young neck. 'Nosesltight,
chiquitito, and have a nice dream.'



'What are you going to do?' he asked, his eyelidsging as he
gazed at her in the lamplight, the great dark gugtéaling the gold
from his eyes.

'l am going to sort out all those pretty shells wadlected, and
tomorrow we'll find a box and decorate it.'

'Find it tonight,' he urged, 'so that we can staht away in the
morning. Will you let me put the glue on the sH&lls

‘All right, if you'll promise not to get it all oveyourself, so that the
shells cling to you instead of the cigar-box.' §haned down at him
and stroked the dark hair from his forehead. "Wauld be a shock
for your father, to come home to a son made ofsbedis!’

Tristao grinned in return, and then snuggled dowth \wer hand
against his cheek. He was not a child to take sogdb bed with him;
Jaine had discovered that this young Latin boygoredl living things
to those that were inanimate, people and animalspdants. She
studied him as he fell asleep, a child who was iseasand
responsive beyond his years, who had become attattheéher
because she was with him a great deal of the fiilm&t, she realized,
was why the Duque had thought of bringing a wi@dttenhawk in
preference to aonfianca.lt was love of the child rather than love o
the woman which had directed him, " and as Jaise quietly from
Tristao's bedside, easing her hand from beneatbthieisk, she felt a
rebellious, half- tender fury racing in her veitswouldn't matter
about sending her away and breaking her heart Weethme came. 'l
do assure you, Jaine,' he said, 'that when | deaoidearry | shall
make a point of telling you about it.'

Her hand shook on the door handle as she let hergebf Tristao's
room, and there on the gallery she took a deepltbeesaif to calm
herself. 'l had to be insignificant,' she thougirtrtentedly. 'l had to
fall in love with a significant man ..." Her fingerclenched the



wrought-iron balustrade as she made her way dowsstethe quiet,
cool-tiled hall, where she paused in front of thelwwirror where the
other night the Duque had stood reflected with etall behind her,
with eyes of an inscrutable gold by candlelightnighit she stood
pale and alone and gone was the witchery whichgbeith him had
brought into being; the velvet dress seemed lankemnslim body,
and the emerald seemed too foolishly exotic foreaencompanion.

No, she didn't want to look at herself, seeingdlreform and a face
that could never excite to passion a man such dsoP8he turned
away from the mirror and walked to the door ofdtisdy, where she
turned the handle and slipped like a ghost intorttoen which was
always faintly redolent of Pedro's cigar smoke. Shéched on the
light and though the room was instantly filled witie colour and
enchantment of the pictures on the panelled wits]aine it was.|
lifeless room because the Duque wasn't there. bk @as too tidy,
and the wine flagons and glasses glinted coldliythen side-table.
Nothing was the same without the deep warmth dflthén voice,
with its slight accent and its many subtle shadings

She sat down in the big chair of his desk and oghe¢he lid of the
century-old music-box of rosewood and mother- cdrpelThe old
Portuguese tune tinkled gaily, while the pictureshee walls stared at
her, almost insolent in their beauty.

Jaine knew that she tormented herself on purpdss.she came here
deliberately to look at these rare and favowkgets d'artwhich the
Dugue had collected for his personal pleasure h@®mony to the
eye,' he had once said to her, 'is what discordenimymusic.'

He had an innate love of what was rare and lowlg, Jaine flinched
from the self-inflicted pain as she touched theevasod music-box,
as she looked at the incised detail of the winegga from which he
drank, as she met the vivid eyes of a Degas damuérsaw the



swan-like grace of the pale slender limbs as tHepgepared for the
ballet.

The lid of the music-box clicked shut and the musas stifled ...
Jaine rose blindly from the Duque's own chair dmsl time she fled
unpursued from his study.



CHAPTER ELEVEN

THE days passed and the Duque's absence stretcheadbeyeeek.

No message arrived to explain why he was awayrsg, land though
Jaine managed to convince Tristao that his fattzer delayed by his
business contacts, she was certain in her own Heartit was

something more deeply personal than the coffeestigldich kept

Pedro away from Goldenhawk for almost ten days.

The sense of unrest grew more persistent in hitveaseat of the days
seemed to increase ... a sort of recklessnesdtadlof her, and she
told herself that if the Duque planned to returthva wife, then there
would be no room at Goldenhawk for her. She wasytamg to be

acceptable to any new bride of a man such as Pedthad he not said
himself that circumstances could change and hgrcstald come to

an end quite suddenly?

Friday dawned with a saffron-gold sun that fillee patios with a hot
shining light patterned by the almost black shadofuhe trees and
benches. The tiny coloured birds who loved swaagthignored the
cake crumbs which Jaine and Tristao scatterechéantand they hid
themselves among the trees as if they found thet@umpainfully
bright. The dragonflies whirled in a mad vortexpofple and green,
dashing filmy wings against the golden honeysuckiel, the cicadas
shrilled persistently, unseen and unrelenting asottat itself.

Tristao lolled about in his short green pants aiscstraw sombrero,
while Jaine sought coolness in a chiton-type drslegveless and
flimsy. Her hair that was short, like those pagdabée old Norman
courts, didn't bother her, but as mid-morning apphed she and
Tristao went indoors, to the breezeway that rahtrigrough the
house from one end to the other, providing anidlu®f coolness on
this the hottest day she had yet known at Goldekh#@wno lay

sprawled out on the tiles of the floor, and throdlgh arabesqued
archways puffs of heat wafted in from the sundredcpatios. The



ciprestrees hardly moved, standing there like spirecaments of
iron, and there was a metallic glint to the greertain of creepers
hung with immense lavender bells.

Jaine could feel the beating of her heart as sreeld against a tiled
column ... deep apprehensive beats, like drumeiilood.

Being a Latin child Tristao rarely complained abthé siesta habit
and after Jaine had settled him down on his bekkdas a brown
imp under his netting, she went to her own roomatteinpted to rest
on thechaise-longuén the deep alcove of her balcony.

'‘My chaste lounger,' she thought idly, tracing watHingertip the
enamelled flowers on her lemonade cup. In the cap fresh lemon
tea with mint and ice, and on the little loungeediable was a plate of
heart-shaped cakes stuffed with honey and nutsfe&bhas spoiled
and lazy as her cousin Laraine, and she wrinkledhbge in sudden
displeasure and knew that her innermost urge wagtaway by
herself for an hour or two, where it was cool aadret and in tune
with her restless mood.

She went out on to her balcony and stared dowreadénse greenery
leading off from the gardens of Goldenhawk. Thegjariay only a
walk away and all that deep velvety green lookedcsol and
inviting, shut away from the brazen sun beating miow Jaine as she
stood and felt the heat coming off the iron andwdrk of her
balcony.

‘Are you scared?' a small voice seemed to whispenfing her as she
stood there and felt the litde beads of moisturéd@nupper lip and
against the small of her back. 'Don't be sillyndaiThe Duque is
many miles away and surely pleasing himself indigure time.'

Jaine returned to her bedroom and picked up helyssteaw hat on
her way out of the room. She glanced in on Tristamake sure he



was still asleep, then ran lightly down the stawrfier sandals. The
house was silent and she guessed that the Mayaslinagl their

hammocks and were also taking a siesta. She akmmesl bent on
going out in the tropic sun, walking through thansbrous silence
and the patches of hot gold flung down by the sanglentless today
that it had sapped all the scent and life fromfiners so that only
the fiery poinsettia seemed vibrantly alive, thanfe-like petals
insolent in their gaudy beauty.

In the fruit groves the heavy pods of the banagesthung motionless
and the smell of cocoa was strong on the air. ifthe peaches called
paraguayosgleamed among their leaves, and the skins of t
avocados had a stretched sheen to them, as o &laibst waxen in
their richness.

A little further on and Jaine entered the jungdelit with its mottling
of green-gold shadows, great tangles of floweriagd, huge plumy
ferns, and trees that gushed upwards like fountsnes leaves and
branches laced together so that only glimpsesedblilne sky could be
seen.

Excitement caught at Jaine as she pushed asidetireg lianas and
wandered into this great lush nave, with its cleddlbird noises far
up in the trees, its buzzing of insects, and atgrof cicadas. In here
they were not stunned by the sun and they creatachd Jaine a
living wall of unseen life, never silent and newgél, so that she was
less nervous than if she had found the junglesatsilace.-She gazed
with wonder at the towering flamboyants that seeaf&ime in their
own flowers. She saw bushes weighted with sheafsnative
blossom, and trees wrapped in vivid, diaphanoussesaf pink and
yellow vine. It had a strange glamour, this wilckgm Eden which
Pedro had known from a very young child. It hadila Wweauty and
power which would appeal to him, and there woultb®a plant not
known to him, nor a sound to which he couldn'tgpoame. He would
have an affinity with this place, for despite hitetand his culture



there was a pagan streak in the Duque; somethinge®ined, as
ruthlessly strong and graceful as the jungle trees.

Then in the fork of a tree Jaine caught sight obaid similar to the
one the Duque had given her, her first day at Gdldek. She
reached for it and plucked it lightly from its nqopurple-brown
speckled with the sheerest gold, and so remindfulhat Pedro had
said about the aliveness of jungle plants and fiewe

Jaine marvelled at the elegant design of the witthid, which would
look exotic and lovely tucked into the raven haireao Brazilian
woman... someone like Felicia de Evangel who at ome had
nursed the Duque's sister during an illness, anal ad seemed on
very warm terms with the Duque. Jaine hated thadtref her
thoughts... hated this side to love, that madesaerhim so vividly in
the arms of other women. It was such a one-sidadr& for she
meant nothing to him and was hurting herself imnydike some
martyr walking with open eyes into a hedge of tisorn

It wasn't until she had wandered a little furthetoithis strange
wilderness, both forbidding and fascinating, theind realized that
she was wandering in a jungle where it would bet@dl easy to
become confused. Its beauty was deceptive andrshe there was
danger here, in hiding among the colourful cregpletked by the
murmurous hum of the insects and the twitteringghefsmall birds
flying high in careless rapture. She thought osthfaguar skins that
adorned the floors at Goldenhawk, some of them yaamd velvety,
others with a patterning of black rosettes on #leqf deep yellow.

As she looked about her she felt a faint tickling leer arm and
discovered that a praying mantis had settled ygbtl her skin, its
gauzy wings fluttering and then folding in the dbs®stillness of its
praying attitude. It was pale green and so deligatede that Jaine
felt it was hardly believable that such a pretiyninous thing should
be so innately cruel ... there had been one clghtpra lampshade in



the study one evening and the Duque had told hign, avfaintly
cynical smile about his lips, that the mantis pladpgorayed for
absolution, for it was in the habit of killing itsver.

'Fly away, you deadly beauty," she whispered, aedtiny slanting

eyes in the strange triangle of a face seemedotodo her, then the
wings fluttered open and it was gone, disappearpwards into the
trees. Jaine followed its flight, and it was thbattshe noticed how
gloomy it had grown above in the high canopy oéiitstced branches,
and as she listened she caught the patter of naimeobig leaves, and
her skin quivered as penny-sized drops of wateaibeg fall upon .

her bare arms and neck.

Heavens, she had better hurry back before she rgoingd! She
began to run, feeling all the time the quickening-plop of the

raindrops, and aware of the humidity as of a g@meenhouse in
which the plants began to give off a wildly prinmgiscent, a mixture
of leaves and bam incredibly rich and greedy ferréin. The jungle
darkened as clouds rolled over the sun and blattedt, and then
suddenly it was lit again by a streak of silvehtigflashing on the
boles of the trees and etching leaf and flowernwdwdetail.

Alarm took hold of Jaine ... here she was amonggands of trees
and a tropic storm was about to unleash itself. Mdlmodle she was!
She might well have guessed that a day so hot @nidliead to this

... and she flinched as another whiplash of ligigrflickered down

through the trees and curled around her fleetmgré. And to top all

the rain began to hurtle down, and her dress ofrtiaterial began to
cling to her like muslin.

She ran as a maddened mouse-deer might run, heedlegerything
but getting out into the open, where the crashhefthunder was
preferable to the forked danger of the lightningpamthe trees. The
vivid flashes were relentless and violent now, tiigdp her way out of
the jungle which had grown almost black and filladth the



drowning noise of the tropical downpour. Lancesuoid light and
blackest shadow crossed like foils across her aitl,bushes and
branches she had earlier avoided were now reachitnig hinder her
and to scratch at her arms and legs.

'Oh ... God!" She had run violently into somethargl thought it a
tree until her wild hands gripped a body with theersgth and
flexibility that could belong to no other humangin the world but
the Duque himself... except that that was impossibl he was miles
away and she was running mad in a forest of naturigs.

*You might well call upon the Deity!" Voice, hand#rds came from
out of the nightmare turned to an impossible dréghiabo himself

might well have answered you, but it is | ... dayeear me, you
foolish, half-drowned ... Jaine, stop tremblingelithat or you will

dislocate every bone of your body!

‘Senhor... Pedro ... is it you? Her fingers dug into hand in the
white shock of the lightning she saw his face liertters, the tawny
eyes glinting ominously, the features a mask of-vegt, golden fury.
It was he, balm in Gilead, or hell itself, she jdgtn't care which it
was so long as she felt him, saw him, and wasippepl that she was
bruised and awake in the storm that pounded antthdegl the two of
them. Never, never had she seen him look so angeylooked as if
he might kill her, except that he suddenly bentdowo her and
thrusting her back against a tree his mouth destkfidrcely, with
ferocity and a terrible kind of sweetness.

‘Small, crazy, absurd Jaine.' His hand was stro&uey her wet hair,
from which the straw hat had been struck by a f§ymnanch. Warm,
insistent down over her neck and her body, to wiihehdress was
attached like a piece of wet rag? The slanting sainck at them, and
the sky seemed to ripple with white fire.. She tk& hard warmth of
his body through the thin silk of his shirt, for Ih&d opened his jacket
and dragged her inside in an attempt to shieldameras she clung to



him, she seemed drunk on the jungle scents, |dkt lvim in some
impossible heaven.

'It's dangerous... here under the trees,' she aaadher voice was all
shaken to pieces by the pounding of her heart.

'It's dangerous ... anywhere,' he sdiibr deusthe flimsy things you
women wear! And you talk of danger!'

'l mean the lightning,' she buried her face agdimatas the fangs of
sharp silver edged with blue snapped around tharalpuma hungry
for the kill. 'Pedro, let's make a bolt for it.lepse!

'In a momentgcarestia,when you get your breath.' His fingers wer
lean and caressing against the nape of her necanyl case | think
you are more afraid of me than you are of the starnnch is all quick
furious temper which will pass in a while. Whatbstween us can
never pass, now can it?"

'l -1 don't know what you mean,' she mumbled, fovdstly speaking
she didn't know what occasioned this show of figecelerness and
temper all mixed together. The only facts she cauldlyse in her
present state of confusion were that he had ariha@de and had
come looking for her; that they had blundered ugach other... and
had kissed.

'Stop being evasive,' his fingers gripped her @nd held her face
away from his chest, forcing her to look up at hifou don't get
kissed as | have just kissed you, Jaine, for baisgayedonfianca.

You get that kind of punishment, and | hope pleastor being a
white little witch who steals my heart with her eald eyes, and who
touches me with thin young hands and sets my bédind. Heaven
and hell, Jaine, if I've been wrong and you davelme—?"'

'‘Love you?' she said dazedly. 'lI've wished | didi'te tried not to
care - you - me? We're poles apart!'



'l would say, Jaine, that we are but two skins t@phe softly,
mockingly contradicted her.

'Y-you are talking about bodies, | am talking abposition—'

'Really, alma captivathis conversation becomes more provocati
by the minute. Our position strikes me as being enticing one,
even with the rain pelting down and the lightnirlgymg its fire in
and out of those bewitching eyes of yours.'

‘You're deliberately twisting my words,' she twikst little against
him, as if to escape, and at once he locked helosely to him that it
was an actual pain to feel his muscles pressing hetr. Senhor

please, this is madness, and when the storm isypalt wish you

had never spoken to me in such a way.'

‘You mean, my child, that | shall thank the stoonrhaking it easy
for me to speak this way.' He gazed down at hex wat face, filled

with the dark green glimmer of her eyes. 'lIt isslr@angest thing that
a man finds it so much more difficult to make ldeehe woman he
adores than to the passing flame which he very satinguishes. |

sometimes thought that in the tranquillity of mydst | might speak
of what lay in my heart, but somehow the momentnavrived - that
perfect and exact moment. It had to conmv, a storm within a

storm, eh?'

'l - I am your son's companion,' she said, oppokingeven as she
longed to submit, to give in, to believe even agiall the odds. 'l am
poor, not much to look at, and very insignificdrdon't know what it
Is that you want of me, but | - even with you -dntt cheapen what |
feel by having an affair with you. There! I've séidt sounds awful,
but | mean every word!

'l am sure you do, you strange, unworldly creayae' He spoke the
words against her temple, his breath playing wameh fast against



her skin. 'Ah, Jaine, you'd fight for honour evemiy arms, wouldn't
you, and my arms are your home and your heavemufwill only
believe me. | love you, my child. Your simplicityas a whirlpool at
the heart of it, and | am lost in it. | see int&g&nd courage and
witchery when | look at you. | see the woman | warte woman |
shall have, if my pilot manages to get that plafi¢he ground in a
tropical storm. Come, it is time to run - time t!'g

'‘But | don't understand—' Her eyes pleaded with. F'Wehat do you
mean about the plane? Where are we going?'

'‘With luck, my darling heart, to Portugal.' He swe plastered hair
away from her eyes and bending his tall head hselisier wet face,
his lips travelling all over her features, warm amadh-tasting, and
loving. Jaine could feel the loving, and her hdeltt as if it might
choke her.

'‘Pedro - please!'

'‘Don't you like me to do this? My heart, you widlve to get used to it,
for | mean to do a great deal of kissing to makdanll the lack of
it.

'‘Pedro, you're driving me crazy.' She pushed hex fato his hard
shoulder in an attempt to escape his lips. 'l w@khow what's going
on! Where have you been? | thought you were withvith
someone—'

‘A woman?' he mocked. 'Come, this is no place Xptamations;' and
there is not much time left to us. It was goodhef $torm to come, for
it will keep away those who are eager to get todéohawk before |
do what has to be done. Hold fast to my haadestia,and run with

me all the way home!'

For the rest of her days Jaine would rememberghminder of that
night, the strangest she ever lived through. Winety reached the



house, Primitivo was in the hall with warm poncimte which they

were wrapped right away, and there was hot coffe larandy.

Tristao was dressed and wrapped against the radhits and pieces
of baggage had been hastily packed. The jeep vaasliag in the

forecourt, and as the Duque hurried them out tihé,rain began to
ease off and the thunder had passed. It had spasiged, and yet
Jaine could hear a throbbing from the directiortha&f jungle, and

Tristao's finger tightened around hers.

'‘Drums,' he said excitedly. 'Papa, the Indiansayngadeusto us.'

‘Yes, my son.' Pedro lifted the boy into the jesap] by the courtyard
lanterns Jaine saw that his face was firm andliget,a savagely
beautiful mask.

'In with you, my dear.' He was roughly tender witine as he settled
her in her seat. 'Primitivo will run you to the pég which is waiting
on the runway, and then he will return for Justus myself. They are
coming with us ... they are not being left behiodial into the hands
of those who are turning my country into a placefedr and
oppression. With a woman?' His laughter rang tet,diablerie of it
mingling with the sound of the drums. '‘My dearaVb been whisking
certain friends out of the country with the helg-eficia de Evangel's
husband. We got her on to the boat this morningtlaeg are well on
their way to Portugal. Now off with you, Jaine, gridase don't look
back. Just go to the plane and wait there withtdoisAll will be all
right. Trust me!'

The jeep started up and made for the archway #nhttd the
driveway. Jaine did glance back and saw Pedrarsgrioack into the
house.

‘Primitivo,' she cried out, 'what is he going t&do



'He is going to set light to GoldenhawdenhorinhaHe is going to
burn his house and the plantations.'

'‘Oh no!" Jaine crouched in her seat and closeéyes with the pain
of it. 'Must he do such a thing? Is there no othay?"

'‘Not for him, senhorinha.’A soft note of pride rang in the Mayan's
voice. 'lt is the land and heritage of the Zanémsl it is for the Duque
de Zanto to put Goldenhawk to the torch rather theare it fall into
the hands of bad men. The Senhor Duque is a giregtpbrave man,
senhorinhaHe will not be forgotten in Brazil. He has riskeid hfe
to save people from being tortured by the militdngleed, he will be
a man remembered, and a man with a price on ht éwsry second
that he remains in Brazil, but the burning hasdalbne. There has to
be time for that.'

Goldenhawk, she thought tormentedly, her arm loclkedund

Tristao as the jeep sped through the darkness &ente private
plane awaited them. So this was how it must endhal beauty and
grace and history put to the flames... so this kg it must begin,
a man, a girl and a child in flight from the gregoid Eden, with joy
and hope of finding another.

Just over an hour later when the plane took off thie night, the
darkness and the jungle were lit by the flames ofdénhawk,
burning amidst its coffee acres, its cotton treas @sewood oil, a
great red-gold pyre of flames, above which the @lancled in a last
farewell.

Fighting the tears in her eyes, Jaine glanced dtoPas he peered
with her from the window beside her seat. His facéhat moment
had almost a cruel sadness as he reached for hdrdmal held it
tightly to the edge of pain. 'Goldenhawk was oufrg' said.
‘Goldenhawk will be ours for always, for no onelshave it who has
no claim of loyalty or love. No one again shall kai its gardens,



take coffee beneath the magnolia trees, nor listéhe voices of the
jungle on warm still nights. What was GoldenhawKI wie our
memory, intact, unravished, gone to its glory i ttlean gold
flames.'

And when he spoke like that Jaine's tears couldeadteld back and
very slowly they rolled down her cheeks.

'‘Don't cry,' he murmured.’ "The best is yet to be."

The plane flew on through the night, and when &as young head
drooped tiredly against Jaine, the Duque lifted amd carried him to
a couch where he soon fell asleep, the lashesadmikst the young
cheeks.

'He is so like his dear mother.' Pedro lightly toed his cheek, and
seemed unaware of the tortured look which Jainggfat him.

Dear mother! Dear father in heaven! She turned aaray stared
blindly from a window into the night spattered w#tars.

‘Jaine?' His hands were suddenly upon her shouldessessive and
warm. 'Please listen, and after | have explained] apeak no more
of the matter.'

'His mother - you love her still?* Jaine couldatik at him; could not
endure to see a similar look to the one that hah lngon his face
when he leaned over the boy.

'l shall always love her, my darling.' His headtiderners and his lips
just touched her earlobe. 'She is my sister Magdal&ler fiance
died, a child was to be born, and | did what it Wast to do. The boy
became mine and Magdalena took the veil. | wishetherwise, for |
hoped she would love again, and marry, but sheesatie father of
her child and no one else. Then | did not undedstasut now | do,



with every atom of my frame, every nerve of my boelyery beat of
my heart. | know what it is to adore one persorobeyall others.'

He turned Jaine to him as he spoke, and Jainercosfekak for the
strangling sweetness of the moment. The Duque Pedrdanto

looked deeply into the eyes she raised to him tlaea he carried her
hand to his lips and as she felt them, warm argkhing, there shot
through her a flame of such intolerable joy it wvamiost beyond

bearing. No more words were needed ... their egekesand their

hearts knew that somehow, somewhere, they would baoew their

Goldenhawk.... together.



